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 Rings On, Panties Off 
 
    (a look inside) 
 
    Dane had to close his eyes for a few seconds and remember to breathe. How many men in the bar? Fifty? Eighty? And every one of them could see his wife’s bare tits, the shape and peak of her nipples, the close-lipped curve of her pussy. 
 
    What if they knew she was his wife? What if Rose had worked it out and announced it over the sound system? All these men would turn and look at him, knowing exactly the kind of woman he’d married. 
 
    Slutwife. One word, not two. The wife of Dane’s fantasy was the kind who loved to fuck, the kind who thought too much dick was barely enough. 
 
    Carlos grinned and nudged Dane’s ribs. “Can you imagine being that chica’s husband?” He was glued to Paige, watching her take her very first lesbian strap-on. “You wouldn’t mind wetting your dick in that every night.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind at all.” Dane glanced around the room; they weren’t the only ones watching Paige. “But I think we’ll have to get in line.” His heart was beating so hard he felt dizzy. He imagined rolling on top of Paige in their marital bed at home, having her spread her legs for him, and then when he slipped inside, feeling the warmth of another man’s cum oozing out around the edges. 
 
    Sloppy seconds. On his laptop, he’d watched dozens of men come in his wife’s mouth, spray her breasts, ride her bareback and fire their load deep in her core. Yet until now, he’d never once imagined the consequences of going after them, fulfilling his husbandly duties while another man’s cum dripped from her chin or pooled between her breasts. 
 
    While another man’s cum warmed her guts. 
 
    What would it feel like pressing tentatively into her normally tight channel only to find her already stretched, already wet? Would he be able to tell someone had beaten him to it, loosened her up for him? Would Paige moan along like his was the first cock she’d had in months, even if she could still feel echoes of the guy deep inside where he’d stretched her, still feel the warmth of his seed nestled way up beyond Dane’s reach? 
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 At Least I Have Cardio 
 
    “Honey, I’m home!” Paige dropped her keys into the bowl on the hall stand and hung up her handbag. 
 
    “In the kitchen!” 
 
    Sounded like Dane was preparing supper. He’d been working from home a lot lately and doing more than his fair share of domestic duties. It was wonderful to come home to a hot supper in the oven. Paige could finally appreciate the attraction for the honey-I’m-home generation of men who barely lifted a finger outside the office. Not that she was like that; her greeting was a private joke—a reminder that she understood exactly how lucky she was. 
 
    She walked through to their open-plan living area with her laptop still slung over one shoulder. She’d be needing it later—her pet sports-statistics project had been gaining momentum and she was keen to keep it rolling. 
 
    Dane was julienning vegetables at the kitchen bench, his back to her. 
 
    “Hey, beautiful man,” she said, wrapping her arms around him. 
 
    He turned in her grasp and met her raised lips in a kiss, knocking her glasses askew. “Hey yourself. How was your day?” 
 
    She straightened the glasses and blinked him back into focus. “Same as usual.” Paige worked behind a desk, analyzing baseball data and setting odds for BettaBetz.com. “Just don’t put our savings on the Giants next week, okay?” 
 
    “They gonna get thumped?” 
 
    “No idea. The numbers are all over the place. Their batting’s up and down like a hooker’s panties.” 
 
    Dane’s eyes flashed with surprise. “Paige!” 
 
    She suppressed a smile. Three months ago, she never would have used such a ribald analogy. A lot of things had changed since she’d taken up pole dancing, not least of all her confidence. “I like your pretty frills.” She tweaked the bib of his apron—actually, it was her apron, red and white checkers with lace trim. “I can buy one more to your tastes, if you want.” 
 
    “‘Kiss the Cook’?” 
 
    “Actually, I was thinking big fake boobies.” 
 
    Dane laughed and kissed her again. “Classy.” 
 
    “I could wear it under my blouse when you’re not using it,” Paige said, walking through to the dining area and unslinging her laptop on the table. “I’ve been thinking about putting some inserts in my bra.” 
 
    “You don’t need them,” Dane said. “If you want to turn heads, just pop an extra button.” 
 
    Paige checked her current neckline. She wasn’t even showing any décolletage, let alone cleavage. Not that she had much of that to show. Her current top fitted snugly around the bust and made the best of a bad situation. “You don’t think that’d be a bit…?” 
 
    “Sexy? I don’t mind if other guys look.” 
 
    Paige laughed. “Actually, I was going to say ‘underwhelming’.” 
 
    Dane put down his knife and came around the bench to hold her. “Never,” he said, pressing their bodies together and kissing the top of her head. “You’re never underwhelming.” 
 
    “You don’t wish I was bigger? Like Sarah?” A few months ago, they’d indulged in their first and only swingers’ tryst with Dane’s brother and his wife. Sarah had confided later that Dane had pulled out and come across her breasts, something he’d never tried with Paige. They still hadn’t talked about it, and Paige was almost afraid to bring it up. 
 
    “Let Sarah do Sarah. You do you. I don’t want you to change at all.” His eyes were surprisingly earnest. “I really mean that.” 
 
    “Except for the plunging necklines.” Paige had to bite her cheek to stop from smiling. 
 
    Dane was less successful. A genuine smile blossomed, starting at the corners of his mouth and spreading slowly up his cheeks until it crinkled his eyes. “You could wear a push-up bra if it makes you feel more confident. You’d look great either way.” 
 
    Paige looked down again between their bodies and pushed her breasts together experimentally. Popping a button or two on a tight shirt like the one she was wearing might be okay. “They’d do more than look, you know,” she said, glancing up to catch Dane’s reaction. “I’m short, so they’d get a real eyeful.” She’d expected some blow-back after screwing his brother, but there’d been nothing. He was weirdly cool with it, especially considering the pounding Mitch had given her. And the noises she’d made—good grief, she mentally cringed just thinking about it. It was one of the reasons she hadn’t brought it up. 
 
    “Let them.” Dane planted another kiss on her lips and went back to his vegetables. “The more men who know what a hot wife I have, the prouder I feel.” 
 
    Hot wife. Sarah had told her about ‘hot wives’. It meant something different to what Dane was saying though—it was a wife who slept around with her husband’s blessing. 
 
    It’s also a wife who gets her needs met by other men. Bigger men. 
 
    “When’s supper ready?” she asked, deliberately changing the subject. “I want to fit in a workout if I have time.” 
 
    “Whenever you like. We’re just having a stir-fry. I’ve got the meat marinating already, so I only need five minutes to cook it.” 
 
    “Great.” She grabbed the door handle of their home-gym and shouldered open the heavy self-closing door. “About an hour?” 
 
    “Aren’t you getting changed first?” 
 
    She shrugged and backed further through the doorway. “I’ve got all my pole-dancing stuff in here.” She loved the sparkly bikinis and micro-skirts; they made her feel so feminine. “I’ll just work out in those.” 
 
    Dane’s head popped up like a meercat’s. “You’re dancing? At home?” He’d only seen her training a couple of times, and each time she had stopped straight away, too self-conscious to continue. It was obvious the idea excited him. “Can I…?” 
 
    “That depends.” She tilted her head to a flirty angle. “Can you afford it?” The lap-dance-for-dollars tease was another of their private jokes. Paige used it to deflect her guilt from the secret she’d take to her grave. The truth was she had stripped for cash already—in front of twenty men, no less. 
 
    Dane licked his lips. “What if I can?” 
 
    Good God, he was serious. Paige’s pulse raced. She hadn’t performed, really performed, since that one time at Heaven’s Above. She’d gotten high on the thrill and let things run way out of control. “Then you’d better bring your wallet, buddy. I might be easy, but I’m not cheap.” With that, she pushed all the way through the door and let it swing back slowly on its hinges behind her. “Listen for the music,” she called out quickly before it clicked shut. 
 
    Would he really pay for a lap dance? They shared bank accounts, so his money was her money anyway, but that wasn’t the point. When he was paying her, she wasn’t his wife any longer, was she? She was a stripper (again!), and that was exciting in a way she couldn’t put into words. 
 
    She’d been training twice a week at her coach’s studio, and although Lakshmi had invited her back to strip as a guest at Heaven’s Above, Paige hadn’t taken her up on it. The three hundred bucks she’d made last time was still burning a hole in her purse. It smelled of Lakshmi’s body butter and made her tingle every time she saw it in there. 
 
    Lakshmi. There was another secret she hadn’t shared with Dane. She and her ‘coach’ were doing a lot more than just pole dancing. Did that make her a bad wife? Was it unfaithful to make love to another woman? It didn’t feel that way to Paige, but she felt like two different people lately. The stripper-name Lakshmi had given her was Jess, and when they got dirty, it was Jess who took charge—the ‘Paige’ half felt entirely absent. It had been the same that amazing night with Mitch and Sarah, just rare occasions, but day by day, Jess had slowly begun shouldering her way into Paige’s life. Her wardrobe was a case in point. 
 
    She flicked through the rack of pole-dance outfits (the more lurid of which Lakshmi had donated from her own collection) and selected a three-piece metallic silver bikini with a wrap micro-skirt. If Dane did come in expecting to see Jess instead of Paige, then she wanted to be ready, and so she unhooked the top and skirt and hung the little bikini bottom back on the rack. She’d never worked out commando before—never even contemplated it. It was another sign of Jess and Paige beginning to merge. 
 
    She and Dane really ought to talk. About the night with Mitch and Sarah. About Lakshmi. And about Jess; they especially needed to talk about Jess. But how could she? And maybe that was the solution—let Jess do the talking. She certainly had the courage. But what would happen to Paige when Dane learned he was married to a slut? 
 
    She stripped and slipped into the bikini top and skirt. No panties. 
 
    So slutty. Dane would love it. 
 
    The incongruity wasn’t lost on her. 
 
    She wasn’t stupid, though. The fantasy of a sexy pole-dancing wife was very different than reality. If he could have seen her in Lakshmi’s club, surrounded by men, a dick in each hand… 
 
    He couldn’t take it. It would be the end of their marriage. 
 
    She eyed her equipment—Nautilus, free weights in the corner, and her big chrome pole on its own little stage (another thing you’d never see in a public gym). She selected the Nautilus. Leg extensions and lat pull-downs. Top and bottom. She’d save working on her core for the pole. 
 
    Sitting with knees apart on the leg machine, she was instantly aware of how exposed she was without panties or sports briefs. And how bare—she’d begun waxing since discovering all the other strippers had smooth pussies. Lakshmi was certainly appreciative and so was Dane. After five years of marriage, he’d finally started going down on her, which was a blessing in more ways than one because lately his magic wand had lost some of its sparkle. 
 
    That was normal, though—so said the internet. 
 
    … seven, eight, nine, ten. 
 
    She let the weight rest. Flicking the machinery over to the opposite configuration for leg extensions, she felt the first signs of heightened excitement between her thighs—a delicious cool of the open air that betrayed her wetness. 
 
    She began lifting the weights with her legs. One, two, three… 
 
    Working out hadn’t always been sexual. She should probably move that pole; it was a bad influence. Where to, though? The bedroom? Dane would love that. 
 
    … eight, nine, ten. 
 
    She locked her knees under the padded rest and reached up for the lat bar. A quick performance before hopping into bed might put some more lead in his pencil. 
 
    Was that the solution to her dilemma? She could let Jess out to play for her husband. There was no shame in that. It might just scratch the itch that had been building up since her explosive debut at the club. 
 
    One, two… The exercise endorphins were kicking in, giving her a warm flush that prickled her skin. She paused long enough to grab her cordless headphones and, putting her glasses aside, she dialed up one of a great many workout playlists. 
 
    The sexy new feelings melted into the background behind the simple pleasure of working her muscles and building up a sweat. For the next half hour or so, thoughts of Lakshmi, of stripping, and of opening her legs for a well-endowed man took a back seat. 
 
    Paige was just Paige again. Dressed a little more provocatively, to be sure, but she was okay with that. 
 
    ────── 
 
    The playlist ended at forty-five minutes. Paige’s muscles burned, but in a good way. She caught her reflection in the mirror-wall behind the pole. She had to find her glasses again to see properly, but when she came into focus, wow—her shoulders gleamed, and the silver bikini top clung in a fashion that was far more suggestive than when she’d put it on. 
 
    The pole beckoned. 
 
    That little stage area of the gym had previously housed her treadmill, bike, and rower. Cardio corner, she’d called it. Her cardio equipment now comprised nine feet of polished steel and nothing else. If she’d discovered pole dancing a few years earlier, she might have saved herself a few thousand dollars—not to mention the stress fractures from running that had propelled her in this sexy new direction. 
 
    She stepped up onto the stage and swung slowly around the pole. Hello there, my new friend. That tingle was back, stealing through her breasts and warming the bare, uncovered place between her legs. 
 
    Taking a hold up high, she vaulted up onto the pole, catching easily with one leg and going into a slow turn. Her underused abdominals tightened, effortlessly taking the weight of her angled upper body. As she swung around, she caught another glimpse of herself in the mirror—a flash of pale flesh and shadows beneath her skirt. 
 
    Dane would love— 
 
    Shit, she’d almost forgotten him. Dane would love this—his sexy hot wife, pole dancing sans panties. A little afternoon delight before supper would be just the cardio finish she needed for her workout. 
 
    She left the pole for a moment and retrieved the hardwood kitchen chair she normally used to reach the top storage cupboards. 
 
    There. Seating for one. She turned off all the lights except the row of LED spots that rimmed the stage, then powered up a Bluetooth speaker and found the playlist Lakshmi had given her. Juicy J, Rhianna, Drake, Fat Joe. It was stripper music—stuff they played in the club. Six different men had ejaculated on her breasts and tummy to the sound of Rhianna singing Pour It Up, each of them stuffing a twenty into her lacy black garter. 
 
    The music started. Paige mounted the stage again. Would Dane come? Of course he would. 
 
    Would he pay, though? And would she introduce him to Jess? 
 
    She ran back to the clothing rack and fished a garter from the tote hanging on the end. Sliding it up her thigh as she walked, she positioned it just below where the little micro-skirt ended and was back at the pole a moment before the door edged open. 
 
    She’d never doubted. Not really. No guy passes up a strip show in his own garage. 
 
    She leapt up the pole, showing off straight away with a scissor-lock that left both arms free. Leaning back and watching him upside-down, she beckoned him in and indicated the chair with a game-show-model flourish of her wrist. 
 
    Dane sat. She knew he would. He was the perfect husband who did everything she wanted. He wanted to see what his dirty, dirty wife was capable of. 
 
    Sweetheart, you have no idea. 
 
    She went into a routine that Lakshmi had been teaching her. It played to her powerful core and upper body and was hotter than a Mumbai traffic jam—which sounded a lot more alluring in Lakshmi’s faintly exotic accent. 
 
    Dragon Tail. Inside Leg Hang. Cheba Split. The wrap skirt fell open, and she knew Dane could see everything. She slid down the pole and dropped lightly to her feet, locking eyes with her husband. A few strands of hair had fallen over her face. “Hey baby,” she said, pushing her glasses back up her nose and affecting her sexiest, breathiest tone. “Is this your first time?” It was Jess. Suddenly, she was just… there. 
 
    Dane stiffened. He even looked around to see if there was anyone else behind him. Hilarious, but Paige didn’t laugh. Never laugh at the clients, not unless they make a joke. It was one of Lakshmi’s rules—not the golden one, but it was up there. 
 
    “Yeah, you.” Paige leaned her butt and shoulders back against the pole and slid one foot up the cool metal until she judged he could see up her skirt. “This your first time in the club?” Technically, this was a breach of the golden rule—no cash, no gash—but for a special client… 
 
    Dane’s eyes darted down to her groin, then lingered on her gleaming chest on the way back up. “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “Thought so,” Paige said, mounting the pole again. Dangling upside-down in a Broken Doll, she tipped her head back and met Dane’s eyes. “What sort of girl are you looking for?” 
 
    Dane visibly gulped. 
 
    “Do you like dirty girls?” 
 
    Her husband nodded quickly. 
 
    Which made sense. That time he’d been with Sarah, she probably played it super-slutty. It would explain the jizzing over her boobs. Paige wasn’t seeing that side of him because she hadn’t been playing the slut. 
 
    She turned slowly around the pole, striking all the poses Lakshmi had taught her—Dangerous Bird, Ayesha, Inside Leg-Hang—most of which held her strong upper body out wide and fanned her long hair out in smooth circles. 
 
    “I can be dirty,” she said, sliding back down to the stage. “Or if you’re looking for something more personal”—she stepped out and planted one foot on the chair, right between his legs—“I can be very dirty.” She was leaning so close her breath disturbed his hair. Hopefully her all-day deodorant was doing its job. 
 
    “Very dirty?” His voice had become raspy. 
 
    “Very, very dirty.” Paige stayed exactly where she was, legs spread between stage and chair, and fingered the garter around her upper thigh. “If the price is right.” 
 
    Realization dawned on Dane’s face, and he dug furiously into his jeans’ pocket, dragging out a fistful of small bills. 
 
    Good boy. 
 
    “A lap dance,” he said, sliding a five into Paige’s garter. “I’ll pay.” 
 
    She smiled broadly and, stepping off the stage, she squatted over Dane’s lap and whispered in his ear. “You’re gonna get your money’s worth too, honey.” Standing on the chair’s wooden braces, she straddled him and gyrated to the music, closing her eyes and losing herself in the performance. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Dane asked. 
 
    “Jess.” No hesitation. Her covered breasts were right in front of his face, and she felt a cool puff of breath against her chest when he heard her stripper name. 
 
    “Is that your real name?” 
 
    She swayed lower until they were face to face. “It’s real enough for today,” she whispered. “I don’t want my husband finding out I’m a dancer.” 
 
    “You’re married?” 
 
    “Happily.” 
 
    “He’s a lucky guy. You’re gorgeous.” 
 
    “And you’re a flatterer.” Paige offered him the garter again and earned herself a couple of singles. She felt herself leaking down there. Could he smell her? “Give me another three,” she whispered in his ear, “and I’ll let you take my top off.” 
 
    Dane paid, as she knew he would. Paige leaned into him, raising her arms and pushing her breasts right in front of his face. He reached around and untied the bikini top at the back. 
 
    “What are your boundaries?” he asked. 
 
    “You can look all you like.” 
 
    “Is that all?” He lifted the halter over her head, exposing her breasts. 
 
    “You can touch me back here.” She guided his hands, one of them still clutching his fistful of bills, down her body to her bare ass beneath the silver mini. “Why don’t you give it a squeeze?” 
 
    He did, tight, splitting Paige’s pussy lips apart. “What else?” he asked. 
 
    She moved one peaked nipple close to his lips. “You can kiss anything I put in your mouth.” 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Uh-h—” Before she could voice the response, her nipple disappeared between his lips. He bit her, not hard enough to hurt, but enough to make her senses soar. “Oh, baby, yes!” 
 
    Dane sucked and licked her until her legs felt like Jell-O—a situation not improved by the forty-five-minute leg and shoulder workout she’d just finished. 
 
    She pulled free with a pop. “You do like dirty girls, don’t you?” 
 
    “I like this dirty girl.” 
 
    She reached between his legs and felt his erection. “Mmm.” He was harder than he’d felt in months. “Did I do this?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “I’m not supposed to touch you in the club,” she whispered, massaging his cock. 
 
    He didn’t react to that, except to draw a breath as she squeezed tighter. 
 
    “I said”—she lifted the garter—“I’m not supposed to—” 
 
    He stuffed a few more bills in there. Paige didn’t notice how much and neither did Dane. 
 
    “Mmm, I love a generous man.” She lowered herself onto his swollen groin, her wet and open pussy clamping onto his denim-clad member like some creature from the deep. “Oh, baby.” Her clit burned. She rubbed against his bulge. “You’re so hard.” Arms around his neck, cheek to cheek, she ground herself shamelessly, falling into the make-believe he was a paying customer at Lakshmi’s club. 
 
    Dane’s hands were back on her ass, guiding her, grinding her. His breath was hot and fast in her ear. 
 
    Dear God, don’t let him come in his pants. She wanted him inside her when he blew. “Do you want me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “If the price is right, you can have me.” Her cheeks warmed and a fresh fire kindled in her groin. 
 
    They weren’t talking about stripping any longer. 
 
    Lakshmi had done it—fucked a man for money, she’d said—but the risk had been too great. Without her bouncers, with the constant threat of vice cops arresting her, she’d quit shortly after she started. Paige was only talking about selling her body to her husband, but the thrill was just as real. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    The Bluetooth speaker mixed seamlessly into a new track. Lakshmi didn’t fuck about with her mixes. 
 
    Paige delved deep and found her inner hooker. It was horrifyingly easy. “If you want to fuck me, you have to pay. Same as everyone else.” 
 
    “What about your husband?” Dane asked, fumbling with his zipper. 
 
    They were in uncharted territory now, and Paige had to navigate by her wits. “I make him pay, too,” she purred in his ear. The responses now were 100% Jess. Paige had no input. It emboldened her to say things that had spent too long unsaid. “I used to let him do me for free, like a goodwife, but he prefers me like this.” 
 
    Dane somehow got his cock out. “H-how do you know?” 
 
    Paige took his dick in hand. How do you know? She’d expected a rebuttal or maybe a defense, but this was nothing short of a confession. It cast that night with Mitch and Sarah in a whole new light. 
 
    Jess pounced. “He watched me fuck his own brother.” 
 
    Seconds ticked by. Dane’s pupils were the size of saucers. “Did you like it?” 
 
    He IS into it. She’d assumed his highlight of that night was fucking Sarah, but it was becoming increasingly obvious he’d gotten off on her getting plowed by Mitch. Sarah had told her as much, but until now, she hadn’t really believed it. 
 
    “I loved it,” she whispered, stroking him up and down her freshly waxed seam. “But then I love dick. I’m not fussy about who gives it to me.” He was so hard. Beautifully, gorgeously, cunt-plunderingly hard. I did this, she told herself, her inner voice euphoric. With my womanly wiles. 
 
    He shook his head, his voice quavering. “What I meant… Did you like your husband watching?” 
 
    She hadn’t known he was watching, not until Sarah had told her later, and Dane had never admitted it until now. Earlier that evening, they’d played a kissing game, and the look on his face when she’d kissed his brother had set her alight. She could scarcely imagine the heat of his gaze when she’d gone all the way. Mitch had reamed her so hard and for so long, and Dane had just watched. Watched while she took all that cock, while she squealed and came, watched while his own brother ejaculated inside her. 
 
    “Yes.” It was all she could do not to just sit on his erection and engulf him. She put her lips to his ear and whispered, “He’s watching me right now. Don’t look! He doesn’t know I’ve seen him.” 
 
    Dane’s cock leaped in her hand. She’d struck a chord. 
 
    “Pay me,” she hissed, seizing this new thread. Playing the slut, being the slut, letting him watch—she was peeling back his layers like an onion. “Show him what a slut I really am.” 
 
    Hands fumbled at her garter. More money. All of it. Money for sex. She was a dirty, dirty slut. Her secret was finally out, and her husband approved. 
 
    She groaned, sinking onto his cock. “What am I?” 
 
    He was so hot inside her. So hard. “You’re incredible.” 
 
    That wasn’t what he was supposed to say. “Tell me I’m a slut.” 
 
    Dane gulped. “You’re a… slut.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    He’d said the right words but lacked conviction. She’d have to work on that. Later, though. Right now, she was a volcano, ready to blow. She slid up and down Dane’s member. She squeezed him, and he swelled inside her. It was like she could feel every bump, every vein. Lakshmi had used dildos and strap-ons on her—big ones, hard ones—but nothing beat real cock. 
 
    Her husband’s hard, hard cock. 
 
    She was going to come. “Baby,” she whispered. “I love you so much.” 
 
    Dane gasped. It was like an ‘oh!’ of surprise, except unvoiced. For a moment, Paige thought he was coming, and she rode him harder, deeper, hoping to come with him. She was so close. So clo— 
 
    His breathing changed. And that peak, rock-hardness suddenly waned, like the tension on an anchor cable when the tide begins to ebb. 
 
    He came already? But I didn’t feel— 
 
    He hadn’t, though. She could hear it in his breathing. It wasn’t satisfaction, but frustration—an emotion she identified with all to readily. 
 
    (I love you so much.) 
 
    Oh God, she’d broken the spell. He was going soft inside her. And it wasn’t just him. Jess was gone. Paige stopped pumping and sat on him lest he slip out, but it wasn’t enough. Her clit ached for release, and the micro-movements she made to grind herself, to keep herself on the edge, made him plop free. 
 
    “Honey,” he said, looking at her with drooping, puppy-dog eyes. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I’ll get the AR goggles,” she said quickly, hating the note of desperation in her voice. The augmented-reality headsets had been the catalyst for their swingers’ night. If she couldn’t bring Jess back, maybe she could be somebody else. “I can be Sarah.” She kissed him, hunting for that spark that would resurrect what she’d destroyed. “I can be one of those girls on Broadway.” 
 
    “No,” Dane said, taking her face gently and holding off her kisses. “That’s not what I…” He sighed resignedly. “I don’t want anybody else. And the goggles… I’m not sure I trust them anymore.” 
 
    Whatever that meant. 
 
    “I think I’m just tired.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “You were wonderful, though, the way you spun around that pole. How long has it been since—?” 
 
    “Three months.” The same amount of time since she’d last come with a cock inside her. 
 
    “That long?” He nodded thoughtfully. “Still,” he continued, “you’re amazing for three months.” 
 
    “Thank you.” She kissed him and slid off his lap. “Do you want to do this again? I can put on makeup, do my hair different.” 
 
    “Yes,” Dane said, putting his wilted cock away. “I do. Not tonight, though.” 
 
    “No. Not tonight.” Feeling exposed, Paige snatched a crop-top from the rack and put it on. “I’ll just finish my workout. Dinner in…?” 
 
    “Half an hour?” 
 
    “Good. That’ll give me time for a shower.” 
 
    Dane pulled open the door. “You want the lights back on?” 
 
    “Yes please.” She squinted against the sudden glare. They looked at each other for a few long seconds. “I love you,” she said quietly. 
 
    “I love you too.” Dane gave her a little smile. His eyes flicked down to all the money in her garter. “I really enjoyed this.” 
 
    Paige pulled the bills free with a snap. “Me too.” 
 
    And then the door banged. He was gone. 
 
    Stupid, stupid, stupid woman! She threw the money aside, scattering it. 
 
    (I love you so much.) 
 
    The words echoed in her head. She’d ruined it. 
 
    Why the FUCK can’t you just be the slut he wants you to be? 
 
    Moreover, why couldn’t she be the slut she wanted to be? 
 
    That word. It made her shiver. In the wrong hands, it could be awful, but for Paige it felt powerful. Empowering, even. It embodied everything she’d shied away from in her sexuality, the courage to admit what she wanted and to take it. 
 
    She mounted the pole again, spinning, turning, falling under the spell of that familiar strain in her abdominals, in her arms. 
 
    She should have told him… Or let Jess tell him, at least. 
 
    I stripped in a roomful of twenty men. 
 
    The look in his eyes… 
 
    I held their cocks. And they came all over me. 
 
    One had come on her pussy. When she and Lakshmi had gone to clean up, she’d had to wash matted spunk from her thatch (another fine reason to have started waxing). 
 
    What if he’d come inside her? Like with Mitch. What if a total stranger came inside her while Dane was watching? 
 
    She wasn’t sure whether that was his fantasy or hers. They were beginning to blur. 
 
    Her heart pounded. Her muscles burned. She and the pole became one. She might never discover how it felt to be fucked by a stranger, but at least she had cardio. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 Where Do You Want Him To Come? 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    Dane flopped down in his office chair and held his head in both hands. 
 
    Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 
 
    Like Paige’s gym, Dane’s home-office was his private sanctuary. He didn’t enter her space without an invitation, and she didn’t enter his. It had a big oak desk, a high-backed leather upholstered chair, and feature shelving that he’d tastefully stacked with tech memorabilia and collectibles. It was where he did his best thinking, his best reflection… although reflection was the last thing he wanted after that fiasco. 
 
    Looking for a distraction, he woke the computer and checked his social media feeds. It was all shit. Trump. Marvel trailers. Cat videos. Click, click, clickety-shit. 
 
    This wasn’t the first time he’d suffered performance anxiety. As a general rule, his arousal was dependent on his partner—the more she got into the sex, the more excited (and harder!) he became. Sometimes, if Paige seemed disinterested or distracted, well, then he bowed out as well. 
 
    But that’s not what happened just now. 
 
    No, it wasn’t. Paige had been into it, all right; she’d been totally into it. Like a furnace, as hot as he’d ever felt her. And so wet. The things she’d done, the things she’d said, putting herself out there—he had no idea she’d seen so deeply inside his fantasies. 
 
    Before that summer, it would have been unimaginable to have her dance and strip for him. And then, out of the blue, she’d up and done it. He’d gone away for one weekend and when he got back, she’d suddenly taken up pole dancing and was giving him a lap dance on their patio. 
 
    It was just for exercise, she maintained, nothing else. She wasn’t stupid though; she knew it was sexy as fuck. He’d been gently prompting her for a repeat performance, and in retaliation, she’d been teasing him that he’d have to pay. 
 
    (I’m easy, but I’m not cheap.) 
 
    He scrolled aimlessly past videos of a dad catching his falling baby, a family of eight riding a moped, someone popping a giant pimple— Gah! What’s wrong with these people? Why would you even record that? 
 
    Married to a stripper. Dear God in Heaven, how many times had he jerked off to that fantasy since she’d given him that first lap dance? And how many times had he regretted it afterward? He didn’t want other guys seeing her naked; it was just the fantasy of being married to a slut… 
 
    Slutty women were his Kryptonite. Even just confident, sexual women like Sarah left him tongue-tied and tripping over his own feet. The idea of his demure, bespectacled, dutiful wife stripping for money had been the most explosive fantasy he’d ever contemplated. Until… 
 
    (If you want to fuck me, you have to pay.) 
 
    Damn, had she really said that? Thinking about her stripping left his mouth dry and his palms sweaty. Paige the stripper. Wow. He’d enjoyed some epic sessions watching porn with the AR goggles, swapping out the pornstar on screen for his wife. Paige the hooker, though? When she’d hinted that she fucked for money, Dane had almost forgotten how to breathe. Images of her dressing up in fishnets and stilettos streaked across his mind like sportscars on the Autobahn. Paige working the streets, flashing her skimpy underwear (her wedding underwear!) beneath a little swatch of skirt the size of a handkerchief. 
 
    (You want some of this, baby? It’s gonna cost you.) 
 
    And guys would pay, God yes, they’d pay. When it came to Paige, Dane understood he was punching well above his weight class. His wife was objectively gorgeous—petite, pretty, and oh-so fuckable. Where would she take her johns? A hotel? Into an alley? It wouldn’t matter—slut-Paige would be so hot for it, she’d just bend over with her fuck-money clutched in one hand, moaning while a man she’d never met plowed her cunt with stranger-cock. 
 
    Dane realized he was holding his crotch and only moments away from blowing a load in his shorts. He let go, then focused on his breathing until his heart stopped racing. 
 
    (Baby, I love you so much.) 
 
    As it had in Paige’s impromptu fantasy, those six little words brought Dane’s spinning world slowly back to rest. None of it was true. Which was reassuring because any more of that kind of reality might give him a stroke. So why did it make him so hard? Worse, why was it the only thing that made him hard? When Paige had pulled back the curtain and shown him the truth—that nothing had changed—he’d melted like a Sno-Cone in August. She was a good actress and a stunning lap dancer, but she was no slut. She loved her husband and wanted only to please him, whatever it took. 
 
    What was it he’d said? ‘I love you too’? Then his dick had turtled so fast it almost crawled up inside his body. 
 
    He pushed away the mouse and cringed under the weight of embarrassment, eyes pinched shut and hands fisted as the memory replayed over again. The shame was so fresh it had barbs. Under other circumstances, he might push through the performance blip; even if he couldn’t finish himself, at least he could finish her. This time, he hadn’t been able to get out quick enough. 
 
    How could he have done that to her—after everything she’d tried, the shame she’d endured, to give him a fantasy he couldn’t even admit to? He’d basically told her that her love was a turnoff. 
 
    He could go back in there, maybe. Pick up where they’d left off. 
 
    He closed his eyes and blew air out his nostrils. Not a chance. He’d seen the hurt in her eyes. And the way she’d snatched up that crop top to cover her nakedness. The S.S. Hooker-Wife had sailed—a one-time-only voyage, and Dane had missed the boat. Nice going, genius. 
 
    Without thinking about it, he had the mouse back in his hand and was clicking over the browser search bar. 
 
    P… O… R… 
 
    Autocomplete knew the rest, and a moment later his thirty-two-inch monitor was filled stem-to-stern with cumshots, creampies, and cock-filled cunts. 
 
    Dane’s pulse kicked up a couple of beats. The usual array of porn wasn’t what he wanted, though, not this time. He clicked in the PornHub search window and typed ‘FUCKED FOR MONEY.’ 
 
    Click. 
 
    It came up with the usual—pornstars with dicks in their mouths, pornstars with cum on their faces, and then— 
 
    Store Clerk Cutie Fucks for Money 
 
    And she was cute, too. Girl-next-door cute. Petite, twenty-something, freckles and everything. You could only see her face in the thumbnail photo—that and the handful of money she was staring at—but you just knew she had a sweet, tight, never-say-die body. 
 
    A never-been-bought body. 
 
    Not yet, anyway. Dane clicked the thumbnail. He knew she was a pornstar, of course, and the scenario was a setup, but he was prepared to buy into the first-time-hooker fantasy. In his imagination, this girl could be anybody, someone like Paige, minding her own business and helping customers when a woman and a cameraman walk up and start complimenting her, telling her how pretty she is, asking whether she’s ever done any modelling. No? Would you like to? Take off your jacket, sweetheart, and let’s see your figure. 
 
    The girl does. Of course she does, it’s in the script. And when they offer her fifty bucks to lift her top, she says no, because that’s in the script too. 
 
    Paige would say no. She’d never flash her tits to a couple of strangers, but then again, Dane would’ve said she’d never try swinging, either. That’s the bit he didn’t understand. He knew the whole stripper/hooker act was for his benefit. Maybe that night with Mitch and Sarah had been as well. Maybe they’d set it up together. His fantasies seemed like they were an open book to her; she must have known he’d been crushing on Sarah for years, so she took the opportunity to throw him a bone. 
 
    Still, Paige had spent over an hour getting reamed by his brother. Maybe that had been for Dane, too. Letting him watch. Who knew? Women were a mystery. Given the right circumstances, catch them in the right mood, and they might try anything. 
 
    If the price was right. 
 
    The price was right for the cutie on screen. It was up to $100, but when she went to take it, the other woman snatched it away. 
 
    Show your boobies to the camera, the woman says in a sing-song voice, then you get the money. 
 
    Yeah Paige, show your boobies to the camera, then you get the money. Dane’s chest tightened again as the fantasy took hold. Everything in the room seemed suddenly brighter. 
 
    The girl-next-door on screen looked furtively around the empty shop. Someone, a big guy in a tight, white t-shirt, locked the shop door and flipped the Closed sign. 
 
    Dane knew what came next. After the cutie flashed her tits, the guy in the white t-shirt would come over, and the woman would offer her more money to give him a hand-job, to suck his cock, to get undressed and fuck him. 
 
    He looked at the two Heaven Sent headsets on the shelf. His dick was Damascus steel. All he had to do was slide his cellphone into one of those babies and that cutie would become Paige. It would be his wife giggling, blushing, shaking her head—his wife telling them no, she could never, she was married—not even for— 
 
    The cutie was taking her top off. Wow, she was gorgeous. She held her breasts in her hands, blushing, embarrassed by her nakedness. Paige would be exactly like that. She embarrassed easily. But she was curious, too. Adventurous sometimes. 
 
    Dane didn’t want to use the goggles. The experience with them was so real, even just watching porn—Paige taking fat dick, Paige taking black dick, Paige taking two dicks at once, unprotected dicks, dicks that filled her with cream. It was too late now, but he’d finally realized the kinky fantasies had become better than his vanilla reality. 
 
    On screen, the money had come out again. The big guy in the t-shirt wasn’t there yet, but the camera was panning to him a lot. They were still paying to get the cutie undressed. She was still holding her hands over her nipples, but her eyes never left the wad of cash in the woman’s hand. 
 
    What if my husband finds out? 
 
    How would he find out? We won’t tell. 
 
    Dane answered that, his voice just a murmur. “Because they’re recording, my dear.” Husbands watch porn. If Paige ever recorded a porn scene, would he find it? Probably not—there was a lot of porn out there—but he might. He’d be casually cruising the kind of thing that turned him on, and there she’d be, smiling up at some enormous dude with his ten-inch cock in her hand. 
 
    What would he do then? Die, of course, because his heart would have exploded. But then what? What would a cuck husband do when he discovered some stranger banging his wife? 
 
    He’d watch it, obviously. He wouldn’t even skip past the boring bits, because he’d need to see it all, hoping against hope that it was a lie, a fake, mistaken identity. He’d watch the guy suck her tits and finger her. He’d watch her play with his balls and try to swallow his big dick. Then when she laid back and spread her wifely legs for him, and Dane leaned closer to the screen to look for the little mole on her inner thigh, she’d turn and look straight into the camera and wink at him. 
 
    (Hi Honey. Do you see me? This is for you, baby—I’m doing this guy for you.) 
 
    He put a hand to his chest to feel his heart, then took it away just as quickly when he felt how fast it was racing. 
 
    The goggles could make it all go away. If he watched it with the Augmented Reality—watched Paige take the money, watched her take the guy’s dick in her mouth—he could blow his load and stuff the fantasy back in its box. The units on his shelf weren’t the same ones he’d been given at the ConTech expo. Those had been betas, which he’d returned after two weeks along with a glowing product review in his web mag. Since then, Heaven Sent had launched, and in the euphoria of winning 50,000 new subscribers and a 10% bump in advertising revenue, Dane had gone out and bought two more for full retail. 
 
    Those original units had eaten through gigabytes of data uploads—way more than seemed necessary to drive the Augmented Reality. What had they sent? he wondered. Telemetry, he’d assumed. They were beta units after all; Heaven Sent had probably still been calibrating and adjusting the experience. 
 
    He and Paige had tried sex wearing them, though—a few times. Pretending she was Sarah or some random slut was the only way he was able to come. What might the techs have seen if the telemetry included footage? It was a chilling potential breach of privacy. 
 
    Since that initial data spike, nothing. But then Saturday the week before last, Dane had been out all day and their WiFi logs had clocked an extra 5GB to the same IP address. Paige said her dance coach, Lakshmi, had popped over for coffee. Had they used the headsets? Actually yes, they’d had a grand old laugh playing with them, Paige had told him, why do you ask? 
 
    No reason. Dane didn’t want to worry her with what was probably nothing. Besides, she and Lakshmi obviously weren’t having sex, so it’s not like Heaven Sent were only recording the juicy stuff. That fact alone set his mind at rest. It was probably something to do with setting up a new user. 
 
    None of which resolved his current dilemma. His freckle-faced girl-next-door was naked now and holding a handful of money. The big dude in the white t-shirt was right there, towering over her, squeezing her breasts, touching her naked ass. 
 
    And the other woman? She had her cash out again. 
 
    Two hundred if you suck his cock. 
 
    I couldn’t— 
 
    Two hundred and fifty. 
 
    The cutie’s resistance was crumbling. She looked at the money. She looked at the bulge in T-shirt’s pants. 
 
    How long do I have to suck it? 
 
    That’s up to you. 
 
    I don’t understand. 
 
    You suck until he comes in your mouth. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    The better you do it, the sooner he comes. 
 
    In my mouth? 
 
    Or in your pussy. I’ll give you an extra hundred if you let him come in your pussy. 
 
    The woman had her money out again, and T-shirt had taken the opportunity during that exchange to get his cock out. The cutie hadn’t looked down yet, and she was in for a shock when she did. 
 
    You promise you won’t tell my husband? 
 
    Cross my heart. 
 
    The cutie nodded. Okay then. 
 
    Mouth or pussy? The woman held out two handfuls of cash. 
 
    The cutie licked her lips, eyes darting between the two sheaves of green. Pussy. 
 
    Look at the camera, sweetie. Tell everyone where you want him to come. 
 
    The cutie looked straight down the barrel and into Dane’s eyes. Her cheeks reddened, just like Paige’s. In my pussy. 
 
    Dane caved. He grabbed one of the headsets, loaded up his cellphone, and less than thirty seconds later he had his cock out and was watching anew while his faithful, loving wife sold herself to a total stranger. 
 
    Tell him where you want him to come, Paige. 
 
    In my pussy. 
 
    Dane never made it to the end of the scene. 
 
    When it was finished, (or at least, when he was finished, because according to the progress bar, Paige still had fifteen more minutes of deep, big-cock fucking to endure) he powered down the headset and opened the Syslog on their WiFi router. 
 
    Nothing. Nothing untoward at all, just a small download spike from PornHub. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 It’d Make One Hell of a Story 
 
    Dane had just finished cleaning the wok after dinner when Paige’s cellphone, which was charging on the kitchen counter, pinged with a new message. 
 
    It flashed up only briefly on her lock screen, but the message was short, and Dane couldn’t help but see it. 
 
    @Lakshmi: WTF. You’re doing porn! How did I not know this? 
 
    There was a little paperclip icon, suggesting a file was attached. 
 
    She’s doing porn? 
 
    Dane’s immediate reaction wasn’t anger or jealousy like it would be for most husbands, but Dane wasn’t most husbands, and Paige was definitely not most wives. Simply put, she wouldn’t do porn—couldn’t—it wasn’t in her nature. What he felt instead was icy fingers of guilt walking down his back, having just watched an AR version of his couldn’t-do-porn wife doing exactly that not an hour earlier. Had people seen him? He suffered a morbid fear of casting his phone or tablet to the sitting room TV while he watched porn. Or worse, live streaming his screen to Facebook. He was certain he hadn’t done that.  
 
    But how had Lakshmi rumbled him? Was there another way? It wasn’t like the videos were ever stored; they streamed in from PornHub with the original porn star’s image and were converted as they played. Still, she must have found out somehow, and Paige didn’t know yet. But how? Dane had never met her—didn’t even know what she looked like. And he’d never—never!—used the AR outside the house. 
 
    That icy chill danced a return journey up his spine. Just that afternoon, he’d uploaded a new video to his magazine’s YouTube channel—a feature comparison of Google’s new budget smartphone against the flagship model. He couldn’t have… 
 
    Knowing it was impossible, that the transformed movies weren’t even stored, was no consolation. Fighting to remain calm, he took out his own phone and opened YouTube. His fingers felt slow and heavy, and twice he hit the wrong button and had to backtrack. 
 
    A wave of relief washed over him. The thumbnail photo on the video showed two black smartphones. His anxiety still not entirely assuaged, he opened it and fast-forwarded through. Phone screens, headphone jacks, his own face talking—it was all as per his edit. No porn. Thank God. 
 
    It briefly occurred to him that this personal horror show was a fantasy that had almost made him come earlier in the study—discovering Paige was doing Porn. That was fantasy bullshit, though; this was reality. Somehow he’d fucked up and leaked a video. 
 
    So what did Lakshmi know, and how? 
 
    What did Paige know? 
 
    He was screwed. There was no undoing it. This wasn’t the movies where a crazy-enough person would hire a hitman to keep their secret. This was happening and he had to own it. 
 
    So babe, listen, you know how things have been kinda lukewarm in the bedroom? Well, I’ve been using AR to watch you bang other dudes, and one of the videos has somehow gotten out. 
 
    It was hard to imagine that conversation going well. He could wait for her to bring it up herself and then fall on his sword. But what if she waited him out? The longer he said nothing, the worse it would go for him. 
 
    The worse it would go… How bad could it go? Divorce? It wasn’t out of the question. It was a pretty serious betrayal to leak your wife’s sex tapes—even if they weren’t real. Especially if they weren’t real. 
 
    It was just some innocent fun. Nobody was supposed to find out, but now his completely innocent wife would suffer the public shame of a leaked sex tape, and it was all his fault. 
 
    Paige came swishing through into the kitchen-diner, startling him out of his reverie. “I’m going to crunch numbers for an hour,” she said, grabbing her laptop. “Do you want to watch some Buffy afterwards?” They both liked finding old TV series they could binge together while they cuddled on the sofa. They were five seasons into Buffy the Vampire Slayer and going strong. 
 
    “Sure.” Dane’s mind spun with options. He really didn’t know what he should do, and then, as was so often the case, his mouth decided the matter for him. “Your phone just pinged.” 
 
    “Oh.” Paige unplugged it from its charger and cradled it with the laptop. “Thanks.” 
 
    “Aren’t you going to… you know, check it? It could be work.” 
 
    Paige laughed. “A statistics emergency?” 
 
    “Maybe. Aren’t the Giants playing tomorrow? What if half the team just got arrested at an illegal brothel and they need you to recut the odds?” 
 
    “Not again.” 
 
    Dane tried to laugh at the joke but was too tense. It came out as a weak huff. 
 
    Paige rolled her eyes and thumbed her cell to life… then stopped. She stared at the screen, unblinking. Her neck stiffened and a row of creases crossed her brow. 
 
    In the back of his mind, Dane was counting down the final seconds of his marriage. “Bad news?” 
 
    “I don’t…” She touched the screen and it started playing music, hip-hop by the sounds, but awful quality, like an audio cassette rescued from the 1980s. 
 
    Dane focused on the music. Nothing he’d watched had had noise like that in the background, he was sure of it. The stuff on PornHub was all porn groove and bow-chicka-wah-wah. It was single ray of hope shining through impenetrable clouds. Maybe it wasn’t his video. “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s… Oh my God!” She looked up from the screen, the distress on her face piercing Dane to the bone. “It’s porn.” 
 
    Grief and panic grappled for control of Dane’s emotions. “You’re kidding. Who’d send you—?” 
 
    “It’s of me!” Her eyes were welling. 
 
    Seeing his wife unravel before him, grief won. He pushed his guilt and panic aside and went to her, putting his arms around her shoulders. “Are you serious?” Whoever had done this (and Dane was still hoping like hell it wasn’t him), he would make them pay. “Let me…” 
 
    Paige held the device away, covering the screen, her expression suddenly defensive. “I don’t… It’s not…” She took a moment to stop the video playing. “It’s not me. I never did… this!” 
 
    “Of course you didn’t.” He took gentle hold of her wrist and drew it closer. “It’s probably some scam. Show me.” 
 
    She unlocked the screen again and let him take control. He scrolled the video back to the beginning. The awful, distorted music began again. Dane thumbed the volume down. 
 
    It had been shot in a darkened room and had that blurry, grainy quality common to all celebrity sex tapes. There were shadowed heads milling in the foreground, and behind them, on a raised stage, was a naked dancer. A stripper. 
 
    Dane’s pulse raced. She’d denied it, but could it be Paige? It was too dark and grainy to tell for sure. She’d broken so many ‘nevers’ lately; he wasn’t sure what he could safely disbelieve. 
 
    The dancer turned around and stepped into a spotlight. She had straight red hair and big boobs—well, not big per se, but bigger than Paige’s. 
 
    “That’s not you, babe.” Thank God, it had all been a big misunderstanding. 
 
    “Not her.” The redhead was dancing off to the right of screen. Paige pointed at the center. “Me! Right there.” 
 
    It wasn’t on the stage; it was behind. What Dane had dismissed as a gaudy dance-club lightshow was actually a jumbotron TV acting as a backdrop. Playing on it was a hardcore porn scene with Paige center-frame, mounted on a guy reverse-cowgirl and bouncing on his cock. 
 
    “Oh.” Dane’s jaw unhinged. That was a lot of cock, and wow, Paige was really packing it away like a champ. For the third time that evening, he was getting hard. The grainy, darkened cellphone video-of-a-video was strangely more compelling than the 4K hi-def versions of similar scenes he’d been watching on his computer. It took a moment for him to realize why—those shadows in the foreground, they were people in the strip club (men!), and they were doing more than just enjoying the redhead’s routine. 
 
    They were all watching his wife getting reamed. 
 
    And every one of them, he realized, wished they were the one with the little caramel-haired hottie moaning and bouncing on their cock. He hated himself for watching; how could he console her over her public exposure when it was making his cock hard? 
 
    “I never did this,” Paige said. 
 
    “I know, but…” Dane had to stop to swallow. “It’s very realistic, though. Like with the goggles.” This wasn’t a recording of video he’d watched; it was a new deepfake. Someone with the same tech and Paige’s image had created it. 
 
    Paige’s face tightened and anger filled her eyes. “Was it them? Those people who gave you the headsets?” 
 
    Dane shook his head, his eyes never leaving the screen. “I don’t…” The gleam of his wife’s juices dripping down another man’s cock was mesmerizing. “I’m not sure. I mean, you saw how the technology worked—it lets you change anybody into anybody. All it needs is enough sample photos to render the face.” 
 
    Which they both knew from experience it could harvest from Facebook and Instagram, but this video wasn’t just rendering Paige’s face. Unless the original model in the video was a perfect body-double, it had copied Paige’s naked body as well. It certainly didn’t get that from Facebook. 
 
    Dane finally looked up from the screen. “Where did this come from?” he asked, his curiosity overcoming his arousal. “It looks like a strip club.” 
 
    “Lakshmi. My coach. It’s her club… I mean, I assume it is. She has one. Not that I recognize it, you know…” 
 
    Dane tried not to smile. It was cute as hell that she didn’t want him to think of her as the type who frequented strip clubs, even those owned by her friends. “Are you two connected on Facebook and Insta? Is there any chance she made this?” 
 
    “None.” 
 
    She sounded sure. Dane wondered, though. Strip club owners didn’t strike him as the most likely occupants of the high moral ground. Could Heaven Sent have done it? He knew the AR goggles weren’t their only version of the technology; one of the demos he’d seen at ConTech had streamed to a big-screen TV. If Lakshmi had that technology and a jumbotron in the club, it made sense to hook up some porn and stream images of her dancers fucking. Watch the girl strip live while she fucks on the big screen—it was a great idea. Was it such a stretch to think she might slip somebody else in there, a girl-next-door type who maybe wasn’t a stripper? 
 
    Dane explained his thinking, focusing on the upside that at least the video wasn’t stored anywhere except in Lakshmi’s and now Paige’s phone. Solving the mystery of how it came to be had completely supplanted the creeping dread he’d felt earlier. 
 
    “Maybe it wasn’t her who did it,” he said finally. “Those AR systems are everywhere now. Maybe this big screen is hooked up to Lakshmi’s computer and she was just logged in. Somebody could’ve scrolled through and picked you from her contacts.” 
 
    Paige shook her head vehemently. “She keeps a whole separate identity for Heaven’s Above. She wouldn’t accidentally log in as her real self.” She shut down the cellphone and laid it face down on her laptop, as though those images might leap back onto the screen unbidden. 
 
    “Unless it wasn’t an accident,” Dane suggested. 
 
    “Impossible. You don’t know her.” 
 
    Heaven’s Above. 
 
    Heaven Sent. 
 
    That couldn’t be a coincidence, surely. If they were connected, the body-shots the porn video was using might have come from using the goggles at home. He almost opened his mouth to point it out, but Paige didn’t seem ready to entertain the idea her coach, her friend, might be responsible. “It doesn’t sound plausible,” he said slowly, “but it’s possible, right?” He just wanted to leave the door open. 
 
    “Sure. But then why would she send it to me if she’d set it up?” 
 
    Good question, and one of the many he wanted answers to. Paige probably did too—a natural reaction, he imagined, to appearing unexpectedly in a porn movie. And they wouldn’t be the only ones. He wondered who else might have appeared on Lakshmi’s jumbotron. “You know,” he mused out loud, “there might be a story in this.” 
 
    Paige rounded on him. “If you think you’re putting this video in one of your articles—” 
 
    “No-no-no.” Dane held up a hand to stop her. “I wouldn’t… no.” He mentally reset, realizing he’d have to word it more carefully. “What I mean is, you might not be the only one affected—you almost certainly aren’t. If you’re right, and if it’s not Lakshmi doing this—” 
 
    “It’s not.” 
 
    “—then someone is playing fast and loose with private data. If I could track them down…” 
 
    “They’d get arrested?” 
 
    “Maybe, yeah. They’d probably just get a fine. But I was thinking, it’d make one heck of a story.” 
 
    “You’d publish something like that?” 
 
    “Tech crime? You bet. Hell, I’d syndicate it. If there are any high-profile women caught up in this, we’re talking front pages nationwide and six o’clock news.” 
 
    Paige frowned uncertainly. “As long as you get the one of me deleted. I don’t want the world to see me fucking on the six o’clock news.” 
 
    “Done.” Dane leaned down and gave her a kiss, sealing the deal. “Now, when can you introduce me to Lakshmi?” 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 I Like Strippers Fine 
 
    Paige pushed the driver’s door closed on her Mini Cooper and thumbed the key fob to lock it. Beep. “You’re not going to embarrass me, are you?” she asked Dane across the hood. 
 
    “How would I embarrass you?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “In a million ways.” They stepped over the curb and met each other on the sidewalk. Paige had felt his tension in the car; she could tell he was gearing up for a confrontation. “I don’t want you to…” She didn’t want to say it, but she had to. “Don’t accuse her of anything.” Better they sorted this out before they went in. 
 
    Dane took her hand as they walked towards Lakshmi’s Queen Anne townhouse at the other end of the block. “No accusations. I just want to ask questions,” he said, reassuring her not at all. “We both want to know where that video came from, and she might have some answers. We’ll follow the trail where it leads.” 
 
    “I don’t care where it leads. Just get it deleted.” 
 
    “And the best way to do that is—” 
 
    “It won’t lead back to her.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    His crisp agreement should’ve made her feel like she’d won, but it didn’t. “Try not to be judgmental, either. Just because she strips doesn’t mean—” 
 
    “Wait, she strips? I thought you said she was the owner.” 
 
    “She is the owner.” Paige bridled at what sounded like a judge-y tone. “And she strips. When she feels like it.” When Dane didn’t respond, she added, “I think it’s good leadership.” 
 
    “Yeah, right. I didn’t mean—” 
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with stripping, you know,” she blurted. “It’s very empowering… I mean, that’s what she says. And I believe her.” Paige bit her lip in a bid to shut herself up. She’d need to tread more carefully. Letting Jess run her mouth the other night had been a mistake. There were too many opportunities here to step into a trap of her own making. 
 
    “What I meant,” Dane said, resetting the almost-argument with a gentler tone, “is that I imagined she was older. You know, retired.” 
 
    Paige glanced up at him as they walked. “She’s our age,” she said, smiling inwardly at his likely mental image of the quintessential TV ballet teacher—a matronly Russian woman, probably named Olga, with a black leotard and her grey hair tied in a bun. “And she’s hot, so don’t stare.” 
 
    “Hotter than you?” 
 
    “Much hotter than me.” 
 
    Dane squeezed her hand. “I find that difficult to believe.” 
 
    Paige experienced a little flood of feel-good serotonin at the compliment. And just like that, the tension vanished. “Well brace yourself, Mr. Skeptic.” She stopped at the gate to Lakshmi’s Russian Hill home and studio. “You’re about to be proven wrong.” 
 
    Dane looked up, gaping at the gaily painted period features. “This is it? Wow, nice place for a—” 
 
    “For a businesswoman and medical professional.” 
 
    “Touché.” 
 
    Paige led him up the steps, trying to control her breathing. There were so many ways this could go wrong. Lakshmi knew she was keeping their lovemaking a secret from Dane, not to mention their double-act in the Lotus Room. Her eyes cut guiltily to the adjacent staircase-alleyway that led down the hill to the Broadway club. What if she forgot, though, and said the wrong thing? 
 
    “Remember,” she said, tracking the click-clack of Lakshmi’s heels coming towards the door, “no embarrassing me.” 
 
    “What if she offers a free lap dance?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Paige heard him muttering behind her, “Worth a try,” as the door swung open. As always, Lakshmi took her breath away. She was dressed ready to dance in silky black and pink Dolfin shorts, a matching crop-top, and a relatively sedate (for her) pair of four-inch sling-backs. Everywhere else was smooth, glowing bronze skin. 
 
    “Hey, gorgeous lady,” she sang, pulling Paige into a hug and placing a thankfully chaste kiss on her cheek. “I see you’ve brought your own audience. Fantastic! Let me call the club, I’ll tell them we don’t need guys sent up this time.” 
 
    “Don’t you start.” Paige couldn’t hide the glee in her voice at introducing her irreverently confident friend. “I just got done telling him not to embarrass me.” 
 
    Lakshmi guided Paige into the doorway beside her and addressed Dane. “You must be the handsome Dane,” she said, almost but not quite bowing. “Paige said you were coming to drill me over the sex tape scandal.” 
 
    “I’m the plain Dane,” he said, smiling boyishly. He was bearing up rather well, Paige thought, under the barrage of flirting and sexual innuendo. “She keeps the handsome one locked up in the basement.” He took a step closer and shook Lakshmi’s offered hand. “It’s good to finally meet you, Lakshmi.” 
 
    “Please, call me Sri.” She kept his hand in hers as she said it, lending emphasis to the request that even Paige felt. 
 
    Sri was her stripper name—the only one that visitors to her club would ever know. Why the distance? Had she detected his confrontational vibe already? Or maybe she just caught him checking out her breasts. Maybe that was how she treated all men. 
 
    Dane was the first to break eye contact. “Sri it is,” he said, taking his hand back. 
 
    “Come on in.” Lakshmi turned and led Paige by the hand down the hall to her studio, leaving Dane to shut the door and chase after them. “Your text was a bit hysterical—sorry, that’s an awful word—I mean… panicked. I take it your porn debut came as a surprise to both of us.” She gave Paige a playful bump with her swinging hips. 
 
    “Not to me,” Dane said, catching up as they reached the big studio. “I always knew she had it in her.” 
 
    Paige turned and glared. “What did I just say outside?” 
 
    “Sorry, sorry.” He held up both hands in surrender. “No more jokes.” 
 
    Lakshmi stopped with her hand on the studio doorhandle, head cocked and half-frowning at Dane. “It’s not just a joke though, is it Dane?” 
 
    Paige saw her husband freeze in the searchlight intensity of Lakshmi’s focused attention. Like he had the previous evening when she’d stripped for him. 
 
    Dane’s jaw worked up and down a few times before words came out. “I’m… I beg your pardon?” 
 
    “You’re not going to stand here and tell me you’re the only straight guy in San Francisco who doesn’t like strippers.” 
 
    “Yeah… I mean no.” His eyes looked like they were in mortal combat with his brain to stop from raking down Lakshmi’s mostly exposed body. “I like strippers fine. Not that I ever go to—” 
 
    “And yet you love your wife, right?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    It seemed to Paige like he thought he was back on safe ground. She was less sure. 
 
    Lakshmi released Dane from her gaze and turned to Paige as she backed into the studio. “If I had a dollar for every guy who wanted me to pretend I was his slutty wife—” 
 
    “You get twenty dollars—” 
 
    “Not my point,” Lakshmi said, waving it off. “Most women don’t believe it, but the slutty wife fantasy is real. And it’s more common than you think.” She held the door and ushered them into the studio, stopping Dane with one hand in the middle of his chest as he tried to pass. “So no more shaming, okay? When a woman comes to me to learn how to dance, I expect her husband to be excited and supportive. He’s getting at least as much out of it as she is.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Dane said. “Loud and clear.” 
 
    Letting him pass, Lakshmi directed Paige to start stretching—they were planning to use the balance of the hour for her lesson—and pulled up a kitchen chair for Dane. When he was seated, she perched herself on the edge of the stage before him, long legs dangling and kicking the air. 
 
    Paige climbed the steps, sat behind Lakshmi to her left, and stretched her legs out straight on the floor. She was almost disappointed Lakshmi hadn’t gone all the way a moment ago and forced him to admit to his fantasies. The way he’d reacted to the stripper roleplay, she knew there was something going on in his head—maybe some kind of good-wife/slut-wife conflict. Good guys didn’t marry sluts, though. Hearing it from his own lips would make her fantasies less shameful. 
 
    Lakshmi leaned back and patted Paige’s knee. “As I was saying, your porn debut…” 
 
    “Virtual porn debut,” Dane said, recovering quickly from his dressing down. 
 
    “I knew it wasn’t her,” Lakshmi said, as much to Paige as to Dane. “I mean, you’re both into this augmented reality stuff, so I just assumed you’d sold her render online.” 
 
    Dane leaned forward. “Hold on, what? Sold her render? Where?” 
 
    Lakshmi gave him a one-eyebrow frown. “In the Marketplace.” She turned to Paige. “Didn’t you show me all this stuff on those headsets at your place?” 
 
    Paige was bent over double, fingers wrapped around her foot. She blew a lock of hair out of her face. “There isn’t a Marketplace.” 
 
    “There’s no shopfront at all,” Dane said. “They just scrape faces from your social media and serve them up for free.” 
 
    “Huh.” Lakshmi leaned back and crossed her legs. “I must be thinking about the club’s system. We only got it last week and I’m still finding my way around.” 
 
    “Okay, back up,” Dane said, reeling back the conversation with his fingers. “So you do have an AR setup in the club?” 
 
    Lakshmi nodded. “It’s called Shooting Stars. My silent partner got us into a trial. It’s a bit like your headsets, but it’s not on the market yet.” 
 
    Shooting Stars. Paige and Dane exchanged a look and a shrug. It seemed neither of them recognized the name. Maybe there was no link back to Heaven Sent after all. She could tell he’d registered the similarity to the name of Lakshmi’s club the moment she mentioned it, and she’d be lying if she said she hadn’t dwelled on it herself. 
 
    “They could be related. Or it might just be a clone,” Dane said, his words echoing Paige’s own thoughts. He sounded disappointed. “Tell us about this Marketplace though.” 
 
    Lakshmi brightened up. “The best damn thing to happen in exotic dancing since poles replaced feather boas.” She went on and explained quickly how the system worked. As they’d anticipated, it was like a jukebox where patrons queued up porn clips to play on the club’s screens, including the jumbotron behind the main stage. Using the augmented reality add-in, they could replace any of the porn stars with rendered models from the Marketplace. The patrons paid for their choices, and the royalties were split three ways—one third to the club, one third to Shooting Stars, and one third to the render’s uploader. 
 
    Dane nodded through this as though he’d anticipated all or most of it. “And your girls have all uploaded their own renders, I bet.” 
 
    “That’s the clever bit.” Lakshmi waved for Paige to stop stretching and start warming up on a pole, then she turned back to Dane as though she’d never been distracted. “They’re nearly doubling their tips. Patrons love watching them go for it on screen, so they get more dances, and the royalty from the AR is the cherry on top.” 
 
    Having stripped off her track pants, Paige climbed one of the poles and started turning out reps of her basic warmup moves, what she thought of as piano scales for pole dancers, but Lakshmi called A-B-C’s—arms, butt, core. The now familiar routine helped her push back the anxiety of confrontation between her husband and her lover. 
 
    Lakshmi watched her move around the pole. Dane was watching too, apparently distracted for the moment from his mission. “So, whoever uploaded pictures of Paige is getting paid each time someone uses her in a video.” 
 
    “Hey,” Paige cried, stopping mid-turn on the pole. “That’s not fair.” It was bad enough being an unwilling pornstar, but to think somebody else was pocketing her royalty while men watched her fuck felt like the ultimate betrayal. 
 
    “Who would do that?” Dane asked, looking pointedly at Lakshmi. “Who could do it?” 
 
    “It could be anyone,” Lakshmi said, rising and coming over to Paige’s pole to correct her posture. She stood back and watched for a moment before retreating to her own pole center-stage. 
 
    “But you’re an admin, right?” Paige asked without pausing her warmup. “Can’t you delete it?” 
 
    “We’re not the only trial site. Hundreds of different girls and guys have been uploaded, maybe thousands, from I-don’t-know-how-many different clubs.” 
 
    “Right,” Dane said, tracking Lakshmi’s shapely calves as she swung slowly around her pole. “And I guess anybody with a computer and an account could just harvest our photos from social media and create their own library of models.” 
 
    “Not unless you’re posting full nudes. The Marketplace won’t accept incomplete renders.” 
 
    Dangling upside-down, Paige laid her head back and addressed Lakshmi. “Could be airbrushed.” 
 
    “Not in my club,” Lakshmi said, missing the point. “If the girl on stage has a mole on her hoo-ha, then by God the one in the video better have one too. Once the spell’s broken, you can’t put it back together again.” 
 
    Dane frowned. “Where would someone get nudes of you?” The question was rhetorical, but he was looking at Paige while he asked it. “It’s not like you do any of… this”—he gestured broadly at the pole, the studio, and her scantily clad body—“in public.” 
 
    Paige felt suddenly short of breath. She had stripped. Only once, but once was enough. She wouldn’t believe Lakshmi had filmed her, but what if someone in the Lotus Room had a hidden camera? She cut her eyes quickly to Lakshmi, knowing she would be thinking the same thing, and willed her not to say anything. 
 
    Lakshmi’s innocently curious look betrayed nothing. “You don’t have any sex tapes out there, do you? Old boyfriends with a hidden camera?” 
 
    “No!” The answer shot out before Paige could realize her friend was feeding her an out. “At least, I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Except we did,” Dane said. He seemed to have given up on the evil-Lakshmi angle for the minute. “With the goggles.” 
 
    “Ooooh!” Lakshmi had climbed her own pole and was mirroring Paige’s A-B-C’s. She hung her head back and looked playfully over at Paige upside-down. “Anything you want to share?” 
 
    “We might’ve… played some games.” 
 
    “In the n-u-u-u-u-d-e!” Lakshmi sang it in a teasing voice. “Tell me more— No, wait, don’t. It’s more fun using my imagination.” 
 
    “But if it came from our headsets,” Dane mused, “how did it get to the Marketplace?” He met Lakshmi’s eyes again. “They could be connected, but I don’t believe in conspiracy theories.” 
 
    “You don’t need to—someone could have just hacked you,” Lakshmi suggested. “Those headsets use your own cellphone, don’t they? Can’t people, like, take over your camera these days?” 
 
    Dane frowned. “It’s… I guess it’s possible.” 
 
    It was more than just possible. Paige knew he was always having to factory-reset his phone because of the unstable beta apps he loaded for work. When was the last time he’d reset? What if he’d picked up a virus? 
 
    Lakshmi slid back down to the stage. “Or they could have gone old-school and peeked through your windows,” she said, coming over and slapping Paige’s butt. “It’s time to bust some sexy moves, gorgeous.” She turned to Dane. “Did you get what you came for?” 
 
    Dane pushed back his chair and stood. “I’d love to get a look at that Marketplace. If I can find who uploaded Paige’s render, there might be a money-trail I could follow back to the source. Any chance I could come back and get you to show me through it?” 
 
    “It’s Saturday afternoon. Club’s open,” Lakshmi said. “Head on down the stairs to Broadway. I’ll phone ahead and get Carlos to set you up in the office.” 
 
    “Wow, really? That’s very generous. Thank you.” 
 
    Paige beamed. She’d told him Lakshmi wasn’t involved, and this was virtually proof. If she had anything to hide, she’d never invite him to go snooping. 
 
    “Don’t mention it. Now get going.” Lakshmi gave him a wave and a smile. “I want some privacy to get your wife all hot and bothered.” 
 
    Dane laughed as he headed out and parroted Paige’s own joke. “Careful. She’s easy, but she’s not cheap.” He stiffened, realizing the same time as Paige that he might have provoked Lakshmi’s ire again. “I was just… What I mean is, if she wanted to make money from it, she probably could.” 
 
    Lakshmi beckoned him back with one finger, and Dane drifted back to the edge of the stage, powerless to defy her. She hopped down to floor level and stood before him, close, breasts almost touching his chest. “Get twenty bucks out of your wallet.” Her voice was low and calm, like Marlon Brando in The Godfather. 
 
    Dane got out a twenty. 
 
    “Tuck it in my bra and I’ll let you kiss me.” 
 
    Paige almost cried out a protest before she saw what Dane couldn’t—Lakshmi’s hand behind her back, the fingers crossed. 
 
    “I don’t want to kiss you,” Dane said, almost choking on his words. “I love Paige.” 
 
    “Tuck it in my bra,” Lakshmi repeated, “and I’ll kiss Paige.” 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    Without releasing him from her gaze, Lakshmi held out a hand, beckoning Paige down. She came. How could she not? Watching Lakshmi’s power over her husband was hypnotic. 
 
    Lakshmi took her arm and pulled her close so they were both in front of Dane. Two against one. “Twenty bucks,” she said. “Once in a lifetime chance. How many men get to see their sexy wife with another woman?” 
 
    Paige would have been trembling if Lakshmi hadn’t been holding her so close. What was she doing? She was going to spill their secret relationship to her husband. 
 
    Dane just stood there with the twenty in his hand looking shell-shocked. 
 
    Lakshmi pulled at the shoulder of her crop-top, just as she would for a guy at the club with her garter. 
 
    Dane gulped and put the money in there. 
 
    Lakshmi pulled Paige into an embrace, and with one hand on her ass, kissed her hard on the mouth. It was hot and made Paige flush to the roots as soon as their lips met, but it was a show-kiss, aggressive and too fast, not like their usual sensual exploration. 
 
    When it finished, Paige stayed in Lakshmi’s embrace, too frightened to move. She could hear Dane’s breathing. 
 
    “You guys need to talk,” Lakshmi said. “He’s a lot more into slutty pole-dancing Paige than you think.” 
 
    “We will.” Paige didn’t know whether that was true. The closest they’d come was the abortive fantasy the other night, which had gone horribly, but it seemed like the right answer. 
 
    “Dane,” Lakshmi said, her hand still on Paige’s ass. “Men don’t buy us. We do what we enjoy and make them pay to watch. You may go.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And Dane?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “While you’re in my club checking out my strippers, I’m going to get out my biggest strap-on and fuck your wife. Understood?” 
 
    Dane’s breath ran out with a whistle. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good boy. You’re dismissed.” 
 
    He backed away, eyes still glued on the two of them. 
 
    “Wait,” Paige said, disentangling herself from Lakshmi’s arms. 
 
    He stopped at the door. 
 
    “If there’s a take-down or report option, promise me you’ll delete it. The render thing. Even if you think you need it to stay up to finish your story.” 
 
    Dane crossed his heart. “I will. Promise.” And with a final wave, he was gone. 
 
    Lakshmi stepped close and gave Paige a soft kiss. A proper one. “Your husband’s gone off to a strip club. And you’re allowed to misbehave.” 
 
    Paige returned the kiss. Suddenly the weight of confrontation, of having her husband and lover facing off in the same room, of having her secret life exposed, was lifted off her chest. “Did you have anything in mind?” 
 
    “Nope. I like to be spontaneous.” 
 
    “I like that about you too. Let’s dance first, though. It gets me in a sexy mood.” 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 Amateur—Flat Chest 
 
    Dane trotted quickly down the alley staircase, excited by the opportunity to see behind the scenes at a strip club. So much so, he’d immediately dismissed the confrontation with Sri. The woman was a force of nature. He wouldn’t be completely surprised if she really did tear Paige’s clothes off and screw her. Especially after that kiss. Jesus Christ. He knew Paige had just been playing along, but damn—girl-on-girl action—she’d really seemed into it. 
 
    As compelling as that idea was, it wasn’t as compelling as the prospect of real strippers. He’d seen a few at bachelor parties. It was a different world. The sultry confidence of the dancers walking straight up and touching his chest, getting in his personal space—it was intoxicating. One even sat in his lap at the bar, pressing her bare-cheeked ass into his hardening cock. Come to think of it, he knew where Sri got her confidence around men. 
 
    Going behind the scenes, though—so much hotter. It was a more intimate look into something that was already off-the-hook intimate. 
 
    He stepped out onto the Broadway sidewalk and looked both ways. Heaven’s Above. It was right there beside him, every detail as he’d imagined it, right down to the blinking neon and black velvet draped windows. 
 
    A heavily muscled bouncer gave him an up-nod. 
 
    Dane returned it. “Is Carlos in?” He was surprised how cool that sounded. He felt self-conscious about visiting a strip club on his own, especially mid-afternoon. 
 
    The bouncer tilted his head at the doorway beside him. “Inside.” 
 
    A man of few words, obviously, and even fewer movements. 
 
    Dane went in. Outside, he’d heard the throbbing music, but inside he could feel it. Doof-doof-doof. It was the rhythm of sex. It brought to mind (not for the first time) the image of his brother going to town on Paige, reaming her with his big cock, slapping her ass with heavy, laden balls. 
 
    Doof-doof-doof. 
 
    Paige now knew he’d been watching—she’d admitted as much the previous night during their abortive attempt at roleplay. 
 
    And she’d liked it. 
 
    She hadn’t admitted that, and it had taken him until now to realize it, but it had been there in her voice. She’d enjoyed the fucking, sure—that much had been apparent from her squeals—but she’d loved the idea of having an audience. She may not have known it at the time, but she’d been performing. Just like the dancers in Heaven’s Above. 
 
    “Sir? Did you hear me? I said, cover charge is $20.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, what?” Dane shook his head. It was dark in the corridor, and he hadn’t seen anyone there. “I was daydreaming.” 
 
    A young woman behind a black counter wearing a tight, black tank-top was leaning over to yell at him. “It’s the beat,” she said, nodding along in time. “Hypnotic, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He nodded along with her, willing himself not to look at her bobbing chest. “I’m here to see Carlos. He’s expecting me.” 
 
    The music was throbbing out from an open doorway. It led around a corner, so he couldn’t see in, but blinking lights and shifting shadows played on the glossy black doorjamb. 
 
    There are naked girls in there. Right around that corner. 
 
    “What’s your name?” she said, drawing his attention back to the counter. “I’ll let him know you’re here.” 
 
    Dane turned again to the open doorway, then back to the girl. “Actually, I might take a look around inside.” He wanted to see this Shooting Stars setup in action, get the lay of the land. “I can ask for him at the bar, right?” 
 
    “Cover charge is $20,” the girl said, her tone resetting to default door-bitch, like he was any other schlep visiting a strip club alone on a Saturday afternoon. 
 
    “Right. Of course.” Dane pulled out his wallet and peeled off another twenty. Hopefully it would be as well-spent as the last one. 
 
    The girl made it disappear into a cash drawer concealed beneath the bench. “Enjoy.” 
 
    Dane let the beat draw him forward and through the doorway. The corridor doubled back a short way before opening into the club proper. It wasn’t crowded for a Saturday afternoon, but nor was it deserted; the pounding sex-music and mood lighting filled the few empty spaces. At tables, in clusters around the bar, and by the billiard table, guys stood around or sat while girls milled fearlessly among them wearing nothing but lingerie and stiletto heels. 
 
    The main stage was on Dane’s left with its three poles and the jumbotron backdrop, which was currently showing stock footage of hot girls dancing. The bar was to his right, and around the floor were a few raised dance tables, each with seating around the edges and a pole in the center. One was in use, the dancer shaved smooth and wearing just a garter holding a wad of green; she had three men seated around her, one of which—the most generous one, presumably—currently had her feet on his shoulders and her pussy approximately three inches from his nose. 
 
    Toto, I have a feeling we’re not in Kansas anymore. 
 
    Dane felt exposed standing out in the open, just inside the door. There were people at the bar, but there were also gaps; it was as good a place as any to get his bearings. 
 
    The bartender, a beautiful twenty-something in a sparkly top hat and leather bustier saw him coming and glided down the bar on what were presumably roller-skates. 
 
    “Hiya handsome. Get you something?” She was perky, but not unbearably so. 
 
    “Just a mineral water, thanks.” 
 
    “Wooh! H2O, way to go.” She did a quick pirouette on her roller-skates. “Will that be still, my heart, or sparkling, my darling?” 
 
    “Sparkling, please.” 
 
    “Ooh, aren’t you the polite one?” She smiled and gave him a wink. “I love a gentleman.” 
 
    With all the flirting, he was worried for a moment he’d be hit with a twelve-buck bottle of Perrière, but she iced a tall glass and filled it from the soda gun until it ran over. Singing along with the music, plucking up a slice of lemon with pointed tongs, popping in a paper straw—she never stopped moving on her roller-skates. She leaned over the bar, giving him a front row view down her cleavage. “That’ll be five dollars. Are you planning on shooting up?” 
 
    “Beg your pardon?” Only after he said it did he make the connection to the club’s AR system. 
 
    She tapped a sparkly nail against a laminated Shooting Stars sign on the bar. “Free sodas if you buy fifteen credits.” 
 
    The laminate didn’t mince words. 
 
    ANY GIRL
ANY SCREEN
ANY HOLE 
 
    “I’ve heard about this,” he said. “It’s why I came in.” 
 
    “It’s a ton of fun,” she said. “All the girls are in there. Just scan here to download the app.” She touched a QR Code on the laminate. “It’ll hook you straight into our location.” 
 
    “All the girls are in there?” 
 
    “You bet. Look for the green dots. They’re the ones available, and they’ll do a number on stage while the clip plays on the big screen.” 
 
    Dane gave her his most charming smile. “Are you in there?” 
 
    She threw her head back and laughed out loud. “You wanna see me fuck? I’m the bar-bitch, baby. I can’t even dance.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you can skate. I’d pay to watch you, and I mean that in the least offensive way possible.” 
 
    “Haha, you’re sweet, you know that?” She did another roller-pirouette. “I’m not in there, but I’ll tell the floor manager you asked. Maybe he’ll scan me in.” 
 
    “Carlos?” 
 
    She nodded, then flashed her eyes towards the stage. “Look, someone’s shooting up.” 
 
    The misappropriation of slang disoriented him again. The change in music and lighting on the stage helped him work out that someone had made a Shooting Stars request. 
 
    8… 7… 6… 
 
    The jumbotron was counting down, and the men were hooting and counting along with it. 
 
    “Whaddaya say about those credits?” the bartender yelled behind him over the swelling music. 
 
    “Yeah, why not?” Dane said, turning back and pulling out his wallet again. “Ring it up.” 
 
    Another pirouette. “Roger-dodger. Card or cash?” 
 
    Dane suddenly realized he had no idea what fifteen credits was worth. He didn’t want a strip club showing up on his credit card (although Paige did know he was here), but nor did he want the embarrassment of saying ‘cash’ and not having enough on him. 
 
    “Make it card. Amex okay?” 
 
    “Right all night.” 
 
    A dancer came out on stage to raucous cheers. Dane turned around. She was Latina by the looks, petite, but with a curvy butt and bust. Very sexy. The announcer said her name, but Dane missed it. She was on the jumbotron as well, double life-size, wearing pink underwear and lying propped on her elbows in bed, smiling innocently up at the camera. 
 
    The bartender held out the card reader in Dane’s peripheral vision, drawing his attention back from the stage. $65. Could’ve been worse. He wondered what fifteen credits would buy him. 
 
    “Want the sales slip?” 
 
    “No thanks.” Dane pulled two singles from his wallet and left them on the bar. “What’s your name?” he asked. “I’ll watch for you on Shooting Stars.” 
 
    “Melodee,” she said, tipping her top hat. “With two ‘e’s.” Her tip was already gone; it had disappeared without him noticing. She touched something—a button probably—on the underside of the bar. “Someone will come around and help with the app, okay?” 
 
    “Thanks, Melodee. You’re an angel.” 
 
    “It’s all an act,” she trilled, drifting backwards up the bar. “I’m really a badass. Ask anyone.” 
 
    Dane sipped his drink, waved, and turned back to the stage. Melodee was so cute his heart ached. She probably didn’t make as much in tips as the dancers, but he bet she captured just as many imaginations. 
 
    On stage, the Latina dancer was down to just her thong and heels, alternating between the poles and the men at the edge of the stage, accepting tips in her garter. Behind her on the screen, her AR doppelgänger was kneeling on the bed with a cock in her mouth. A second guy behind her was stroking his knob against her entrance and getting her wet enough to fuck. 
 
    Dane looked from the dancer to the pornstar, mentally comparing bodies, the shape of her nipples, the little tattoo on her thigh. It was perfect. He shouldn’t have been surprised, not after the myriad ways he’d watched Paige getting fucked using the goggles. It was hot, though, seeing this woman live and watching her on screen taking two dicks at once (because the second guy had just slid his unprotected cock into her). Her moans filled the club in Dolby surround sound, and it was all too easy to slip into the fantasy that they were solely for Dane, breathed directly into his ear. 
 
    A flash of gold to his left caught his eye. It was another dancer in a sequined bikini descending a previously unnoticed staircase near the door where he came in. Wow. Another knockout. Long red hair that looked like it might be a natural color, pale skin dotted with a few beauty spots. The inside of the club was as much sun as she’d seen all summer—which was a good thing; the look suited her better than any spray tan would. Dane vaguely registered she was the same girl he’d seen on stage in the cell-phone video Lakshmi had sent to Paige. 
 
    Surveying the bar from the foot of the stairs, she smiled as her eyes lit on Dane. She walked over, taking long, slow strides on her tall stripper-heels, holding his gaze all the way over. “Hi lovely. I’m Rose,” she said, parking herself right up close to Dane’s stool so that her legs touched his and her breasts brushed his arm. 
 
    “Dane,” he said, accepting her small, perfectly soft hand. He tried to pick her accent. Something British, but not one of the common ones he’d heard in movies. “Put me out of my misery,” he said. “What part of England are you from?” 
 
    She giggled. “The part that’s in Wales.” 
 
    “Oh dear. I’m mortified.” 
 
    “As you should be.” She gave him a playful nudge, pressing her breast into his arm. She smelled like apples. “What’s it like outside? Getting hot?” 
 
    “It’s hotter in here,” Dane said, regretting it immediately. 
 
    Rose affected not to notice. “I don’t know how you Californians stand the heat. I’m just grateful for a job that lets me walk around naked.” 
 
    “We all are.” There, that was better. Smooth. He felt his blood pressure maybe come down a point or two. 
 
    She nodded at the dancer and the jumbotron. “Do you know how the system works? I can show you, if you like.” 
 
    “Would you?” Dane understood nothing came for free in these places, but even knowing it was an act, he was still a little charmed by the flirting and hospitality. 
 
    “Got your cell?” 
 
    Here we go again. Another porn app—Dane needed a special cellphone for some of the shadier shit he loaded on there. Rose scanned the code on the laminate, which took him straight to the app download, then she helped him create an account (under a pseudonym) and load his credits from the card Melodee had given him. Within a minute, he had a screen full of half-dressed strippers, with all the green-dotted locals pushed to the top of the list. 
 
    “First of all,” Rose said, driving the app for him with practiced swipes, “you choose your model. This one’s me.” She tapped a studio shot of herself posing on stage with a pole. It brought up some tasteful Playboy-style nudes. 
 
    “Great shots,” Dane said, unable to think of anything else to say. 
 
    “You think? They wouldn’t airbrush the mole on my boob.” She pulled down her bra and showed him the inner curve of her left breast. There was indeed a flat brown mole there, just like the one in the photos. 
 
    “I call that a beauty spot,” Dane said, trying not to stare at the exposed nipple. 
 
    “You’re sweet.” 
 
    “That’s what people tell me.” 
 
    She swiped onwards. “Once you’ve found your one true love, you need to pick a movie clip. Have you ever used the search on PornHub?” 
 
    “Would you believe me if I said no?” 
 
    She smiled. “Would you believe me if I said I believed you?” 
 
    “Fair enough. Let’s say for the sake of argument I’m familiar.” 
 
    “Good. So you’ve got your Popular, you’ve got your Categories, and if all else fails, you’ve got your Search. What sort of porn do you like?” 
 
    “Are you going to be in it?” 
 
    “I hope so,” she said, shifting her weight against him. “I’m gagging for a dance.” 
 
    “What sort do you like, then? My favorite is whatever gets my partner off.” 
 
    “I like all sorts,” she said, stroking his thigh with her fingernail. “Why don’t you try your worst, see if you can embarrass me.” 
 
    Dane liked that idea. Talking about sex with a beautiful woman in her underwear was damn near foreplay. “How about bondage?” 
 
    “Soft ropes?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Love it.” 
 
    “What about something harder, like hog-tying?” 
 
    “Are you calling me a hog?” 
 
    “No, I mean… sorry, the ropes. It’s a—” 
 
    “I’m kidding.” She bumped hips with him. “I’m fine being tied up, but only if I get fucked properly. No teasing.” 
 
    “Spanking?” 
 
    Her eyes flashed. “I love spanking. It gets me all drippy.” 
 
    “Two guys at once?” 
 
    She pouted. “Only two?” 
 
    Rose was a shameless slut, and she was making Dane hard. The idea of a gorgeous woman who just loved to fuck set him alight. 
 
    “What about two girls at once?” he asked, mentally reprising Paige’s searingly hot kiss with Sri upstairs. 
 
    Rose batted her eyelashes. “Do you like watching two girls going for it?” 
 
    “I’ve never seen it outside porn. Not going all the way.” 
 
    “Tell you what”—she tapped his cellphone and found a lesbian video in the Popular selections—“queue up another dancer and we’ll do it on stage for you.” She made scissors with both hands and locked them together, wiggling her fingers suggestively. 
 
    Holy shit! What she was implying, two girls playing with each other, kissing, mashing breasts, rubbing pussies—it was volcanic. Probably illegal, too, depending on how far they took it. 
 
    She moved her lips closer to his ear. “You like that idea, don’t you?” 
 
    Dane nodded. 
 
    “Who are you going to make me fuck?” She swiped back to the models and paged through the ones with green “available” dots. “There’s Siobhan, Phoenix, Madi—” 
 
    “Who haven’t you done it with?” Dane asked, enraptured with the idea he could facilitate a first time for two hot girls. It would be like Paige and Sarah going for it and letting him watch. Or Paige and Sri. 
 
    Damn. That kiss. 
 
    Rose scrolled through the rest of the girls. “I’ve done it with all of them,” she admitted. “But Phoenix is the hottest. She loves a bit of girl-on-girl.” 
 
    Thoughts of Paige and Sri (even if they were impure) brought him back to why he was there. “Actually,” he said, backing out to the thumbnail list of models, “I’m looking for someone special. The guy who told me about this”—he brandished the cell—“he said he picked this amazing girl, kind of bookish, with plastic framed glasses, light brown hair, athletic, small bust.” 
 
    Rose scrolled through the gallery of AR models. “Hmm, she sounds like someone we had here a while ago. She didn’t stay. Maybe she got a better offer.” She shook her head. “That was before Shooting Stars, though. You said she was dancing?” 
 
    “I don’t think she dances,” Dane said. “Not on stage, at least. My buddy, the guy, he said she didn’t look like a… I mean, she looked, I don’t know, amateur. Like a housewife or something.” 
 
    “Hotwife.” Rose nodded. “I know the type. “The one I remember was just like that.” She tapped on the search bar and typed in ‘GLASSES AMATEUR’. 
 
    205 matches. A long list of buxom, sultry looking vixens in sexy-geeky glasses filled the screen. None of them were Paige. 
 
    Rose touched one of the images. “She’s hot.” She sounded overly hopeful, like she was losing patience with the search. 
 
    Dane scrolled down a couple of pages before going back to the search bar and replacing AMATEUR with FLAT CHEST. 
 
    Search. 
 
    Spin… spin… 
 
    3 matches. 
 
    “That’s her!” Rose cried, delighted, pointing to the second one. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Dane whispered. Rose was mistaken. It wasn’t her stripper friend; it was Paige. She would have seen her on screen the night Sri made the recording and was probably getting the two confused. The photo was a still taken from a video, Paige in the red bra she’d worn the swinging night with Mitch and Sarah. The background was blurred, but she was leaning on a doorframe painted the exact same color as the ones in their home. 
 
    Dear God. Those upload spikes on their router… The leak had come from the Heaven Sent goggles after all. 
 
    “Pick her,” Rose said. “She’s beautiful, don’t you think?” 
 
    “She is.” Dane’s voice sounded strange in his own ears—echoey and distant. There was a little price tag below Paige’s breast. Five credits. 
 
    Somebody was selling his wife. Not pretend, like the fuck-for-money porn he’d been watching the last few days; this was real guys paying to watch porn stars fuck his wife. He looked around the bar. Any of the men here—anybody across the country, in fact, with access to this system—could put down a few bucks and watch Paige getting reamed. Some of them probably had already. 
 
    The heat from that realization warred with the guilt that he’d been responsible for bringing the goggles into their lives. 
 
    “I wish she was still with us,” Rose lamented. “Look at those muscles—she’s only little, but she’d eat me up.” 
 
    He pictured Paige, live on stage, rubbing pussies with Rose while all these guys yelled and stuffed money in her garter. And Dane would be watching from the bar, sipping a beer. Some guy would lean over and tell him how much he wanted to bone the little one with no tits, and how some of them for a few extra bucks would walk you back to your car and let you bend them over the hood. 
 
    Dane had to swallow hard before he could speak. “Did you really have someone who looked like her?” he asked Rose. 
 
    “Didn’t look like her. It was her.” 
 
    Instead of fueling his fantasy, Rose’s misplaced confidence actually burst Dane’s bubble. Imagining his demure, statistician wife managing a side-hustle as a stripper sounded ridiculous out loud. She’d put up a solid act the other night in the home-gym, but she wasn’t like these women. 
 
    The app popped up an ‘Add to basket?’ button. 
 
    This was surreal. Was he really buying a sex fantasy with his own wife? He couldn’t even keep it up when he was getting it for free—but maybe that was the point of the fantasy. He resignedly shook his head and tapped. “Is that it?” 
 
    Rose leaned over, close enough for another whiff of her apple-y body lotion. “Just hit the checkout,” she said, tapping the shopping basket in the corner. 
 
    Two girls and one lesbian video clip came to thirteen credits. Dane had to admire the degree of obfuscation built into the app. Not only did he have no idea how much of the original $65 he’d just spent, he now had two credits left over and would have to put more money through the system if he ever wanted to redeem them. He wondered vaguely whether it deserved a review online—the whole thing was a bit sordid, but he could put a respectable veneer of professionalism over it. It’d be a solid follow-up to the blockbuster Heaven Sent piece. 
 
    He finalized the checkout, driving Rose to improbable displays of excitement, rubbing her hands and clacking her heels on the floor. “Who do you want to play the part of your mystery girl?” 
 
    “You choose,” Dane said, knowing he’d be watching the screen, not the girls on stage. “Someone not too…” His eyes dropped to her breasts and then bounced quickly back up to her face, although not quickly enough. 
 
    Rose smirked knowingly, seemingly delighted to be ogled. “Someone petite?” 
 
    “Precisely.” 
 
    “I’ll get Siobhan,” Rose said, fingering the buttons on his shirt while she backed away. “You’ll love her—she’s tiny.” 
 
    “See you on stage.” Dane had to force a smile. Rose was hot and slutty as all get-out, but seeing his wife for sale had set him alight. Nothing about Rose interested him anymore. “Have fun.” 
 
    Rose licked the finger she’d been using to play with Dane’s chest. “Oh, I plan to.” 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 Half-Price Orgasms 
 
    Dane turned back to the bar. His mineral water—which had been mostly ice to begin with—was almost empty. He drained it and signaled to Melodee. 
 
    “Hey handsome,” she sang, gliding up on her roller-skates. “Fancy another?” She probably didn’t realize it was almost the exact same greeting she’d offered earlier. “You shooting up with Rose?” 
 
    Dane nodded, picking up on the tortured idiom faster this time. “And Siobhan, apparently.” He pushed his glass across the bar, suggesting Melodee refill it rather than dirty another. 
 
    “I love Siobhan,” she enthused, topping up Dane’s glass from the soda gun. “We call her Elastic Girl. She used to be a gymnast.” 
 
    Dane was out of singles and so put a five on the bar. So much for free sodas. “My wife used to be a gymnast.” He cringed inwardly. Whatever motivated him to mention Paige? 
 
    “You’re married?” 
 
    He wiggled the fingers of his left hand, showing off his ring. 
 
    “Lucky girl. You’re a cutie.” The five had already disappeared. 
 
    This entire scene had just crashed through several layers of bizarre and was now spiraling into surreal territory. He’d blown upwards of fifty bucks to watch Paige pop her lesbian cherry, had a stripper rub her tits against him, and now he was getting hit on by a perky twenty-two-year-old in short shorts and roller-skates. For fuck’s sake, he’d only come here to— 
 
    “Is Carlos in?” he blurted. Jesus, what if he’d left without doing what he’d come for? 
 
    Melodee cupped an ear. “Who?” The Latina stripper on stage had finished while he’d been talking to Rose, but now the music and the crowd were pumping back up to fever pitch. 
 
    Dane leaned closer. “Carlos! Laksh— I mean, Sri told me to ask for him here.” 
 
    “Carlos?” Melodee cried, leaning over the bar and offering Dane another privileged view down her bustier. God, she was stunning.  
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I’ll buzz him.” She skated down the other end of the bar and tapped out a few words on a tablet before turning and giving Dane a wink and two thumbs up. 
 
    He waved back in acknowledgement. The shadows shifted as a new scene came on the jumbotron, and Dane swiveled on his stool to check it out. 
 
    The image was a soft-focus blur of whites and neutrals, which slowly sharpened and resolved into a modern-looking bedroom with arty wall hangings and all-white bedlinen. Two women knelt on the bed, kissing. One was a pale redhead, bare-ass naked apart from a leather harness circling her waist and thighs. With her back to the camera, she was mostly concealing her sandy-haired partner, who was comparatively over-dressed in red bra and panties. 
 
    That’s Paige’s bra. The same one she’d worn the night she fucked his brother. 
 
    Dane couldn’t see her face, but he didn’t need to. He’d bought her, after all—paid for her like a prostitute, except all he’d get to do on this occasion was watch. 
 
    The real Rose strutted in from backstage leading a small, waifish companion, presumably Siobhan—both wearing tiny, metallic tie-side bikinis. The men in the audience roared. The strippers waved back and blew kisses. Rose had been right about Siobhan; she was exactly Dane’s type—no taller than Paige, and certainly no bigger in the bust, although much slighter. His wife would snap her in two. 
 
    They each took a pole at stage right and left and began their routine, leaving centerstage clear to view the action on screen. On the video, the camera dollied slowly around the lesbian couple, revealing the redhead’s face and earning Rose a big cheer from the audience. She spun down to the floor to collect tips from the men standing closest, stretching her garter and letting them touch her leg while they tucked bills in there. 
 
    She blew them all kisses, and as an extra reward, she tugged the ties on her bra and let it fall away to the stage before waving goodbye and launching back up her pole. 
 
    The dance music throbbed. The video hadn’t been muted, though, and Dane could hear the feminine purrs of rising passion from the women on-screen. The sound went straight to his balls, making him hard. The shot moved to a new angle, this one showing Paige’s face clearly for the first time. She wore heavy makeup—slutty makeup, in Dane’s opinion—with bright painted lips, rosy cheekbones, and deep copper eyeshadow. Apart from the oh-so-familiar tortoiseshell glasses, which lent her a sexy college look, she looked every bit like a prostitute. A pornstar. 
 
    She was a pornstar—a virtual one, at least. 
 
    She was kissing Rose, taking hungry, lustful bites, and had both hands busy plying the redhead’s firm tits and ass. 
 
    The camera moved again, bringing Rose’s harness into view and showing the thick, skin-toned dildo resting heavily against Paige’s tummy. It looked like Paige was in for another reaming. 
 
    “Where’s your strap-on?” one wit shouted from the audience. 
 
    The live dancers dismounted and came together on stage, kissing in a practiced reproduction of the image playing out on the jumbotron. In almost perfect synchrony, the two Roses undressed their companions, pulling string-ties, unsnapping bras. Siobhan’s bikini top and bottom fell away on stage, and on screen, Paige shrugged out of her lacy bra revealing her small, round breasts to the audience. 
 
    Dane’s breath caught. They were Paige’s—really Paige’s. He wasn’t surprised by the technology; he’d seen that in action many times already. It was the bar full of men who were all perking up, getting their first eyeful of his wife’s tits. 
 
    And now her panties as well. He could see everything. Everybody could. Dane had to close his eyes for a few seconds and remember to breathe. How many men in the bar? Fifty? Eighty? And every one of them could see his wife’s bare tits, the shape and peak of her nipples, the close-lipped curve of her pussy. 
 
    What if they knew she was his wife? What if Rose had worked it out and announced it over the sound system? All these men would turn and look at him, knowing exactly the kind of woman he’d married. 
 
    Slutwife. One word, not two. The wife of Dane’s fantasy was the kind who loved to fuck, the kind who thought too much dick was barely enough. 
 
    “She’s something, isn’t she?” said the guy beside him. 
 
    Dane jumped, startled. He was sure the guy hadn’t been there a second ago. He looked a bit shorter than Dane, dark-haired, and wearing a black suit with an open-necked white shirt. 
 
    “The one in glasses,” the guy said. “Did you pick her?” 
 
    Dane nodded, sharing his attention between the screen and his new neighbor. 
 
    “Carlos,” the guy said, offering a closed fist. “You Dane?” 
 
    Dane bumped fists. “Sri called?” 
 
    “She said to let you see anything you wanted. She must like you.” 
 
    Dane shrugged. “She’s friends with my wife.” 
 
    They returned their attention to the scene unfolding on stage. Rose and Siobhan were naked. They’d produced plastic bottles of moisturizing lotion from somewhere and were squirting white ropes over each other’s breasts and tummy. The imagery wasn’t lost on the audience, who were crowding the stage, chanting and luring the girls closer with fists full of singles. 
 
    On screen, Paige was flat on her back with her legs spread, rubbing her pussy while Rose knelt between her thighs applying lube to the dildo. 
 
    Carlos leaned closer. “I wish I knew where she worked—the chiquita in glasses.” 
 
    An image of Paige’s office building flashed in Dane’s imagination. “Sorry, what?” 
 
    “Where she works—which club. I’d love to watch her on stage.” 
 
    “You think she’s a stripper?” 
 
    Carlos shrugged. “The system’s still only in clubs, I think, so most of the girls are dancers. How about that pussy, though?” The camera had pulled in close to watch the tip of Rose’s dildo spread Paige’s lips. “Damn, look how tight she is. You reckon she’s had work done?” 
 
    Dane sipped his mineral water. His mouth was suddenly dry, listening to this stranger talk about his wife’s pussy. “She looks pretty natural to me.” They paused to watch Rose slowly push her lubed dildo into Paige’s cunt. The earthy moans coming from effects speakers even sounded like her, forging Dane’s traitorous dick to steel. “She’s wearing a wedding ring. Could be somebody’s wife.” 
 
    “You’re right,” Carlos said when the camera pulled back, showing the glint of gold on Paige’s left hand. “I hadn’t noticed that. You’ve got a good eye.” 
 
    “I’m a reporter. I notice stuff.” He gave Carlos a vague cover story about a piece he was doing on the technology. It wasn’t complete bullshit. 
 
    The strippers were on their knees at the front of the stage rubbing lotion into each other with their breasts. Their garters were filling with bills. 
 
    Carlos grinned and nudged Dane’s ribs. “Can you imagine being that chica’s husband?” He was glued to Paige, watching her take her very first lesbian strap-on. “You wouldn’t mind wetting your dick in that every night.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind at all.” Dane glanced around the room; they weren’t the only ones watching Paige. “But I think we’ll have to get in line.” His heart was beating so hard he felt dizzy. He imagined rolling on top of Paige in their marital bed at home, having her spread her legs for him, and then when he slipped inside, feeling the warmth of another man’s cum ooze out around the edges. 
 
    Sloppy seconds. On his laptop, he’d watched dozens of men come in his wife’s mouth, spray her breasts, ride her bareback and fire their load deep in her core. Yet until now, he’d never once imagined the consequences of going after them, fulfilling his husbandly duties while another man’s cum dripped from her chin or pooled between her breasts. 
 
    While another man’s cum warmed her guts. 
 
    What would it feel like pressing tentatively into her normally tight channel only to find her already stretched, already wet? Would he be able to tell someone had beaten him to it, loosened her up for him? Would Paige moan along like his was the first cock she’d had in months, even if she could still feel echoes of the guy deep inside where he’d stretched her, still feel the warmth of his seed nestled way up beyond Dane’s reach? 
 
    There was a close-up on screen of Paige playing with her clit, and Carlos had leaned forward, pointing and saying something Dane couldn’t hear. 
 
    Dane sat forward on his stool. “Sorry, I missed that.” 
 
    “I said, it’s not a complete render. Look how her clit changes when the camera pulls in close. The frame rate gets choppy, too.” 
 
    Dane studied the twelve-foot-high image of his wife’s pussy getting pounded by a plastic dick. “I don’t see it.” 
 
    Carlos waved dismissively and sat back. “You can see it better when they change angle. It’s the VR system making shit up for the bits it hasn’t sampled. I bet they didn’t take any close-ups in the capture.” 
 
    “Like maybe it was taken from across the room?” Dane tried to remember whether he’d switched off his headset while he was watching Mitch and Paige fuck. Was that where this mystery render had come from—his own cellphone? 
 
    “Could just be amateurs.” Carlos offered. “Took us a few goes before we got it right. Look at Rose though, I scanned her in myself.” 
 
    “Nice work,” Dane said, nodding appreciatively. Rose did look amazing. The real one lay propped on her side with her legs splayed, while Siobhan, lying opposite, crept slowly closer, scissoring legs, brushing, teasing, then arching and crying out when their pussies finally kissed. One of the more creative camera angles on screen, creeping up from behind and filming between Virtual Rose’s legs, revealed that yes indeed, Carlos had captured her perfectly—right down to the asymmetric fold of her clitoral hood. 
 
    Dane leaned back over to Carlos; between the music and the moaning, conversation was becoming difficult. “Does it take long? The capture? It’d be great to see it done properly… for the story, I mean, if that’s not pushing the friendship.” 
 
    Carlos waved it off. “Any friend of Sri’s. All the girls are already scanned in, though.” He brightened. “Hey, I could do you. In a couple of weeks, we’re opening up for VIP members to use their own renders.” 
 
    Dane nodded back at the top-hatted hottie behind the bar. “What about Melodee? She told me she’d give it a try.” 
 
    Carlos turned at looked at her. “Mel? She’s the bar-bitch.” 
 
    Dane shrugged. “Tips are tips. Money talks, I guess.” 
 
    Carlos leaned back against the bar. “Hey Mel!” 
 
    She skated over. “Don’t kick my boyfriend out,” she said, winking at Dane. “He’s a good tipper.” 
 
    “He reckons you want to take a run at Shooting Stars.” 
 
    “Not for dancing,” she said, performing a little pirouette. “Just, you know, on screen. For kicks.” 
 
    “You could pair it with a cocktail special,” Dane suggested. “Half price Orgasms while she’s on the jumbotron.” 
 
    Carlos stabbed a finger at his chest. “Damn, man. That’s actually a good idea.” 
 
    “And she could do it topless for better tips.” 
 
    Melodee’s eyes sparkled. She turned to Carlos, almost bouncing. “Could I?” 
 
    “How many Orgasms you reckon you can make in four minutes?” 
 
    “Line up martini glasses along the bar and get me another blender”—she shrugged perkily—“about thirty.” 
 
    “Sharni!” Carlos waved down an ice-blond stripper hunting for lap dances at the other end of the bar. “Mind the bar for five mins, will you? I need Mel out back.” 
 
    “Will you put me on stage later?” she asked, smiling hopefully. 
 
    “Done. But no pouring your own drinks. Get a punter to pay, alright?” 
 
    “Roger, boss.” The girl tottered through the bar flap on her stripper heels, swapping places with the nimbler, roller-skating Mel. 
 
    Carlos took a few steps toward an unmarked black door before turning back to Dane. “You coming, Pulitzer?” 
 
    Dane drained his glass and planted it on the bar. “Wouldn’t miss it.” 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 Do You Like Clams? 
 
    “Now do it again!” Lakshmi cried, clapping twice—chop-chop. “This time tuck your ass in.” 
 
    Paige risked a glance at her fitness tracker. 165 bpm. Not bad. Her muscles burned, but they didn’t ache yet. She wasn’t sweating much, either—just a healthy glow. Probably why Lakshmi was paying out on her so hard. She was building up some real stripper stamina. 
 
    “Come on, Paige. Again. You’re not wilting on me, are you?” 
 
    “No ma’am.” Paige swung back up the pole and got herself in the starting position for her new routine. It was sexy, athletic, and done right, it could be performed naked without pussy-sliming all the way down the pole to the floor. That was an occupational hazard Paige had never considered before taking up the sport. 
 
    She launched into it, spinning around, crazy-legs, around again, leg-lock, release… 
 
    “Tuck it in! Or so help me, I’ll come up there—” 
 
    She stretched away from the pole, pulling in her hips… 
 
    “Good! Good! Now one-hand… around… Fab! Release again… Wooh! You go, girl. You got it!” She came over while Paige swung slowly around the pole, sliding down to the floor. “We might make a stripper out of you yet.” She slapped Paige’s backside hard enough to tingle. 
 
    “Apparently I’m already a pornstar, so it shouldn’t be a difficult transition.” 
 
    “That video really threw you for a loop, didn’t it?” 
 
    Paige shrugged. She didn’t want to seem too precious about it. “Not just me, I guess.” 
 
    Lakshmi smiled. “Your husband’s a bit of a Mr. Serious.” 
 
    “He’s not always like that.” 
 
    Lakshmi opened the little bar fridge on the stage and got two bottles of water. “He thought I did it, didn’t he?” she said, handing one to Paige. 
 
    “He didn’t… I mean…” 
 
    “It’s okay.” Lakshmi took a swallow from her bottle. “I was surprised you hadn’t grilled me over it.” 
 
    “Me?” Paige was genuinely shocked. “I’d never think…” She shook her head. “No. Not for a minute.” 
 
    “You’re a very trusting person.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Paige said. “I’m just a good judge of character.” 
 
    Lakshmi nodded and took another drink. 
 
    “Am I wrong?” Paige asked. 
 
    “No, sweetie. You’re not wrong.” Lakshmi stepped close and kissed her on the lips. “What about my judgement? Was I rash to give him carte-blanche downstairs? I don’t want to get written into some Heidi Fleiss scandal.” 
 
    “I think you’ll be surprised.” Paige returned the kiss. “He’s good at what he does. Very good. If he likes what he sees, he’ll write about it. You’ll have a crowd lining up down Broadway.” 
 
    Lakshmi laughed it off. “We’ll have to knock out a wall.” 
 
    Paige drank from her own bottle. By unspoken agreement, they both sat cross-legged on the stage and relaxed against their respective poles. 
 
    “How do you feel about it?” Lakshmi asked. “Are you okay with him down there? All those girls…” 
 
    Paige waved it off. “What’s the worst that could happen? Do you think he’s going to leave me for a stripper?” Then, hearing what she’d just said, “Not that there’s anything—” 
 
    It was Lakshmi’s turn to wave it off. “Not leave you, no. But…” 
 
    “But one of the girls might let him feel her tits?” 
 
    Lakshmi arched a brow. “Or worse. They can be ruthless when they smell a good tipper. You saw how easy he was.” 
 
    Paige huffed. “Good luck to them. If he wants to pay for what he can get for free…” 
 
    Lakshmi threw back her head and laughed. “Oh, so you are offering lap dances at home, now?” 
 
    “Don’t laugh. I tried, and it ended horribly.” 
 
    “Oh, sweetie…” Lakshmi shuffled forward and touched her knee. “I assure you, it was not your dancing. If you could see yourself…” 
 
    Paige wrinkled her nose. “I think he liked the dancing.” Actually, he’d loved the dancing—the way he’d gotten so hard, the ragged breathing… “It was something I said.” 
 
    Lakshmi stifled her laugh. “What’d you tell him, you don’t kiss the Johns?” 
 
    Paige couldn’t help smiling with her. “Oh, trust me, he would’ve loved that.” She explained in halting, PG13 terms how she’d role-played being a prostitute, and how they’d both gotten into the fantasy. “And then I told him I loved him.” 
 
    Lakshmi’s face fell. “Oh, sweetie. Oh dear.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You never break character. Your guy wanted a slut fantasy— Wait, no, he paid for a slut fantasy—literally—and you poured a bucket of good-wife over it?” 
 
    “By saying I loved him?” 
 
    “It’s not in a hooker’s top ten lines.” 
 
    “He doesn’t really want me to be a hooker though.” 
 
    “Probably not—mind you, some guys would. He does like a dirty girl fantasy, though.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “Dirty girl fantasy— a woman who loves to fuck so much, one man can’t satisfy her. Most of the club VIPs fit the mold. I spotted it the moment he shook my hand.” 
 
    “That’s a bit sleazy. Do guys like that?” Paige regretted it as soon as she said it. Of course guys loved it; the whole pole-dancing industry was predicated on the fact. And it wasn’t just guys—she’d felt the lure of the dirty girl fantasy first-hand. 
 
    As if she were mind-reading, Lakshmi began, “Do I need to remind you about—?” 
 
    “That wasn’t me. That was Jess.” 
 
    “Do I get to meet Jess again?” Lakshmi asked, giving her a suggestive smile. “She was fun.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Paige was hurt by the implication. “We have fun when we… you know…” Fuck. 
 
    Lakshmi looked apologetic. “I didn’t mean…” She came over and sat face-to-face with Paige. “What I should have said was, Paige is warm and sensual and gorgeous—” 
 
    Paige rolled her eyes. 
 
    “—but Jess, she’s wild, confident, thrilling—” 
 
    “You think?” 
 
    “And they’re both amazing in bed.” 
 
    Paige blushed and looked down. 
 
    Lakshmi lifted her chin. “I think Dane would love to meet Jess.” 
 
    “They’ve met, remember?” 
 
    “Yeah, but then Paige butted in when they were about to get it on.” 
 
    Paige sighed. Lakshmi was right; Jess was more fun. She wished she could make Jess a bigger part of her life, but that would open up a whole new host of problems. Like how to tell Dane. 
 
    Honey, I want to try stripping. 
 
    (Stripping? Really?) 
 
    And fucking. You know, strangers. Jerking, sucking, the works. 
 
    “That’s a serious face,” Lakshmi said. “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “I’m thinking I need to keep Jess on a tighter chain.” 
 
    “Well, I think”—Lakshmi traced a finger down the front of Paige’s crop top—“Jess needs to be let off the chain altogether.” 
 
    The recollection of what had happened last time she’d let Jess loose filled Paige’s mental vision, making her shudder—lying on stage, getting fucked by Lakshmi, and all the strip-club patrons standing around them in the Lotus Room, jerking off and jizzing over her tummy and breasts. 
 
    Lakshmi stood up smoothly from her cross-legged sit and held out a hand for Paige. “Let’s hit the showers and wash a few layers of sweat off each other.” 
 
    “Already?” She’d never known Lakshmi to prioritize sex over training. “Are we finished?” Not that she was complaining, and she gave her a sexy smile that hopefully said as much. 
 
    “Oh, we’re not finished. Not even close.” They walked together to the front of the stage and down the steps. “Shower, costume, makeup, then Jess and I are going downstairs to put on a show.” 
 
    Paige halted halfway down. “I don’t think—” 
 
    “No.” Lakshmi turned on her. “Don’t think. Do. Listen to Jess and just… do! You can’t bullshit me, Paige. I was there. I saw how good you are working a room full of men, and I saw how much you loved it. Finding a way to tell your husband isn’t your problem—you can’t want something so much and keep denying yourself.” She softened her tone, reaching for Paige as she came down the last step and pulling her close. “Tell him or don’t, but you need to give Jess some oxygen or she’s going to choke out, and she’ll take an important part of you with her—a part your husband won’t want to lose.” 
 
    Paige gave a half snort of laughter. “So what you’re saying is if I go down there and give a guy a hand job through his pants, I’m really doing it for Dane.” 
 
    Lakshmi grinned the grin of the righteous. “Well, not just for him. I get to enjoy the spoils when you’re done.” She gave Paige a quick peck. “You’re insatiable when you’re channeling Jess, you know that?” 
 
    Paige returned the grin, albeit more shyly. “I’m getting a little hungry right now.” 
 
    “Good.” Lakshmi took her hand and led her to the showers. “I have an appetizer for you before we go down. Do you like clams?” 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 So, Where Do You Keep the Dildos? 
 
    “Skates?” Melodee said, tilting her head enquiringly to one side. “On or off?” 
 
    Dane didn’t need to think that one through. “On.” 
 
    “Leave ’em on,” Carlos said, answering simultaneously. He dropped into an office chair and unlocked his computer. They were in a long control-room-cum-studio with a couple of desks, some computers, and a professional-looking photo studio with lighting umbrellas and colored backdrops along the back wall. 
 
    Dane was admiring Melodee’s skates, not missing the chance to also admire her legs while he was at it. “Skates are hot,” he said, glancing quickly at Carlos for support. 
 
    “Yeah. Volcanic.” Carlos was still buried in the computer. “You’re giving off the whole teen vibe.” 
 
    Melodee frowned. “Eww. Really?” 
 
    Carlos looked up belatedly and rolled his eyes. “No, I mean, you don’t look like a teen…” 
 
    Dane rescued him. “You look like a porn teen—a twenty-something in fancy dress.” 
 
    Carlos snapped his fingers. “Precisely!” 
 
    “How is that any better?” Mel asked. 
 
    “It sends out a signal,” Dane said. “You’re doing it for the guys, not for yourself. And guys are so self-absorbed, we think that’s hot.” 
 
    “Damn, man,” Carlos said, shaking his head. “You are good at this.” 
 
    “I just wear them because they’re fun,” Melodee said, performing another pirouette. It seemed she couldn’t help herself. “And you never told me I couldn’t.” 
 
    “Don’t ever change,” Dane said, completely serious. 
 
    Melodee made a little heart with her fingers and pointed it at Dane. “So, what do I have to do?” 
 
    Carlos was back on the computer, flicking through images of surveillance monitors and firing off a few walkie-talkie messages to various points of the club—more girls here, fewer there. “Um, what?” He swiveled on his chair, blinking and sizing up the delectably buoyant Mel, as if for the first time. “Right, sure—we need a video camera.” He took out his battered Chinese cell phone, which Dane had reviewed online nearly three years ago. He waved it at Dane. “What are you packing, Pulitzer?” 
 
    Dane pulled out his own—a current model Pixel. 
 
    “Great. Let’s use that. You can film, if you want, and send me the MP4 when you’re done.” 
 
    “Oh. Really?” Dane felt the prickle of adrenalin sharpening his senses. He was going to record a nude twenty-something on his phone. A hot, nude twenty-something. 
 
    “But no watching it afterwards,” Melodee teased, wagging a playful finger at Dane. 
 
    He fired up the camera app and turned it to hi-def video. “Cross my heart.” 
 
    Carlos switched on the umbrella lights and pulled out a greenscreen backdrop that covered the back wall and a few yards of floor. “Will your skates roll on this?” 
 
    Mel skated onto the backdrop and opened the angle of her ankles, performing some slow loops in place. 
 
    “Good. That’s perfect.” And then to Dane. “Record this. It’s gold. You want full-length footage of her moving. The software needs it to match her physics to the models in the porn clips.” 
 
    “Gotcha.” Dane started recording—Melodee circling forwards, backwards, pirouetting on one skate, doing the splits, and generally acting like the precocious teen she claimed to know nothing about. 
 
    It gave him the opportunity to stare unabashedly at her body. Her breasts were packed meticulously into her bustier, like she’d had to try five times before she could get it buttoned up. Her short shorts hugged her shapely ass, defining her crack perfectly and revealing just the tiniest hint of succulent camel-toe at the front. 
 
    Dane didn’t need her to undress to know she waxed—there simply wasn’t any room for hair. 
 
    “Stop moving, Mel, and take your top off.” Carlos rolled his chair over to Dane. “Move closer. Get in nice and tight on her tits.” 
 
    Melodee popped the top three close-set buttons. 
 
    “Slower… that’s it. Now stop. Give us a look with the front peeled open… Sweet.” 
 
    Melodee cupped and plumped her covered breasts for the camera. With a few buttons undone, the bustier was fast losing the battle to contain them. Slivers of areola appeared on both sides and grew like twin waxing moons until her nipples sprang free. 
 
    “Did you get that?” 
 
    Dane nodded absently. It hadn’t quite sunk in yet what was happening. Life so far had never presented any hot young women who simply peeled their clothes off on command. 
 
    “Good. Keep going, Mel. Nice and slow.” 
 
    Melodee fingered open the remaining buttons. 
 
    Dane and Carlos sighed together when the front popped open, revealing what they’d already suspected—she wasn’t wearing a bra. 
 
    Dear God. Dane had to blink to make sure it wasn’t a hallucination. Not that she needed a bra to hold them up. Or a bustier, for that matter. Succulent, plump, and round—they were positively gravity-defying. 
 
    “Give us a wiggle, Mel,” Carlos said, his voice catching on the last word. 
 
    Melodee peeled the bustier off her shoulders and cast it aside. She shimmied her shoulders and giggled, making her breasts wobble like perfectly set Jell-O. 
 
    Carlos looked at Dane. “Did you get that?” 
 
    Dane had to look down to make sure Melodee was still in frame. “I think so.” 
 
    “Better do it again. Mel?” 
 
    Melodee came right up close to Dane, shimmying and wobbling into the camera. 
 
    “Give ’em a squeeze,” Carlos said. 
 
    Dane’s free hand floated up, as if in a dream. 
 
    “Not you,” Carlos said. “Her.” 
 
    Melodee cupped one in each hand and massaged herself, keeping her nipples exposed and pointed straight at the lens. “Like this?” 
 
    “Damn,” Dane whispered. 
 
    “Hot damn.” 
 
    Mel drifted backwards on her skates. “Do you want me to take off the rest?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes please.” 
 
    Melodee giggled and flicked open the button on her short shorts. “You guys are hysterical. It’s like you’ve never seen boobs.” She turned her ass to the camera and unzipped. “I’m not wearing panties,” she said to Carlos, frowning over her shoulder. “That’s not a problem, is it?” 
 
    “I’ll get you back in if we need lingerie shots.” 
 
    Melodee had to wiggle to get the shorts past her hips. “Is this okay?” she asked, holding them with her thumbs just below the curve of her ass. 
 
    They couldn’t see her pussy yet, but with such slim thighs and a shapely ass, there’d be no hiding it if she peeled them another inch lower. 
 
    “Hold that pose, Mel.” 
 
    She held it, but the skates were moving, ever moving, rolling back and forth. 
 
    “Beautiful. Spread your cheeks.” 
 
    She had to release the shorts to do so. They were too tight to fall to the floor, but spreading her ass cheeks pushed them down that desperately needed inch. 
 
    Oh, hell yeah. 
 
    And there they were, her smooth, creamy cunt lips. They were beautifully plump—the kind the word ‘succulent’ was made to describe—with a seam down the center so tight it looked sewn shut. 
 
    “Stop there, Mel,” Carlos croaked. 
 
    Dane didn’t need to be told; he got down on his knees and moved right in close, framing up Melodee’s gorgeous cunt and zooming in so tight he could see the individual pores. There was no stubble at all; she was waxed clean, all pink and shiny. There were going to be a lot of guys in Heaven’s Above queueing up Shooting Stars vids with lingering close-ups. 
 
    “Now take ‘em off.” 
 
    Melodee peeled the sparkly black shorts down her thighs and let them fall onto her skates. “Little help?” she said, pivoting and giving the guys their first full-frontal. She rolled towards Dane, inviting him to help finish the job. 
 
    Feeling chivalrous, Dane did so, down on his knees, wrestling the tiny scrap of stretch-denim past the oversized wheels. He held them up on one finger, amazed they’d managed to cover her at all. They were miniscule—no more substantial than a pair of French knickers (and a small pair, at that). 
 
    Carlos nudged him with his foot. “Keep shooting.” 
 
    Dane had let the camera drop while he was liberating the flimsy garment, still warm from Melodee’s body heat. He re-directed his attention (and the camera) back towards her pussy, and then pulled back to get a more complete shot of her perfect, young body. 
 
    “Do another turn for us,” he said. 
 
    Melodee opened her skates and with nothing more than a flex of her ankles, turned herself again in slow circles for the camera. 
 
    “Lift your breasts.” Not that they needed a lift, Dane just wanted her to show them off. 
 
    Showing off was Melodee’s strong suit. She didn’t just lift them; she massaged them, she rubbed and tweaked the nipples, and she moaned along to her little one-woman salute to self-pleasure. 
 
    The next time Dane looked down at her pussy, he saw a glint of moisture reflecting the overhead lights. 
 
    Melodee caught him looking and smiled, spreading her legs a little wider and giving him a better look. He could tell from her expression she knew exactly what he’d seen. 
 
    She’s getting off on this. 
 
    He had no idea why, but the idea of a woman undressing and getting off on the naked look of lust in his eyes—it was captivating. He and Melodee were caught in a chain-reaction—the more aroused she became, the more he looked, and the more he looked… well, by this stage, she was very nearly dripping. 
 
    “Do you want me to play with my pussy?” Mel asked. 
 
    Does a chicken like to peck? 
 
    “The wetter the better,” Carlos said—probably a bit of clever stripper lore which Dane liked, though would probably never get to use. 
 
    “Why don’t you lie down,” Dane suggested. “I can get some good close-ups.” 
 
    Melodee folded herself down onto her bottom—a process made more awkward by the extra four inches of leg the skates loaned her. “Like this?” She reclined back on her elbows and spread her legs, back wheels resting on the floor and front wheel spinning slowly. 
 
    “Um, yeah.” Dane licked his lips. “Nice.” 
 
    Melodee was completely exposed, her whole slit visible from ass to apex. A little drizzle of musk traced a path from her pink pussy lips down to her anus. “Don’t you want to come closer?” 
 
    Dane floated onto the colored backdrop—it felt like he was the one on roller skates, now—and slowly dropped to his knees between her open legs. Camera centered on her pussy, he indulged a little fantasy that she was a virgin (notwithstanding the abundant evidence of experience with men) and imagined himself the first to see her like this. 
 
    “Is it pretty?” 
 
    “Huh?” Dane had stopped moving—how long for, he didn’t know. 
 
    “Do I have a pretty pussy? I don’t think so, but I don’t think any of them are pretty.” 
 
    Dane gulped. “I think… um, yeah, it is. Very.” 
 
    “Do you want to see inside?” 
 
    “Yes.” Dane did. A lot. 
 
    Melodee placed two fingers over her clit and circled. The movement broke the seal holding her lips closed, and her supple folds slowly unfurled. 
 
    “Tell me you got that,” Carlos said. 
 
    “I got it.” 
 
    “You two are getting me all wet,” Melodee said, her voice girlishly gleeful. She wasn’t just wet; she was dripping. Her pink center glistened. 
 
    Dane could smell her, fresh and ripe like summer fruit. He needed to adjust his cock in his pants but didn’t dare. He had no idea how much footage of her pussy the Shooting Stars VR engine would need, but it probably wasn’t this much, and he didn’t dare do anything that might make Melodee uncomfortable and bring this to an end. He moved the camera around, getting her pretty, leaking pussy from every possible angle. 
 
    Mel stroked her slit with two fingers, bottom to top, circling her clit, then returned to touch inside her entrance, delving deep enough to make her red fingernails disappear. “Now what?” she asked, looking up at Carlos. 
 
    Dane hoped like hell the answer wouldn’t be to get dressed again, but before Carlos could answer, the phone rang on his desk. 
 
    Earlier, he’d spoken to other parts of the club on speaker, but after a glance at the number, this time he picked up the handset. “Hey.” 
 
    There was a mumble from the earpiece, but Dane couldn’t understand the words. 
 
    “No problem. How many?” 
 
    … 
 
    “VIPs?” 
 
    … 
 
    “No, nothing I can’t put off. Give me twenty minutes.” 
 
    … 
 
    “Too easy. If I don’t see you, break a leg.” There was another muffled reply, then he hung up. 
 
    Dane and Melodee asked the question with their eyes. Was play time over? 
 
    “I’ve gotta set up for a show in the Lotus Room,” Carlos said, rising from his chair. 
 
    Melodee sat up and tried to get her skates underneath her. “I’d better get back to the—” 
 
    “No, finish here. Save me doing it later.” He caught Dane’s eye. “If Mel’s okay with it, get some shots with a dildo. The VR needs to see close-ups of it pushing in as well as pulling out. You think you can handle that?” 
 
    “Sure.” Dane knew exactly the shots Carlos wanted. He remembered how Paige’s poor pussy had almost folded in on itself with his brother’s big dick sliding in there, and the way her cunt lips had stretched and clung as he’d pulled out had been the stuff of wet dreams. It was the one thing the Heaven Sent goggles had never been able to replicate. Was that because he hadn’t got any close-ups? 
 
    Paige, I need you and Mitch to fuck again. This time I want to record it. 
 
    “Great,” Carlos said. “Computer’s unlocked. Upload the video for Mel when you’re done. If you can’t—” 
 
    “I’ll work it out.” 
 
    “Sweet. Have fun.” He started backing out the door. “Hey, if I’m not back in twenty mins, head upstairs to the Lotus Room. It’s a VIP-only show, so get Mel to stamp your wrist.” 
 
    And then he was gone. 
 
    Dane turned back to the naked girl on roller skates. “So, where do you keep the dildos?” 
 
    ────── 
 
    “Is makeup tax deductible when you’re a stripper?” Paige had what she conservatively estimated to be around $5-10 worth of makeup on her face, and Lakshmi still wasn’t done. 
 
    “Well, I’ve never been audited,” Lakshmi said, brushing some more glitter onto Paige’s cheeks, “but I claim it. Makeup, body butter, powder, lingerie—they’re all tools-of-trade.” 
 
    Paige’s now enormous lined and shadowed eyes (what she could see of them, at least, without her glasses) widened in the mirror. “Body butter is a tool-of-trade?” 
 
    “Would you calculate a points-spread without a computer?” 
 
    “Well, no, but—” 
 
    “Because you’ve got professional standards. And I wouldn’t give a lap-dance with rough skin.” 
 
    Paige felt the tops of her own thighs. She’d started waxing, so they felt much smoother now compared to when she was shaving. Still, Lakshmi’s skin was like warm satin. She wondered whether Dane would notice the difference if she started using body butter. 
 
    “I think you’re done,” Lakshmi said, putting away her glitter brush. “Take a look and tell me what you think.” 
 
    Paige slipped her glasses back on. “Whoa.” She didn’t recognize herself. The woman in the mirror was… hot, almost dripping with sexuality. This was nothing like the quick and dirty makeup job they’d done last time playing together in the club. 
 
    “You like?” 
 
    “I love.” Paige would never say it aloud, but the woman in the mirror (her name is Jess) was making her aroused. How was that for vain? 
 
    Lakshmi stood back to take in the rest of the package, which comprised a tiny, matching hot-pink bra and panties set trimmed with black lace, and a whole lotta smooth, pale skin. “Screw the club,” she murmured. “I want to do you right here and now.” 
 
    Paige licked her lips. She was completely fine with that. Sitting there while her lover, who was dressed identically in pink and black lingerie, fussed around doing her hair and makeup had been an exquisite tease. “I don’t mind if we—” 
 
    “Forget it,” Lakshmi said, raising a hand. “I was kidding. Carlos will have a room full of guys all wanting to watch me fuck you on stage.” 
 
    “Wanting to watch you fuck Jess, you mean.” 
 
    “Sweetie”—she bent down and brushed lips with Paige, careful not to smear their lipstick—“you tell yourself whatever it is you need to hear.” She pecked once more at Paige’s lips and then took her hand to help her up. “But I know who I’ll be fucking.” 
 
    They slipped matching stripper heels on their feet and walked together to Lakshmi’s personal elevator, which connected her home and studio high on Russian Hill to a set of old Prohibition tunnels behind Heaven’s Above down on Broadway. 
 
    Standing in companionable silence in the elevator car, Paige felt the onset of nervous butterflies in her stomach. She was going to do it. Again. Dancing for a group of horny men. Stripping for them. Letting them touch her legs, maybe her breasts… Letting them— 
 
    “I don’t want to do it like last time,” she said, trying without much success to put some steel in her voice. 
 
    The elevator pinged to a stop. 
 
    Lakshmi stepped out, forcing Paige to hurry to catch up. “The girls are always in charge,” she said. “Don’t ever do something you don’t want to.” 
 
    “Are you going to?” 
 
    “Am I going to what?” 
 
    “Let the men… you know, at the end.” Last time, while Lakshmi was fucking her with a double-ended dildo, they’d had the men gather round, jerking off, and let them come over their bodies. Paige had come out looking like she’d been dipped in Krispy Kreme Original Glaze. 
 
    Lakshmi stopped mid-stride. She turned to Paige and frowned. “I thought you liked that?” 
 
    Paige swallowed hard. “I did, but…” She was already wet just thinking about it—the groans of the men as they’d climaxed, the warm splash as it struck her tummy, the thrill of it trickling down her body. 
 
    “But it’s not something you ever want to have to tell your husband.” 
 
    Paige let out a sigh. “Exactly.” The truth was, if she got that close to so many hard dicks again, she didn’t entirely trust herself to stop. 
 
    Lakshmi took her hand and squeezed. “Like I said, you’re in charge. We can just dance if that’s what you want.” She shrugged. “But what he doesn’t know—” 
 
    A chill of guilt shivered down Paige’s spine. “What if he sees us? He is down here.” 
 
    “Just take your glasses off—I swear, you’re like Clark Kent and Superman.” 
 
    It wasn’t much comfort, but Paige had to admit that even she hadn’t recognized herself. 
 
    “Besides, it’s been over an hour,” Lakshmi said dryly. “He’ll be in the back getting a lap dance by now.” 
 
    Paige smiled. If it put some hiss back in his trouser snake, she was fine with that. 
 
    ────── 
 
    Dane finished searching the last drawer in Carlos’s desk. “Nothing,” he said. “What about you?” 
 
    Melodee was still naked, kneeling at the other desk in her roller skates and tossing the drawers for dildos. “Here’s a marker,” she said, holding up a blue-capped whiteboard marker about as thick as her thumb. “Will that do?” 
 
    Dane considered it. It wasn’t thick enough, and he didn’t think the writing down the shaft would play nice with the VR software. “I’m trying to imagine a big dick on the jumbotron with ‘Artline’ tattooed down the side.” 
 
    Melodee wrinkled her nose. “Fair enough.” She put the marker away and closed the drawer. 
 
    Dane looked around the room. “Where else would Carlos keep his dildos?” 
 
    “Not in here, that’s for sure.” Melodee clambered up onto her wheels and rolled back onto the photographic backdrop. “How about we just use yours?” 
 
    Dane still had his phone in his hand. He looked at it quizzically, not sure how he could put it to use as a dildo, but open to new ideas, nonetheless. “My…?” 
 
    Melodee cast her eyes down at his groin. “Your… you know… Your dick.” 
 
    Dane’s mouth went dry. “My…” He swallowed and almost choked. “Are you for real?” 
 
    “I’m not saying we should fuck or anything,” she said, her face a mask of innocence. “Just put it in, take some photos, pull it out. Job’s done.” 
 
    Dane blinked. “Just like that, huh?” His voice sounded faraway again. 
 
    Mel grinned and did another pirouette. “I thought you were supposed to be the smart one. You should have thought of it first.” 
 
    “I’m a little surprised I didn’t.” Not that he would ever do that to Paige. Propositioning Melodee would be cheating. The way she’d put it, though, so clinically, it didn’t sound like cheating at all… provided he didn’t think about it too long. 
 
    Melodee sat back down on the floor and spread her legs. “Let’s do this. Sharni’s gonna kill me if I don’t get back to the bar soon.” She looked up at Dane, waiting expectantly. Her pussy looked so very warm and ready. 
 
    “So I should just…” He put a hand on his belt buckle. 
 
    “Get it out.” 
 
    “Of course… yeah, right.” He unbuckled and released the button before pausing. “You’re sure about this?” 
 
    “What?” She gestured at her wet and open pussy. “You want me to roll out the red carpet?” 
 
    If Dane had any last reservations, they vanished in a puff of lust. He kicked off his shoes and pulled down his jeans and shorts, releasing his erection. 
 
    Now why can’t it get like that for Paige? 
 
    Melodee looked at it, stifling a giggle. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I was worried I wouldn’t be able to make you hard.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s going to be a problem.” Dane stripped off his socks and his shirt, and just like that, he was naked with a hot little twenty-something roller-skater. Any lingering thoughts of Paige were easily dismissed as irrelevant. How was this worse than the night they’d hooked up with Mitch and Sarah? 
 
    And besides, it wasn’t even fucking. Melodee had said so herself. 
 
    He got down on his knees between her legs. 
 
    Melodee grinned happily. 
 
    Just stick it in, take some video, pull it out. 
 
    Simple. 
 
    ────── 
 
    Lakshmi typed a code into the keypad at the end of the corridor, letting them into a vestibule behind the club’s entrance corridor through which filtered sounds of traffic out on Broadway. Paige tried to melt back into the black walls as Lakshmi peeled aside a curtain that separated them from the public. 
 
    A good-looking dark-haired woman heard her and looked around. “Hey Sri, good to see you. Carlos said you were popping down.” 
 
    “I’m doing a quick show with Jess,” Lakshmi said, nodding back at Paige. 
 
    Paige and the woman exchanged a glance, but Lakshmi hadn’t introduced them, so she didn’t take it further. 
 
    “Have you seen a guy come in?” Lakshmi asked. “Thirties, dark hair, good looking”—she held a hand a few inches above her head—“about so tall.” 
 
    The woman frowned. “There’ve been a few.” 
 
    “Blue checked shirt,” Paige offered. 
 
    “He would’ve been asking for Carlos.” 
 
    The woman brightened. “Yeah, there was one—” 
 
    “He still in?” 
 
    “I haven’t seen him, but you know, there’s the side-exit—” 
 
    “That’s okay, never mind. How about Carlos?” 
 
    “I heard him on the intercom asking for someone to take over from Sharni at the main bar, but that was a while ago.” 
 
    “Sharni? What happened to Mel?” Lakshmi asked. Before the woman could answer, Lakshmi pointed over her shoulder. “Customer coming. Off you go.” 
 
    The curtain fell shut and the woman was gone. 
 
    “Come on,” Lakshmi said, opening a door. “Stay behind me.” 
 
    They entered a black, back-of-house corridor that Paige remembered from their last visit, but this time they skirted the staircase and ventured deeper into the downstairs bowels of the club. 
 
    “What’s down here?” Paige asked, keeping close. 
 
    “Just connections to the different rooms,” Lakshmi answered. “The girls need to be able to disappear quickly from the public area.” She stopped at a door and pressed a green button to unlock it. “The main bar and stage are through here.” 
 
    Paige did her melting-into-the-background routine again. 
 
    Lakshmi winked at her and then opened the door, letting in the thudding music and the sound of men’s voices. She waved at someone and beckoned them over. 
 
    A beautiful woman with long red hair hurried through the door wearing a silver bikini. “Sri!” she cried, trading air-kisses over each cheek. “Aren’t you a sight? You look fab.” 
 
    “Rose, we’re just down for a quickie.” She nodded behind, indicating she was with Paige. 
 
    Paige remembered the English girl from last time; they’d met in the dressing room. 
 
    Rose’s eyes flashed with recognition. “You!” 
 
    “Jess,” Paige said, nodding hello from her position deep in the shadows. 
 
    “That’s it, Jess! Buggered if I could remember your name when the bloke was asking. I wish you’d been here half an hour ago; I had to do the double-act with Siobhan instead. Not that I’m complaining, mind, but—” 
 
    “Rose,” Lakshmi said, butting in. “Who’s on the bar?” 
 
    “Sharni. But she’s serving long shots and—” 
 
    “What happened to Mel? Is she sick?” 
 
    “Sharns said she went with Carlos, but that was ages ago.” 
 
    Lakshmi sighed frustratedly. “Do us a favor? Call upstairs to the Mandala room. Get Sophe to put one of the girls on the bar up there so she can come down here and take over.” 
 
    “Righto.” Rose traded air kisses again; these ones came no closer to landing. She caught Paige’s eye. “Don’t forget to sign into Shooting Stars,” she said, tripping the door lock with her hip. “The fellas went barmy for you before. Swear I tripped over a dozen tongues just trying to get out.” 
 
    “I will,” Paige lied, smiling. 
 
    Rose disappeared back through the hell-mouth. 
 
    Paige couldn’t get her breath. “I was on the big screen again?” she whispered, mostly to herself. “How many guys are out there?” 
 
    Lakshmi grabbed her shoulders. “Nobody you know.” 
 
    “Except—” My husband. 
 
    “Except nothing. It doesn’t mean anything, and even if it does, it’s a good thing. Sounds like they loved you.” 
 
    The answer came to Paige in a blast of clarity. It was Dane. Dane had played the video. Not the previous time when Lakshmi had recorded it on her phone, but this time. Coincidences didn’t come that big. With a hundred other guys watching, her husband had queued up a sex tape so they could all get together and watch his wife fuck. 
 
    How did she feel about that? 
 
    She hadn’t known he was watching her with Mitch, but she’d tingled all over when Sarah told her. What if there’d been more of them? What if Dane had invited all his friends over, a whole room full of them watching Mitch go to town on her, watching her come, over and over, screaming in ecstasy with Mitch’s big cock squirting her full of creamy, brother-in-law spunk? 
 
    What if all those men out there knew the guy watching alongside them was her husband? 
 
    “Paige, are you okay?” 
 
    Paige looked at Lakshmi but wasn’t able to focus—her glasses were still hooked into her panties. She smiled myopically instead. “I’m good. Let’s go dancing.” 
 
    “That’s my girl.” Lakshmi kissed her lightly on the lips. “One more stop. I want to see if Carlos is in the control room.” 
 
    ────── 
 
    Dane brought his cockhead to Melodee’s entrance. He could feel the heat pouring from her. 
 
    Mel was lying on her side with Dane straddling one leg, the other one slung over his shoulder. She opened herself up with her fingers, exposing her pink core. “Where’s the camera?” she asked. 
 
    “What camera?” It was out of his mouth before he realized. Jesus, what was wrong with him? “I’m kidding. It’s…” He looked around. It was on the floor next to his jeans. 
 
    He picked it up. It was still recording. 
 
    He focused in on Melodee’s pussy again. He wanted to push his finger in there and feel how tight she was—how warm. He’d find out soon enough, but— 
 
    “Just… in and out, right?” he asked. 
 
    “Not too quickly,” Melodee said. “You’re not a tiddler.” 
 
    You should meet my brother. “Yeah, but not like, in and out, and in and out, right?” 
 
    Melodee blinked. “You mean, like having sex?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No, as in, you want me to—?” 
 
    “No, as in, we’re not having sex. Don’t make this weird. Just stick your dick in me and take some photos.” 
 
    “Gotcha.” Dane lined himself up and touched his knob to her opening. It felt like a very tropical version of Heaven. 
 
    Melodee whimpered. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Just do it,” she moaned, her voice wavering. 
 
    He nestled the head into the soft, pink bed of wet girl-flesh, eliciting another, longer moan. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re—?” 
 
    “I think I’m gonna come.” 
 
    Dane pulled out. “But I haven’t even—” 
 
    Melodee quivered. “You got me too worked-up before.” She looked down at his cock, licking her lips. “Keep going. I’ll be fine.” 
 
    Dane put his cock back in and skated it around her entrance, coating himself in her rich, scented nectar. “Okay?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    He leaned in, watching her face as her pussy took up the strain. 
 
    “Gently,” she murmured. 
 
    He eased back, leaving just a little pressure on. At first, he didn’t think it’d be enough, but then with a whimper of pleasure from Melodee, her succulent, twenty-something love-canal opened and he slid inside. 
 
    Melodee gasped, puffing out her cheeks. “Take the shot. Hurry!” 
 
    Good God, she really was about to come. He was only halfway in. Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes were like saucers, wide and unblinking, focused squarely on the point of their coupling. Dane’s cock was at its manly best—thick and hard, veins bulging proudly. Melodee’s pussy stretched tight around his girth, her inner folds tucked away, pushed inside by his unlubricated shaft. 
 
    He gave it a pump, making it swell, eliciting a squeak from Melodee. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She nodded urgently but didn’t speak; it looked like she was holding her breath. 
 
    “I have to… you know… Carlos said to get shots going in and—” 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    Dane’s balls felt the size of oranges. Bringing a girl to climax was his Kryptonite, and with Melodee so close to the edge, he suddenly found himself in an awkward situation, fighting the urge to finish. “I’m just gonna—” 
 
    “Stop talking and do it!” 
 
    Dane was a married man; he knew better than to disobey that tone. Checking to make sure he had Mel’s delectably impaled pussy center-frame, he eased slowly back against the suction, distending her supple, pink inner folds. 
 
    Melodee groaned, “Ohmygod… ohmygod…” her voice rising to a crescendo. 
 
    Dane kept pulling until his shiny, slick cockhead emerged. He held it there, neither in nor out of her hole… held it, and then reframing the shot, he leaned forward and pushed slowly back into slick, molten Nirvana. 
 
    Melodee erupted. She let out an uninhibited squeal as her inner muscles closed around him, gripping his dick tight. Clawing at the photographic backdrop, she writhed and bucked beneath him, forcing him deeper, driving her rampant orgasm to dizzier heights. With their legs scissored, Dane found himself all the way inside and then some—beyond balls-deep. It was more than just their genitals that were interlocked but their entire lower bodies. They were two pieces of a jigsaw puzzle come together—snap!— perfectly fitted in an airless, erotic seal. Melodee’s warm, supple thighs cradled his groin, just as his cradled hers, and at the very center of their union, hidden now from the camera’s prying eye, her cunt clutched him in a fingerless grasp and bathed him in her coming, thrumming, warmth. 
 
    It was too much. Dane’s balls lifted. “Oh God, no—!” As he said it, the office door burst open. 
 
    “Carlos, are you—? Whoops, beg your pardon.” 
 
    Balls convulsing, Dane whipped around in time to glimpse a figure in hot pink and black lingerie retreating from the doorway with another similarly clad stripper standing in the corridor behind her. The door closed again before he could say anything, but the distraction was complete—his dick erupted. 
 
    Heat and light and life poured from his body into Melodee. Cock jerking, balls contracting, he injected five long spurts deep in her center, deeper it felt than he’d ever gone with Paige. Melodee was still coming, but so was he; it felt like he might never stop. Even when his balls were empty, aching and inside-out, he couldn’t suppress the last few pumps—his body’s genetic imperative to complete the insemination. 
 
    “Oh, Jesus,” Melodee gasped, falling back flat. “That was…” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Dane said, still pressing his cock into her, afraid to break the seal. “I—” 
 
    “Didn’t you get it?” 
 
    “Didn’t I…?” 
 
    Melodee flashed a bright-eyed glare at the camera. Her makeup was still perfect. “Did you get the shot?” 
 
    “I…” Dane blinked at the camera, suddenly remembering why he was holding it. “I think so, yeah.” 
 
    “So you can pull out?” 
 
    “I’ll… Yeah, I’ll just…” He directed the lens at their interlocked groins again and made eyes at Melodee to show he was still on the job, dutifully recording the action as he withdrew. He held his breath as his shining, bloated cock slowly disgorged from her sheath, and he braced for the inevitable river of cum that must follow. God, how much had he pumped into her? A quart? 
 
    But then when he finally slid free, Melodee’s pink lips closed primly over the tip and… Nothing. No leakage at all. 
 
    Dane sat back on his haunches while she disentangled her legs. “I should probably thank you,” she said. 
 
    “For…?” 
 
    “I haven’t come like that since… God, I don’t think I’ve ever come like that.” 
 
    She doesn’t know I came. Dane nodded somberly. “It was pretty intense.” 
 
    “You were a pro, though.” She found her short shorts and handed them to him, raising her skates to his chest. “Help me on with these?” 
 
    Dane wrestled the denim back over the wheels while Melodee chattered about orgasms, about her Magic Wand, about how she couldn’t wait to watch herself having sex on the big screen (real sex, not pretend, like this). Beneath her raised legs, he watched as cum dribbled from her pussy onto the backdrop. When he finally got the shorts over her ankles, he held out a hand to help her up. 
 
    “What’s that?” she asked, coming to her feet and eyeing the milky puddle. 
 
    “I might’ve… come a little.” 
 
    “What, just now?” She frowned at his not-hard and very obviously not-coming cock. 
 
    “Earlier,” he said. “You know… when we were…” 
 
    Mel frowned and looked down at herself. “Eww.” Cum was dribbling down her leg. “We weren’t even fucking.” 
 
    Mercifully, there were tissues on Carlos’s desk. Dane plucked out a handful and got down on his knees to clean her up, muttering how sorry he was. He traced the mess up her leg to the source and dabbed around her waxed lips, afraid to touch her there. He looked up, reluctantly meeting Mel’s eyes. “There might be… more.” 
 
    She swiveled on her skates, inspecting both legs. “Where?” 
 
    Dane swallowed hard and glanced back at her pussy. 
 
    “You came inside me? Jesus Christ!” She didn’t sound angry, exactly; it seemed more like surprise. 
 
    “I’m so sorry.” He waited for the explosion, but it didn’t come. 
 
    Mel took his hand, wadded tissues and all, and held it over her pussy. She wriggled her hips and did a few half squats. “There,” she said, letting him go and gesturing to the shorts puddled around her ankles. “Pass them up.” 
 
    Dane set aside the now even cummier handful of tissues and slid the short-shorts up to her thighs, then fetched her bustier while she wrestled them up over her hips. “Here you go,” he said, passing it to her. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to get dressed?” she asked, taking it from him and slipping her arms in. 
 
    “I will.” He chewed his lip and tried not to stare at her breasts. “I’m so sorry about the…” 
 
    “The creampie?” 
 
    Dane nodded. He was cautiously optimistic that he’d maybe get out of this without a slapped face. 
 
    She shrugged. “It was almost worth it. At least you made me come.” Her eyes darted down to his cock, which was back to semi-erect. “Would it be weird if I wanted to kiss you?” 
 
    Dane shrugged. “Weirder than what just happened?” 
 
    Melodee rolled forward, stretched up and kissed him quickly on the lips. She whispered in his ear, “Actually, it was totally worth it. Your cock feels amazing.” She took his hand and placed it on her breast. “I’m still tingling.” 
 
    Before Dane could answer, she scooted backwards, pirouetted, and without even buttoning up, she disappeared out the door. 
 
    ────── 
 
    “What the hell was that?” Paige asked, hurrying after Lakshmi. “Were those people having sex?” 
 
    Lakshmi stopped. She turned and looked at Paige, frowning. “Where are your glasses?” 
 
    Paige had hooked the arm over the waistband of her panties. She fished them out and put them on. 
 
    “You really can’t see without those things, can you?” 
 
    “Not a thing.” She lifted them above her eyes. “Fuzzy.” She dropped them back to her nose. “Clear.” 
 
    Lakshmi leaned in and whispered softly, “I’m going to fuck you so hard they fog up. Permanently. Then what good will they be?” She grabbed Paige’s hand and together they raced up the stairs to the Lotus Room. 
 
    By the time they were halfway there, Paige had forgotten all about the couple in the control room. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 It Wouldn’t Hurt Just to Look 
 
    Thank God for post-cum clarity. Dane had needed that. When he’d unloaded in Melodee, he’d ejaculated all the confusion and tension that had been building up between him and Paige. 
 
    Yes, things between them hadn’t been perfect lately—particularly in the bedroom—but he could see now that it had been his fault. Ever since that crazy night with Mitch and Sarah, Paige had done nothing but try to please him, going out on a limb with her new wardrobe, sharing her sexy new hobby. And if he’d been honest about what did and didn’t work for him, he wouldn’t need to go sneaking around inseminating perky roller-skaters. 
 
    With a refreshed sense of purpose, he quickly got dressed, cleaned up the remaining mess that had leaked out of Melodee, and sat down at Carlos’s desk to upload her video. He was going to find Paige’s VR render, and one way or another, he was going to get it deleted. 
 
    Nothing would stand in his way, after that. He’d tell Paige the truth about his fantasies—the whole crazy box and dice, about her performing for other men, stripping and letting them fuck her while he watched—and they could role-play like they had last night. 
 
    He found Shooting Stars easily enough—it was already open in the web browser. All the girls he’d seen earlier with green dots—Rose, Siobhan, Sharni—they were all there under the Heaven’s Above account along with a bunch of others, presumably dancers who weren’t working that afternoon. 
 
    Plugging his phone into the already-connected cable, he set Melodee’s video uploading and scrolled through the other profiles while he waited. Sri was there. Wow, she looked amazing. Brown limbs, glossy hair. Exotic. Seeing thumbnails of her nudes on screen and knowing she was up the hill coaching his wife was strangely exciting. Paige might learn a lot more than pole dancing from a woman like that. 
 
    He didn’t see Paige, though. If someone from Heaven’s Above had uploaded her, they hadn’t done it under the company account. He opened Shooting Stars on his phone and found her in the Marketplace again. 
 
    Five credits. 
 
    He felt a fresh stirring in his pants. Damn, just seeing a price tag on his wife made him hard. Imagine if he drove through Tenderloin one night and saw her hooking for real! Paying her for sex didn’t excite him nearly so much as watching her sell herself. He wanted to see her working a John, to hear her sexy talk while she enticed him with extra services. 
 
    (You want the girlfriend experience? I do kissing, mutual oral, and you can finish inside me. It’ll cost you an extra $50, though.) 
 
    He scrolled around Paige’s Shooting Stars profile on his phone and found the name of the uploader. 
 
    lazRus 
 
    That was all. That and an upload date of a couple of months ago. No other clues. He tapped it hoping it might be a hyperlink and wasn’t disappointed. The screen refreshed with a veritable harem of hot women uploaded by lazRus, all with the same distinctly amateur look as Paige. Not that Paige was less attractive than the professional strippers—she was prettier than most of them, and Dane wasn’t even being biased. Her photos didn’t have the same polish, though. The studio equipment made all the difference, even with a cellphone camera. Rose and the other strippers looked like magazine centerfolds. Paige looked like a— 
 
    (hotwife) 
 
    —like a woman dressing up in her best lingerie to seduce her husband. As did most of the others on lazRus’s account. Were any of them strippers, or were they all accidental porn stars like Paige? 
 
    Sarah wasn’t there. That was a relief, although he’d half-hoped she would be. Paige’s render had obviously been skimmed from the VR goggles. If Heaven Sent was dirty, they certainly would have uploaded Sarah as well, narrowing his search. The fact she wasn’t there lent weight to the theory that some random had hacked his phone—maybe months ago, and had been waiting for the right content to steal. 
 
    Melodee’s video had finished uploading a few minutes earlier, and the orange ‘Processing video’ banner finally went green. 
 
    ‘Render complete. View sample?’ 
 
    Tempting, but nothing he saw on screen would be more exciting than the real-life Melodee convincing him to stick his dick in her. He just gave the unfinished profile a name—Melodee with two ‘e’s—and saved it as a draft for Carlos to finish later. 
 
    Was there anything else he could do here? He had free access to a strip club surveillance system and could watch girls strip live on security cams. Of course he could walk back out on the main floor and watch them in the flesh, but didn’t hold the same naughty appeal. Walking away seemed like he was wasting the opportunity, but Sri and Carlos had invested some trust in him, and notwithstanding his accidentally creampie-ing their bartender, he should probably demonstrate he was worthy of it. 
 
    He closed the browser window and after double-checking to make sure Melodee hadn’t leaked anywhere else (she hadn’t), he stepped out of the control room. The corridor was empty. The doors with green lock-release buttons presumably all led back to the public areas of the club. He could go back out there, but he might see Melodee and that might turn out awkward for any number of reasons. 
 
    There was a staircase down the other end. Carlos had said to head upstairs if he wanted to see a VIP show. That could be fun. Someone once told him the girls go a little further in the private shows. It might give him some ideas for when he came clean with Paige. 
 
    Speaking of Paige… He checked his phone. No messages. If she’d finished her lesson, she was probably caught up gossiping with Sri. He walked down the corridor to the foot of the stairs and gazed up into the unknown. Heaven’s Above. He got the pun—upstairs was where the really good stuff happened. It was just a show. He could go up there and, you know, check it out. 
 
    After all, it wouldn’t hurt just to look. 
 
    ────── 
 
    Paige’s resolve to just dance and strip hadn’t even lasted until the door opened. Standing in the dark vestibule outside the Lotus Room with Lakshmi, listening to the dance music come to a peak, hearing the animated voices of the men on the other side—she was so excited she tingled all over. Jess was back. Fully ascendent. The men in there weren’t patrons; they were prey. She wanted to dominate their thoughts, see the lust in their eyes, feel the tremble of their fingers as they reached to touch her. 
 
    She wanted to control every facet of their experience, what they saw, what they heard, and especially what they felt. She wanted their undivided attention from the second she walked through the door until the moment of their release. 
 
    And they’d release. Oh yes. She’d told Lakshmi she didn’t want it, but that had been a lie. Making a man ejaculate felt like a superpower, even if it was the simplest thing in the world. They couldn’t fake an orgasm any easier than they could hide the fact they’d had one. It was such an intimate, involuntary response, and knowing that she caused it, that she could control them like that, gave her a visceral thrill that would probably become addictive. 
 
    A voice came over the little earpiece she wore to get instructions from the control room. “Sound check. Sri.” It was Christo, the same sound engineer who’d introduced her last time. 
 
    “Loud and clear.” 
 
    Paige glanced nervously at Lakshmi. They were alone together in the dark anteroom; Christo was in the booth overlooking the Lotus Room. 
 
    “Jess.” 
 
    “I hear you,” she said. Then to Sri, “Can he hear everything we say?” 
 
    Sri nodded. “If you need help, just say ‘security’ and they’ll come running.” 
 
    Paige was forcibly reminded she wasn’t exactly the wolf amongst sheep that she imagined. “Does that ever happen?” 
 
    “Not in the Lotus Room. VIPs only. He’ll also let you know if—” 
 
    They were interrupted by Christo’s voice again, this time over the sound system. “Gentlemen, a warm welcome to the inner sanctum at Heaven’s Above, the Lotus Room…” 
 
    Lakshmi squeezed her hand. “Are you leaving the glasses on?” 
 
    “I have to.” It wasn’t a lie, exactly. She could easily dance without them, but she couldn’t see the men’s faces. She needed to see them to feel their want. 
 
    “… please, welcome to the stage…” 
 
    “What about the rings?” 
 
    Rings? With a surge of panic, Paige darted her eyes down to her left hand. “Shit!” 
 
    “… the jewel of the Orient, the flower of India… Sri!...” 
 
    “Too late,” Lakshmi said, opening the door. “You’ll have to make do.” She grabbed Paige by the arm and dragged her through the door. 
 
    “… and performing for just her second time on stage, our sexiest apprentice—gentlemen, give her a cheer, it’s Jess!” 
 
    They burst into the intimately lit room straight onto the stage. The men sat in two rows, one on either side, and the energy washing off them—the shouting, cheering, wolf-whistling—sent her pussy thrumming with white-hot energy. 
 
    Twenty men she’d never met, and she was dancing in her frigging underwear. Was she crazy? 
 
    Lakshmi took the near pole and sent Paige to the one at the far end of the stage. They hadn’t discussed their performance; they hadn’t needed to. Her new routine. This was what Lakshmi had been preparing her for, and now that she’d perfected it in the studio, it was time to give it wings. 
 
    They went up high on the poles for some synchronized showing off, striking powerful poses, moving slowly and letting the men get a good, long look at their athletic figures before they ramped it up. 
 
    When they completed the first part of the routine, they slid down to the stage and did a pass along the audience—Lakshmi took the men along the rear wall and Paige the ones with their backs to the sound booth. 
 
    Paige strutted along their armrests collecting tips in her garter and fending off touches that dared go higher than her thighs. Singles, fives, one ten-dollar bill—she marked the better tippers for personal attention, winking at the man who’d slipped her the tenner. He was handsome, after a fashion, and she’d probably let him remove her panties unless a better offer came along. 
 
    Two of the fives came from a couple of stylish looking guys sitting together. She straddled the armrest between them, placing her knees squarely in their groins. 
 
    “You guys come here together?” 
 
    The one on the left nodded eagerly. “We work together.” 
 
    “Down at the salon,” the other one said. 
 
    “Hairdressers?” Paige said, smiling and flashing her eyes like that was the single most exotic profession she’d ever heard of. “Are you boys good with your hands?” She took one hand each in her own, clutching them together in a single four-way fist between her breasts.” 
 
    The guys looked at each other, looked at Paige, then shrugged. “Sure, I guess.” 
 
    “See if you can unhook my bra.” 
 
    They tried to withdraw the hands she’d captured. 
 
    “Uh-uh. You have to work together.” She leaned in closer, pressing her knees into their swollen crotches. 
 
    The guys complied. As she knew they would. With one free hand each, they reached around and unhooked her with surprising ease—Dane couldn’t do it that fast with two hands. 
 
    “Thank you, fellas!” She released their hands and quickly grabbed them both by the hair, pulling them in to her breasts. “Kiss!” 
 
    The one on the left did. The one on the right might have licked. It didn’t matter. Paige laughed it off, jiggled her breasts in their faces, and pushed back up to her feet. 
 
    “Now,” she said, strutting with fresh fervor along the armrests, “do any of you boys want to see me naked?” 
 
    ────── 
 
    Heaven’s Above back-of-house was like a carnival funhouse, except everything was black instead of being made of mirrors. Black walls, black doors. The floorboards at least were a deep mahogany, not that they provided much contrast. 
 
    At the top of the stairs were two corridors running at right-angles. Dane chose the one that looked to have more wear on the boards. 
 
    Nothing moved. It was silent apart from the pounding club music downstairs that reverberated through the whole structure. He passed doors marked Jasmine, Marigold, Mandala, each with a green unlock button, suggesting they were all off-limits to non-staff. He heard something at Mandala—it sounded like the hubbub of another bar. Just as he was pressing his ear to The Vixens’ Den, the door swung open and a stripper in heels and lingerie nearly bowled him over coming out. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” he said, stumbling back and raising both hands. He felt like he’d been caught peeking into the girls’ locker room at high school, which judging by the number of bared breasts behind the girl scowling at him, wasn’t so far from the truth. “I’m working with Carlos. He said to come up to the Lotus Room, but I can’t find it.” 
 
    The stripper’s frown softened, and she let the door close behind her. She was the same one who’d been rubbing pussies with Rose on the main stage. Siobhan. “Last on the left,” she said, pointing in the direction Dane hadn’t yet investigated. 
 
    “Thanks.” He stepped around her and found himself walking backwards, unable to take his eyes off her teeny-tiny bra and panties. 
 
    “Anything else?” 
 
    “I saw you on the main stage earlier with Rose. Great show. You were both great… You especially.” 
 
    The wariness melted and a pretty smile blossomed. “You think?” 
 
    “Yeah, definitely,” Dane said, nodding earnestly. “Did you actually…? I mean, I shouldn’t ask. You probably don’t like personal questions.” 
 
    She laughed. “You’re the one who paid for us, aren’t you?” 
 
    Dane nodded. 
 
    “You want to know if we rubbed pussies for real or was it all fake?” 
 
    Dane swallowed and nodded again. 
 
    “We got stuck.” She cupped her hands together, pulling them apart with a sucking pop. “Three times. I had to come back up here to powder my puss before I could go back out.” 
 
    Dane’s eyes drifted down to her panties. For thirty or forty bucks in tips, she’d peeled them off and rubbed pussies with another stripper. Sri had kissed his wife for twenty. What might have happened if he’d doubled it? 
 
    Siobhan took a sliding step towards him. “Do you want to find somewhere private?” With another step, she had her body pressed up against him and her hand on his cock. “I’ve got somewhere in mind—it’s a little tight, but it’s nice and warm.” 
 
    Dane tried to back away. “Oh wow. That’s very tempting—” 
 
    She squeezed his dick. “Have you ever been with a girl who can get both legs behind her head? What do you say? Two hundred?” 
 
    “Sorry, I can’t.” He had to step back and pry her hand off his dick. “I didn’t bring that much cash.” 
 
    “Pity.” With a sniff, Siobhan turned and headed for the door marked Mandala. Elbowing the green button, she pushed through, not even offering a look back at Dane. He’d ceased to exist. 
 
    ────── 
 
    “These panties are so uncomfortable,” Paige said with an exaggerated groan, stepping from armrest to armrest. “Who could I possibly get to help take them off?” 
 
    Cries rang out. Hands shot up. The smarter ones amongst them held bills. On the other side of the room, Lakshmi was naked already and her garter was brimming with green. 
 
    Christo was in her ear. “No hurry, Jess. Wait for top dollar.” 
 
    “Mmm,” Paige said, carefully checking her offerings. “What helpful boys you all are.” She strode back and forth above them, letting them touch high up her thighs, biding her time until every hand held at least a tenner. 
 
    Except one. A silver fox probably in his late forties sitting in the center. He looked familiar to Paige, but it might just be déjà vu from walking past him a dozen times. He just sat there with his arms crossed and a happy smile as he watched her work the row. 
 
    Christo again: “Jess, you’ve got a whale in seat five. He likes a bit of banter.” 
 
    “What about you, sir?” She stood over him on his armrests, her pussy right over his face, confident that even if they had met before, he wouldn’t be looking at her face. Squatting opened her legs and brought her breasts shamelessly to head height. “The other boys want to see me naked. What do you want?” 
 
    His eyes stayed steadfastly on hers, not even tempted by her boobs. “You’ve got an offer for twenty down the end. I want to see how much pussy that’ll buy before I invest.” 
 
    Talk of selling herself set Paige alight. Goosebumps pricked her breasts. She cupped them and soothed the tingling. “Twenty bucks,” she purred, running her fingers through his silver hair. “That’ll get my panties off.” She leaned down, nibbling at his ear. “It doesn’t buy much pussy though.” 
 
    “And fifty?” 
 
    She rocked back on her heels, not sure she’d heard correctly. Whale indeed. What would he want in return for fifty bucks? Last time she’d let guys jerk off over her for twenty a piece, but no one had touched between her legs. What would she even do for him if she accepted? Let him finger her? 
 
    “What makes you think my pussy’s for sale?” she asked, stalling for time while she thought about the proposition. 
 
    “I don’t,” he said. “But I can hope. Those rings on your left hand intrigue me, and I’m dying to find out what kind of woman your husband married.” 
 
    Christo: “Reel him in, Jessie. You’ve got him.” 
 
    “The kind who doesn’t disappoint,” Paige said, touching a finger under his chin. “Fifty bucks buys you satisfaction. Exactly fifty bucks’ worth.” 
 
    “In that case…” He produced a bill in one hand like a stage magician and presented it between her legs at the garter. 
 
    Paige smiled and lifted the elastic for him to tuck it in. 
 
    Oh dear. What have I done? 
 
    It was a hundred-dollar bill. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 Money Makes Her Wet 
 
    Dane put his hand on the door handle. The Lotus Room. The name sounded exotic, which was undoubtedly the intention. All the room names had a vaguely Eastern vibe. Should he knock? He imagined walking in on a strip show center stage. If this was the strippers’ entry, that’s exactly where he might end up. 
 
    He didn’t hear anything going on inside. Probably there was a second door beyond this one, insulating the private show from any noise out here in the corridor. 
 
    Fuck it. You only live once. He turned the handle. 
 
    Unexpected sights assaulted his eyes, defying explanation. A fat guy at a mixing desk with his back to Dane. A one-way window like in a police interrogation room overlooking a pole-dancing showroom full of men. And most disorienting of all, two strippers with garters full of cash—one with her back to him, completely naked and working the other side of the room. The other was on this side and still in her panties, but he could only see her from the waist down. Or technically, the waist up—she was upside-down, performing a handstand over some guy’s chair with her face in his crotch. She had her legs raised and spread with her crotch presented tantalizingly to his mouth. 
 
    Dane almost applauded her athleticism. 
 
    “Hey,” he said when the fat guy turned around. “Dane. I’m visiting. Carlos said I could come up and enjoy the show.” 
 
    “Christo,” the guy said, turning his attention back to the strippers. “Pull up a chair. Carlos said you might show up. I thought you’d be out where the fun is.” 
 
    “I got lost finding my way up.” Dane took a seat and made a conscious effort to keep his hands in his lap to avoid the unforeseeable consequences of leaning on the sound desk. “Looks like a good show. Did I miss much?” 
 
    “Just the first set.” He pointed through the window at the hand-standing slut. “Check out Supergirl. Look at the guns on her!” 
 
    Dane was no stripper expert, but it didn’t take one to see that the woman with her face in the guy’s crotch was something special. Balanced on only her hands, she was doing push-ups, lifting her pussy in and out of reach of the guy’s mouth. It was an impressive feat. Paige could probably do it, but he hadn’t met any other women who could. 
 
    The guy was nuzzling her pussy when it was in reach, pressing the panties deep into her crevice. 
 
    Christo held down a button on the console. “That’s it, give him a little taste. Not all at once though.” 
 
    Dane intuited that the girls were plugged in and could hear instructions without them going over the sound system. 
 
    “See that Benjamin in her garter?” Christo said, indicating the hundred-dollar bill on her inner thigh right by the guy’s ear. “That’s what she’s paying off.” 
 
    “Looks like he’s getting his money’s worth,” Dane said. 
 
    “Yeah and no. After dark, that hundred would get him a blowjob out on Broadway. Not with a chick like her, of course.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    They watched together while the guy nothing short of ate her out through the gauzy panty barrier. Whether she was returning the favor in his lap was beyond their line of sight—the guy was sitting with his back to them. 
 
    “Is she allowed to do that?” Dane asked. “I thought there was a rule.” 
 
    “Rules are for downstairs. The city doesn’t have jurisdiction up here, Sri does.” 
 
    “I met Sri,” Dane said. “She’s a force of nature.” 
 
    Christo laughed. “You don’t miss much, do you?” 
 
    “Sorry?” Dane took his eyes off the half-eaten pussy on the other side of the window to look askance at him. 
 
    Christo held down the intercom button that obviously connected him with the strippers. “Jess, bite his dick softly. When he bites you back, slide out of those panties, okay? Sri’s ready for the second set.” 
 
    Sri? 
 
    Dane looked again at the raven-haired stripper grinding a guy on the opposite side of the room. He’d been preoccupied with the one getting eaten out in front of him, but mentally subtracting the other one’s teased hair and makeup… Good God, it was Sri. Wow! And she was every bit as hot naked as he’d imagined. 
 
    Suddenly everything was happening. The guy in front pinched upside-down-girl’s panties in his teeth, and she slithered forth onto the stage, stripping them down her legs as she went. 
 
    She wasn’t Dane’s idea of a hundred-dollar stripper—flat chest, mousy hair, glasses. She was hot though. Her lithe, muscled body gleamed like polished porcelain—probably a hard-won effect that cost as much in body butter as it did in gym fees. 
 
    She leapt onto the leftmost pole, buck naked and waxed bare. Her panties were still in the guy’s mouth and her bra looked like it was with some guys further down the row. Dane recognized the matching lingerie of the two strippers who’d walked in on him with his dick in the delectable Melodee. Sri knew! Would she tell Paige? 
 
    Sri had taken the other pole, and the two of them worked a choreographed routine reminiscent of synchronized swimming pairs he’d seen at the Olympics. 
 
    The cute one spun around, legs locked onto the pole, hands released, A-cups lolling weightlessly. More than half the room followed her with their eyes, checking between her legs with every rotation for a better look at how the guy’s attention had left her. Wide open, glistening lips, swollen clit. 
 
    “Damn, look at that pussy,” Christo murmured. “Four years doing this, and I’ve never seen a chick who craves dick as bad as this one.” 
 
    He was crude, but he wasn’t wrong. She was gagging for it, as Rose would probably say. Dane would never admit to it, but he had a kind of sixth sense for sluts. His dick acted as a divining rod; the more a woman loved to fuck, the harder it made him. This one made him hard as forged iron. She was the kind of insatiable slut who’d happily bang every guy in the room and then come back around for seconds. 
 
    She had both hands free and took the opportunity to push her glasses up. It was so reminiscent of the way— 
 
    —of the way— 
 
    Dane froze. It was lucky his heart rate had been elevated for the last minute or so and oxygenating his blood—it would be a while before he remembered to breathe again. 
 
    Paige was stripping. 
 
    Correction: Paige was stripped. Bare. And her underwear was distributed among a handful of random strangers, one of whom probably still had the scent of her pussy in his nostrils. 
 
    Dane reeled. His brain misfired, severing him from reality. If he’d been a computer, he would have just blue-screened. A voice inside told him it was another AR trick, that the two-way mirror was wired to alter the image of whoever was really stripping in the next room. 
 
    This wasn’t Paige. It couldn’t be. Paige was his modest, socially conservative wife who was cautious around strange men. The woman on the pole was… well, she wasn’t any of those things. The woman on the pole just let a guy eat her cunt for a hundred bucks. 
 
    The irony wasn’t lost on him—this was exactly what he’d fantasized about. Except he’d only fantasized about the fantasy—the imaginary. The reality left him numb. Literally. His fingertips had pins and needles. 
 
    It’s Paige. And everyone can see her pussy. 
 
    One guy had tasted it, for fuck’s sake. Those other guys with her bra—God only knew what she’d done for them. 
 
    And it was his fault. He’d nothing short of told her this was what he wanted. In fact, it was what he wanted, but this was not what he thought it would feel like to have a slutwife. The fantasies with the AR goggles had been exciting, breathtaking even. The reality was like a vice crushing his heart. 
 
    Christo tapped the intercom. “Give it up for Sri and Jess, gentlemen. Let them know you love them.” 
 
    A fresh round of cheers and wolf whistles rang out—applause for Dane’s slutty, naked, dick-eating wife. There were so many men, and not one of them cared for her, not one of them loved her—not like he did. All they cared about were her firm tits and shaved cunt, and the only thing they loved was the way she let anybody look—opening her legs wide, shamelessly displaying how hot and wet they made her. 
 
    This was not the real Paige. Stop the music. Clear the room. He had to get her out of there. Someone was making her do this—threatening her with something… But who? 
 
    “If it’s Sri’s rules,” Dane said, no longer convinced Sri was the accommodating friend and coach she made out to be, “why isn’t she getting eaten out too? Isn’t that weird?” 
 
    “Nah, Sri’s a mother hen,” Christo said, waving a dismissive hand. “She’s always doing routines with the new girls and hooking them up with big tippers.” He touched another button. “Sri, I can’t see the guy’s face in seat five. How does he look?” Releasing the button, he told Dane, “Gotta make sure the whales are happy.” 
 
    Dane sat forward, struggling to see the guy in profile who’d just had his face in Paige’s pussy. When had he last eaten her out himself? Was that why she was doing this? On Sri’s next rotation, he saw her lips moving and noticed the earpieces both she and Paige wore. 
 
    Christo laughed and handed Dane a second set of headphones. “She says he still looks hungry.” 
 
    Dane’s fists loosened. Good! “He didn’t get what he wanted, then.” He clung to the idea that Paige was rebelling somehow—like a political prisoner blinking out S.O.S. in a propaganda video. 
 
    Christo smiled and shook his head. “Hungry means he’s done with appetizers. Now he’s ready to eat.” 
 
    “He can’t,” Dane blurted, understanding the expression was both figurative and literal. “It’s against the law.” He still felt like Paige was acting against her will and he was her only protection. 
 
    “Not Sri’s law,” Christo said. “The girls do what they like in the Lotus Room. And if I’m any judge, this chick liked getting her cunt eaten.” 
 
    “But she didn’t really.” Dane was desperately chasing the hope that it hadn’t really happened, that Paige had somehow dodged the bullet. “She still had her panties on.” 
 
    “Tell that to the guy’s nose. Get a look at him next time he turns his head. He’s got pussy juice smeared from chin to fucking eyebrows.” 
 
    They watched in silence for a minute while Dane’s wife danced and spun and spread her legs for a room full of men, and Dane came to the slow realization that she wasn’t being coerced. The smile on her face, the hard, peaked nipples, the wetness between her legs—she was behaving like a slut and she loved it. Was it the money? “Whales are big spenders, right?” 
 
    “This one drops a grand every time he visits.” 
 
    “A grand? Jesus!” he said, positioning the headphones over his ears. “I thought she would’ve cleaned him out with the hundred.” 
 
    “Aw, hell no. He’ll have enough cash on him to take her all the way.” 
 
    Previously too hot, the room turned suddenly cold. 
 
    “What else…?” Dane pictured his wife leading this stranger from the room, taking him somewhere away from prying eyes. “What else do you think she’ll do?” He could hear Paige’s and Sri’s heavy breathing in his ears. 
 
    “Whatever he asks for, if she’s smart. But who knows—it’s only her second time.” 
 
    Second time! 
 
    Dane’s eyes almost rolled back in his head. He had to hold onto the sound desk to keep from falling over. “What happened last time?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. Just a bit of rubbing and teasing.” 
 
    Thank God. 
 
    “Then Sri fucked her with the big dildo.” 
 
    “Oh.” Dane had lost the ability to swallow. 
 
    “It was a good show. Solid for a beginner. She’s next-level now, though.” 
 
    “How so?” Dane had just learned his wife had showed her cunt to strangers and apparently let another woman fuck her. As horrifying as all that was, he couldn’t help wanting to know more. 
 
    “Check her form. See how she keeps showing us her money-maker?” 
 
    Dane had noticed. These weren’t glimpses Paige was offering between her legs; they were long, lingering studies. She was so wide open and wet, he could almost see inside. And so could twenty other guys. 
 
    “She’ll make bank with that when she comes down the pole. Nothing loosens wallets like a wet pussy.” 
 
    Dane gave a hollow laugh. He was bracing for what he might witness when she returned to the whale’s seat—trying to justify her behavior to himself. If Paige made the guy pay a lot, maybe that wouldn’t be so bad—not like if she did it for free. Or worse, if she did all of them. “She’ll probably focus on that one guy, right—now she’s got him on the hook?” 
 
    “Not if she’s smart. If you reckon that guy’s hungry now, wait till she’s given half a dozen other guys a taste. He’ll drop five hundred just to come in her mouth.” 
 
    The air in the control room was suddenly stifling. “She wouldn’t, though,” he said, wanting to hear the reality aloud to remind himself he was watching a show. “She’s just here to strip.” 
 
    “Whatever you reckon, hombre,” Christo said, a knowing smile crinkling his eyes. “I’m here to tell you though, this chick loves cum like I love Twinkies.” 
 
    “That’s not…” Dane had to bite his tongue. This guy didn’t know Paige like he did, what she was really like. “She just doesn’t strike me as the cum-slut type.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me? You should have seen her last time. If she was a centerfold, her pages would be stuck together. Trust me, she’s going to get plenty.” 
 
    ────── 
 
    Paige was winding up for the big dismount, body high and held away from the pole. It had taken Lakshmi forever to train her out of the gymnastics habit of keeping her legs together. She trained in underwear or bikinis—not so different to the leotards of her youth—but it wasn’t until now, performing naked, that she could embrace how natural it felt to spread her legs for an audience. 
 
    She was so wet—she ought to feel ashamed. It wasn’t shame she felt though; it was elation. She was making their dicks hard. Half the guys had their hands in their laps. She didn’t need to be a mind reader to know what they were imagining. 
 
    They wanted to fuck her. They probably thought she might let them, and she was okay with that. She wouldn’t, of course, but pretending she might was both lucrative and fun, and it made her feel in control. Paige knew exactly where her limits were. Second-base stuff. She’d go just far enough to loosen their wallets and not a step further. If they wanted to jerk off on her, that was fine too—twenty bucks worth of fine, to be precise. For fifty, she might even give them a hand. That was still second-base, wasn’t it? 
 
    The dismount came. It was tricky; getting air off a vertical pole took strength and precision. The landing probably wasn’t great for her ankles, but the cheers of twenty horny men was an adequate painkiller. 
 
    She came together with Lakshmi and they kissed, naked bodies pressed together. This bit wasn’t choreographed—it was Paige’s reward for a perfect routine. 
 
    When they separated, Lakshmi went to the side of the room Paige had been working earlier, so Paige took the other side. She wondered whether the big spender would tip Lakshmi as generously as he had done for her. And if so, what would Lakshmi do to earn it? More than Paige would, that was for certain. 
 
    She hadn’t intended on going so far earlier. That had been a mistake. She’d wanted to show off with some press handstands and let him strip off her underwear with his teeth. He’d only tongued her through her panties, but still... Excitement had gotten the better of her when he nuzzled her lips apart (the brazenness!), and before she knew it, he had his tongue in there and was nibbling her clit. 
 
    Now she knew better. She wouldn’t let that happen again. 
 
    She walked naked across the armrests, collecting tips for the routine and letting guys stroke all the way to the tops of her thighs. When she stepped over a guy in a suit holding a twenty with an expectant smile on his face, she took his hand and straddled him, facing the stage while she danced and masturbated using the backs of his fingers. 
 
    Still second base? It was a grey area. But using the back of the hand, which obviously wouldn’t be his preference, put her in control and that made it okay. While the guys on either side reached up and stroked her thighs, she pushed the suit’s knuckles into her opening, grinding her clit between his fingers and using him like a toy. The fact that he was getting her off—that he was paying to get her off—was the cherry on top. When she was done, she plucked the bill out of his grip and tucked it in her garter. The crowd cheered. Easy money. 
 
    Three more twenties rose up, and Paige earned all of them, leaving the guys wet almost to the wrist and herself aching with need. She hadn’t meant to let so many guys touch her pussy, but nor had she imagined making so much money essentially from jilling off—something she did regularly for free. 
 
    When a guy down the end raised his hand with a bill folded in his fingers, she scampered down there, misgivings discarded, and stood over him ready to deliver the same service before noticing he’d offered up a fifty. 
 
    Did strippers make change? 
 
    She couldn’t take the fifty and give him the same service she’d been doing for twenty. Paige had more integrity than that. And really, it wasn’t the money she wanted; it was the control and adoration. Stiffing him would get the former but not the latter. 
 
    For fifty bucks, he wanted more, and what he got would be up to Paige. This new reality pressed into her consciousness, squeezing out naïve notions of boundaries and grey areas around second base. She could go further if she wanted. 
 
    If the price was right. 
 
    So long as she set the price, she was still in charge, and that’s what made it exciting like nothing else she’d experienced. 
 
    Instead of standing over him, she squatted on his armrests, facing him with legs open and boobs right at eye level. I am in control, she chanted to herself. Like a freakin’ fighter pilot. Not even trembling, she took the hand holding the fifty and opened it flat, leaving the bill tucked between two fingers. 
 
    “Do you want a feel?” she purred, holding the cupped palm between her legs. 
 
    The guy nodded. “Very much so.” 
 
    Placing her hand over his and taking her own hold on the folded fifty, she guided him to her pussy with the palm over her mound and fingers cupping her vulva. 
 
    “Do you like that?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Me too,” Paige said, slowly pumping her hips, sliding his fingertips around and through her open slit. She had the fifty closed between her own knuckles and tried to tug it loose, but it didn’t come. His middle fingertip was poised in her opening; it might have even been a little way inside, which was well worth what he’d paid. Fixing him with a look, she said, “I think you have something of mine,” and pulled the bill free with a firm tug— 
 
    Gotcha! 
 
    —right as his middle finger slid into her cunt. Paige gasped, clutching her earnings in her fist, too surprised to move, much less tuck it in her garter. 
 
    The men all cheered. They could see exactly what was going on between her legs. She was just another greedy slut letting a guy finger her for fifty bucks. Her pussy now had a price and they all knew it—back-handers were twenty bucks, finger-fucks were fifty. 
 
    Christo in her ear: “Pause it there, Jess. Let me work them.” 
 
    Pause it? How about we rewind it? 
 
    “Looks like Jess is getting a temperature reading, gentlemen. How hot do we reckon she is?” 
 
    Raucous cheers. Paige tingled all over. She’d grabbed the guy’s hand again and was holding it for dear life, but she was letting him finger her while everybody watched, letting him slide it in and out, spreading her lips and smearing her juices. Lakshmi was sitting in someone’s lap watching her, plucking singles from one hand while he cupped her boob with the other. 
 
    “Come on, gents. She’s easy, but she’s not cheap. Get some money flowing and see if we can’t convince her to try for two fingers.” 
 
    Two? I didn’t even ask for one! 
 
    Singles and fives came from everywhere, fluttering across the stage, getting passed down the line. One helpful guy bundled them up and reached between Paige’s legs to tuck them in her garter. 
 
    She still had the guy’s hand locked in a death-grip. 
 
    “Whenever you’re ready,” Christo said in her earpiece. “Sri has lube if you need it.” 
 
    She wouldn’t. She was sodden. 
 
    Against her better judgement, she had a stranger’s finger in her pussy. Dane was probably waiting for her back up at the car. What would he say if he could see the slut she’d let herself become? And yet, would two fingers be so much worse? 
 
    “Is this girl hot, or what?” Christo said over the speakers. “Don’t burn yourself, sir. Our insurance doesn’t cover it.” 
 
    The way out of this was to own it. She hadn’t come in here expecting to let guys use their tongues and fingers on her, but it had happened and they’d paid for the privilege—more than what they’d probably planned, she bet. 
 
    And that’s what felt so good—making their dicks hard, parting them from their cash because they were bedazzled by a naked body. They were too stupid to understand they were servicing her and not the other way around. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” she said, releasing his hand. “You don’t think one finger’s going to get me off, do you.” 
 
    The guy didn’t need much coaxing. He had to pull the middle finger out to make room, but positioning it again at her opening with the index finger riding shotgun, he nosed them both inside, stretching her slowly before pushing all the way in. 
 
    Holding onto the back of his chair, Paige straightened her legs and stood up, bending over him and showing her ass and finger-stuffed cunt to the room. 
 
    The crowd went berserk. She ground her hips in time with the music, moving like a Mixmaster kneading dough. She puffed out her cheeks, feeling surprisingly full given the much larger packages she’d taken recently—namely Dane’s brother and Lakshmi’s strap-on. There had been a moment of pain when he’d entered her, but only a moment, then the erotic burn of penetration had taken over. She encouraged the guy to finger-fuck her, bouncing on his hand, showing him the pace he was allowed to go then letting him take over the thrusting. When she had him gently plunging in and out, she held his fifty by the ends behind her ass—a marquee banner over the main event happening between her legs. 
 
    See guys, this is how you get pussy. 
 
    “She’s a greedy little minx, gentlemen,” Christo said over the speakers, echoing her thoughts. “Money makes her wet. And the more she flows, the further she goes.” Then privately in her ear, “He’s got his fifty bucks’ worth, Jess. Leave some for the others.” 
 
    She lifted herself off to a chorus of disappointment. Moving along the row, she handed out lap dances for twenties, grinding her bare, used pussy against their groins and leaving sodden marks on the denim. 
 
    A cheer arose as she was finishing up on a guy who’d paid an extra twenty to lick her breasts while she ground on him. She turned around, areolas taut and glistening, and found Lakshmi fitting herself with a thick strapless strap-on dildo. And not a moment too soon. She was so horny, who knew what she might let one of these guys do? 
 
    Christo in her ear: “Sri’s ready to wrap things up, Jess. Have you guys rehearsed this?” 
 
    Paige’s eyes met Lakshmi’s. “Lots of times,” she murmured, knowing Christo would hear and infer the truth—that Lakshmi had been fucking her regularly offstage. They came together and kissed, Lakshmi’s hard rubber cock pressing into her tummy. “When you said you were going to drill me with your biggest strap-on, I assumed you meant in private.” 
 
    Lakshmi’s hand slid down to her ass. “You’re so hot when you’re horny, it’d be a shame not to share you.” She was whispering low enough that the guys couldn’t hear. “Ready for some cock?” 
 
    “Some?” Paige reached down and took hold of the flexible outer shaft, stirring the fixed inner one in her friend’s pussy. “I’m ready for all of it.” 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 If You Can’t Come, Pretend 
 
    Lakshmi led Paige around the room, and together they offered tit-grabs and motorboats while Christo lit a fire under the audience. Paige had lost count of the number of men she’d let squeeze her boobs or touch her pussy. Judging by the wads of cash in her garter, it was most of them. 
 
    “Am I the only one worried about Jess taking on that weapon, fellas? She’s a little slip of a thing. Feel the girth on it, sir.” 
 
    They’d just accepted twin twenty-dollar tips from a well-dressed black man for mashing his face between their combined breasts. When Lakshmi tilted her hips back toward him, he took her strap-on cock in a loose underhand grip and weighed it in his palm. He caught Paige’s eye and fanned his shirt, giving her a look that translated roughly as better you than me. 
 
    “What do you guys reckon—is Sri going to get it all in?” 
 
    “Let’s find out,” Paige said. Sidling up close, she perched on the man’s armrest and spread her legs, lifting one high and draping it over his shoulder. Hands from behind supported her and allowed her to lean back into the lap of his neighbor. Still more hands appeared, holding her legs open, exploring her body. Oh, if Dane could see her now, he’d be cured forever of his dirty-wife fantasy. 
 
    When the guy holding Lakshmi’s dildo went to introduce it to her pussy, Paige stopped him with a librarian’s stare over her glasses and a hand covering her entrance—the two-carat diamond on her finger twinkling like an Overwatch loot box. Lakshmi fingered Paige’s garter in case the guy didn’t get it, eliciting another twenty, then she side-eyed a guy groping Paige’s boobs until he paid as well. 
 
    It was good Lakshmi was still on the ball. Paige had let so many men grope her, she’d lost track of who’d paid for the privilege. 
 
    She uncovered her pussy, and immediately her wrists were taken and pinned behind her. The guy holding Lakshmi’s cock guided the tip between her open lips and slopped it about her sodden entrance. That was all he could do though; he had the controls for pitch and yaw, but Lakshmi still controlled thrust. 
 
    “Jess,” Christo said in her ear. “Sri needs enthusiastic consent when they’re holding you down. I’m linking your headsets so she can hear you over the music.” 
 
    Lakshmi gave her a raised eyebrow and an amused smile, suggesting she’d heard the instruction as well. 
 
    Paige waggled her hips, which was as much as she could do with all the male hands on her body. “What’s a girl gotta do to get some cock around here?” she asked loud enough for everyone to hear. 
 
    The men roared. 
 
    “Enthusiastic enough, Christo?” Lakshmi murmured. She leaned in, pressing against the resistance of Paige’s opening. 
 
    The dick was huge. More than what Dane offered, and much more than the two fingers Paige had taken a minute ago. She winced as she failed to take it on the first attempt. 
 
    “Too big?” Lakshmi asked. 
 
    Paige shook her hair out of her face. “I’ve had bigger,” she said, remembering the shock of her first and only monster-cock reaming at the hands of her brother-in-law. 
 
    Lakshmi pushed again, starting gently before leaning in hard, keeping the pressure on until Paige began to yield. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” she whimpered, her pussy burning. “It’s going…” 
 
    … in! The resistance ebbed and Lakshmi slid inside. Paige gasped at the sudden incursion. Her pussy muscles rippled and gripped, stopping the dildo fast before it had gone more than two inches. 
 
    Lakshmi pulled out and stroked back in, splitting her anew and sliding a little deeper. Moaning, Paige arched back into the supporting hands, relishing the fingers on her nipples and the roughened palms spreading her legs. Lakshmi fucked her gently, accepting tips in her own garter and stuffing some of the larger notes into Paige’s. 
 
    “How about it, gentlemen?” Christo called out over the sound system. “Who else wants to have our little apprentice get trained in their lap?” 
 
    Cheers rang out around the room, drowning out the nearby groans from guys copping cheap feels. Lakshmi pulled out and stood Paige up. Her legs were suddenly wobbly and her pussy felt bereft after the burn of the thick toy. Her head was spinning from the spiking lust in the room, much of it directed at her bare, weeping pussy. 
 
    Most of the guys held out money with desperate ‘pick-me’ expressions on their faces. Paige’s whale from earlier offered a few bills, at least one of which was a hundred. He still looked vaguely familiar—like someone she might have met through work. 
 
    “That one,” she whispered, hoping Lakshmi would hear her over the headset. He’d want more for his hundred bucks than eating her through her panties. She didn’t know what he’d do while Lakshmi fucked her, but the act of choosing the man who would defile her made her dizzy. 
 
    Lakshmi led her over and Paige sat in his lap, leaning back and nuzzling catlike under his chin. She wasn’t dancing for tips anymore; she was selling her body. Like a whore. Except this guy was paying to let somebody else fuck her. It felt like she was exploiting him.  
 
    “Do you want to hold me open?” she asked, lifting her legs. 
 
    “I’d rather you turned around so I can see those pretty eyes.” 
 
    Paige preened. She often fielded compliments about her glasses, but rarely about her eyes. “I could do that,” she said, rolling over and straddling his lap. She shimmied, drawing his attention to her breasts. “Pretty eyes are up here,” she teased, pushing the glasses down her nose so he could see them without the lens distortion. 
 
    Lakshmi took her hips and dragged her backwards into a more fuckable position. 
 
    Christo in her ear: “Golden rule, Jess.” 
 
    Paige fingered the bills in the whale’s fist. “I hope some of this is for me.” Gasping as Lakshmi’s strap-on slid back into her pussy, she pinched the bill she knew was a hundred and tugged it once, twice, then a third time before it pulled free of his fist. 
 
    The guy cupped one breast while she tucked the money away. “I have more,” he said, flicking his thumb across the tip. “If you can earn it.” 
 
    Paige took him by the nape and pulled his face to her breast, letting him suck her nipple. “I have more,” she said, pulling him back by the hair. “If you can afford it.” 
 
    Teasing was an art, and she was Picasso. 
 
    Lakshmi had a rhythm going, and all the guys were clapping in time, chanting obscenities as they watched Paige get fucked. 
 
    “How does that dick feel?” the familiar-looking guy asked. 
 
    “Huge,” Paige said. “You want to swap places?” 
 
    “With her?” he said, cracking a smile. “Yes please.” 
 
    Paige moaned and rode out an almost-orgasm as Lakshmi slid the big dick all the way home. “You definitely can’t afford what she’s getting.” 
 
    “Oh no?” The guy peeled off a second hundred and, holding it between two fingers, traced down over Paige’s tummy, brushing her waxed mound. 
 
    Paige didn’t stop him. ‘No’ wouldn’t get her what she needed, which was the heedless abandon of lust-struck men. What she really needed though (and fast!) was to decide what a ‘yes’ would entail. She ran her hands over his chest, then up his stubbled cheeks, messing up his hair. That was all the ‘yes’ he needed, and he caught her hooded clit between his knuckles, sending her pulse racing. “You missed my garter.” 
 
    He danced his fingers together, diddling her clit and making her clench tight around Lakshmi’s thrusting dick. “I’m waiting to see what it buys me.” 
 
    You and me both. 
 
    Christo: “Jess, I counted another four hundred in his fist. If you’re gonna fuck him, do it on stage please so Sri can work the others.” 
 
    The guy was seriously planning to fuck her. The realization sent a fresh surge of adrenaline coursing through Paige’s veins. He probably thought getting his fingers in her pussy meant he was halfway there. How dare he? She hadn’t planned anything beyond earning the hundred in his clit-diddling fingers, but now she wanted the rest. She wanted to clean him out and punish his hubris. 
 
    Holding his gaze, she traced her fingers down his chest again, allowing a sexy smile to bloom as he realized where it was headed. “I’m just going to take a quick peek in here,” she said, sliding down his zipper and gliding her small hand through the gap. “Maybe I’ll find a way to convince you I’m worth it.” 
 
    This guy was about to buy himself a two-hundred-dollar hand job. Maybe three hundred. Heat flooded her body, and it had nothing to do with Lakshmi reaming her towards orgasm. 
 
    “I can see why your husband married you,” the guy said with a lopsided smile. “It works out a whole lot cheaper.” 
 
    Paige bent over deeper to give Lakshmi a better angle. It put her cheek to cheek with the guy, her bare breasts mashing his chest with every thrust. “What makes you think I don’t charge him,” she whispered in his ear, recalling the roleplay at home where she’d made Dane pay for sex. “You don’t think a diamond gets him any freebies, do you?” 
 
    “You make him pay?” The guy’s voice, previously playful, was thick with undisguised lust. 
 
    Paige closed her fingers around his balls and squeezed gently through his shorts. “You should be less concerned about what I do with my husband and more focused on what I’m doing to you.” 
 
    The guy abandoned the clit diddling and groped down her inner thigh. She was pressed up against him with Lakshmi fucking her from behind, but the guy found her garter by feel and tucked the next hundred inside. “I’m interested in the whole you.” 
 
    ────── 
 
    “She’s got a point,” Christo said. “If a chick like that had her hand down my pants, I wouldn’t be talking about her husband.” 
 
    Dane surfaced from a maelstrom of swirling emotions at the mention of ‘husband’. Christo’s certainty that she was going to fuck this guy had sent him down a rabbit hole of shock and denial. 
 
    “Shouldn’t…?” He had to cough before his voice would work again. “Shouldn’t we stop her? If she’s married, I mean. It doesn’t seem right.” 
 
    “We’re probably doing the husband a favor,” Christo said, taking a giant bite out of a Twinkie he’d unwrapped during the lull when all the guys had been reaching to hold Paige down and grope her tits. “This chick loves to fuck. She’ll go home after this and give the poor sap a round of sloppy seconds.” 
 
    “Won’t he know? I mean, even if they use a condom, she’ll feel different.” 
 
    Christo pushed the half-chewed wad of cream and cake into his cheek. “Nah, he’ll love it. Cucks love a used pussy. She probably lets guys go in raw so the husband can slop about in their leftovers with his little cock.” 
 
    Dane’s stomach knotted, and he had to swallow down a lump in his throat. How many times had he watched augmented-reality porn stars dump a wad in his wife? That night a few months ago when his brother had done it for real, he’d lain in bed next to Paige, unable to sleep thinking about the thick, creamy load still warming in her core. 
 
    Was that what he was—a cuck? 
 
    How would it feel to slide in there and feel another guy’s jizz oozing out over his balls? 
 
    He braved another look into the studio. He couldn’t see what was happening in the whale’s lap because the guy had his back to them, but it looked as though Paige might have his dick out. “I reckon the husband deserves the benefit of the doubt,” he said, still clutching to the hope that maybe there was some way of stopping this. “Maybe he’s having… you know, bedroom trouble.” 
 
    Christo laughed so hard he blew some Twinkie cake over the glass. “Take another look at her, hombre. There are two types of guys who can’t get hard for a chick like Jess—gay and dead.” He leaned over and cleaned off the glass with his sleeve. “Any guy who can’t keep his dick up for her deserves to get cucked.” 
 
    ────── 
 
    Paige held the whale’s dick, imagining it inside her. She wouldn’t need to go that far, of course. The guy was hooked. She mightn’t even need to get it out. 
 
    Christo was in her ear again. “Tell him more about the husband, Jessie. He’s into the whole horny hotwife thing.” 
 
    “My husband is going to be excited when he sees how much I made today.” 
 
    “Do you give him a bonus blowjob on good days?” 
 
    Paige found the window in the whale’s shorts and slid a finger through, discovering his hard cock inside. “I don’t know about a bonus,” she said, stroking a knuckle along the hard shaft. “I might give him a discount, though.” 
 
    The guy licked his lips. “Discount?” 
 
    Christo was right—her rings were driving this guy crazy. “Don’t get excited,” she said, hooking her finger around his dick, which lurched to her touch. “You don’t qualify.” 
 
    “I can afford full price.” 
 
    “And yet”—she gave his cock a squeeze—“I’m not seeing any of it.” 
 
    The guy struggled with his hands wedged between their bodies and peeled another bill out of his fist—hopefully another hundred. 
 
    A new voice in her ear: “Don’t do anything you’ll regret, Jess.” This wasn’t Christo. It sounded nasal and Canadian—like a male version of Paige’s mother-in-law. “Think about what your husband would—” 
 
    The Canuck was cut off as suddenly as he’d appeared. It seemed like he was trying to cool her jets, but strangely, he also sounded every bit as excited as the whale. 
 
    It was a good question—what would Dane want? He’d watched Mitch fuck her senseless, and according to Rose, he’d also watched an AR version of her fucking on the big screen downstairs not half an hour ago. And if he was here right now, he would have happily watched her getting fingered and fondled by a room full of strangers. It was the dirty girl fantasy Lakshmi had mentioned—Dane wanted her to do this. It was the only explanation that made sense. The dirtier she got, the more he loved it. 
 
    “You’re going to make my husband a very happy man,” she said to the whale, casting her gaze up to the sound booth and wondering what was going on with the Canadian shoulder-angel. “We’ve got a dinner party tonight, and he’ll be able to afford me without having to sell me to his friends again.” The thought of Dane pimping her to their friends set her nipples as hard as pebbles. 
 
    “What’s his cut?” 
 
    “Twenty percent.” She had no idea how much sex ought to cost, and with Lakshmi reaming her closer and closer to the edge, she didn’t feel capable of a guess. A percentage seemed safer. 
 
    “So if he has five friends…” 
 
    Five guys fucking her—dear God! “When everyone’s had a turn,” she purred, “I let him do me for free.” Her muscles were turning to Jell-O under Lakshmi’s onslaught, but the whale held her up—arms wrapped around her and spreading her cheeks to deepen Lakshmi’s penetration. 
 
    Screwing with this guy and being paid for the pleasure—the thrill compounded and drove Paige headlong into a climax. With a cry that was probably painfully close to the guy’s ear, she squeezed tight around the thrusting dildo and let the spasms take her, jerking like a marionette in his arms. 
 
    “How much?” the whale asked, holding her as she came. “How much to do it right here on stage?” 
 
    Lakshmi slid out of Paige’s pussy to raucous cheers from the audience. Paige turned and flopped in the whale’s lap, catching her breath as she watched her friend sell the opportunity to sample both their juices from each shaft of the plastic toy. 
 
    “I’ve had enough dick,” she said, nuzzling beneath her chin. “Nobody’s come on my face, though.” 
 
    “Five hundred. I’ll pull out and come on your face.” 
 
    Five hundred? Jesus Christ! 
 
    Christo was back in her ear. “He’s got more. Tell him a thousand.” 
 
    Not a chance. This guy probably carried that kind of money. “Hand job and facial is five hundred,” she said, mentally committing to a bonus blowjob to keep him happy. “Pussy sex is ten times that.” 
 
    “Five grand? Deal.” 
 
    The room seemed to stop. Lakshmi stared, her dark eyes opened wide. Had everybody heard them? 
 
    Christo’s voice came back over the loudspeakers. “The show’s not over, gentlemen. Buckle in for a special treat. Everyone’s favorite apprentice is about to spread ’em again on stage and show us what five grand buys.” 
 
    Lakshmi came back and took Paige’s hand, helping her back up onto stage. “Five thousand? Well done, you. You just set a new Lotus Room record.” 
 
    “I didn’t…” Paige stammered. “I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    “Look him in the eye, and if you can’t come, pretend. He’ll finish faster.” 
 
    Did she want to come? If she ever admitted any of this to Dane and he asked whether she enjoyed it… 
 
    Paige did a slow turn, looking around the room. Every eye was on her naked body, jealously awaiting the moment when she spread her legs and let a stranger fuck her. 
 
    Yes, she would be going to meet her husband with her slutty pussy still pink and stretched by another man’s cock. Which was what he wanted, wasn’t it—a slut wife? She’d also have well over five grand in her purse, so she wasn’t going back to him a slut wife, she was going back a whore. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 You’re the Fucking Whore Whisperer 
 
    Dane slid the headphones off his ears and left them slung around his neck. He was seeing spots before his eyes and needed to take a moment to breathe. 
 
    “Dude,” Christo said, his voice awed. “Playing the husband card… you’re the fucking whore whisperer. How’d you do that?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” Dane had been trying to talk her out of it before Christo had cut him off, but it had sent her off in a new direction. 
 
    He’ll be able to afford me without having to sell me to his friends again. 
 
    What the fuck had he just begun? 
 
    “I don’t think she bought the whole reverse psychology thing,” Christo said, “but Jesus, didn’t it get her worked up? She had dicks in her eyes like slot-machine jackpots.” 
 
    Dane watched his wife through the glass, getting ready to fuck a stranger. “I can hardly believe it either.” 
 
    “Husband fuckin’ hooks her out to his friends,” Christo mis-quoted. “Chick’s a genius. Did you see how fast he agreed to that five grand?” 
 
    Dane shook his head. “Yeah, it was… amazing.” 
 
    Together they watched Paige lie back on the stage while the guy stripped off his pants in front of her. He kneeled between her splayed legs and started counting out hundreds from a money belt onto her tummy. Paige put the first thousand into her already overstuffed garter, but the rest wouldn’t fit and she had to hold onto it. Fifty bills later, she had two grand of fuck-money in each fist. 
 
    Dane’s stomach turned. He couldn’t take a deep breath without his lungs seizing. Paige, conversely, looked charged with excitement—cheeks flushed, nipples taut. And that excitement was reflected in all the other faces around the room. They were Heaven’s Above VIPs—slut connoisseurs—and today they’d hit the jackpot. They were going to watch Dane’s wife become a whore. 
 
    “Hoo-eee, gents,” Christo said into the mic. “I sense some fancy jewelry in this young lady’s future. Maybe starting with a nice pearl necklace. What do you say, sir, are you willing to hang a couple of strings over her chest?”  
 
    The guy answered just as Dane was sliding his headphones back on. “Lady’s choice.” He was close enough to Lakshmi that her mic picked up his words.  
 
    “Do it on my glasses,” Paige said, sounding almost as nervous as Dane felt. “My husband will clean them for me later.” 
 
    An icy fist gripped Dane’s heart. 
 
    “Geez, she’s still going with the cuck stuff,” Christo said off-mic. “She’s got her eyes on the next five grand.” 
 
    The guy had lifted Paige’s legs and moved up between them, arrowing his cockhead straight at her weeping entrance. His dick was smaller than Dane’s, which was something of a relief, but how long had it been since she’d felt his full length inside her without the AR goggles? 
 
    Dane held down the intercom button and spoke into the mic, raising his pitch and adopting his mother’s Newfoundland accent as he’d done earlier. “Last chance, Jess. Are you sure?” 
 
    “Hurry up and get that dick into me,” she said, not indicating whether she’d heard him or not. “I’m dying to get home and tell my husband.” 
 
    As far as banter went, it hadn’t been her strongest, but it worked. With zero fanfare, the guy slid inside, burying his modest member to the hilt. Dane was shocked by the normalcy of it. He didn’t know what he’d expected—a countdown or a drumroll—but all he got was his wife’s soft sigh in his ears as she popped her hooker cherry. 
 
    The next thing Dane knew, the guy was fucking her. With Lakshmi and nineteen guys surrounding them and cheering him on, the whale just got to work and banged the shit out of Dane’s wife. 
 
    And what did Dane do? Well, locked as he was behind soundproof one-way glass, he watched. It was all he could do. In a way, that impotence was a blessing because if he’d been in the room with her, he’d probably still do nothing. He wasn’t jealous, and he couldn’t find it in himself to be angry. He was just hurt, although he was as much to blame for that as Paige. Probably more so. He’d brought the other-man fantasy into their lives with the AR goggles; Paige had only played along. And when Sri had laid it out for her, showing her his weakness for sluts… Was it any wonder she’d turned to stripping? 
 
    Dane was reaping what he’d sown. 
 
    Seeing his wife lie back and spread her legs for a stranger had been clarifying. He understood why she’d done it. He couldn’t get it up for her, so it fell to others to fill his place. 
 
    ────── 
 
    It wasn’t the worst sex Paige had endured—a few of Dane’s wilting performances over the last few months would take some beating—but the statistician in her couldn’t help categorizing it in the bottom quartile. The guy had no rhythm and either couldn’t or wouldn’t land his strokes with that nice punch that made average guys feel bigger. 
 
    While she moaned along and pretended to love it, Lakshmi was dealing out hand jobs and blow jobs, depending on the size of the tip, and getting guys over onto the stage with their cocks out. 
 
    Despite her earlier misgivings about boundaries, the unsheathed dick in her pussy was now the least interesting thing in the room. Boundaries were where she set them in the moment, and they were subject to change depending on her appetite for cock. 
 
    Right now, with all her artificial walls dismantled, Paige discovered she was famished. 
 
    She stashed her twin fistfuls of cash in the hollow behind her neck and reached out to stroke a couple of dicks—big ones, hard ones, and even one black one—quickly reaping her reward in a snowfall of twenties. The men were an orchestra, and she was their conductor. Tchaikovsky’s 1812 Overture hummed in her head: Da-da-da-da da-da dum dum dummm. Boom! A cannon fire hot cum rained down, crisscrossing her breasts. It seemed she could make them come at will. The power was intoxicating.  
 
    A fresh cock pressed into her free hand, and Lakshmi came and kneeled over her face, offering her pussy which Paige obligingly laved. She was tangy and hot, sweaty from her combined efforts of pole-dancing and Paige-fucking. 
 
    “You look like you’ve got your hands full,” Paige joked, ushering a couple of temporarily cashed-up guys close enough to grab their cocks. Between them, she and Lakshmi were jerking off four guys with the whale building up to what Paige hoped was a quick crescendo between her legs. 
 
    “Enjoying yourself?” Lakshmi asked. 
 
    Paige allowed a huge smile to bloom. “What does it look like?” 
 
    The guy with his dick in Lakshmi’s right hand was making noises that sounded preparatory to climax. 
 
    Lakshmi pulled him closer. “Do you want to come here?” she asked, releasing him long enough to indicate her waxed bronze mound just inches above Paige’s mouth. 
 
    “Yes,” the guy said, struggling to control his breathing. 
 
    Lakshmi gave Paige a look, seeking consent, which Paige confirmed with an eager nod, realizing with a slutty thrill that she about to let a guy come in her mouth. 
 
    “Fifty,” Lakshmi said. “Each.” 
 
    The guy didn’t make it and jetted cum over Lakshmi’s arm as she tried to take him back in hand. She waved him away, ushering another donor forward from the seemingly inexhaustible supply. 
 
    “Fifty each,” said the guy with his dick in Paige’s left hand. “I’ll do it.” He was already on his knees and shuffled close enough that Paige might have sucked him off if Lakshmi’s leg wasn’t in the way. 
 
    Lakshmi took his money, tucking Paige’s cut beneath her hair where she’d stashed the four grand that wouldn’t fit in her garter. 
 
    It was an awkward angle to jerk him off, but the guy made it easy on her by coming quickly, spurting ribbons of hot cream across Lakshmi’s mound and tummy. Some dribbled down between her legs, but Paige tilted her head back to lick it up before it could run into her pussy. When she was done, she just pushed the poor schlep away. Spent dicks were of no interest. 
 
    More guys stepped into the breach to jerk off or get hand jobs and to come on her tits and face. They emptied their balls while Lakshmi and Paige emptied their wallets. Lakshmi sucked one guy off for who knew how much money, then let him blow his load over her face. 
 
    The whale was still pounding away between her legs. Paige had almost forgotten about him, but remembering Lakshmi’s instructions, she put on a show of loving it, shoving her hips up to meet each thrust, moaning her way to a fake crescendo. And it worked! The whale’s movements became jerkier, and the pitch of his grunts suggested he was close to the edge. 
 
    “Yes!” Paige moaned, arching and trembling, tipping over into her first ever genuinely fake orgasm. “Oh God, I’m coming.” She just had to get the whale over the line. 
 
    He was close. Head back, eyes closed, he held his breath, then just as Paige was wondering when he was going to pull out, his dick throbbed and warmth bloomed deep in her pussy. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    It was like somebody opened an airlock. The heat and noise and intoxication were suddenly sucked from the room. Another flood of warmth in her belly, then another. He was coming inside her. 
 
    Oh God, what was she going to tell Dane? After the sexy strip show downstairs, he was bound to want sex when they got home—even if it was with the goggles—but she’d have another man’s goo leaking from her battered entrance for the rest of the day. 
 
    She crunched forward and looked between her legs, confirming what she knew by feel—the guy was balls deep and still throbbing, disgorging the last few spurts into her cheating depths. 
 
    The other guys who had already finished and zipped up all milled past and clapped him on the back. 
 
    “You… finished,” she said. It wasn’t a question; she was saying it aloud to convince herself what had happened. 
 
    “Not yet,” the guy said, stroking his softening dick back and forth through her defiled pussy. “Give it a minute…” 
 
    After a few more strokes, Paige felt with some horror his cock getting hard again. 
 
    “There we go,” he crowed, pumping her again with confidence. “Back from the dead, baby, and kickin’ it up the middle.” 
 
    Kicking it up the middle. 
 
    That one phrase triggered her memory. She had met him at work—not at BetterBetz but at the cable TV station where she did guest spots as a sports statistician. They’d presented a half-time piece together on Australian punters in the NFL. She’d worked up the numbers, baselining them against American-trained athletes, and he’d built a Virtual Reality ball-tracking program that modelled the ball through the air. The best Aussie kickers were punting it further not in power, he reckoned, but in flight. 
 
    What was his name? Russell… something. She didn’t remember.  
 
    Thank God he hadn’t recognized her. He’d had an accent last time they’d met, and she wouldn’t have remembered him if not for that saying. 
 
    He drove himself back up to another climax, this time pulling out. He shuffled forward and tried to come on Paige’s face but didn’t have the power and ended up sending a few weak spurts over her breasts. 
 
    “Sorry sweetheart. I know you wanted that facial.” 
 
    Paige had never wanted anything beyond his money and his lust. She felt a little used, but so what if he got to come in her pussy—he’d paid five grand for the privilege. The excitement for her had been in making the deal. Where he chose to come was immaterial. 
 
    After what had seemed a monsoonal rain of cum, the last guy finally climaxed and spurted over Paige’s open pussy, adding his load to the one dribbling out her entrance. She didn’t know how much it had cost him; Lakshmi had taken his money and tucked it with the rest. 
 
    The music started to fade. Paige looked down at her body, tarred and feathered with cum and low-denomination bills. 
 
    “Peel them off,” Lakshmi said, starting with a couple of tens on Paige’s boobs. “We’ll get you fresh ones at the bar and put these through the house laundry.” 
 
    “Thank you, gentlemen,” said Christo over the PA. “That’s the end of the show. Please exit through the main doors, and we’ll let the girls clean up so they can get down and dirty again.” 
 
    Obediently, the men began filing out. 
 
    Paige looked for Russel Whatshisname, but he’d already zipped up and slipped away. She’d made over three hundred dollars on her previous visit to the Lotus Room, which she hadn’t yet found the courage to spend. Now she had another five or six grand to add to the pot. What had it cost her, though? 
 
    She sat up and looked between her legs. Thick cum pooled in her opening, merging with at least two more deposits running down from her mound. Still more plastered her breasts and tummy. How many men had she jerked off? How many had she let come on her face and body? Years of conditioning told her she ought to feel used and degraded, yet… 
 
    She felt happy. Content and free. She rolled onto her knees and retrieved the cash stash she’d been lying on. The whale’s bank-fresh hundreds were there in a neat stack, and along with them were the fifties, twenties and tens that Lakshmi had added—some crisp and fresh but most wrinkled, folded, or screwed up. Yes, she liked the guys giving her money, but not for the wealth; she and Dane were comfortably well off already. She loved the freedom that accepting their money offered—the freedom to enjoy stripping and showing her pussy, to have them touch her all over, finger her, suck her tits, and yes, even fuck her. 
 
    She wanted all of that—the attention, the lust, the hard, hard cocks. She wanted cocks in her hands, in her mouth—as many as she could take. It wasn’t the same as being used; it was a transaction.  
 
    “Nice haul,” Lakshmi said, helping her to her feet. “I’ve never seen a dancer make bank like that.” 
 
    “It was the rings,” Paige said, waggling the fingers of her left hand. “My husband’s not the only guy in San Francisco with a dirty wife fantasy.” 
 
    Lakshmi laughed. “Your husband’s not the only one in your marriage with a dirty wife fantasy.” She ran a finger through Paige’s cummy pussy. “You need to tell him about it. You know that, right?” 
 
    Paige wrinkled her nose. “Easier said than done.” She and Dane didn’t talk about sex stuff, which was probably the reason they were in a slump. They still hadn’t talked about that night with Mitch and Sarah. 
 
    Lakshmi looked up and down her cum-spattered body. “I could take a photo and send it to him.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare.” Paige gave her a peck on the lips, carefully avoiding the cum still on her cheeks and chin. “You realize the day I tell him is the day all of this ends.” 
 
    “You might be surprised,” Lakshmi said, offering a return peck. “The guy I met earlier would probably love the idea of having a slutty wife.” 
 
    “Yeah, right.” 
 
    “The guy you met earlier,” said a voice from across the room, “doesn’t know how he feels about slutty wives. But he’s prepared to find out.” 
 
    Paige turned cold. She turned to look in the direction of the voice, unwilling to believe what she knew to be true. 
 
    Her husband was standing in the doorway of the stage entrance. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
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 I Want You to Make Me Yours Again 
 
    Dane stepped forward, grabbing the nearest pole in what he hoped was a casual manner. In truth, he was shaking. He was overwhelmed to be in the presence of a couple of cum-soaked whores, even if one of them was his wife (assuming he hadn’t just tanked his marriage).  
 
    Promiscuous women excited and intimidated him. Paige could be pointing an AR-15 at him with her finger on the trigger; it wouldn’t be half as daunting as the sight of her now, plastered in the cum of a dozen men. 
 
    Sri stepped in front of her. The look on her face said she was sizing Dane up, deciding whether he was a threat. Something in his demeanor must have reassured her, maybe the tremor in his hands, because she turned and told Paige to meet her in the Vixens’ Den, then exited via the sound booth door. 
 
    They were alone. Paige was naked, disheveled, and had cum leaking out her pussy. She looked as terrified as Dane felt, and that made him feel worse. 
 
    “Honey?” she said, trying to clean some of the cum off her stomach with the fistfuls of money. “Say something.” 
 
    “Your new job pays better than the old one.” He often resorted to humor when he was nervous, although usually to better effect. 
 
    Paige looked at all the money in her fists with a kind of horror. “This isn’t why I…” She stripped the bills from her garter and dropped them with a look of near contempt. “I’m not a whore.” 
 
    Dane didn’t reply. She patently was a whore, and it was probably his fault. 
 
    “How much did you see?” she asked, straightening her glasses. 
 
    He answered in his mother’s Newfie accent. “All of it.” 
 
    “That was you?” She gaped at him. “But… you tried to stop me.” 
 
    “Christo turned my intercom off,” he said. “Then I figured out you must have seen me downstairs.” Her confused frown suggested she hadn’t. “I’ll tell you later. The point is, I reckon I deserved a little retribution, so I forgive you.” 
 
    “You… forgive me?” Paige stalked around him on the stage, glaring from beneath angry, angled brows. “Look at me, Dane.” She held out her arms, displaying her cum spattered body. “Tell me this isn’t what you wanted.” 
 
    Dane shook his head. “That’s not… I didn’t—” 
 
    “You didn’t what? You didn’t know I knew? Every time we have sex with the goggles, you ask who it was this time that was fucking me. And you keep those things in your study—what else are you using them for? Who else are you watching me fuck?” She crouched and started collecting the money. “You were the one who wished for a slut wife, Dane, so I guess it’s congratulations because now you’ve got one.” 
 
    Dane shook his head in denial. “I didn’t wish for this.” It was all going wrong and he just wanted it to stop. He wanted her to get dressed and come home with him. 
 
    Paige stood back up and stared him down, testing the conviction in his silent gaze until he looked away. “I’m not an idiot, Dane. I saw your face when Lakshmi kissed me. It was the same as when Mitch did that time.” 
 
    “That was kissing…” 
 
    “So it’s only kissing you like. Have you used the goggles without me? To watch porn?” 
 
    Dane sighed. He could deny it, but secrets and lies hadn’t been kind to him lately. “Yes.” 
 
    “You swap the girls over to be me. True or false?” 
 
    “True.” 
 
    “Ah, so it’s kissing and fucking. Tell me about the last one you watched. What else did you make me do that I’m not allowed to enjoy in the safety of my friend’s club?” 
 
    “They’re just fantasies. None of it is real.” 
 
    “It’s my image you’re using. That makes it real. Come on, tell me what’s hot with your hotwife. I want to know the last one you watched.” 
 
    “You got…” 
 
    “Creampied? Spit-roasted?” 
 
    Dane dropped his eyes to her fistfuls of money. “You got paid.” 
 
    “Paid to fuck.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Ironic. And was it exciting?” 
 
    His shame was complete. He couldn’t meet her eyes. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes. Did it make you come? Watching me fuck for money—the alternate me, I mean. The real me of course is a good wife who never even shows a bra strap in public. But it’s okay for Alternate Reality Paige to bend over for a man she’s never met, clutching his money while he shoves his fat cock in her— 
 
    “Paige…” 
 
    Her voice kept rising. “Tell me what it was like, watching his balls pump a hot load in your wife. Did that make you come, Dane?” 
 
    “Yes. It did.” That was the truth. He didn’t understand why the fantasy was different, it just was. Seeing her let a stranger do it in real life was… Well, he hadn’t had time to process that experience. It was three months since he’d watched her with Mitch, and he hadn’t paused to process that, either. 
 
    Paige stopped and finally there was silence. After a few moments, he realized he was staring at her leaky, cum-drenched pussy. He chanced a look up at her face. She was staring at his crotch. He followed her gaze down to his tented jeans. 
 
    Oh God! What the fuck is wrong with me? 
 
    ────── 
 
    Seeing Dane’s erection, Paige thought she finally understood. It had hurt to hear him label her dancing as retribution. And his ‘forgiveness’ had made her see red; it implied that she’d been hurtful. She’d been self-indulgent, sure, but it was what he wanted. He’d nothing short of engineered that little Mitch-and-Sarah swing fest with those goddam goggles, and while she’d only been guessing what he’d done with them since, it had been an educated guess. There’d been plenty of clues. 
 
    It was Sarah who’d educated her, telling her about cucks and wife watching and slut-wife fantasies. She didn’t understand the warring factions in her husband’s brain—one half wanting to make her a slut and the other wanting to keep her for himself—but she recognized them from Sarah’s descriptions. 
 
    Dane was a cuck. 
 
    He wanted her to be faithful, yet so horny she couldn’t help herself. Then when she slipped and ‘accidentally’ let another guy fuck her, he’d be there to forgive her and sweep up the pieces. 
 
    She could work with that. It wasn’t so different to reality. She hadn’t set out to get fingered and fucked and creampied today; it had just happened. Like an accident. 
 
    What she couldn’t abide was the sanctimonious forgiveness bullshit. That had to go. Watching her take a creampie was hot on screen but not in real life, was it? Well his dick said different, because she was filled like a cannoli, and he was hard enough to crack an egg on. 
 
    She softened her voice when she continued. “Real life is different to fantasies. Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
    Dane nodded. 
 
    “You probably wish you’d never started this whole dirty wife thing.” 
 
    He shrugged—she sensed because he didn’t entirely agree he’d started it, which was fair. He’d brought home the goggles, but Paige had found Lakshmi and gotten into pole dancing without his help. The dirty wife experiment had been a team effort. 
 
    “We could make a pact,” she said. “I could give up pole dancing, then everything goes back to the way it was.” 
 
    Dane blinked and seemed to be taking a moment to process the offer. “But in return, I give up the goggles, right?” The look on his face suggested that might not even be possible. Judging from their recent attempts at lovemaking both with and without the goggles, the whore-wife fantasy was the only thing that made him hard anymore. 
 
    Paige shook her head. “I could never ask you to give up something you enjoy.” She gave him a moment for that to sink in and delighted in the look of shock when it finally did. Despite her protestations that she was only doing what he wanted, she’d loved whoring herself out, and he needed to know it. 
 
    Swapping all the money into her left hand, she stepped up and cupped his cock and balls in her right, confirming what she already knew; he was hard as stone. He was reeling now, and it was time to close the deal—to make him acknowledge his role and pick a side. Good wife or slut wife—he couldn’t have both. 
 
    “Since you’ve already forgiven me,” she whispered, taking his hand and placing it over her wet, cream-soaked pussy, “I might as well have a shower and get dressed in my nice, modest street clothes. But understand this, no matter how many videos you watch, no matter how many dicks you see me take in virtual reality, you will never, ever find out what it’s like to go seconds on your used, cum-filled wife.” 
 
    The blood seemed to drain out of Dane’s face. His fingers spasmed and the middle one slid into Paige’s opening, but she twisted his hand away before he’d even had time to notice. 
 
    “I can still feel his stuff inside me,” she whispered. “I didn’t know he was going to do it, but I felt when he did. Just… boom”—she made a slo-mo explosion mime with one hand—“surprise creampie, baby. Human junket everywhere inside me. Did you see how deep he was?” 
 
    Dane shook his head, completely mute.  
 
    It was working! It would probably be a while before he got his words back. She flashed her eyes at him, all wide and earnest. “It was all the way in, trust me. If you were inside me now, you’d feel it for sure, all sloppy and slutty.” She put his hand back on her pussy and massaged the tip of his middle finger until it slipped back inside. “Do you know why I didn’t make him wear a condom?” 
 
    Dane shook his head. 
 
    “I didn’t want to wait for him to put it on. You can understand that, can’t you? It’s hard to think when you need it that bad.” 
 
    Dane nodded. Yes, being a cum slut was perfectly understandable. 
 
    “What I need now,” she said, rocking herself onto his fingers, “once I’ve let myself get out of control like this, is a loving husband to set me to rights.” She coaxed a second of Dane’s fingers into her opening, which after the reaming Lakshmi had given her, barely even touched the sides. “Do you love me enough to set me to rights?” 
 
    Dane nodded again. He likely didn’t understand what that meant, but he soon would. 
 
    “I’d love you to do that for me,” she said. “If you fuck me hard enough, you’ll be able to pump it all out and fill me with a fresh load. Your wife, and your cum inside her.” 
 
    Dane was stroking his fingers through her hole unassisted now, his breathing coming in shudders. 
 
    Paige was on fire. Despite all the cocks and all the money and all the stranger cum, she was ready to go again with her husband—aching to go again. “Except you said you don’t want any of that. You want the good wife.” She tiptoed up and took his earlobe between her teeth. “Knees together, blouse buttoned to the neck, and a tight, good-wife pussy with no mystery creampies to surprise you when you get home from work.” 
 
    Dane was trembling, but he was still finger-fucking her wet, cheating cunt. “I… I don’t know what you want.” 
 
    “I want what you want,” she said, nibbling his ear and sliding down his zip. “I want my husband to get his cock out and make me his again.” Opening his jeans, she went straight into his shorts and grabbed his shaft. 
 
    They were going to do it right there—consummate their new vows on a bed of Paige’s fuck-money. She lowered them down to the stage and opened her legs, inviting the third person in the last forty-five minutes to lie between them—this time her husband. 
 
    Guiding his cock into her opening, she whispered, “I’m going to try to be the good wife you need.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “But if I do have another accident”—she let his knob inside but held the rest at bay in her fist—“I might need you to set me to rights again. 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    “I need you to promise.” 
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    “Even if I’m a cummy, yukky mess? Even if I let five different guys do me?” 
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    “Even if I let them come in my slutty mouth.” 
 
    Dane kissed her, seeking out her tongue. “I promise,” he murmured into her lips. 
 
    “Good boy.” Paige smiled and let go of his cock. “Now fuck me dry and fill me up again.” 
 
    ────── 
 
    Dane slid into her heat, and immediately his balls swelled and lifted, wanting to ejaculate before he’d delivered even a single stroke. 
 
    He was so hard. For the first time in a long time, he wasn’t worrying about sustaining his erection. Hell, he might never go soft again. 
 
    Paige was a slut—a whore so hot for cock she couldn’t help herself, except now it was his cock she craved. And it wasn’t an act. Her furnace cunt told him that. The last time she’d been this hot had been the fateful night of the pole dance at home, and before that… Hell, he didn’t remember. 
 
    He fucked her slowly, counting backwards and trying to regain control as he slopped about in the other guy’s muck. He went deep, pressing his groin into hers, stirring it around and pumping cum out around the edges. God, how much had the dude blown in there? It felt like he was fucking a big warm Dairy Queen shake and it was flooding out around his balls. 
 
    “That’s it, honey,” she said, arching her hips to meet him. “Get it all out.”  
 
    He closed her legs and fucked her with them squeezed together. It made for a tighter fit and forced even more cum out, but when she locked her ankles and wrung his dick like a washcloth, his balls called mercy and began their inevitable contractions. 
 
    “Please,” he gasped. “I think I got it all.” 
 
    “Thank you, sweetheart,” Paige said, kissing his lips. “I think so, too. You may come.” 
 
    Thank God! Dane released the strain. His balls lifted, throbbed, and the floodgates opened. Spreading her legs again, he plunged as deep as he could and with gasping, choking thrusts of relief, he re-inseminated her twice-fucked, whoring cunt. 
 
    “Mmm,” she purred in his ear. “That’s it. Fill me up. Let all the other guys know this slutty pussy belongs to you.” 
 
    The dirty talk was ridiculous, but it triggered a second set of contractions in Dane and a fresh ejaculation. It was a slutty pussy. He’d watched a dozen different guys defile it that afternoon—with their hands, their fingers, or spurting over her waxed mound. He’d watched her take a dildo, a cock, and a deep, deep load of cream in there while she’d jerked other guys off with her hands. But now her slutty cunt was full of him—his cock and his jizz—and her hands were full of his ass cheeks, holding him still to keep that long-awaited husband load deep in her nethermost reaches. 
 
    ────── 
 
    Paige had come too. She hadn’t thought she would, but when Dane tipped off into a fresh climax, all the cuck talk and slut fantasies got the better of her and gave her an orgasm which, unlike the one’s she’d experienced while performing, actually satisfied her. 
 
    She was done. For now at least. She was full of cum, tingly all over, and profoundly happy. 
 
    The ‘fuck me and make me yours again’ fantasy she’d learned from Sarah. She’d wondered whether Dane would do it the night Mitch had deep creamed her, and when he hadn’t, she’d dismissed it as a myth. 
 
    Who knew, though? Cuck magic was real. And if it got her laid like that on a regular basis, she wasn’t above using it again. 
 
    ───Ξ─── 
 
  
 
  
   
    ♋ 
 
    ────── 
 
   



 

 Epilogue 
 
    “We should go,” Paige said, slipping out from beneath him. “Lakshmi probably wants her room back.” 
 
    Dane stood and pulled up his jeans. “She can trade it for your clothes. Those other guys walked off with your bra and panties.” 
 
    Paige laughed. “Naked walk of shame back to the dressing room. It won’t be the first time.” 
 
    “So I heard.” 
 
    “I didn’t… go all the way last time.” 
 
    Dane shook his head. “I don’t need to know. In fact, I think I’d rather not. Unless…” 
 
    “Unless I need you to?” 
 
    Dane looked at the floor, clearly still conflicted about being married to a slut. At least he now understood his own role in their mutually beneficial arrangement. He’d probably be fine with his AR fantasies for a while, but he would come back craving what they couldn’t give him—a fresh pussy full of sloppy seconds to muck about in. Hopefully his cravings coincided with hers. 
 
    He met her eyes again and offered a contrite frown. “I had an accident myself earlier. Downstairs.” 
 
    “With a stripper?” 
 
    “Barmaid.” 
 
    Okay, that was unexpected. Paige collected her fuck-money again and walked Dane out through the abandoned sound booth. “Did she make you come?” 
 
    “In like, two seconds.” 
 
    Paige chuckled. “Embarrassing. Do you know her name?” 
 
    “Melodee. With two ‘e’s.” 
 
    “Is that her real name?” 
 
    Dane shrugged. “Do you know your guy’s name?” 
 
    Paige laughed. “I do, actually. Russell somebody. I don’t think he recognized me, but we met at the cable station years ago doing a bit at half time in the football. He’s like this Virtual Reality guru for sports.” Paige stopped at the door to The Vixens’ Den and turned back to Dane. “I’ve got his last name on the tip of my tongue, but I keep thinking of the nickname the crew all used—something-Russ, like Walrus or Papyrus, except cleverer.” 
 
    Dane was staring at her. Frozen and unblinking. His voice was a croak. “Was it… Lazarus?” 
 
    “Lazarus, yes! Russell Laser. Oh my God, how did you guess that?” He was so much better with names than she was. “I didn’t think he was that well known…” She stopped. Dane looked positively ill. “Dane? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I found your AR render in Shooting Stars. Sri didn’t upload it—no one here did. It was—” 
 
    Paige went cold. “Lazarus.” 
 
    ────── 
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    Before saving your wife from a life of prostitution, first make sure she wants to be saved. 
 
    “Can we dispense with the blindfold now, gentlemen?” Djvonic asked. 
 
    No response. He wasn’t completely sure these guys even spoke English. One of them said, “Put this on” about an hour ago, thrusting the blindfold against Djvonic’s chest, but that might have been a learned phrase. Since then he had been bundled into the back of a van and driven through endless back streets and into what felt and sounded like an underground car park. To the best of his reckoning, he was now in an elevator that was most curiously going down, rather than up. Secret underground lair? Who did this asshole Lazarus think he was? Fucking Blofeld or something? Resolution: if he has a white Persian cat, I’m outta here! 
 
    “Congratulations, your secret lair is still a secret,” Djvonic sighed. “We’re about a fucking mile underground but otherwise I have no idea where we are, so can we put a lid on the fucking 1980’s cloak and dagger bullshit?” 
 
    “Shut up.” That sounded like the same voice as Mr Put-This-On, or as Djvonic had come to think of him: The Man With No Neck. “Don’t make me kill you,” he finished. Must be feeling chatty.  
 
    He felt the elevator slowing and then glide to a stop. He was led down a corridor—long and empty by the hollow sound of their footsteps—and then one of them gripped him above the elbow, swinging him through a door and into a room. 
 
    “Wait,” Neckless The Second grunted, then they both left and shut the door behind them.  
 
    Djvonic heard the lock engage after the door closed. He sensed that he was on his own and pulled the blindfold off. 
 
    “Thanks for the lift,” he called, his voice laced with deadpan irony. “Can I have your card? I like a driver who appreciates the old-fashioned values like indifference and discourtesy.” No response; just fading footsteps. Probably just as well, he could maybe take Neckless on his own, but not his less loquacious friend as well. 
 
    Was all this supposed to intimidate him? The blindfold, the goons driving him in circles, the secret location? It seemed more contrived to Djvonic than intimidating. Did Lazarus have any idea who he was dealing with? Surely he’d done his homework; he’d know that men have died for much less than the disrespect he was being shown. And if Lazarus didn’t live up to the rumours Djvonic had heard, then dead was exactly how he would finish up. Oh, but if those rumours were true? Well then, high-end prostitution was about to take a very exciting upward turn, my friends, and I’ll control it all. For that, he figured he could tolerate a couple of disrespectful goons. 
 
    Djvonic looked around the room; it was some kind of post-modern waiting room, decorated in neutral tones with a few chairs and side-tables. There were artless geometric prints on all walls except one, where there was a huge, opaque glass panel. Two-way mirror? Probably not; the room wasn’t brightly lit and besides, the glass was opaque, not mirrored. More likely, it was that fancy privacy glass that turned clear at the flick of a switch. But when the glass cleared, who would be looking at whom? 
 
    He checked the door (locked) and quickly scanned for security cameras without finding one. Didn’t mean there weren’t any though; damn things were just too small and easy to camouflage these days. Safer to assume that eyes were always watching. Djvonic sat down and checked his phone. No service, no GPS. Quelle surprise! 
 
    He waited. Lazarus had better be a fucking magician. 
 
    ──── 
 
    “Mr Djvonic, a pleasure to finally meet you. Has anyone offered you a drink?” 
 
    A young man swept into the room; early twenties or thereabouts, tall and good looking with a shock of undercut black hair that was so bedraggled it must have been styled that way. The tailored t-shirt and slim jeans completed the picture: hipster. Great, Lazarus was employing his fucking nephew as an office boy. The fifteen-minute wait had done nothing to improve Djvonic’s humour, and this kid was not helping matters. Man, he hated hipsters. Fucking quinoa-munching, pot-smoking, organic gardening socialists who choke up the inner suburbs, sitting outside their fucking macrobiotic cafes in their fucking Dolce & Gabbana sunglasses, sipping fucking fairplay single origin lattes through million-dollar orthodontic smiles that their Baby Boomer parents gave up their retirement to fund. His daughter Mandy had just finished high school; God forbid she turns into another fucking hipster. 
 
    “Please tell me I didn’t go through all this to meet Lazarus’s fucking cock-polisher,” Djvonic said flatly. “Turn around and go get your boss, son. There’s a good boy.” 
 
    “I beg your pardon, Sir,” the smile slid off the hipster’s face as he turned back to the door. “I’ll be just a moment. 
 
    He disappeared through the door as quickly as he’d arrived, but then a second later it opened again with the hipster back, his white smile beaming all the more brilliantly. 
 
    “Mr Djvonic, a pleasure to finally meet you. Allow me to introduce myself; I am Lazarus, CEO and founder of Heaven Can Wait.” The hipster was holding out his hand in greeting, but Djvonic hadn’t taken it yet. He wanted to bitch-slap the precocious little prick, but an alarm bell from his subconscious—that intuition that had saved his life in a dozen bad deals as a teenager and countless turf wars as an adult—warned him to hold back. 
 
    “Lazarus,” he said, inclining his head and raising one eyebrow sceptically. “Really?” He thought that showed the right amount of incredulity at meeting a twenty-two-year-old underworld boss without being overly rude… just in case. 
 
    “Shake my hand, you fat cunt,” the hipster said mildly, his smile still gleaming. “Or I’ll strangle your daughter’s cat.” 
 
    Figure of speech? Or did he know Mandy had a cat? If this kid wasn’t Lazarus then he had brass balls the size of grapefruits. But if he was, then now they were even for his “There’s a good boy” quip a moment ago. Playing it safe, Djvonic shook his hand. Neither of them tried any me-on-top mind fuck or macho bone-crusher bullshit, which was a positive step considering how this meeting had started out. 
 
    “Marvellous!” the hipster beamed, his eyes dancing with a psychotic light that made Djvonic nervous. “I think we’re going to be fine friends, don’t you?” 
 
    “Do you know who I am?” Djvonic asked in a low voice. He wanted the other guy to keep talking while he worked out who was in charge here. 
 
    “Of course I do, Mr Djvonic,” he grinned. “That’s the third time I’ve addressed you and we’ve even shaken hands. I would say we’re well met, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    Fucking smart-arse hipsters. Djvonic sighed and then opened his mouth to speak when the kid butted in. 
 
    “Andrej Djvonic, 53, born in Balmain, Sydney to Serbian migrants Mladen and Petra. Grew up in the inner suburbs dealing heroin on street corners but never established a gang affiliation. Six months in juvie when you were seventeen, but no adult criminal record. Your post-juvie career in pimping around Kings Cross hit a snag immediately when New South Wales legalised prostitution in 1979, but you moved to Melbourne and peddled whores in St Kilda for another six years before they too legalised the industry. You used your bankroll to move back to Sydney and bought into a legal brothel in Paddington, which you stuck with long enough to collect and train four of Sydney’s most beautiful and exotic young whores, whereby you cashed out and started Australia’s most prestigious high-end escort agency. 
 
    “Much to your parents’ disgust, you married a Croatian, Allessandra, in 1995 and fathered Magdalena the following year. You’re still engaged in mostly legal prostitution and mostly illegal human trafficking, and you spend three months of each year in Eastern Europe or South America looking for beautiful but disadvantaged young women whom you teach English, manners and fucking, in no particular order and then put them to work in your agencies.” 
 
    Djvonic remained impassive through this, trying to hide his surprise so as not to give this cum-splat the pleasure of seeing him rattled. 
 
    “And what about me, Mr Djvonic?” the kid calling himself Lazarus asked. “Surely you too have done your homework?” 
 
    “Well Mr Lazarus, if that’s who you are,” Djvonic began, choosing his words carefully to mitigate his great lack of useful information. “With apologies to Winston Churchill, you are a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma. Beyond eight years ago, there’s no trace of you, but since then you’ve cropped up in identity theft and long cons. In the last year or two, rumours began to do the rounds on the subject of mind control and personality imprinting.” Djvonic was watching Lazarus for any signs that he was right or wrong, but the younger man was giving away no clues. 
 
    “Which brings us to our current problem, Mr Lazarus,” he went on. 
 
    “Just Lazarus, please,” he said, his smile so broad Djvonic wanted to punch it. 
 
    “Which brings us to our current problem, Lazarus,” he repeated. “If my intel’ is right—and for what I paid, it’d better be—then I’d guess you were about fourteen years old when you came to prominence as a criminal overlord in Sydney, which I reckon you’d agree, warrants some kind of explanation.” 
 
    “Oh, Mr Djvonic, I assure you your research is indeed correct, although it is lacking in my less recent history,” Lazarus explained, guiding his guest to a chair and taking the one opposite for himself. “I got my start in identity theft around the same time you got yours in prostitution, although back then I was mostly reselling stolen credit cards and passports. Notwithstanding my current youthful good looks, it’s true that we are in fact the same age.” 
 
    “What if I told you I find that difficult to believe?” Djvonic replied casually. His subconscious alarm was still pinging; despite his words, he was half way to believing this man was Lazarus. Worse, he was also half way to believing the impossible story he was being told. 
 
    “And yet it’s completely true, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus shrugged, hands extended in a what-can-you-do gesture. “My most recent breakthroughs—to which you’ve already alluded—can be applied to solve problems we previously thought intractable. Like ageing, for instance.” 
 
    “So how old are you?” Djvonic asked quickly. 
 
    “As I said, the same age as you, fifty-three,” Lazarus replied indulgently. “Give me a hard one, Mr Djvonic.” 
 
    “Who was Prime Minister when you were a kid?” Djvonic shot back. He watched the younger looking man’s eyes, searching for those telltale signs of deceit. 
 
    “I was too young to remember Menzies, though he was much discussed,” Lazarus said. “But I do remember Harold Holt drowning and McEwen taking office. Anything else?” 
 
    “Where were you for the Apollo 11 Moon Landing?” Djvonic asked, and then realising that one was too easy, he added, “and what time of day was it?” 
 
    “It was a school day,” Lazarus sighed. “I was in Grade Two and Miss O’Connell left the television on for most of the morning. Armstrong and Aldrin came down the ladder at around lunchtime, Sydney time. I remember this because I had a crushed up ball of waxed paper from my sandwiches in my fist while I watched. 
 
    “How am I going, Mr Djvonic?” Lazarus sat back and crossed his legs. “Convinced?” 
 
    Some famous recollections from the 1960’s wouldn’t be too hard to fake, but why bother? What would be the point? More than anything, that convinced Djvonic that Lazarus was telling the truth… or at least some version of the truth. Could he really have reversed the aging process? And if so, why wouldn’t he sell the technology legitimately? 
 
    “Maybe,” Djvonic answered. “So what else have you got? I’ve heard whispers, but they’re about as easy to believe as your age.” 
 
    “What can’t I do, Mr Djvonic?” Lazarus sat forward, his eyes twinkling with mad light again. “That is the better question. What can’t I do? You’re a man who deals in fantasies, are you not? How is the market for them at the moment?” 
 
    This was a subtle turn in the conversation, and it wasn’t lost on Djvonic. The introductions were over and now it was time to talk business. 
 
    “A man who deals in fantasies,” he mused, warming slightly to the other man’s charisma. “A strange choice of words. Most people would say I traded in women or sex, but I like your description better. The bottom tier of my trade sells sex; nothing more than wet holes to be plugged for a reasonable price. Next up is kinks and fetishes; usually women who are prepared to suffer pain and humiliation—or maybe inflict it,” he quickly interjected, “to earn an extra quid.” 
 
    “Neither of which are in direct competition with your business, correct?” Lazarus interjected. 
 
    “Right,” Djvonic agreed. “Don’t get me wrong,” he waved an instructive finger, “there is a good market for masochism, but too often either the girls come back fucked-up or the client is pissed because they couldn’t fuck them up enough, both of which spoil the chance of repeat business, which in my book is bad business.” 
 
    “So you deal in fantasies,” Lazarus stated. “Exotic fantasies.” 
 
    “Beautiful, exotic, intelligent women. Exactly!” he said, checking off the points on his fingers. “Yours for no less than the full night, but more often for the weekend or the length of a holiday. The girls love those ones. ‘Companions’, is the word we use. Not just willing sexual partners, they’re for wealthy men who’ve had their fill of dumb blondes and gold diggers.” 
 
    “I sense a ‘but’,” smiled Lazarus, leaning forwards with his fingers steepled beneath his chin. 
 
    “But it’s changing,” Djvonic replied resignedly. “Fantasies aren’t what they used to be. Fucking liberalism and internet porn has made everyone a fucking expert; Johns are exacting in how a woman should look and act and fuck. I said ‘Repeat Business’ earlier; we make a decent dollar off individual transactions, but our customer base is so narrow, repeat business is crucial. We can’t afford to have these guys walking off soft, but they’re so bloody hard to please, there’s fuck-all we can do about it.” 
 
    “Exactly!” Lazarus cried; Djvonic’s problems seemed to please him greatly. “Your clients have very specific fantasies in mind—very real fantasies, if you like—and they’re becoming increasingly difficult to fulfil.” 
 
    “Real fantasies,” Djvonic nodded, pointing at the other man in agreement. “You don’t know how true that is. At least half of our Johns give us photos, videos, and even fucking names and addresses, for fuck’s sake, of their doctor or gym instructor or barista; women they know and fantasise about but can’t have. And we try to supply a surrogate, someone who looks, sounds, and behaves like what they want.” 
 
    “And you’re here because you see this shift as an opportunity,” Lazarus actually rubbed his hands together in delight. “Tailored fantasies, a way to differentiate yourself from the competition.” 
 
    Djvonic eyed him carefully. “So you can do something like this?” he asked slowly, beginning to get excited. 
 
    “Tell me, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus continued, ignoring the question. “What’s your tailored fantasy?” He rested his chin on his fist and studied the other man, awaiting his reply. 
 
    “Ha!” he exclaimed. “I don’t do fantasies. I’ve been in this game too long. I learned a long time ago that they’re better kept than fulfilled.” 
 
    “Very wise,” Lazarus smiled. “But not indulging them is very different to not having them. Come on,” he nodded conspiratorially, “just between you and me; two men talking. We all have a fantasy. Mine for instance is a beautiful young woman I see occasionally in the park. She knits, very nearly a lost art these days, don’t you think. In my fantasy, she’s riding me cowgirl style, knitting and whispering the pattern to herself while she slowly brings herself to orgasm.” 
 
    Djvonic could see the attraction immediately. The juxtaposition of fucking and something prim and wholesome like knitting was a staple of his industry. Lazarus sat back and waited for him to reciprocate. 
 
    “My daughter’s old maths teacher,” Djvonic said, waving his hand dismissively. “Young, slim, and hot, but the way she dresses and the way she carries herself make it look as though she considers herself plain. I imagine leaning her over her own desk and boning her while she’s teaching the class.” 
 
    “And there you go,” Lazarus gestured widely with both hands. “We all have them, but we rarely get to indulge them.” Then he locked eyes with Djvonic and his face took on an expression of fierce intensity. “What if I told you that you could have your daughter’s Maths teacher? Not in front of her class perhaps, but in privacy at a time and place of your choosing.” 
 
    “A look-alike, then?” Djvonic asked, but the rapid pumping of his heart belied the false innocence of that question. This was what he’d come for. What was this man really capable of? 
 
    “Not a look-alike,” Lazarus said through a knowing smile. “The actual woman herself. Perhaps not behaviourally so; after all, your Maths teacher may not really wish to be bent over her desk and fucked by a man twice her age, so obviously there needs to be some personality adjustment.” 
 
    “Mind control!” Djvonic whispered, eyes wide with awe. 
 
    “Of a form, Mr Djvonic. Of a form,” Lazarus waited for these revelations to sink in. 
 
    “But the fall-out …” he mused, mostly to himself. “Even if the women themselves don’t notice the change, their friends and family will.” 
 
    “The process is completely reversible,” Lazarus offered. “Zero consequences. Or as close to zero as makes no difference.” 
 
    “And you can do this now? Today?” As hard as it was, this was something Djvonic desperately wanted to believe. The possibilities… boundless! What might billionaires pay for the right woman who was otherwise unavailable? 
 
    “That’s why I brought you here,” Lazarus explained. “I have the technology and you have the network. Prostitution is merely scraping the surface of my capability, Mr Djvonic. Once we’ve demonstrated the potential to your clients, I expect to sell them much more fantastical and lucrative services, but sex is the gateway. Have I piqued your interest?” 
 
    “Am I interested?” Djvonic tilted his head questioningly. “Yes. Convinced? Not yet. You can sing in tune, Lazarus, but I need to see you dance.” 
 
    “What florid imagery, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus clapped his hands, laughing. “I was expecting just such a challenge, so I prepared a demonstration for you.” Lazarus stood and beckoned the other man to follow him over to the glass wall. He tapped on it three times and a moment later, it turned clear, confirming Djvonic’s earlier guess that it was electronic privacy glass. There was an attractive, middle-aged woman on the other side wearing a white lab coat, her finger still on the switch that cleared the window. 
 
    Djvonic scanned the rest of what looked like a medical treatment room; it was mostly bare apart from a trio of large devices that looked like MRIs he’d seen on television, huge cylinders with a hole in the middle and a bed that slides in and out. The three machines were coloured green, white, and red respectively, and each one was occupied by a motionless woman, their heads inside the machines and not visible from Djvonic’s vantage point behind the glass. There seemed to be some kind of colour coding; the woman in the green machine wore a green hospital johnny, and similarly the one in the red machine was dressed in red. Although they had a healthy flesh colour, they wore toe-tags, and Djvonic wondered whether they might be dead.  
 
    The woman in the middle—the white machine—was the exception; she wore a pair of stylish pink heels and a pretty sundress. Even without seeing her face, Djvonic could tell that she was young and beautiful. Smooth, shapely legs. Full, firm breasts. And with her dress moulding to every luscious curve, the Y-shaped crease at the junction of her thighs formed a target that drew the eye and revved his ageing libido. Considering the conversation he’d just been having, Djvonic couldn’t help wondering who this young beauty was and what Lazarus had in store for her. 
 
    “Crank it up, Ailsa,” Lazarus said, making a spinning gesture with his fist to the woman in the lab coat. Djvonic doubted she could hear them, but she nodded her assent and picked up a computer tablet from the bench beside the window. 
 
    “What’s she doing” Djvonic asked as they watched her navigate series of screens that presumably controlled the machines. 
 
    “Shhh,” Lazarus dismissed the question. “Just watch. It won’t take long.” 
 
    The machines hummed to life with a low, cyclic beat. The woman, Ailsa, had her back to the window and Djvonic was able to watch what was happening on her screen. It showed a graphic of a human brain, and as the machines worked, small areas on the image illuminated like a heat-map before moving on to a new location. A progress indicator at the bottom slowly filled, but then when it reached one-hundred percent, the screen momentarily cleared and then started again from scratch. Djvonic had been holding his breath and released it with a shaky wheeze when he realised the process was still going. He was so keyed up. What the fuck was about to happen? 
 
    The progress bar slowly filled again with the brain map firing light-bursts like a satellite stop-motion video of a thunderstorm. 
 
    “Let’s go take a look-see, shall we?” Lazarus said cheerfully, clapping the other man on the upper arm and moving towards the door. Djvonic’s heart was racing; he wanted to think it was because of the enormity of this business proposition (mind control, fucking mind control!) but it was more than that; he could feel his cock hardening uncomfortably in his underwear, and he couldn’t stop thinking about what might happen to the gorgeous young woman in the middle machine. What would she be made to do? 
 
    Lazarus led him to the adjacent room and held the door open, allowing Djvonic to enter first. The red and green robed women were still lying motionless in their machines, but the girl in the middle was sitting up, awake. The technician Ailsa was examining her pupils with an ophthalmoscope, blocking most of his view and only heightening the tension. All Djvonic could see was a corona of stunning, ice-blond hair, the tips of her breasts beneath tight bodice of her sun-dress, and her long, smooth, flawless legs, which looked trim and round, even with her seated weight resting on them. Good God, he was with beautiful women every day and he’d fucked more of them than he could remember, but the thought of this nubile young thing—giving her body in a way that would be utterly out of character—had him harder than he could remember being in the last ten years. 
 
    “I think you’re good to go, honey,” Ailsa said, stepping away from the blond and putting away her ophthalmoscope. 
 
    “Gabi?” Djvonic blurted, stunned almost beyond rational response to see his daughter’s closest friend in this underground criminal lair. Gabi and Mandy had been inseparable since kindergarten, and when she lost her own father at eight, Djvonic had become a kind of surrogate parent—a father figure. He sometimes thought the girl spent more time in his house than her own.  
 
    “What the blue fuck is going on?” he cried, turning angrily on Lazarus. 
 
    “Andrej?” the blond girl asked, sounding just as confused as Djvonic. Then more excitedly, “Andrej!” She jumped off the bed and ran to him, barrelling into him as she had done as a child, rocking him back on his heels. She threw her arms around his broad chest and hugged him fiercely, her breasts swelling lusciously out the top of her dress as she pressed them into his body. 
 
    Djvonic was doubly taken aback. Although she’d been a very tactile and expressive child, she hadn’t hugged him so heedlessly, pressing the full length of her slim, young body into his, since she began to develop breasts several years ago. Djvonic realised with mounting horror that the sweet softness bearing down on his hard cock was the delicate mound of her vulva. 
 
    “Andrej, I didn’t expect to see you here,” Gabi said, kissing his cheek. “Oh my!” she smiled at him, leaning her chest back but pressing her pussy more firmly into his cock. “Is this for me?” Locking her eyes on his, she slowly ground her hips and opened herself up against his manhood. “It is for me, isn’t it?” she cooed softly. 
 
    “Gabi, no!” Djvonic croaked, trying to prise the girl’s supple, young body away from him. As beautiful as she was, he thought of her in the same terms as his own daughter. 
 
    “Gabi, yes,” Lazarus said calmly as he lightly pressed a scalpel to Djvonic’s jugular. “Please don’t move, Mr Djvonic. I wouldn’t like for Gabriela’s pretty dress to be blood-stained.” 
 
    “What the fuck is your game, asshole?” Djvonic said through gritted teeth, conscious of the fact that even talking could cause the deadly scalpel to cut him. 
 
    “A demonstration, my fine new friend,” Lazarus answered mildly, that psychotic light dancing in his eyes once again. “One you won’t soon forget.” Then to Gabi, “Go ahead, dear. Don’t let me interrupt you.” 
 
    “Oh, Daddy,” she breathed. “Can I call you Daddy? You’re so hard.” She moved her hand to touch him through his trousers, his manhood straining and twitching beneath her delicate fingers. “Can I see it?” 
 
    “Gabi, no,” Djvonic groaned miserably. 
 
    “I beg your pardon?” Lazarus murmured menacingly into his ear, placing another ounce of pressure on the scalpel at his neck. 
 
    “It’s reversible?” he whispered back. 
 
    “Completely,” Lazarus confirmed. “Won’t remember a thing.” 
 
    Djvonic contemplated resistance for a moment and then rejected it. Revenge was best served cold. 
 
    “Yes, honey,” he sighed sadly to the girl. “Go ahead.” 
 
    Gabi made an inarticulate squeal of girlish excitement. “Thank you, Daddy,” she breathed, and then she touched her soft lips to his and kissed him slowly, pulling away with a sigh. “I want to remember this forever.”  
 
    With a huge smile, she began to unbuckle his belt. Working slowly with sleek, manicured fingers, she popped the button and unzipped him, and then knelt and lowered his trousers to his ankles, the long, thick bulge of his erection straining beneath his underpants just an inch in front of her face. Gabi parted her lips and touched them to the cotton stretched over his cock, brushing them tantalisingly up and down his length while she gazed up into his eyes. Smiling mischievously, her tongue darted out to touch him, leaving a tiny wet patch on the fabric. 
 
    Bringing one hand up between his legs, Gabi used her long fingernails to tickle his balls, and it occurred to Djvonic’s incredulous mind that these were exactly the sort of slow, teasing, erotic techniques that he made his escorts learn to prolong and heighten the experience for their clients. She licked him again and then closed her lips sideways over his shaft, taking his cock between her jaws like a dog with a bone. First, she blew hot breath through the thin cotton of his underpants, and then moistening it with her saliva, she sucked wetly on the side, her lips moulding to the hard contours of his cock. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she groaned, looking up into Djvonic’s eyes once again as she tucked her fingers beneath the waistband and pulled his underpants slowly down over his hips. Despite the terror of the situation, Djvonic was rock hard. His cockhead became caught in the elastic and was pulled downwards with his underwear, then finally it sprang free, grazing the downy softness of Gabi’s cheek. “Oh, Daddy, it’s so beautiful,” she marvelled, nuzzling its bulging veins with her nose and lips, allowing his cock-head to swing aimlessly, leaving stringy trails of clear pre-cum over her beautiful face. 
 
    “It’s so hard,” she panted, her voice edged with excitement. “I love it.” Stroking his balls again with her fingertips, she slowly kissed Djvonic’s cock all over, her soft lips smacking with delight as she moaned and touched her wet tongue to the throbbing, blue veins. Closing her slender fingers around his girth, she held him still, placing tiny, loving kisses all around the crown, before touching the eye to her lips. And with maddeningly slow strokes, she painted them to a pink glossy shine with his pre-cum. 
 
    Even in his mounting horror at the inevitable outcome of this display, Djvonic had never been more aroused. Looking down at the vision before him, his eighteen-year-old daughter’s best friend, her soft and shining lips slightly parted and gently kissing his cock while she held the base in her tiny fist; he had to admit that it was the single most erotic thing he’d witnessed in his long career with sex workers. At this moment he wanted nothing more than to feel her soft, young body envelop him and to fill her with cum. 
 
    “Tell me what to do, Daddy,” she breathed in the little-girl voice she used at his house to seek favours. “Tell me what you want.” 
 
    “Gabi, don’t,” he groaned. “You can’t.” 
 
    “Tell her, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus said menacingly. “We’re just getting to the good bit.” 
 
    “God help me,” Djvonic breathed to himself. 
 
    “Now,” Lazarus husked, tightening the scalpel to his throat again. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” he panted desperately, his heart kicking up another notch as a warm drop of blood trickled down his neck. “Open your mouth, angel,” he said to Gabi. 
 
    “-ike -is?” she asked innocently, parting her lips and hovering them over his glans. The hint of a smile played at the corner of her mouth while she looked up at him with doe eyes, batting her long, black eyelashes. 
 
    “Uh huh,” he gulped, unable to believe this beautiful blonde was about to suck his cock. “Now put it inside.” 
 
    Gabi rocked slowly forwards and took half of his cock in her mouth, and then she softly closed her lips around the girth, allowing the length of his shaft to rest lightly on her tongue. 
 
    “Mmmm hmmm?” she asked wordlessly, although Djvonic understood perfectly. And now? 
 
    “Suck me, angel,” he croaked, his voice laced with a combination of misery and ecstasy. 
 
    Nothing could have prepared him for what followed. Djvonic monitored both girls’ social behaviour fairly closely, and he was reasonably sure Gabi was a virgin. The few dates she’d been on were to the movies or to dinner, and she’d never dated the same boy more than twice, understanding intuitively that to persist longer—when there’s no spark—would be to lead the boy on. Even if she had taken one to third base, that wouldn’t explain the sublime lovemaking skills she was now demonstrating on his straining cock. 
 
    With their eyes locked and her jaws yawning around his thick shaft, Gabi began to suck him in exquisitely slow strokes. Holding him still in her mouth, she sucked from front to back, constricting him first with her moistened lips and then rolling the pressure slowly back to his glans, using her powerful tongue to milk the trickle of pre-cum down his shaft and into her throat. 
 
    Now that the deed had begun, Djvonic’s reticence melted away and he saw the girl for what she really was: a phenomenally beautiful, nubile teenager who at this moment wanted nothing more than his cock in her mouth. 
 
    “Oh my God,” he breathed, still watching her eyes as her cheeks worked rhythmically in and out, tightly hugging his shaft. “Angel… you are amazing.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Gabi moaned, smiling at her surrogate father’s praise around a mouthful of throbbing cock. Letting go of his balls and the base of his shaft, she used her hands to stroke and squeeze her full breasts through her dress. 
 
    “Oh angel, yes,” he whispered. This was the ultimate in erotic gestures for Djvonic, and something he tried to instil in his prostitutes with rare success. For a woman to suck him without using her hands meant one of two things: that she trusted him completely not to force his cock down her throat, or that she had conquered her gag reflex and wanted all of him. Whichever it was, it didn’t really matter (though he always hoped for the latter) because it was the sight that captivated him. He could feel the head of his dick deep inside Gabi’s mouth, but he could see another three inches of rampant cock projecting from her soft lips, ready to push forwards into the rippling tunnel of her throat. 
 
    Gabi slipped the shoulder straps of her dress over her slender arms and pulled the bodice down to her waist, revealing a smooth, nude bra that perfectly framed the swell of her full, ripe breasts. Still sucking him with those luxurious slow strokes, she reached behind to the clasp and paused, looking questioningly up into Djvonic’s eyes. 
 
    “Mmmm?” she asked. The implication was obvious; she was asking him what he wanted. 
 
    “Yes, angel,” he encouraged her. “Take it off.” 
 
    She made a delighted, purring sound and smiled again around his cock. Still moving slowly, she unhooked the bra and slipped the straps off her shoulders, but held the cups over her breasts with both hands while she watched Djvonic’s reaction, her eyes wide with feigned innocence. 
 
    “Please, sweetheart,” he said slowly. “Show Daddy.” Djvonic was equally excited and ashamed to fall into the ‘father-daughter’ role-play. 
 
    Moaning softly with approval, Gabi lowered her hands, pulling away the bra cups to reveal her soft, natural breasts, still riding youthfully high on her chest and swelling lusciously at the sides. Djvonic yearned to take her large pink areolae and upturned nipples between his lips. Dropping the bra into her lap, she cupped her hands beneath her breasts and lifted them higher for his approval, shifting the balance of their weight so that they bulged sensuously at the top. 
 
    “Oh, my angel. You’re so beautiful,” Djvonic whispered, tears forming in his eyes; pride and lust for the girl he thought of as his daughter mixing in an intoxicating and unfamiliar cocktail. Cum began to boil inside his balls as he anticipated the beautiful moment when it would burst forth so that he could watch the expressions of shock and surprise as Gabi’s mouth filled with his steaming seed. His breath shortening, he closed both hands around her head, his fingers gliding through her silky, blond hair, and his thumbs tracing the smooth bulge of her hairline along the brow. 
 
    Still, with his cock in her mouth and his hands grasping her head—in the perfect position to drive his manhood down her throat, still she sucked him, slowly, lovingly; her hands gently kneading her breasts and pinching her erect nipples but never thinking about returning to defend herself from choking on his cock. 
 
    The eroticism of this trust and confidence was too much for Djvonic, he had to explore its boundaries before he exploded. Using Gabi’s head for leverage, he pulled out against the exquisite, wet suction until just the head was inside her mouth, and then allowed himself to be sucked back inside. A surprised gasp was forced from his chest as she took him an inch deeper and her soft palate closed divinely over his glans. 
 
    “Mmmm!” she cried out with ecstasy, her eyes rolling back in her head as she pinched her nipples fiercely; the tips angry and red between her painted fingertips. 
 
    The effect on Djvonic was transcendent. Lust swelled deep in his chest. She wants this. She wants to swallow my cock. 
 
    He pulled slowly out and let her suck him back in again, holding his breath as the entrance of her throat worked over his cock head, squeezing and shaping it, preparing it to slide further down into the dark warmth of her lithe, young body. 
 
    Gabi’s eyes flashed with excitement and her nostrils flared as she panted with seeming anticipation. “Mmmm!” she moaned pleadingly, staring up at Djvonic, desperation in her eyes. Releasing one breast, she lifted her hem and parted her thighs, slipping her fingers beneath the waistband of her little Hello Kitty panties. Her breathing intensified as she touched herself, and Djvonic watched as a wave of pleasure rolled upwards from her hips, her free breast bobbing sensuously as it surged past her chest. 
 
    Almost reluctantly, Djvonic pulled his cock most of the way out again and held it there, watching the girl’s eyes for a sign. With her fingers working rhythmically beneath the tight, white cotton panties, Gabi asked the question wordlessly, using just her eyes. Do you want to? 
 
    “Yes, sweetheart,” Djvonic husked, almost unable to breathe. “More than anything.” 
 
    Gabi gave her consent with an almost imperceptible nod and tickled the sensitive arrowhead of skin on the underside of his crown with her tongue. “Then take me,” was the wordless invitation. 
 
    Gazing down upon her, Djvonic rolled the tips of his thumbs over her silky hairline again. “Oh, my darling,” he breathed, his voice catching on the last word before he pushed his cock slowly back into her mouth. It felt like an eternity, watching her supple lips roll smoothly over the thick, bulging veins; her wet saliva glinting off his cock in the fluorescent light. As his cock head slid gently into the funnel of her soft palate, and he felt it close lovingly around him, Gabi dropped her shoulders and tipped back her head, opening her throat to him. Her cheeks sucked in tightly around his shaft as he penetrated her throat, her muscles convulsing and gripping him as she furiously swallowed to suppress her gag. She’s so tight! He had to brace with his fingertips at the base of her skull and push her face onto his cock with force, finally sliding past the resistance and easing the last inch home between her yawning lips. 
 
    With one hand still working tirelessly beneath her panties and the other squeezing her swollen, pink breast, Gabi slurped wetly on Djvonic’s cock, working her powerful tongue up and down the sensitive underside and snaking it out between her lips to lick his balls with the tip. 
 
    This was so far in excess of the best blow job of Djvonic’s life, he never wanted it to end; though his balls told a different story, swelling and lifting and preparing for the job that nature demanded: to inject his seed deep inside the body of a healthy mate. His hands shaking, Djvonic moved Gabi’s head forward and back, easing his straining cock up and down the rippling tunnel of her throat, fucking the girl’s virgin mouth with short, loving thrusts. 
 
    “Ah!” he cried out through his teeth. “Gabi… angel… almost there!” His balls swelled massively again and lifted inside his sack as he strained against the orgasm, denying himself for a few more precious seconds to build up the pressure. Three… two… one , he counted himself in. “Oh, my darling,” he groaned with the sweet relief of finally letting go and pulled out of Gabi’s throat, back into her mouth. 
 
    She sucked a quick breath through flaring nostrils and then squealed ecstatically as Djvonic came in her mouth; hot, powerful jets of cum, surging over her tongue and painting the back of her throat in thick, white ropes. With lips working furiously on his shaft to hold in the deluge, she slurped and sucked greedily on his cock, using her tongue to milk each delivery down the thick bulge beneath his shaft, and swallowing mouthful after mouthful of hot seed with low, contented moans of satisfaction. 
 
    “Oh, good Lord,” Djvonic moaned as the last of his cum pumped weakly into her mouth. “What have I done?” 
 
    “You’ve entered into a beautiful partnership,” Lazarus said indulgently as he slid the point of a hypodermic needle into the other man’s neck. 
 
    Lazarus removed the scalpel as Djvonic’s knees began to buckle, and then caught him beneath the arms as he collapsed while Gabi shuffled backwards on her knees, making room for her semi-conscious ‘father’ on the floor. 
 
    “How did I do?” Gabi asked Lazarus, getting to her feet and wiping her lips with the back of her hand. 
 
    “You were sublime, my dear, sublime,” Lazarus praised her. “Choose your words carefully though,” he whispered. “He’s only paralysed; he can still see and hear us.” 
 
    “I have a special treat for you, if you like?” she offered, her head tilted coquettishly and fingering her bottom lip.  
 
    “And what might that be, you sweet young thing? Lazarus asked with an indulgent smile. 
 
    Gabi bounced lightly on her toes, making her full breasts bounce enticingly. She leaned forward and whispered excitedly in his ear before rocking back and lifting her hem to show him her panties, stroking her fingers lightly over the white cotton stretched across her swollen pussy lips. 
 
    “Hel—lo Kitty!” Lazarus said, gratefully eyeing the ripened peach of her sex and unbuckling his trousers. 
 
    Djvonic watched from the floor with a mixture of disgust and envy as his daughter’s best friend bent over the bed of the MRI, her young breasts bobbing and swaying pendulously as Lazarus lifted her dress and drew her simple panties down those long, smooth thighs. When she raised one knee onto the bed, he got a brief glimpse of her supple pussy lips opening, releasing a trickle of her juices, which beaded and then ran down her thigh. 
 
    When Lazarus brought his cock head up to her entrance, Gabi snaked a hand between her legs and opened herself wider with her fingers, and just before the other man seated the tip of his manhood in her opening, Djvonic saw with yearning impotence but no real surprise, the pale crescent of her hymen. 
 
    With one finger stroking her clitoris, she looked back, first at Djvonic and then up at Lazarus, and smiled happily. 
 
    “Make me come,” she whispered throatily, and then cried out as Lazarus pushed forward and pierced her. Gabi sighed with relief as he pulled his cock back, streaked with her blood, and then moaned lustily as he drove it home, filling her young pussy and making her a woman. 
 
    ────── 
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    Sapphic Letters – The Complete Series – Until she met Susan, Anna never once suspected she might be a lesbian. Once the fire was lit, though, she could do nothing except let it burn. 
 
    
    	 Note To Self – Susan was like a drug — Anna only needed a taste, and now she can’t get enough. [Lesbian] 
 
    	 Hypnotryst – Susan’s new regression therapist takes her all the way (back to the beginning). [Lesbian] 
 
    	 Friend Me – What happens online, stays online … until it gets real. [Lesbian] 
 
   
 
    Omnibus Editions 
 
    Headmaster’s Office – Omnibus Editions 
 
    
    	 Popping Her V-Card – Five filthy stories—zero experience. And they have no idea of what they’ve got coming. [Virgin] 
 
    	 Play Time – Want to play a game? The type where it's fun to lose--your clothes, your inhibitions, your innocence. [College] 
 
    	 Too Big to Fit – Four Tumescent Tales of coeds who've bitten off more than they can chew, but who're determined to stuff it in—no matter how big. [Giant Cock] 
 
    	 Lube and Latex – Diamonds aren't a girl's best friend. It's Latex rubber. And batteries—lots and lots of batteries. [Toys] 
 
    	 Switch Hitters – Can't choose between a man and another woman? Why not have both? [Bi-Sexual] 
 
   
 
      
 
    Check Belinda’s Full Catalogue for new releases. 
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