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Chapter One

My husband, Luke, cheated on me.  That’s the simplest place to start, and it’s the shitty nugget of truth at the center of it all.  Before that happened, I was a typical suburban housewife.  I’d given up my own university education to become that.  My husband made enough as a lawyer to support us both, and he was as conservative as a man can get.  I didn’t have to work, so I definitely didn’t need a degree.  I cleaned the house, which usually absorbed no more than ninety minutes from my day.  I watched the odd daytime soap.  Occasionally, when I was really bored, I helped myself to a glass of wine before he got home.  And I exercised.  A lot.  I really had nothing else to do with my day.  It kept me trim and youthful, so, even in my mid-thirties, I was often mistaken for early twenties.  And through the first long (boring, I can now openly identify) stretch of our marriage, that was enough.

I was angry when I found out what he’d done.  It wasn’t his secretary, and it wasn’t a co-worker, so at least I was spared those clichés.  It was rival counsel.  He poached from another firm, you might say.  Or she did.  Not that it made a difference.  He had a trophy wife that most men would kill to be with, who was also his willing domestic servant, and that wasn’t enough for him?  Our sex life before the affair had been sparse, because he’d seldom seemed interested.  (Now I know why).  After the affair, it was even less frequent.  It was hard for me to feel arousal for a man who had turned his back on me.

But I stayed with him.  I did it for the same reason he didn’t want me working - appearances mattered.  I did it because my family would have disapproved of a divorce.  I did it because I didn’t want to admit to myself that I had failed in this allegedly lifelong enterprise.  I did it because I was scared of what the new world outside this home might be like.  I stayed for the reasons so many stay.  I extracted from him a promise that it was over, that he would remain faithful from here on out.  I steeled myself and I went on.  As if nothing had happened. 

And for the next six months, life resumed its normal course.  But old patterns of behavior soon emerged.  He started receiving phone calls from “work” during dinner, and would hold up a finger to me to indicate it was important and that he needed silence, and he’d leave the room to take the call, shutting a door between us.  He’d return home late from work, sometimes with a warning phonecall about a legal emergency, sometimes not even with that.  It wasn’t just that I suspected the affair had resumed, I knew it had.  And that he thought I was so stupid that I couldn’t read the signs only added insult to injury.

One night, after he called to say he’d be hours late, I decided to get definitive proof.  He worked in a hi-rise downtown, and I raced there so fast that my tires actually squealed as I pulled into its parking lot.  I tried to calm myself before entering, knowing I’d need a certain level of charm and decorum to get past the front desk.  I didn’t have a key fob for entry, after all.  I didn’t work there.  But the front desk guy, Harry, knew me.  He’d seen me at the office several times over the last couple years, accompanying Luke to various functions.  We’d been formally introduced at least three times, and each time I’d noted and appreciated his polite but appraising stare.  I know this sounds immodest, but he wasn’t in the minority in finding me attractive.  TV shows often paint a picture of the “beautiful girl who is unaware of her beauty”, but it’s a trope.  We know.  We always know.  First off, we have mirrors, secondly, most of us are taking extreme daily pains to achieve that look, and thirdly, men are not subtle.  So, of course we know.  Some of us are just better at hiding it than others.  And some of us don’t have call to wield our beauty with any real force on a day to day basis.

I had call this night.

I approached him with a warm smile, addressing him by name before I was even close enough to see his name tag.  Men like to know they’re memorable.  He addressed me formally, by married last name, and I exclaimed my surprise that he’d recognized me.  I can play the TV trope.

Even though it was evening, I had brought a bagged lunch.  It had been the first excuse to occur to me, and I held this up to Harry, explained that Luke was working late and I wanted to bring him something to eat.

“Are you sure he’s up there?” Harry asked. “Most everybody’s cleared out by now.”

“He called me,” I assured him.

“Alright, lemme check,” he said, and started scouring his directory for my husband’s office.

“If it’s all the same,” I said, “I’d like to surprise him.  I’m...  making up for a little fight.”  I leaned in close, low enough that my buttoned blouse revealed the upper reaches of my cleavage, saw his eyes flick down, then back up again, guiltily.  “Please, Harry.  Help a girl out?”

It was enough, as I’d known it would be.  He gave me a guest pass for the 23rd floor, told me the elevator would take me there and there alone, and it would open the main doors on the level.  That’s all I needed.

The 23rd floor was dark.  The motion sensors kicked in as I exited the elevator, lights audibly clicking on.  The key fob got me into Luke’s firm, and the lights were out there, too, responding in the same way to my presence.  It was what I’d expected.  He had been lying about needing to work late. 

I was about to leave, already turning over in my head how to confront him, if I should confront him, when I heard it.  Around the corner, behind a closed door, judging from its muffled quality.  “Oh, fuck,” I whispered, because that was exactly what I was hearing.  A woman’s voice, heaving in audible groans, a man’s grunt, the shift and thud of furniture not intended for this precise purpose.

I walked down the hall, feeling numb, reached the closed door from behind which the sounds were coming.  It was Luke’s office.  I hesitated only a second, knowing that with the lights now on in the hall, I’d never be able to conceal my presence, but then I cracked the door, just a hair.  The sounds were even louder now, but most importantly, they didn’t abate.  I hadn’t been heard.  I shuffled to the side and peeked in.

Luke had good taste.  I’ll give him that.  The woman, long, dark auburn hair spilling over the edge of his desk as she lay atop it, naked, breasts bouncing, legs spread, was attractive.  She looked older than me, though that didn’t mean anything.  As I said, I looked a lot younger than I was, still got carded sometimes when buying alcohol.  So, in fairness, I didn’t know how old the woman was.  I also didn’t who the woman was, because it wasn’t the same blonde he’d been banging before.  But whoever she was, she wasn’t at the same level of athleticism as me, and I felt a moment of strange one-upmanship.

Her hair jounced and waved as Luke, collared shirt open, pants and under garments discarded on the floor, thrust himself in and out of her.

I’d never seen my husband fuck another woman.  I know some women have the fantasy, and I’d be lying if I said there wasn’t the barest spark of voyeuristic arousal, or appraisal at the least.  My husband was good looking, too.  Sticking with the TV tropes, if I was his trophy wife, he was a trophy husband.  Chiseled cheekbones, dark brown eyes, brown hair.  Not at my level of athleticism, either, but then, he had a 9 to 5.  His stomach was flat, his penis long and thick.  I didn’t have to look to know that, of course.  It had been months since I’d experienced it, but I knew he knew how to use it.  The woman on the desk knew it, too, was voicing her approval with every thrust.

So, yeah, there was a brief flash of arousal at the sight.  But it was accompanied by anger and betrayal, by shock and disgust, so I buried it fast.  And when I took out my phone to film the proceedings, it wasn’t with the intention of privately enjoying a future playback.  I thought it might be useful in court.  For the divorce.

As they were finishing up, I quietly shut the door and fled the floor, ditching the bagged lunch in a garbage bin so I wouldn’t have to explain anything to Harry on the way out.

I drove home, full of fury, turning over and over in my mind what my next move would be.  Should I simply let him walk in and then turn on the phone video, hold up my dirty little movie for him to see?  Should I play it cool, ask him how his evening was, let him walk himself into a trap?  Or should I just pack a bag, let him come home to an empty house?

All of these options seemed viable but...  but he didn’t show up right away.  It was three more hours before he arrived, and in that time, sitting alone in my dark living room, weighing the options, prognosticating on a future without him, without the comforts and routine that were my day to day, I lost my confidence.  There was no way I could pretend it hadn’t happened, just ignore it, but I was too scared to just up and leave.

When he did arrive home, he found me in bed, feigning sleep. 

I wouldn’t leave.  Not yet.  But I wouldn’t just accept things meekly, either.  I was through being his perfect wife.  It wasn’t just revenge I was contemplating.  It was myself.  I didn’t know how, or what it meant, but if he got to have his fun, I would have mine.  


Chapter Two

I told him I wanted to go back to work.  He objected, because, again, appearances are all that matter to men of a certain mindset.  But while he didn’t know that I knew about his current philandering, I still had leverage from the first affair.  When I was adamant, he stopped challenging me.  He asked me what I intended to do and I answered him honestly: “I don’t know.”

I didn’t.  I just knew that I needed to break up the routine, needed something new in my life and, if my courage held, maybe needed someone new in my life.  And I wasn’t going to meet this hypothetical someone staying at home, making the bed and vacuuming the carpet.

It had been almost a decade since I’d last held a job.  I wasn’t even sure how to properly format a resumé anymore, but fortunately, there are plenty of websites that can walk you through it nowadays.  I printed a stack, and an hour after Luke had left for work (and who knows what else), I had thirty of them in a manila envelope and was driving downtown to start the hunt.

I’d been thinking retail, maybe waitressing.  I hadn’t finished my university degree, and I wasn’t even sure what else I was qualified for.  But with these as my target, I needn’t have even bothered.  Most of the places I approached weren’t hiring.  Those that were encouraged me to apply online - as if I knew how.  I filled out just a few applications in person, all of those at places that weren’t even looking, and was promised they’d be kept on file.  But by 4 o’clock that afternoon I was feeling defeated, and was ready to call the whole thing off.

I was getting back in my car, parked at a meter on the street.  Attuned as I was, the sign caught my eye before I’d even registered what it said.  “Help Wanted.”  It was taped beside opaquely glassed double doors.

I toured my eyes upward and instantly realized what I was looking at.  The billboard scale signage that adorned the front of the building pictured beautiful, smiling women in bikinis or lingerie.  Their hair blew in some manufactured breeze, and they were posed provocatively under stylized lights.  Beneath them a sign read, “Totally Nude Interactive Female Dancing.”  The place was called The Diamond Temple.  A classy name for a strip club.

I dismissed it on instinct, climbed all the way into my car, started the engine.  I even shifted into drive, but my foot never left the brake, and I found myself staring at the building.  At the signage.  At the beautiful women.  None of them were any prettier than me.  I had come looking for a job, and the sign on the door told me they, at least, were looking.  Besides, I didn’t even know what the job was yet.  Help Wanted could mean they wanted a bartender (a job for which I was not qualified) or it could mean they wanted a waitress (a job for which I was).  Maybe they wanted someone to work the coat check, or a janitor, or someone to manage their books, or...  well, there were a million ors, weren’t there?  And none of them could be answered sitting here.  I still almost drove off, for the simple reason that I’d never envisioned myself working in such an establishment.  Appearances mattered to me, too.  What finally got me out of the car was imagining what Luke would think if he found out.  Even if the job was menial in nature, even if it involved working in a back room, away from the sex and sleaze of the mainstage show, he’d be mortified.  And that had appeal.

I crossed the street with my resumes under one arm.

I don’t know what I’d been expecting the interior to look like.  I’d never been in one of these establishments, and the odd late night programming I’d seen which featured one mostly depicted them as run down, dilapidated, worn out things.  Most of them depicted the women who worked there the same way.  But when I entered, swallowed instantly by air conditioning which was welcome after the street’s summer heat, I was taken aback.  The place looked...  nice.  Upscale.  Posh.  There was what I presumed to be a bouncer sitting in a chair near to the door, but he was dressed like a businessman, and after a brief glance in my direction, ascertaining that I was not some rowdy who was going to disrupt the afternoon’s activities, he gave me a smile and a nod, and I passed beyond him.

A short entry corridor passed a coat check on one side, but the booth was unmanned.  Not surprising for this time of year.  Beyond that it opened into a wide room.  The light in there was subdued, neon purple.  There were tables in booths along the walls, red leather seating in wood frames.  There was caberet style seating throughout, everything looking and, yes, even smelling finely polished, because a faint whiff of Pinesol, completely unexpected, was what I was getting as I stood in the entry.  On one side was an elaborate bar with brass railing, glass shelves of well lit liquor behind.  A pretty, dark haired woman in a black T-shirt emblazoned with the Temple’s logo tended to the two or three patrons seated there, from behind it.  And at the far end, a wide stage, with a single, polished brass pole.  The stage was unoccupied for the moment, but there were a few hopefuls sitting before it, sipping at beers, biding their time.  The men in attendance were well attired.  They looked like businessmen, too.  All in all, not what I’d been expecting.

I approached the bar.  The woman saw me, nodded, came over with eyebrows raised, waiting for my order.  I was about to give it when a voice boomed from throughout the room, “Ladies and Gentlemen, let’s have a round of applause for Desani!”  There weren’t enough patrons to make the applause raucous, but it did rise from those few present, and all of a sudden there was a pulsing dance beat coming from the same everywhere the voice had been.   Curtains beyond the stage parted and a young girl with blonde hair, dressed in a gauzy camisole over silvery lingerie strutted out onto the stage.  She was athletic, like me, with noticeably small but perky breasts hidden behind her limited clothing.  But it was the look on her face that transfixed me - a half-cocked smile, a lifted eyebrow.  It was probably just practiced bravado, but she looked like she was going to enjoy her afternoon’s employment.  When I glanced at those patrons near the stage, saw the attention, all focused on the girl now, I even felt a moment of envy.  I doubted I would have the confidence necessary to do what she was doing.

“Your first time in here?” the bartender asked, recalling my attention.

“Uh, yeah.  First time ever in a...”  I gestured broadly, and she filled in “Gentleman’s Club?”  Not the words I first associated, but I nodded.

“What can I get you?”

“Actually, I...”  I held up the envelope of my resumés and she understood right away.

“You’re applying?”

“Yeah.”

“You have I.D.?  I was going to ask you when you ordered, but he’s going to ask for it, too.  Legal stuff, you know.”

I didn’t know who “he” was, but I dug out my wallet, handed my driver’s license to the girl.  She glanced at my date of birth, back up at me, cocked an eyebrow.  “Good for you,” she said, obviously impressed.  “I’ll call Mike.”

She left for only a moment, to pick up the phone at the far end of the bar, during which time I turned my attention back on the stage.  Desani was up on the pole, now, taut legs wrapped around it, holding on with one hand.  She released her grip, swung upside down, one hooked knee and her powerful calves keeping her in place as that sheer camisole succumbed to gravity, inverting itself.  She extended her arms, gave her head the barest of shakes, and the thing flowed over her body like water, dropping to the stage, leaving her just in that metallic bra and panties set.  The grin was still at her lips, eyes devouring her small audience.  She definitely looked like she was enjoying herself.

The bartender had returned.  “He’ll be with you in a minute.”  She returned to her customers.

While I waited, I had little else to do but watch the show.  Not that it was a chore.  In addition to enjoying her job, Desani was clearly very good at it.  She twirled on that pole, did borderline acrobatics.  Even when she returned to Earth, her carriage and strut oozed both sensuality and confidence.  My eyes widened when her hands dipped behind herself and, not breaking stride, she wrenched her top away from her body, other hand whipping so fast to cover her breasts, it was like a magician’s trick.  I’d never really been into girls, had certainly never had any kind of sexual or romantic encounter with one, but there was something about this petite dynamo that had me willing her to pull that arm away.  She milked it for a lengthy moment, knowing the rest of her audience was feeling the same.  And then the arms both went up over her head, and there were her little, white tits, fully exposed, nipples like perfect, tiny pink candy buds atop.  I was completely taken aback when I felt my own nipples stiffen in response, and as her hands dropped to her only remaining piece of attire, I realized I was holding my breath.

That was when Mike stepped into my line of sight, from right beside me, his head blocking the show.

He was a bald man of about forty, maybe forty five.  His face was stubbled, his eyes blue.  He was wearing an open leather jacket over a collared shirt, black jeans on the bottom.  He extended a hand said, “Hi, I’m Michael.”

It took me half a moment to collect myself, but I shook his hand in return, introduced myself as Kate.

“You’re here about the job?”

I nodded and he gestured with his head to one of the booths in the back, away from the din of the stage.  He slid in on one side, me on the other, and he gestured for one of my resumés.  He took it, started poring over it, one hand rubbing at his stubbled chin. 

My eyes went back to the stage in time to see Desani turn her back and drop those panties.  Her ass was a tight and sightly dream.  She was probably even younger than the early twenties people kept mistaking me for.

“Any bartending experience?” Mike asked, and I swiveled my gaze guiltily back to him.

“Um, no.”

“So, you don’t have the license.”

“To tend bar?  No.”  I hadn’t even known one was required.

“Ah.”  He pushed the resumé back to me, shrugged.

“That’s what you’re looking for?” I asked.  “The Help Wanted is for a bartender?”

“Yeah.”

“I could serve tables.  I have waitressing experience.”

“We have everyone we need for that,” he answered. 

“Do you need anything else?  I saw the coat check-”

“Then you saw it’s empty.  Not much need at this time of year.”

He was wearing a jacket, but that was against the chill of the air conditioning.  It wasn’t actively cold, but some people prefer heat.

I nodded, gathered my resumé, was trying to push it back into the envelope when my gaze was pulled back to the stage.  Desani had turned full frontal to the audience.  It wasn’t just her tits on display now, but a cute triangle of neatly trimmed bush between her legs.  I’d seen plenty of naked women in my time, obviously, at the gym, in the public showers there.  But I’d never seen one showing it all off for a bunch of men, never seen someone wield her sex like a weapon, because that’s what Desani was doing.  Her moves were practiced, her gaze targeted, her stride bringing her close, but not too close to the men in her crowd.  Until one of them slapped a twenty on the stage.  Only then she moved closer, lithe, cat like, down on all fours, eyes locked with his, before flipping her legs gracefully forward, spread, on full display to this stranger as she twisted and writhed for his viewing pleasure.  Until the next man put cash down on the stage, something she caught out of the corner of her eye.  Then it was a flick of one foot to drag the first one’s money back out of reach, a leap, strut and slide down in front of the next.  The girl was literally shaking her money maker.  And the look on her face, practiced or otherwise, suggested she was enjoying it as much as her audience.

Mike must’ve caught me staring because he asked, “Do you dance?”

I blushed and swiveled back to him.  “You mean, like...?”  I gestured to the stage and he nodded.  “No.  I’ve never-”

“Do you want to?” he asked, straight to the point.

My eyes widened and my blush deepened.  I tried to stammer out a polite refusal, something like, “Of course not,” or “Thanks, but no,” but nothing articulate came out.

He said, “Look.  You came in looking for a job.  I’ll tell you this:  our bartenders make good money.  Really good money.  Most of our clientele are high end businessmen.  A twenty, a fifty, these are coins to them.  Lisa at the bar, there?  She’ll clear her month’s rent in a single afternoon shift.  But Jen?”  He nodded at the girl on the stage, saw my look of surprise, said, “You didn’t think her real name was Desani, did you?  Alright, Desani, even working an afternoon shift, she’ll clear at least 300 bucks for a half hour on that stage.  Working an evening shift, she’d probably average 900 for that half hour.  If she wants to work longer, if she takes on private dances, she can clear two, even three thousand in an evening.  Get an especially good tipper, a CEO or something, and that can climb to five or six.  That girl works only a couple shifts a week, but she’s got her rent and all her necessities covered, and she’ll come out of college completely debt free.  Not many jobs pay as well as dancing.”

The numbers he was throwing at me stunned me.  I glanced back to the stage, realized there were already at least ten or twelve bills accumulated on the floor behind her, and men were still clamouring for her attention, waving money just to fetch her gaze.  With money like that, it wouldn’t take me long to save up enough to leave Luke, once and for all.

“I don’t know how to use the pole,” I told Mike, breathlessly, eyes never leaving the girl on the stage.  Was I even entertaining this?

“We give classes.  Free of charge to our contractors.  And you would be a contractor, meaning you don’t have to work only here.  You could dance anywhere you want, and you could make your own schedule.  I mean, I’d have to see you move, know you could pull it off, but please take this as the compliment it’s meant to be - you have the look.  You’re a beautiful woman with a tight, athetic body.  You could do well.”

I turned back to him.  My voice was shaking when I asked, “What does that mean, see me move?  Like an audition?”


Chapter Three

That was exactly what it meant.  He led me to a hallway guarded by a velvet rope, unhooked it, then asked me to follow him upstairs to a smaller bar area, a smaller stage.  It was empty up here, except for the two of us, and the thud of Desani’s music was dim, almost non-existent. 

“This is the Upper Temple,” he told me.  “More exclusive.  Like a high rollers club in Vegas.  You wouldn’t start off here, of course, but do well enough and this might become your usual stage.  Tips run even bigger up here, but it’s only open at night.  Which means we’ll have the privacy for you to show me what you got.”

I was taken aback.  “Right now?”

“If you’re up for it, yeah.”

“You want me to get on the stage and...”

“Show me what you got,” he said again.

I was almost hyperventilating.  I had left the house this morning expecting to find work in a family diner, a bookstore, maybe selling shoes.  But after the long heat of the day I’d ended up here, my first time ever in a strip club, being asked, if I understood correctly, to get naked in front of my prospective boss.  And to make a good show of it.

He saw the apprehension on my face, said, “Look, if you’re not up to it, that’s cool.  I’m not trying to pressure you.  I just figure if you want a job, well, to my eyes, at least, you have the assets required to make a killing here.  If you want to.”

I hesitated, maybe a little too long, because he followed up with, “Come on, I’ll take you back downstairs.”

When I blurted, “No, no!” I surprised even myself.  Apparently I was going to go through with this.  The money would be great.  But more than that?  The idea of Luke’s prim housewife getting naked for a bunch of strangers...  for money...  oh the vengeance in that tasted sweet.  I hadn’t envisioned my day going this way, but the opportunity was something I at least wanted to explore.

“Okay,” Mike said.  He nodded to the stage, said, “Hop on up.”  While I did, he went behind the bar. 

I was going to put my resumés down on the stage, thought better of it, tossed the envelope onto a nearby table.

He called, “There a certain type of music you want?”

I tried to conceal the quaver in my voice when I answered, “I don’t know, I’ve never...  um, maybe what Desani was dancing to?”  At least I knew the beat.

He nodded and a moment later the same pulsing beat I had heard below started up on the speakers in the Upper Temple.  He came back from behind the bar, pulled a chair from one of the tables, positioned it front and center before the stage.  He titled his head, waved a hand in a gesture for me to proceed.

But I didn’t know how.  “What do I do?” I asked him.

“Whatever feels natural.  Look, the most important thing - more important than any fancy moves, more important than pole work, more important than anything - is to relax.  Enjoy yourself.  If you’re tense, if you don’t want to be here and it shows, I can promise you, ain’t nothing kills the flow of tips faster.  It’s just me and you up here, and there isn’t anything you can do or display that I haven’t seen a thousand times over, working here.  So just relax.  Find out if this is something you could enjoy in a...  what do you call it?  Consequence free environment.”

This wasn’t exactly consequence free, of course.  Freeze up and I’d be back to handing out resumés at non-hiring shops.  Do well and I was opening the door to a career that I wasn’t sure I was really ready to handle.  Of course, I wouldn’t have to go through with it, even if I did get the job.  So, maybe he was right.  Maybe this was consequence free.  Just a chance to find out if I could enjoy it.  At the very least, this was my first opportunity to stick it to Luke.  Even if I didn’t get the job, I’d always have the secret knowledge of my audition.  That I got naked for another man.  And that was the thought that got me moving.

The beat was quick, but I knew it was going to pick up a lot once we got further into the song, so I took my time, at first, strutting around the stage, making my way to the pole, touring around it with the trembling fingertips of one hand trailing over it.  I wasn’t about to try lifting myself up on it, and besides, I wasn’t dressed for that.  I’m sure the frictionlessness of my jeans would only have dropped me if I’d tried.  I wasn’t dressed like Desani, and I couldn’t move like Desani.  I looked like a working class girl just home from a shift at the restaurant.  So, maybe that was the place to start.  Maybe I could play with that.

I leaned against the pole, lifted one leg to gently pull the shoe away, tossed it to the side of the stage.  I added a bit of flare for the next one, hooking one arm around the pole, leaning forward, bending a knee and reaching behind myself to pry the second shoe free.  I tossed it to join the other, realized the next things I needed to remove were far from sexy...  my socks needed to come off, unless I wanted to risk breaking a leg when the dancing started in earnest.

I dropped to all fours, a lot less gracefully than Desani would have, began a slow crawl toward Mike.  If my performance was clumsy, his face betrayed none of it.  He regarded me coolly.  Indifferently.  It was the type of stare I would have expected to unnerve me, and maybe it was even meant to.  To test how I would adapt to a non-responsive crowd.  But, honestly, it just made me defiant.  I wanted a reaction.  I was going to earn a reaction.

At the very edge of the stage, I reached out my hand toward him, and for a second his cool gaze broke.  He blinked, surprised, but then my hand was going right past him, gripping the top of the chair beside him.  I drew it to myself and stood, all in one motion, and I’m sure that impressed him.  I may not have had Desani’s grace, but as I said before, I worked out a lot, and I was strong.  The chair came up silently, not striking the edge of the stage in passing, twirled in behind me as I sat myself down in it, all in one fluid motion.

I tugged the socks off, even with the flourishes of the music, and finished just in time for the tempo to pick up.

I stood and leapt up onto the chair.  I spun my back to him, started unbuttoning my blouse before realizing this task might take a while.  I turned to face him again so I could make a show of the action.  When one of the buttons caught, refused to thumb out through the hole, I covered it with an extra bump and grind, buying myself the time I needed to shake it free.  When all the buttons were clear, I gripped both front edges of the blouse, pulled it wide, then shrugged it down over the shoulders again, turning my back once more, letting him watch it peel down over my smooth, white skin.  I dropped it with less flourish than Desani had dropped the camisole, and stole myself to turn back to him.

If I had stopped there, I would have been proud of myself.  I had gone well outside my comfort zones.  My top was sporting just a bra, a state of undress I hadn’t allowed any man but Luke to see me in over the last nine years.  But it was about this time that something quite unexpected occurred to me.  I didn’t want to stop.  And it wasn’t just about getting a small drop of payback against Luke, although that still factored in somewhere.  It was that I was on stage, half-naked, under the full and attentive gaze of a man I’d just met.  I was doing something I could never have imagined myself doing even half an hour before.  I felt emboldened, empowered, and yes, I was enjoying it.  I was...  well, I was turned on by it.

I popped the button of my jeans at the same time as I spun back to face Mike.  Of course, jeans aren’t stripper-wear.   There was no easy unhook and release as there had been with Desani’s clothing.  So I hopped down off the chair, leaned back and tugged one leg, then the other away from me, as fast as I could, letting me get back to the simpler, quick release garments.  The sexier garments.  I kicked my jeans aside, standing before my prospective employer now only in a cotton bra and panties.  I had his full attention.  But the next move was the big one.  The one that would push me over the line from striptease to full on strip.  It felt like a point of no return.                Stop now, apologize, tell Mike thanks but no thanks, and I could hastily dress and slink out of here and back to the life I’d always known.  The quiet, suburban life where I cooked and cleaned for a man who fucked around and lied about it.  The boring, threat-free life that led nowhere with someone I didn’t want to be with anymore.

Continue and...  what?  What happened then?  I didn’t know.  But the quickness of my breath, and the way my nipples were jutting beneath my bra, finally cluing me in to the wherefore’s of this establishment’s name, the way my panties felt damp already, clinging to the curves of my sex as I moved, all of these things told me I wanted to find out the hard way.

I tried to duplicate Desani’s move.  I unhooked my bra with one hand, easily, tried to draw it from my shoulders and cast it aside while covering myself with the other arm.  I botched it.  The bra caught on one shoulder, requiring both hands to draw it free.  When I cast it aside, I glanced at Mike to see if I had somehow blown the audition with that one little mess up.  But he didn’t seem to care.  His eyes were hungrily devouring my body, my firm and sculpted abs, my thin waist, and yes, my tits, fully exposed to this strange man, nipples erect as I continued to sway.  As I said before, attractive women generally know they’re attractive, but it’s nice to have it reaffirmed.  With a body like mine, I would have needed a much bigger screw up to risk a no from this man.  And I had more to show him yet.

I decided to go the extra mile, redeem the performance with something special.  I darted back to the chair, spun it so that its back, comprised of alternating wooden spokes and gaps of empty air, faced him.  I sat astride it, body front on to him, legs cast to either side, then let my knees rise and grip the edges of the chair back as I tilted my body backward.  I didn’t have the skills for the pole, but I could grasp the basics, knew that the tension of my legs could hold me in place if I applied enough pressure.  I lifted my buttocks from the seat, passing another of those points of no return at about 100 mph.  Clinging with just the force of my legs, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties and slowly peeled them away from my hips.  I drew my buttocks up to the chair back as I did so, again using only the force of my legs, then, when my lower back had found safe purchase on the seat, tugged my panties completely free, up over my ankles, kicking them to the side.  My naked ass was now presented to Mike, pressed against the wooden lattice of the chair back.  A quick glance past one hip told me I had his full attention.  I tightened my abs, did a crunch till I could reach the chair back with one hand, then pulled myself up into a seated position, legs once again straddling the chair.  His gaze was now fixed on the one thing Luke would really not want me showing to another man. 

I wasn’t neatly trimmed like Desani - hadn’t realized I would be showing my pussy off to anyone today - but at least I’d shaved my legs.  And if my lack of explicit grooming bothered him, Mike didn’t show it, as I lifted my knees up to the seat, kneeling on the chair, facing him, tits exposed, naked, very wet pussy playing hide and seek behind the chair’s wooden gapped back.  For good measure, as the song drew to a close, I climbed to a stance atop the chair, to let him get the full measure of my body.  Nothing hidden.  Every secret literally spotlit for this stranger’s gaze.

The song ended, and my chest rose and fell with both exertion and arousal.  Mike didn’t applaud, didn’t say anything, just stared at me until the next song kicked in.  Then he got up and walked back toward the bar.

I hopped down off the chair, began gathering my clothes back off the stage.  When I had them all, I sat again, and had actually gotten both socks back on by the time he’d killed the music and was making his return.

“No, no,” he called out to me as he sauntered over.  “If you don’t mind, leave it off for a few more minutes.  I want to see how comfortable you are in that state without the music to hide behind.”

I dropped the jeans I was holding back to the stage, turned in my stockinged feet to look for the stairs off the stage, but he gestured me back down.  “Sit,” he said. 

He wanted to know if I was comfortable?  I was much more than that.  Now that the clothes had come off, I didn’t want to put them back on, was grateful for the excuse to stay like this, to keep showing off the private parts of my body to this man now issuing me orders.  My pussy was more than wet, it was tingling.  I didn’t often masturbate, but I felt like if I were to so much as lightly touch a finger to myself right now, I’d probably cum right here in front of him.

I didn’t do it, of course.  Instead, I sat, legs parted only enough that it might look accidental, while still affording him a full view of my sex.  My breath had slowed a little, but my nipples had lost none of their taut stature.  Somehow the fact that I’d gotten my socks back on made me feel even raunchier.  Not totally naked, but with the parts of my body still covered providing me absolutely no modesty. 

He resumed his previous seat.  “How do you feel?”

I nodded, not sure I could express to him the truth of it.

“You liked it?” he asked, and I nodded again, to which he smiled.  “Good,” he went on.  “It showed.  You’ve got a raw talent, an absolutely killer body...”  His eyes toured over me again and I let my legs filter just a couple more inches apart.  “I think you could do really well.  Question is, do you think you could put on a show like that when this room is full?  It’s one thing getting naked and sexy in a relatively private setting.  If you take the job, especially if you work nights, you’ll be performing in front of dozens.  Mostly men, some women.  And the servers will be out working the crowd to.  They’ll be getting a free show, though most of them will be too concerned with their own tips to really pay attention.  You think you’d still enjoy it then?”

Oh, God, yes.  The thought filled with me fear and humiliation and made my pussy ache.  I thought I could enjoy that very much. 

“Okay,” he told me.  “We’ll start you downstairs.  You decide your own music, your own outfit, your own routine.  You decide when you want to perform, too, whether you want to work the crowd for private shows.”
“Private?” I asked.

“Yeah, that’s up to you.  But the biggest tips come in back rooms where you’ll be dancing one on one again.  It’s all totally safe,” he hastily added, perhaps mistaking my lust for apprehension.

“Okay,” I said.

“One last thing.”  He nodded at my left hand, where I still wore both my wedding band and engagement ring.  “You’re married, I’m guessing.”

“Yes.”

“Your husband gonna be okay with you doing this?”
I didn’t hesitate.  “I really hope not,” I told him, and he raised his eyebrows, nodding. 

“Your business,” he said.  Then, “Welcome to mine.”


Chapter Four

Luke was home when I got home, very much to my surprise.  He asked me how the job hunt had gone, and I told him only that I’d gotten a few leads I would be following up with the next day.  I knew he was rooting against me on this, mostly for the appearances thing, but also because it was the first time in a long time he had come home to an unprepared dinner.  I told him to order pizza, then sequestered myself into the bathroom where another first in a long time took place.  I fit my mouth into the crook of my arm to keep myself from being overheard and masturbated myself to orgasm, reliving my naked time on stage before Mike, the way his eyes took in and penetrated my cunt, just like my fingers were doing now.  I spent the rest of the evening apart from Luke, listening to music, trying to find a song I thought I could work with, and browsing local lingerie shops online, to try to find a costume.

I didn’t return to The Diamond Temple the next day.  I left the house only long enough to visit a local shop called Naughty Time.  I bought three different outfits - one comprised of a sluttily short, plaid, school girl kilt and overtight buttoned top, one a more traditional black lace merry widow, and one a  silvery bra and panties set with matching camisole, in honor of my new hero, Desani.  Or Jen.  Or whatever.  Granted, she was the only example I’d had to date, but she was currently my gold standard for where I wanted my act to go.  I hid all three outfits in a duffel in our house’s laundry room, where Luke would surely never find them, and spent the rest of the day selecting and practicing to various songs.

I resolved to return to the Temple the next day, to try out my new dance routines before a live audience.  The thought made my stomach do somerseaults.  It was traditional performer’s anxiety (will I be any good?) mixed with fear of being spotted by someone I knew (will they tell Luke?) mixed with...  shame.  Embarrassment.  Humiliation.  Which, by some weird, alchemical process, transmuted to lust inside me. 

I remembered an incident in high school, something I hadn’t thought about in years.  I’d been an athlete even then, but never one of the cool kids, and I was cornered once by a group cheerleaders who routinely got their jollies by visiting cruelty upon anyone not in their inner circle.   This day they’d decided I was their target, and as I was passing, one of them spontaneously grabbed me, spinning me in place so that my face was pressed against a set of lockers.  Another grabbed the other arm, and still another lifted my skirt, just as a group of boys emerged from a nearby locker room.  My panties were yanked down, exposing my naked backside to them, and as I struggled against them, they laughed, chanting, “Check out Kate’s ass!  Free pictures!  Who wants a picture of Kate’s ass?”  The boys were laughing, too, some of them struggling their phones out of their pockets, when, to my horror, the girls decided to turn me around.  I struggled in their grip, panties down around my knees, skirt still lifted, now by two girls, and things would have gotten a lot worse if a teacher hadn’t emerged just then into the hallway, hollering at everyone to disperse.  I went home crying, utterly humiliated, but as that evening pushed into night, and I lay awake, reliving the hateful scenario...  I began to get aroused.  I thought about what might have happened had that teacher not appeared, just what would have been exposed to who, what pictures might have been taken, what those boys might have done with those pictures when they got home.  I touched myself, and I couldn’t sleep for hours, the scenario playing again and again through my mind, growing more elaborate, more depraved with each iteration.  I was humiliated by the incident, aroused by the humiliation, ashamed of my arousal, further turned on by that shame.  It was like a perpetual motion machine of horniness.  And while I hadn’t consciously made the connection while picking out the uniform, now, some seventeen years later, I’m sure it was part of what had inspired the school girl portion of my ensemble.

The next morning Luke surprised me again.  He said he wouldn’t be heading in to work that day, that he had a big dinner meeting with one of their clients that evening and wouldn’t be back til after midnight.  “So, you don’t have to prepare dinner tonight,” he told me, and the very smugness of that statement, the sureness that I would otherwise have done so, even though I’d told him I would be out hunting down leads, made me want to slap him.  Of course, my revenge would be all the sweeter now.  My plan had been to head in to The Diamond Temple for a day shift, wet my feet with a smaller crowd before trying the larger evening one.  His being out for the night granted me the opportunity to start big, though, and my desire to secretly humiliate him, to show off the charms of the lawyer’s wife to as wide a crowd as possible, cemented the decision.  I told him that was fine, that I’d be on the phone during the morning then out most of the day, and I kept my distance. 

Shortly after 10 AM, I went into the backyard to call the Temple, to book my time for the evening.  I was granted a time slot of 9:15.  I had to wait til Luke showered to sneak my duffel of outfits out to my car, but I left shortly after he emerged, and spent the day parked on a backroad near to a woodlot, listening to my chosen song, occasionally getting out by the roadside, or into the privacy of the treeline to practice my moves.  I didn’t strip there, of course, but a healthy sapling doubled nicely as a pole, to walk around at least.  Maybe before the summer was out I’d have gotten some lessons under my belt and would be able to do more.

I ate lunch at a diner, dinner at the same place, kept both light.  I was nervous as hell, but at 8 PM I started the drive over to the Temple.  Mike had already gone over a lot of the rules with me the day before, things that were and weren’t allowed during a performance, the safety procedures and how and when a bouncer might intervene if an audience member tried anything inappropriate.  He told me a bit about the private shows, how they worked, though I still felt uninformed enough on that front to suspect that I wouldn’t be trying anything like that that evening.  I just wanted to get there early enough that I could ask any last minute questions if they arose, and to give me a chance to steel my nerves again.  Mike was right - tonight was going to be different than what I’d experienced two days prior, alone with him.

The dressing room wasn’t spacious, just a communal space with church basement style folding chairs, mirrors surrounded by lights, small make up tables.  The glamour of the Temple proper was not evidenced down here.  There were two other girls getting ready when I arrived, and both smiled graciously when I entered.  Both were clad in lingerie, the one’s so sheer that both her nipples and her thin line of pubic hair were plainly visible all the time.  But neither seemed in the least bit nervous.  This was old hat to them.  They slipped on stage one at a time, and my nervousness grew.  At one point, still thirty minutes out from my appointed time, I found myself alone in the dressing room, pacing back and forth, wondering if I really had the courage to go through with this.

That was when Desani showed up.  She looked nothing like she had the day before, came in in jeans and a pulled up hoodie, face not yet made up, but I recognized her all the same.  She must have recognized me, too, because she stopped, pointed and said, “Hey...  new girl!  Yesterday, right?”

“The day before,” I corrected her, and she laughed and said, “Right, right.”

She tossed her knapsack into a corner, sat at the table, pulled her hoodie back, revealing her lovely, blonde hair, sleek with youth, which she tugged free of the hoodie, letting it hang down between her shoulder blades.  She couldn’t have been more than eighteen.  She caught me regarding her in the mirror, smiled and asked, “Nervous?”

“Yeah,” I confessed.

“I was too my first time.  But don’t be.  You had fun the other day?”

“Yes.”

“It’ll be more fun tonight.  You’ll see.  What time you on?”

“Nine fifteen,” I told her and she glanced at the clock on the wall. 

“You better start getting ready!”

I opened my duffel, rooting through the outfits for my make up kit.  Desani corrected me with, “Costume first. You don’t wanna smudge the makeup.”

So I bent again to the bag.  It took me only a second to decide on the outfit.  I’d been reliving that high school incident, and in the safety of the treeline, earlier, had even found ways to incorporate aspects of it into my dance routine.  No one else would know the story I was telling, of course, and I had debated whether I wanted to go that route with the number, but it was the thing I had most recently rehearsed, so the decision was made.  When I pulled the outfit from the bag, Desani exclaimed with surprise, “School girl!”

“Is that bad?” I asked.

“Fuck no, there is no bad.  Everybody likes a school girl.  Britney fucking Spears founded a career on it.  And go big or go home, right?”

“I guess,” I said, and started pulling off my day clothes.  I’d been planning to mix aspects of the silver underwear set underneath, but with Desani here, I didn’t want to make it look like I was copying, so I pulled out the black bra and panties from the Merry Widow outfit.  They were both fairly sheer, and naughtier anyhow.

When I was down to just my undergarments, I turned my back on Desani, to strip the rest off.  Before I could step into the new set, I glanced up into one of the mirrors and realized she was staring at me.  She smiled, nodded, and said, “You gotta get used to it.”

I didn’t mind, of course.  Was just surprised.  I was even more surprised by what she said next. 

“You’re hot as fuck, but do you mind if I make a suggestion?”

I stood straight, only half-stepped with a single leg into the new panties set.  I nodded to her in the mirror.

“Trim it back,” she said.

“What?”

She gestured to her crotch.  “Trim it back.  Don’t get me wrong, it’s cute the way it is, but I know from experience, men like that shit tightly groomed.  I don’t know if you saw Tina and Marie in here earlier?”

I nodded.

“Both of them wear theirs in landing strips.  You know, that thin little line up over the slit.  Draws attention.  It’s like a fucking arrow.  Or like...  well, I guess like a landing strip, come to think of it.”

“You don’t wear yours like that,” I said, then blushed heavily.

Desani took it in stride, though, smiling, then laughing.  “You noticed.  I’m flattered.  No, but I keep it extra short.  Some guys like the natural thing, but I’m just thinking, school girl?  Play it up!”

“Landing strip?”

“I’d go bald,” Desani insisted.  “But that’s just me.  School girl’s a bold choice.  So be a bold school girl.”

She pointed me to the washroom so I could have some privacy, and even pulled a new pack of disposable razors and a can of shaving cream from her backpack.  I thanked her and she said, “Just lemme see when you’re done.”

In the washroom, I shaved myself clean, then admired myself in the mirror.  Bold didn’t begin to describe it.  I had never gone clean shaven in my entire adult life, and I couldn’t believe how exposed I felt.  There was nothing to hide the slit of my sex, and as I did a few test gyrations in the mirror I could clearly see my pink lips, and the already swollen hood that kept my clitoris.  Even Luke had never seen me like this.  But a room full of strangers was about to.

I went back into the dressing room fully naked, cocked an eyebrow at Desani who kissed her fingers in a gesture that said, “Perfect!”  She followed it up with a thumbs up.

I looked at the clock, realized I only had twelve minutes left.  I hastily got on my outfit, sat in the mirror to apply my makeup.

With three minutes to spare, I went upstairs to wait in the wings.  The stage was empty, but I could hear the rolling murmur of a healthy crowd out there.  I had never known stage fright like this. 

The guy who operated the sound poked his head backstage, spotted me, asked, “You ready?”

No.  I really, really wasn’t.  But I nodded, and he disappeared back out through the curtains.

Moments later I heard that megaphone, God-as-carnival-barker voice echoing from everywhere:  “Ladies and Gentlemen, please welcome to the stage in her virgin performance, Candy!”

Yeah, not the most original.  I had wanted to use Candy Crush, but management had insisted the abbreviated form would play better.  So, here we are.

There was a smattering of applause and a few hoots but the din continued, unabated.  This wasn’t opera, after all.  The crowd mainly needed to see, not hear.  I felt a moment of fear so sharp I almost turned and fled, but then my chosen song kicked in and I took a deep breath and strutted onto the stage.

Mike had been right.  This was immediately different than it had been in the Upper Temple, when it had been just me and him.  All the stage lights were on now, and while I could make out the men in the front row (so many men, and all eyes on me), the rest of the crowd was lost behind glare.  But scared as I was, I knew that Desani was right, too.  This would be even more fun than before.  All those eyes, devouring me as I came on stage, and I was still fully clothed.  They wanted to watch?  I would give them something to look at.

The music I’d chosen began immediately up tempo, unlike Desani’s, and I twirled toward that central pole.  My too-short school girl kilt lifted with the spin, revealing the black, see through panties beneath.  My white dress blouse, overly tight to accentuate my tits, was half-unbuttoned to start and, following Desani’s Britney allusion, tied off at the mid-riff.  I hadn’t had time to do the braids I’d fantasized about, but my hair was still done up in pigtails, which flopped and bounced as I moved.  And my stiletto heels added the perfect, school marm counterpoint to my pretend innocence as they clicked across the wooden stage.

The applause rose and the hoots intensified.  Yeah.  Yeah, I was going to enjoy this.

I did one tour of the pole then pressed myself against it, back to audience, head turned to the side.  I lifted my skirt at the back, my ass plainly visible behind the sheer fabric of the panties, but for good measure I tugged them down, just for a moment, reliving my high school humiliation.  Only this time, I was in control.  Desani had said to be bold.  I’d been onstage less than six seconds, and my bare ass was already on display.  But it was just a tease.  I yanked the panties back up, spun back to the crowd, worked my way down to the front.

Had Mike said the night shift could yield big money?  Men were already thrusting ten and twenty dollar bills my way, and I went to my knees before one, who tucked that bill into the waist line of my kilt, then another, who was bolder, reaching beneath my skirt to tuck a twenty into the top of my panties.  I thrilled at the naughtiness of this stranger’s touch, rolled back onto my heels, legs apart, giving him a close and personal glimpse of my shaved pussy, barely hidden behind dark gauze.  But I had a show to do, and I was back on my feet almost immediately. 

My nerves were already passing.  I was enjoying the dance, but more than that, I was thrilling to the exhibition of it.  I wanted to show off my body to these hungry men.  I dipped and swung about the pole, biding my time with the music. 

The top came off first.  I had practiced excessively, to make sure I wouldn’t stumble on the buttons like I had in front of Mike.  Each button popped on the beat, and I wrenched the shirt open, revealing my lace bra covered tits.  I returned to the front of the stage, bending toward the clamoring crowd, letting them thrust their money at me, tuck it into my bra.  My nipples were on high alert, but had they not been, that would have changed as they were grazed by the fingers of first one stranger, then another.

I sauntered toward my exit wing to remove the kilt.  I hadn’t initially practiced heading over here for this part of the dance, but I hadn’t anticipated how many bills would be stuffed into my clothing, either.  When I opened and dropped the kilt, revealing again my panties covered ass, at least a hundred dollars fluttered down to the stage like bright, large maple keys.  I yanked still more from my bra, then from the panties themselves, to ensure both that key anatomy remained on display and that there would be room for more.

Another tour of the stagefront yielded another bounty, and now I was off my rehearsed tempo.  I would learn later from Desani to work the “collection” into the dance, but for now I had to scramble, if I wanted to finish the show as intended.

As a particularly attractive man was reaching up to push still more cash into my bra, I unclasped it at the front.  I opened it, letting my milky tits spill out, then stretched my body forward to intercept his hand with my bare breast, grazing my pert nipple over his knuckles, meeting his gaze with what I’m sure was mutual lust.  He smiled and I bent at the waist to snatch the bill in my teeth.  I stood, cast the bra aside, and swept the raining cash back toward the rest with my foot.

I was now in nothing but heels and sheer panties.  And I wanted, no, needed to go further. 

I turned my back on the crowd again and slowly peeled that panties set down.  My taut bum, that I had tried so hard to conceal from those boys in high school, slowly appeared overtop the dark panties like a rising moon.  I let the panties drop completely, stepped out of them, parted my legs, knowing that from their lower vantage, all those men were seeing a lot more of me than just my behind.  For good measure, I let my upper body drop forward, looking back at them from between my parted thighs.  What I saw was at least sixteen pairs of eyes, all locked on my exposed ass and cunt.  And I knew there were plenty more behind, in the darkness, that I couldn’t see.  I also saw myself, my shaved pussy - I’d almost forgotten that I’d done that!  My lips were swollen, my hood so engorged that from this position, even my clitoris was visible.  And my lust was overwhelming.

It was against the rules to masturbate on stage, but I could have, maybe would have, had it been allowed.  Instead, I turned to face those men, fully naked, hands on hips, everything on proud display.  I let my dance carry me around the front of the stage again, just to collect more cash, because the bills were being slapped on the stage, or shaken at me in invitation.  And by the time my song was ending and I was stepping back into the wings, collected cash in hand, I had taken in almost five hundred dollars.  In five minutes. 

But, honestly, that was the least of my care.  I stepped back into the concealment of the backstage world, blinded completely after the bright stage lights, and my empty hand went straight for my clit.  I was shocked at the feel of my bare skin beneath my palm - I’d never touched myself shaven before.  But I didn’t marvel long because I was cumming hard less than ten seconds after I’d left the stage. 

I put one hand out to support myself on a wall, tried to calm my breathing.  Then, out of the darkness there stepped a form.

It was Desani.  She was dressed in her same silver outfit, but was fully made up now, looking as she had when I’d first encountered her.  The real teenage vixen I was only play acting at.  She had that same confident, half-cocked smile as she stepped up to me, eyes glittering.  She said, “I watched your show.  Both of them, in fact.”  She darted her face tight against my ear, and her breath was like flame where it touched my skin.  She whispered, “I enjoyed the second one particularly.”

Then the announcer’s voice was calling her to the stage, and I turned in place, still fully nude, watching the way the stage lights lit up her nubile, silver clad figure.  


Chapter Five

I got back into my street clothes in the dressing room, and waited for Desani to finish her set.  I was till coming down off the high of what had happened, but I was mortified, too.  Being seen naked by a bunch of strangers was one thing.  Being spotted masturbating by someone nearly half your age, who was also rapidly becoming your idol, was another.  I wanted to apologize.  But she would hear nothing of it.

“Nonsense,” she waved me off.  “You’re not the first girl who needed a little stress relief after a hot set.  Besides, I told you...  I liked it.”

I didn’t know what to answer to that, decided to quit while I was ahead, gathered up my duffel.

“You’re not leaving, are you?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m...  I need to get home.”

“Husband’s expecting you, is he?”  She nodded at the rings I had put back on.

“Um, no actually.  He’s out for the night.”

“Does he know?”

“No.”

“Interesting,” she said.  “Well...  as long as we’re out behind hubby’s back...  do you want to make some real money?”

“I took in four hundred and eighty!” I told her, but she shrugged.

“That’s pocket change.  The stage show makes them want you.  The real money comes when they get you.  Or they think they get you.  You’ll make a lot more if you work the crowd for lap dances or better yet, a private show.”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“You’re nervous.  I get that.  But what if I made your first time easier?  What if I did it with you?”

“We can do that?”

“Sure.  Double shows are allowed.  There’s some stuff that’s not allowed, but honestly, that’s just the out front legalese.  Once you get in a back room, you can pretty much do what you want.  No cameras back there, so it’s all fair game.”

She could see I was still hesitant, sold it with, “I’ve got a mark in the audience.  I shouldn’t even call him that, he’s actually a really nice guy.  Respectful.  Never lays a hand on me.  And he’s a very big spender.  Runs a company in Japan, I think, but his English is great.  I’ve never offered him a double.  Never wanted to before.  But I can make the offer tonight.  I can show you the ropes.”

The money sounded appealing.  More than that, I was flattered that this beautiful, young girl had taken such an interest in me.  And if I ever did intend to graduate to the private shows, this might be the ideal opportunity, while I had a mentor on hand to educate me.  But the thought that finally got me to agree was that if I left now, I would be going home to an empty house.  I had no desire to see Luke, so it wasn’t loneliness.  It was that I knew that his “big dinner meeting” really meant he was out fucking someone.  The auburned hair girl?  Someone else?  I didn’t know.  But he thought I was home watching TV, or maybe tidying up, while he had his fun.  I’d already done something wondrously liberating behind his back, but why not take it a step further?  Why not maximize my own fun?

I started to change back into my school girl outfit, but Desani stopped me.  “They’ve already seen that.  And the school girl is a character.  On the floor you want to be more approachable.  More yourself.  I mean, an oversexed version of yourself, but not something they know you’re not.  What else you got?”

I showed her the outfits and she smiled at the silvery one, recognizing how close it was to her own.  “Wear that one,” she said.  “I’ll keep my own.  We’ll sell him on twins.  Or, you know, big and little sister or something.”

We went upstairs, dressed alike.  The stage was empty once again.  There were often lulls between shows, so girls could work the crowd without distraction. 

Men took immediate notice of us.  There were calls for our attention, money raised in salute or as bait.  When one man called out, “Candy!” specifically, Desani said, “Sorry, man.  She’s mine, tonight.”  Which sent a surprising, lascivious shiver through me.

She guided me to one of the booths where a middle-aged Asian gentleman in a fine suit sat with three others.  Desani addressed him with, “Mister Miyamoto.”

He smiled, nodded and said in accented English, “I enjoyed your performance tonight.”

We joined them, engaged in small talk.  They ordered us drinks and, much to my surprise, the conversation flowed in a very civil and normal way.  I didn’t know if every encounter would be like this, but honestly, aside from our skimpy attire, it wasn’t much different from a night out with Luke and his co-workers.

Eventually, Mister Miyamoto asked Desani, “Would you be interested in spending some time alone with me?”

She responded with, “You know I would.  But, how would you feel about more company?  It’s my big sister’s first night, and I wanted to show her how things operate around here.”

He cocked an eyebrow.  “Oh, your sister.”  I’m sure he knew it wasn’t true, but he played along.  “I would be delighted to enjoy the company of two lovely ladies, such as yourselves.”

So we adjourned with him into one of the back rooms.

Mike had shown these to me on my first day here, but it was my first time seeing them lit and prepped for the evening.  The lights were dim, suffused with the same purplish neon glow as the rest of the club.  There was a plush leather chair against one wall, a couch along another.  It felt somewhat like a cozy karaoke room.  There was a bouncer stationed outside in the hall, in case anything went wrong, too.

Desani shut the door and Miyamoto went directly to the chair without waiting for direction.  Desani had told me that she’d enjoyed many private shows with him, so it wasn’t surprising that he sunk into the routine.  He had a drink in one hand, but he still fished out a wallet, drew forth some bills and fanned them on a coffee table beside the chair.

“Will this suffice?” he asked, politely.

I tried not to stare, didn’t want to count, but I was taken aback.  There were ten one hundred dollar bills on that table. 

Desani smiled at him, went over to an mp3 station on the wall, selected some music and got it playing.  She turned back to him, hands over her head, body already beginning a sinewy, serpentine writhe.  I joined in as Mister Miyamoto settled back into the chair, a contented smile barely lighting his lips. 

I tried to take my lead from Desani.  When her camisole came off, mine followed a few moments later.  When she approached him, leaning in and unhooking her bra, letting her little breasts pop free, I followed suit.  I tried to improvise a little when it came to the bottoms, turning my back on him while she faced full on, but waiting my turn so he’d know who to watch.  I thrilled to have this obviously affluent and powerful man ogle my naked behind, but was surprised at the heat that spread through my pussy when I looked over and saw Desani’s naked form, one hand gently trailing over her pubic thatch, as she ogled me just as intently.

We continued to dance around him, naked body parts occasionally brought in his direction, kneeling to graze his leg with our faces or breasts.  He didn’t try anything, never reached for us, but I felt a naughty thrill when I saw the bulge so obviously tenting the front of his trousers.

The room was beginning to carry the definite scent of sex.  I was glistening and swollen, once more in need of release, and I could see a definite sheen between Desani’s legs whenever she would lean back and the light would catch her just right.  But I was shocked when, down on both knees, she asked him, “What will you give us if I make my big sister cum?”

His eyebrow cocked in the same way it had before, and she turned lustful eyes back on me, her own eyebrows raised, seeking permission.  I froze, truthfully.  I had never been with a woman, had never even considered it before.  But I’d already broken so many personal barriers this evening, and as I stared back at her, recognizing her extreme, youthful beauty, thinking about the fact that whatever Luke was up to tonight, I doubted it included being made to orgasm by a teenaged girl, I wanted it.  My stomach was butterflies and lust.  I tried to nod, mouth agape, think my head twitched a little.  Enough that Desani turned her wicked smile back on him.

He leaned to one side, withdrew his wallet again, fished out still more cash.  I wondered how bottomless his funds were as he spread what looked like another grand on the table.

Desani gave it just a glance, turned on her knees and crawled back toward me.  I shuffled backwards toward the couch, intending to sit, but she reached out with one hand, stopped me.  “Stay there,” she said.  “Standing.  Let him watch you.  Let him see it all.”

So I widened my stance just a little and surrendered to the moment.

I felt her hands trail up the backs of my legs to cup my ass.  My breathing was coming heavy and I felt dizzy as she, down on her knees, planted a light kiss on my stomach.  Her tongue trailed upward from there, to the base of one breast, and then her hot little lips were wrapping around my stiffened nipple.

I nearly fell over.  I’d always enjoyed nipple play, but it had been more than a decade since I’d felt anyone’s tongue there but Luke’s, and never the tongue of a girl!  The sensation surged through me, heady, and the fact that this strange, but polite and attractive man was witnessing my sapphic deflowering made it feel all the more dirty and wonderful and strange. 

I remembered then the way that Desani had stared at me in the mirror as I’d undressed, remembered how she’d been the one to suggest that I shave, and had requested an inspection afterwards, remembered most of all her statement after she’d caught me masturbating, the statement about my “second show”, and how she’d enjoyed that one particularly.  I suddenly wondered if this had been something more than just her taking me under her wing, to walk me through my first private show.  I wondered if maybe she hadn’t wanted access to me, to my body, for her own pleasure.  But there wasn’t a sense of betrayal in that.  It only intensified my desire.  This girl, this impossible, young beauty wanted me.  And so did the man sitting in front of me, because his eyes were devouring us both, alternating between my exposed breasts, Desani affixed and suckling, and her smooth and naked ass pointed at him from her kneel.   He set down his drink and his hand went to the front of his trousers, began to rub at the obvious bulge there.

Desani switched breasts, tonguing and nipping lightly at my other nipple.  For my part I just stood, accepting the sensation, eyes locked on Mister Miyamoto’s crotch.  When he took hold of his zipper, lowering it slowly, then unbuckled his pants and shimmied them downward, as if he was the stripper giving me my own private show, I was mesmerized.  His penis, at least as long as Luke’s, sprung forth all at once, protruding erect from a forest of dark pubic hair.  When he took himself lightly between his fingertips, started a slow, feathery stroke, eyes still soaking both of us in, my breath caught. 

Desani abandoned my breasts, hot serpent tongue licking and tickling back down across my stomach.  I expected the familiar crush of her chin against my pubic hair, but remembered again that I no longer had any, as I felt lips traveling the skin of that area for the first time in my life.  Her hands rose to take the place her mouth had previously occupied, toying with my nipples.  And then her mouth was on my cunt, her tongue running the length of my slit, and I had to put a hand on her shoulder to steady myself.

Mister Miyamoto was enjoying the show.  He had enwrapped his cock in a firm fist, the bulbous, purpling head appearing and disappearing as his grip rose and fell.  I was wet, I knew Desani was wet, and I could see the top of his dick glistening, too, a thin spill of clear fluid running over one side of his cock head to lubricate his hold. 

Desani’s tongue found my clitoris, and my steadying hand on her shoulder became a taloned grip.  From the marks I saw later, I’m pretty sure my nails dug into her, but she didn’t stop me, just kept licking at my vagina, as one of her hands left my breast to run down my side, my back, my buttocks.  I felt one of her fingers extend, expected her to penentrate my pussy, gasped aloud when that fingertip instead suddenly landed on my asshole.  She didn’t push inside, just applied a waxing and waning pressure, but it was magic, and I could feel myself building towards orgasm.  It must have shown in my face, in the way my eyes were going unfocused, my mouth perpetually open.  I even heard myself, voice rising unbidden in a way that it never had with Luke.  A sort of ululating keen as my body canted forward.  I had to right myself forcefully to keep from toppling atop Desani.

Yes, it must have shown, because Mister Miyamoto’s own eyes were rolling back in his head, his hand a frantic blur on his penis, and his cum suddenly arced upwards, spattering a shirt that probably cost as much as he was spending on us tonight.

That was when my own orgasm crested.  That keen became a cry, that cry an exclamation of, “Oh, my fucking God!” that the bouncer in the hall probably even heard.  Then I was cumming, cumming hard on Desani’s pretty, upturned, teenage face, eyes leaving Miyamoto’s dick long enough to drop to her, to see the wicked amusement in her own eyes, as she licked at my cunt and fingered my ass.  I came harder than I’d ever cum before, there on full display to two people that had both been strangers so recently. 

As I came down from it, Desani gently disengaged, steadying me with a grip on one thigh, then, as her finger left my bum, on both.  I staggered back to the couch, collapsed, breath coming in heaves.

In his own chair, Mister Miyamoto was recovering, too.  There was just a momentary frown as he recognized the mess he’d made of his shirt, but then he was smiling politely in our direction as he fished up a box of tissues hidden on the floor beside the chair, began mopping up his shirt and spent member.  “Thank you, ladies,” he said.

I struggled to voice something in return, but speech was still beyond me.  Desani, naked and beaming, curled up on the couch beside me, resting her head on my shoulder, and thanked him for both of us.  As he stood to get a more thorough clean, she whispered to me, “Next time you can do me.”


Chapter Six

Even after I got home, I couldn’t stop smiling.  I relived every moment of the evening, felt the most bizarre mix of pride and shame I had ever felt.  Of course, I’ve already mentioned what shame does to me.  I even went so far as to cook a full dinner, although I’d already eaten earlier, leaving half as left-overs in the fridge with a note to Luke that read, “Quiet, boring night in.  Nothing out of the ordinary.  Hope your meeting went well.”  The open lie of it made me laugh, and I went to bed before he could get home, rocking out two more cums by my own fingers before sleep took me.

For the rest of that summer, I returned to The Diamond Temple as often as possible.  I had to settle for some day shifts, because Luke would have noticed if I was out every night.  And I couldn’t work weekends for the same reason.  I expanded my slutty wardrobe, taking great pains to hide it from him, along with the cash I brought home after each shift in a little envelope marked “Candy”.  Twice a week I met with Desani, who taught me some of the basics of pole work.  Most of the time those sessions were nothing but hard work, but once in a while, if she was feeling horny, she would bargain me into another opportunity to get between my legs.  I even returned the favor once or twice, and while I doubted I would ever be as sold on women as I am on men, I couldn’t deny, the girl had her charms.  She claimed to enjoy both sides of the game, and I supposed I could learn to do the same.

As the weeks wore on, I grew more and more comfortable with my new profession.  I wasn’t afraid to work the crowd, offering a lap dance, my loins aching with a weird vengeful lust each time I felt the penis of another man besides my husband’s twitching and poking at my backside. 

There was even one memorable night when I was going through the crowd and heard my name - my real name - called out.  I spun in place, shocked to see Harry, the desk operator at my husband’s firm, sitting alone at a table.  Not as shocked as he was, though.  If he had been there for any length of time, he’d surely seen my act, which meant he’d seen me.  All of me.  Naked, horny me.

“I thought that was you,” he stammered out at my approach.  He had a beer clenched in one hand, his nervous gaze lifting to me, dropping again, wandering up my body, dropping again.

“Harry,” I said.

“Yeah.  I didn’t know-  I mean, I never thought you-”

“No one knows,” I told him.  I was starting to panic, my heart racing for all the wrong reasons.  “My um...  my husband doesn’t know.”
“I see.”

“He can’t know.”

“I understand.”

“Do you?” I asked.  I took a seat beside him, pleading with my eyes.  I was in a marriage I wanted out of, but I was hoping to stack up enough cash behind me that the break away would be easy.  Word of what I was doing might certainly compromise any settlement on offer through the divorce, even with the footage I had of my cheating husband.

“Yeah, I get it,” he nodded, and took a sip of his beer.  He was a lot younger than my husband, older than Desani.  Maybe twenty five?  He looked like a nervous school boy, and he blushed as he gestured to the stage and said, “You were, uh...  you were really good.”

“Yeah, you liked it?” I asked, and I grinned at him, a plan beginning to hatch.

I won’t lie.  My intentions were not honorable.  I thought if I could fetch my cell phone from the dressing room, hide it in one of the backrooms, then get him back there with me, I could record our time together and then blackmail him into silence.  And I even went through with the first half of that plan, fitting the phone back amidst the wiring of the MP3 player, where he might mistake it for just some bit of machinery.  He came with me when I offered, eyes always down, shaking with the wickedness of what he was doing.

But I needn’t have worried about him telling anyone.  He later confided in me that my husband treated him, and anyone not amongst his lawyer friends, like garbage.  There was an element of vengeance in this for him, too.  He thought my husband was a dick.

Speaking of dicks...  Harry’s was nice.  It was a lot smaller than Luke’s, among the smaller I’d seen since starting work here - and I’d seen a lot.  He might have been five inches, erect, maybe a little less.  But when I got him in that back room, and all he wanted to do was talk, not asking me to dance, not asking for anything, a perfect gentleman, even more than Miyamoto had been, and especially, in truth, when he started bad mouthing Luke...  well, what can I say?  Something in all that did it for me.  I danced for him anyway, but he was too shy to touch himself, so when I was fully naked, I went to my knees and crawled between his legs, taking his jeans and underwear off for him.  I have no idea if he was a virgin...  he acted like one.  But I sucked his little cock with every ounce of skill I could muster, reveling in the thought that every day my husband was going to walk past this kid - this kid he treated so badly - never knowing that his wife had had the kid’s penis in her mouth, had swallowed every drop of his cum, kissing him on the mouth afterward, his sperm still slick on her tongue. 

I didn’t need the recording I’d made of that event, but I kept it anyway.  It was fun to revisit once in a while.

Of course, if I was worried about Luke finding out, I didn’t know the half of what was coming.


Chapter Seven

Private functions at the club were rare, but they did happen.  Occasionally someone - someone wealthy, because it cost a ton - would rent out the Upper Temple for a bachelor party, or, even more rarely, for a corporate function.  Mike would put out the offer for anyone who wanted to work it to sign up.  A lot of girls refused because, when the money got big enough, the rules went out the window.  We would never be put in harm’s way, but there’s a very bright and obvious line between stripping and prostitution, and someone dropping forty or fifty grand to let his employees party with girls for the evening might not necessarily see or care about that line.  We were all assured that what we did would be up to us, but Mike did warn us that things might get more raucous than usual.  I have no idea if he really knew what went on in his back rooms which was, for the most part, illegal, and not necessarily all that different from what it seemed he was hinting might possibly transpire at this party.  But that was behind closed doors.  This would be front and center and he wanted us to know what we were getting into.

Several of the girls agreed to do their usual routines, but said they would split directly afterwards.  Only myself and Desani agreed to stay and work the room afterwards, with a promise of a five thousand dollar bonus each for doing so.  Not exactly chump change, and both of us enjoyed our work more than many of the other girls.  Besides, I knew I had the night free.  Luke would be busy with another “dinner engagement.”  When he told me he might not be back till two or three in the morning, I thought, Yeah, you enjoy your night of debauchery.  I know I’ll enjoy mine.

Because we were the ones staying late, Desani and I were scheduled as the last to take the stage, at midnight.  Rather than work the shift downstairs, beforehand - we were already raking it in, after all - we enjoyed a dinner and a late movie out together, only arriving at the club thirty minutes before our performance.  We changed and prepped, then went backstage in time to see Marie coming nude from the stage.  The crowd was loud behind her.

“How are they?” Desani asked.

“Ladies, they are rowdy tonight.  I ain’t gonna lie, I wouldn’t wanna be in your shoes.  I’m just gonna take the money and run home to a bath.”

“Who is it?” I asked.

She shrugged.  “Some legal firm.  McMann and something?  I dunno.”  She shuffled off towards the dressing room, costume tucked under one arm.

We still had a few minutes and Desani turned to me saying, “Lawyers are always the worst.”  But she broke off when she saw how pale I’d gone, how terrified I looked.  “What?  What is it?”

“That’s my husband’s firm,” I told her.

“Fuck off!  Seriously?”

I was starting to hyperventilate, steadying myself with one hand on the wall the way I had that first night, coming off stage. 

“Is he out there?” she asked.

“I dunno.”  Yeah, I was seriously having trouble breathing.  “He’s at a function.”

“This function?”

“Probably.”  I shuffled in place.  Marie had just disappeared down the stairs.  “I can’t do this,” I told Desani.

“Kate, you have to,” she said, calling me by my real name as she always did.  “It’s five grand, and Mike has no one else.  He’ll fucking fire you.”

“I’m a contractor,” I reminded her.

“Still!  He’ll never let you work here again.  These fuckers were promised two girls!  If you bail, it’ll just be me!  They’ll eat me alive.”

“I can’t do it!” I said again.

“Kate, you can do anything you want,” she assured me.  Then, “Hold on.”  She disappeared into the backstage gloom.

I peeked around one edge of the curtain.  The crowd was huge and obviously inebriated.  They were dressed to the nines and I recognized more than a couple from Luke’s firm.  I didn’t see him specifically, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t out there.  I tried to control my breathing, failed abysmally.

Desani returned.  She had a pair of feathered, Mardi Gras style masks in her hands.  “Put this on,” she commanded me, and though I wanted to argue that it wouldn’t be enough, I did, because I could see the lights on stage beginning to shift, knew that they were going to call us on stage any moment.

“Keep it on, thoughout,” she said.  “It’s the one thing we don’t strip off, got it?”

I nodded, unable to vocalize a response.

The god voice boomed our names, Desani took me firmly by the hand, pranced on stage like a ballerina.  I followed in tow in a much less gainly manner. 

The applause and catcalls that arose were louder and more immediate than I had ever heard on the mainstage.  These were a bunch of rich, entitled pricks who had spent the evening being teased by naked ladies.  And they were very, very hammered. 

But our music was starting, the lights had swivelled in that magical way that cut off our visuals of most of the crowd.  And it was a little late to run.  I caught Desani’s eye, the reassurance there.  You can do this, her look said.  Then she was dancing, and this was a choreographed routine between the two of us, so I was dancing, too.

As we sunk into the routine, I actually began to relax.  I was doing what I loved, doing it well, and doing it with this spitfire who could never be stopped by anything.  Maybe it would all be alright.

Our tops had come off, our tits on prominent display to this catcalling crowd when I saw him.  Luke.  He had pushed his way to the front row, to the crowd of drunken men at the base of the stage.  He was drunk enough to stumble, sloshing his drink onto some other lawyer, but that guy was too drunk to notice.  He hollered something at us, gestured with his hand, but I couldn’t make out what he was saying.

I froze.  It was only for a moment, but it was long enough for Desani to see something was wrong.  She twirled past me, whispering, “What’s wrong?”

“That’s him,” I mouthed.  I gestured subtly and on her return twirl she asked, “Your husband?”

I nodded.  She commanded, “Keep dancing.”

She was right.  That was the only way through this.  Complete the routine, get off the stage.  Ah, but that wouldn’t be it, would it?  We were booked for the evening, we were supposed to work this drunken, horny crowd.

“Keep dancing,” she ordered again, and I forced myself to get moving, my eyes always on him. 

But that’s when I realized...  he didn’t recognize me.  He took me in as just some half-naked woman on the stage.  Just some thing his firm’s money had bought for his amusement.  More than that, he was taking me in as a second choice, because for the most part his eyes were on Desani.  He’d glance my way occasionally.  He understood that he had two playthings, and two was better than one.  But on the whole, he wanted the young meat.

The dance continued, both of us up on the pole, both of us down on the ground, both of us dropping our panties in a synchronized push.  And there I was, completely naked on stage, ass displayed, tits displayed, bare shaven cunt displayed to the gaze of my husband and his co-workers.  It occurred to me then that in all the weeks that had gone by since my first night here, Luke had not once seen me naked.  That’s how bad our sex life had gotten, that he hadn’t even tried, and now had no reason to connect my smooth, bald vagina with that of his wife’s.  It angered me.  It fueled me.  And as we swooped on in to the front of the stage, and the groping hands reached up from the crowd, the bouncers tensing but not intervening, as they’d been ordered not to unless we gave them a signal, as fingers tweaked our nipples, touched our pussies, even the fingers of my husband, I thought, well, fuck it.  Fuck it all. 

I sat on the edge of the stage, to the immediate left of Luke, hooked the guy next to him - Reggie, I think his name was - in toward me with my legs.  It was the guy Luke had spilled his drink on, a guy I’d met a few times at office parties.  A colossally large black man, with a shaved head and a ten thousand dollar suit. 

Desani saw me, eyes widening in panic.  She had no idea what I was doing.  Neither did I, truth to tell, except suddenly, I wanted him to know.  Vengeance had been half of the equation all along, working here, but it wasn’t vegeance if he never found out.  I wanted Luke to know what a slut his wife had turned into.  I wanted him to know that she’d gotten naked before a thousand different men, that she’d dragged some of them into a back room where she’d watched them jerk off, where she’d helped, where she’d gone down on more than a few of them.  I had never once fucked a customer, but if I was going to?  I was going to do right here, six inches from my husband.

My feet were bare, my heels abandoned, and I fit my toes into Reggie’s crotch, squeezed at the huge member he had packed there.  His eyes widened and he asked, “What you want, girl?”

“What you offering?” I breathed, and he didn’t need to be asked twice, just set his drink on the stage and started fumbling himself out of his overpriced pants, while all the others around him, including my husband, pumped their fists and cheered.

Desani swooped down beside me, maybe thinking to save me.  Luke put a hand on her leg, and she turned an angry gaze on him.  “Come on,” he instructed, and she swiveled that gaze back to me.  And maybe a plan was forming of her own, because when I didn’t tell her otherwise, she planted her ass on the stage beside me, spread her legs and nodded to Luke.

He couldn’t believe his luck.  He tried to set his glass on the stage, too, missed the mark, ended up dropping it to the ground.  It didn’t stop him.  He fumbled with his belt, dropping his pants only a moment after Reggie.

The cock that Reggie had revealed stunned me.  I’d never been with anyone that big.  If it was less than ten inches, I’d be shocked, and it was as big around as my forearm.  He was drunk, but he still asked me, “Are you ready for this?”  Which was as close to consent seeking as I was likely to get.  Not that he didn’t have it.

I told him, “Go for it,” then spread myself wide.

He fitted his fingers to either side of my pussy, pried the gate open for entry.  I was lubricated.  Even in my fury, the stage got me horny.  Maybe it always had partly because of that fury.  And I needed it, because his great girth pushing into me was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.  My eyes went wide, and I gasped out loud, turning to see the other men crowding in, standing on tiptoe, standing on tables, all trying to get a view.

Beside me, Luke, his cock not small, but infantile by comparison to Reggie’s, was shoving himself into Desani without so much as a word.  She looked again my way, and I saw my own anger reflected in her eyes.  I’ve heard the term hate-fuck before, and that’s what she was giving him.

I planted my hands on the stage, lifted my ass so that Reggie would have more leverage.  He pushed himself as far into me as he could, which was definitely not his full length, withdrew, pushed in again.  As he picked up steam, I let my gaze return to Luke, to his eyes.  I kept them there.

Luke was thrusting in and out of Desani, and while I couldn’t help but let a small gasp or grunt escape me with each invasion of Reggie’s mammoth penis, Desani didn’t let out a peep, didn’t even try to feign pleasure the way I knew she could when she wanted to earn an extra big tip.  Maybe it was the contrast between her silence and my groans, but eventually his eyes came up, first to meet Desani’s baleful glare, then shifting to me.  I was staring directly at him and he did a double-take as he recognized the eyes behind the mask.

He froze, his thrusting stopping, and I winked at him, let out an extra loud grown as I was impaled by Reggie.  He stared back, mouth now agape.

He was watching his wife get fucked by another man right beside him.  And he had just been caught in the act of fucking a teenager when he was supposed to be out at a harmless, company function.  But what could he say?  Any word spoken to me would betray my secret to the rest of his firm, and to a man as concerned with image as he was, that would be completely out of the question.  Desani made a few goading thrusts at him, but he was going limp, his eyes never leaving me, even as Reggie’s tempo picked up.

There was no need for me to fake my orgasm.  Partly it was the sheer girth of this black man that brought me over the edge, but mostly it was the look on Luke’s face as he stumbled backward, shriveling dick falling out of Desani as she grinned at him.


Epilogue

Mike taped the private shows.  That’s a dirty secret Desani knew that I didn’t, and since it was something he really shouldn’t have been doing, she was able to insist she get a copy, unless he wanted her to tell the other girls.  It meant I had two instances on tape of Luke fucking another woman, and while I was on that tape, too, my mask stayed on the whole time.  Besides, he would never have revealed in court the profession I had adopted behind his back.  It would have been too embarrassing.

I got half of everything when we split.  Coupled with the money I’d been making at the club, I’m pretty sure the suburban housewife came out of our divorce a lot wealthier than the “trophy lawyer” did.  And after our final court date, we never directly spoke again.

I stayed on at the club for the better part of two years after that.  Harry became a regular, and Mister Miyamoto enjoyed several more double shows from me and Desani.  Under her tutelage, I actually got pretty adept on the pole.  It was hard work, and my torso, already lean and sculpted from years of daytime workouts, became even more chiseled.

Desani...  Jen, I mean, because she did eventually request that I knock off the Desani crap, completed her two year college program and after that, moved on from town.  We kept in touch for a while, but it was a weird friendship to keep going long distance.  She left stripping once she’d earned her diploma, and as she started dating someone new, I think she wanted to leave that part of her life behind.

After she left, my interest in the job began to wane.  Eventually the stripping became old hat to me, too, just like it had seemed to Tina and Marie when I’d first met them.  Eventually the thrill went out of it, and it became just another job.  A ridiculously well paying job, but without Jen around, a job without luster. 

It took me a while to figure out what to do with myself after I’d left it behind.  But with the money I’d earned, it finally dawned on me that I could return to university, too, finish the degree I’d given up so long ago to become Luke’s boring housewife. 

Honestly, I could do anything I wanted.
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