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            CHAPTER ONE

          

          HARDCORE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Las Vegas, NV

        Flashback to

        May 1

      

      

      Aurei

      Walking down the steps, I see Kip. He throws his hand up, and I wave back.

      When I arrive at his car, he shakes my hand." Aurei, it's good to see you, brother." 

      "Likewise, buddy," I tell him as I pump his hand before we slap each other's back in a bro hug.

      Kip is not only my real estate agent, but he's a close friend. When I first began investing in the real estate market in Vegas, he was a fireman dabbling in real estate remodeling on his off days. Kip showed me his first 'fixer-upper,' and I negotiated with him to do the work. Since then, he has managed my portfolio, buying and flipping fixer-uppers, while his wife manages my rental units.

      He takes my bag and throws it in the trunk. "Bianca sends her love."

      "How's she doing?" 

      "Ornery as ever." Kip smiles.

      "That's why you're still together. She doesn't take shit off you."

      Kip laughs. "True dat. She's one tough little bitch."

      I laugh. "Does she know you call her that?"

      "Hell no! And don't you go telling her either." He changes the subject. "So, do you want to do the house tour now, or do you want to go to your place first and rest. We'll head to Been Jammin' around midnight. If Surreal is performing, we don't want to miss her."

      "I'm up for a tour now. I slept on the plane, but I want to be back to the house to see the sunset. I'll meet you at Been Jammin'."

      "Good deal. Let's start with the latest purchases, and we'll work our way down the list." Kip gives me the rundown as he drives. "This last batch of remodels are almost ready to flip. I think this team of subs is doing a better job than the last one. I have a group of fifteen houses I'm putting together to show to some Japanese investors." We spend the afternoon looking at properties, crisscrossing blocks, and suburbs.

      When we've seen the last one, I ask him as he drives me back to my place. "Have you gone to Been Jammin' before?"

      "Yeah. It's a happening place. Have you been yet?"

      "No, I haven't. Tell me what you know about it."

      "It's the hottest gentlemen's club in Vegas. I had to call in some favors to get us in tonight."

      "Thanks for that. I appreciate it."

      "Are you hoping to catch a Surreal Show? 'Cause they don't announce them ahead of time."

      "No. I was wondering if you are familiar with the dancers?"

      He cuts his eyes at me, and his eyebrows are raised. His voice is cautiously curious. "Somewhat. I'm not the regular I used to be since I hooked up with Bianca. She's coming tonight, by the way. She insisted." He laughs and mimics her voice, making me laugh. "'You'll be horny as hell within an hour, and no one's riding that hose but me.' But I know it's really to see you."

      I crack up at that, knowing it's true and thankful it's open between us. Kip and Bianca are into BDSM and belong to a private club. She has been determined to get me to join them for a threesome for a long time now, but I ain't into that.

      He chuckles. "She won't stop, you know."

      I laugh. "I know, but it ain't happening."

      He laughs now too. "I keep telling her that if you haven't already caved into her, you aren't going to, but she is a pitbull at heart."

      I shake my head.

      He goes back to my question. "Why do you ask about the dancers at Been Jammin'? Have you been referred to one?"

      "Yes. Her name is Seary."

      Kip whistles. "Damn, man. Nothing like shooting for the Star. Seary's the headliner there."

      "Tell me everything you know about her."

      "She's as hot as her name implies."

      I wait, but he doesn't offer any more information. "That's all you know?"

      "Well. Yeah. She's the Star. I don't have the pocketbook to know more than that."

      I nod and look out the window, then after a few moments, I ask. "How much does she cost?"

      Kip hits the brakes and slows down to a stop at the red light before he answers. He turns in the seat and looks me in the eye. "You're looking to score with her?"

      "Maybe."

      He grins, then takes off again. "I wish you luck, bro. I've never heard anyone talk about hitting that ho, but I know they do book her." He hits the blinker and pulls up to my house. "Are you sure you don't want to ride with us?"

      "I'm sure. I'll meet you at the club."

      "Ask for Beverly."

      "Will do. Thanks for the tour. You're doing a great job."

      He grins, gives me a head nod, and I walk around to the trunk to retrieve my bag. I hoist it out, then slam the trunk, double-tap it, and he pulls away."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          HARDCORE

        

      

    

    
      Walking up to my 4,000 plus square foot, four bedrooms, four bath luxury house in the Red Rock Country Club Community in Summerlin, I wonder again why I bought such a big house when I'm the only one who lives in it and part-time at that. I lay my thumb on the keypad at the security gate, then again at the front door, and enter the quiet house. Dropping the bag on the marble floor, my footsteps sound as I walk straight out to the backyard to enjoy the magnificent view of the Red Rock sunset. Standing there watching the ball of fire drop in the sky, I remember why I bought this big house. It has the most spectacular, breathtaking view of the setting sun, and I'm grateful again for my good fortune.

      The motion sensor exterior security lights illuminate the green carpet of grass as I turn to go back to the house. The pool water has turned aqua and provides a soft glow on the patio area. I strip, toss my clothes on a bench, take a deep breath, and dive in. Swimming underwater to the opposite side, I enjoy the peaceful silence, and the warmth is soothing. Surfacing, I fill my lungs full, toss my head to the side out of habit from my long hair days as a kid, and blow the water running down my face off my lips.

      Knowing I have plenty of time, I dive back under the water but surface to swim on top, letting my hands cut it like a knife as they enter, pulling my muscular frame, gliding effortlessly along, kicking only to keep my balance. At the end, I do a flip and push off to continue swimming nonstop. I end up swimming thirty complete laps, which is almost a half-mile, and I feel great. Putting my hands on the pool's edge, I push up out of the water, throw my foot up, and stand in the cold air. Goosebumps pop out, and I shake like a dog to expel the water, then grab my clothes off the bench and hurry back into the warmth of the house. Racing nothing but my cold nakedness, I run to the foyer to get my bag, tuck it under my arm like a football player, and sprint to the laundry room. The automatic motion sensors turn the lights on in each room as I go and turn them off as I leave. I drop my bag in front of the washing machine and find a towel folded neatly on top along with a pair of gym shorts and a note from Maria, my house sitter.

      "Aurelius, I know you didn't grab a towel from the pool house after your swim. It's too cold to be running around soaking wet, and put these shorts on. It's also too cold to be running around naked." I smirk. She knows me too well. "Leftovers are in the refrigerator as requested. Let's do breakfast tomorrow and catch up. Text me when you wake, and I'll come up to start cooking. Oh! And do NOT start laundry. I'll do it tomorrow. I mean it! Don't!" I laugh at that and kick the bag to the wall out of the way, dry off with the towel, drape it over my shoulders, don the gym shorts, and head to the weight room.

      As soon as I enter, I raise my arms in the air and announce to the emptiness. "Pumping iron is good for the raging beast that lives within us." I work my way around the machines and finish in about 4o minutes. When I walk out, my muscles feel swollen, and I feel like I can handle anything that comes my way.

      Heading into the kitchen, I open the fridge and stick my face inside. Umm. Homemade enchiladas! I mix an after-workout protein shake and take it with me up the stairs to shower. Stepping under the water, I lather and think about my goal for tonight. I simply want to see her dance. If I like what I see, I'll book her and find out firsthand what her deal is.

      I hear Kip's voice again. She's as hot as her name implies. You're looking to score with her? If she comes up with a Fucking Fantasy that impresses me, I might let her work some magic on me. I haven't fucked anyone outside my studio in Rome for years. Hell, if she comes up with one I haven't thought of, I might invest myself.

      But then I hear Kip again as he so poetically put it. I've never heard anyone talk about hitting that ho. Why is that? Kip has eyes and ears all over Vegas. Someone should've talked about popping that pussy. The thought that Bart could be scamming his Frat buddy makes me determined to check her out. Darren's a good guy.

      Turning the water off, I step out and decide to skip shaving. I'm on leave. No need to be smooth-shaven, but I splash Old Spice aftershave on anyway, squirt some mousse in my hair and run my fingers through it to stand my thick 'dirty' blonde hair up. Then I go into the dressing room to choose my clothes for the evening. Pressing the button, the closet doors slide inside the wall until my entire wardrobe is on display. I walk in and pick a dark purple J Crew shirt and dark jeans. I'll blend in with the shadows and have a better opportunity to watch this dancer work.

      Walking back out, I push the button again, and the doors slide closed. Then I push the button below it, and the cabinet doors of the opposite wall slide back, and my shoes rise in a stair-step display case. I grab the black Converse tennis shoes, hit the button on my way out to close the cabinet and go into the bedroom to actually get dressed. Stepping into my jeans, I am thankful for Albert, my tailor, who customizes my jeans. The soft, distressed fabric sits snug on my thighs and hugs my ass, but there is plenty of room in the crotch for my balls to dangle. Putting my arms in the shirt sleeves, I realize my biceps are tight in the fabric, and when I pull the shirt closed to button it, I feel it hug tight across my back. Hmm. Note to self. Call Albert. I need to be measured again. I've gained more muscle mass. I leave the first four buttons undone to accommodate my new size.

      Opening the safe, I take enough cash to have a good time at the gaming tables if Seary is a dud and an open limit credit card in case I lose my ass gambling early on. I have no intention of coming back to a lonely house before the sun rises. I fold the money around the credit card and slide the wad into a money clip, then put it in my front pocket. Slipping into my shoes, I glance at my reflection in the mirror as I stand, and I hear "Mister Very Big Man with the very big ass," making me chuckle. True dat.

      Trotting down the stairs, I head to the kitchen to heat Maria's famous enchiladas. While I eat, I catch up on the news, then wash my dishes. Walking across the house to the garage, my mood is light and carefree. I think I'll drive the Corvette. Sliding behind the wheel, I check the settings and the mirrors, then back out and drive down to the security gate.

      Waiting for it to open, I tune the car's sound system to my playlist and turn it up. The speakers are booming with the bass. Once I'm out on the open road, I push its limits. The car screams down the interstate. I love flying. An hour later, I'm heading back to Vegas and decide to visit Fremont Street.
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      It's alive with lights, music, sounds, and people milling around. Stopping at a red light, I see an Elvis street performer having his picture taken with a tourist, some young girls with only body paint and g-strings on, and two nuns wearing habits that have their enormous, naked tits hanging out. I circle around, and at the next red light, I'm enjoying a Michael Jackson impersonator, who is really good, when I hear a TAP, TAP, TAP. I look out the passenger window and see a young girl smiling at me with her tits about to fall out of her dress. I roll the window down, and she asks me. "Are you our Uber?"

      Really? I'm in a Corvette. It's a two-seater! I laugh out loud and tell her. "No." But she has stood up and is talking to her friend and doesn't hear me. Her hand is resting on the door in the open window. I lean over so she can hear me. She is giggling with her friend, and I realize they are very drunk. I also realize Vegas is not without predators, and she is putting them in danger, standing on the corner of Fremont Street, asking strangers for lifts. I make a command decision, reach over, and pop the door open. Without hesitation, the giggling girl pulls it open and plops down in the passenger seat. The interior lights come on, and I see 6-inch-high stiletto heels enter the car first, then big thighs, followed by a miniskirt stretch taut like a tent. Her sweater top has a scoop neck, and she has it pulled down too low. She doesn't look at me but rather prepares to receive her skinny friend. The tiny girl plops down in her lap, tucks her knees up under her chin, then turns back and attempts to close the door.

      Their giggles fill the small space.

      The traffic light turns green.

      The car behind us honks.

      The door doesn't shut.

      I lean back over and stick my arm between them. "Here. Let me get that for you." When my hand moves theirs aside and grasps the door handle, both of them stop moving and quit giggling. They watch as I pull the door firmly shut then turn to look at me. I smile and ask. "Where to ladies?"

      The curvy one's jaw literally falls open, and the skinny one's eyes nearly bug out of her thin face, the light dims, and they burst into mad giggling again. I check the mirrors and the pedestrians before I pull out while they whisper.

      "Holy fucking hell! What a hottie!"

      "His eyes. Did you see his eyes?"

      Tapping the gas, I ease away and ask again. "Where to ladies?" I glance over to see they are both staring at me, and it makes me laugh.

      Then the curvy girl answers. "Excalibur."

      "Cool." I introduce myself, offering my hand. "Hi. I'm Aurei Moore."

      The skinny girl takes it. "Hi. I'm Stella." She turns a pretty shade of pink, and I can tell right away that Stella is not as drunk as I first thought but very shy.

      "Hi. I'm Nina." The girl on the bottom introduces herself and pokes Stella, who lets my hand drop.

      I return it to the steering wheel and give them a wink. "Are you, ladies, here for a wedding or celebrating graduation?"

      Stella pushes her glasses up her nose. "Graduation."

      Graduation? I cut my eyes at them again. Are they 22? They look a lot younger. Surely they are college graduates and not high school. "Where did you go to college?"

      "USC." Nina offers without missing a beat. Damn. They must be 22. I look over again, sizing them up and feel ... old. Must be my tours of duty.

      "First time to Vegas?"

      "Yeah!"

      "First day?"

      "Yeah!" They giggle again.

      "What are you girls going to see at the Excalibur? The Tournament of Kings?"

      They laugh and high-five each other. "No. The Thunder From Down Under."

      "Of course," I smirk. Where else would two young girls needing to blow off steam on their first night in Vegas want to go?

      Stella leans down to hear what Nina whispers, and she answers. "Right? That would be fucking fly!"

      I can feel their eyes staring at me. Gawking actually. I reach over to adjust the temperature. "Is it warm enough for you?"

      Stella says. "Oh yes. I'm really warm."

      "I'm getting downright hot in here," Nina says, then bursts into a new round of drunken giggles, and Stella can't help but join her. It's infectious, and I chuckle too.

      As soon as it gets quiet, they resume their gawking again, and it's awkward. I keep my eyes on the road and try to keep the conversation from going any further south. "What did you major in?"

      Nina answers. "I majored in education."

      "A teacher, then."

      "I bet I could teach you a thing or two." She says under her breath.

      I ask Stella. "And you? Are you a teacher too?"

      Nina snorts, and I look at them. "No, she majored in...."

      Stella cuts her eyes at Nina, shooting darts, and fills in the answer. "Security. I majored in security."

      I can't hide my surprise with that answer. This girl weighs all of 100 pounds. "Security? Really? You don't look like a badass."

      A smirk plays on her lips. She is trying hard not to join her giggling friend. "It's I.T. security."

      "Are you a hacker?" I look back at the road.

      Nina snorts again. "Sort of. It's in social engineering." I cut my eyes at them. Now they have my attention.

      "Social engineering? What's that?" I play dumb.

      Stella looks out the window and answers with a straight face. "I find and prevent perps from screwing corporate accounts up." She doesn't take her eye off the sights outside.

      "Hmm. I've heard they can infiltrate and hold servers hostage. Is that true?"

      She looks surprised at me. "Yes. Absolutely and some of the really bad dudes have even demanded ransoms!"

      "How do you find these bad guys?"

      Nina burst out laughing again, and we both look at her. "She performs penetration tests. HAHAHAHA!"

      I can't help but laugh with her, and Stella smiles when I ask. "Really? What kind of penetration tests?"

      She clears her throat and tries valiantly to be professional. "I'm a white hat."

      Nina can't help herself. She leans on the door and cackles, making me chuckle with her again.

      Stella manages to remain serious. "Do you know what that is?"

      "I do." I smile and wink.

      Nina comes up for air and blurts. "My best friend is a virtual corporate condom." Then she snorts again and gives in to the giggles.

      Stella laughs with us and tells me. "Wait for it. She's not finished."

      "She's going to be going down on all the big dickheads too. HAHAHAHA! That's sooooo fuuuuucking fuuuuuunny!"

      We enjoy a good laugh as I maneuver to the curb outside Excalibur. "We have arrived, Ladies." Nina starts wiping her eyes and getting her giggles under control.

      "The men from the Outback await you. I hope you enjoyed your ride." I lean over and pop the door open for them. Stella twists in the tight space, holds her phone up and asks. "Mind if we Snapchat?"

      I grin. "I don't mind."

      They do their thing. I give them a thumbs-up and a nice smile, then Stella gets out. Nina twists, sets her feet on the sidewalk, and tries to rise. "Oh fuck! I'm stuck." She bursts out laughing again. "Stell, give me a hand."

      She does, and Nina grasps it and does her best to lift her ass while Stella leans back, pulling as hard as she can, but it's not enough. Nina is stuck. She lets go of Stella's hand and plops back on the seat while Stella stumbles backward, trying not to fall. Nina has another fit of giggles, and I know she won't be able to get out as long as she's laughing, so I lean over, put my mouth right next to her ear, and drop my voice to an intense tone giving her a taste of seduction. "Baby Girl. You're gonna need some big strong hands to help." Her laughter dies immediately. She freezes, listening. My voice stays low. "The problem with 6" heels in a sports car that's only 15" off the road is the center of gravity shifts." She turns her head and looks me in the eye. I can smell the liquor on her breath. "I can help you if you want."

      "What do you suggest?" Her voice is breathless.

      "You can take your shoes off and climb out on your own, or I can give you a push."

      "What kind of push?" She smirks, flirting.

      "The kind that you will remember for the rest of your life."

      She grins and says. "I'm down for that."

      I grin back. "Good Girl. Lean up as far as you can."

      She does as instructed. I place my hands on her waist, rubbing her with my thumbs to relax her. I then slide my fingertips down her curves, forcing them between her miniskirt and the leather of the car seat. Cupping her ass and squeezing her as I go, I inch my fingers down towards her pussy. When they leave the miniskirt behind and touch her bare skin, she says in a voice that shows she is thrilled she chose this method. "Oh my!"

      "You're so hot!" I whisper in her ear as they inch further under her into a heaving position. When her ass is sitting on my hands and part of my forearms, I ask. "Ready, Baby?"

      "Yes." Her voice is full of anticipation.

      "Ok. Here's what I want you to do for me." I whisper in her ear. I see Stella's shoes come into view, but Nina waves her away. "On the count of three, I'm going to thrust my hands up, and I want you to enjoy it, arching your back and pushing those beautiful tits of yours up to the stars."

      "Oh, my!" She says again.

      "Can you do that?"

      "Yes." She takes a deep breath. "I can do that."

      "Ok. Here we go." I lay my lips on her ear and breathe into it, then I whisper. "One.

      Two." I blow in it while I grip her ass firmly, curling my fingertips into her skin.

      "Oh. Fuck!" She says, with a voice that tells me my fingers are pulling her pussy open.

      "Three," I tell her with a commanding voice while I heave her ass up. She arches her back, pushes her tits to the stars, and her ass lifts out of the seat, as I push her from the car. For a moment, she rocks on her heels, then staggers forward a little until she gains control of the momentum, then she burst into a fit of giggles again and jumps up and down, asking Stella. "Did you get that? Did you get it? Please! For fucks sake! Tell me you got it."

      Stella holds up the phone and says. "I did! I did! Calm down. You're gonna break your heels." Nina snatches the phone from her friend and begins to watch the replay while Stella sticks her head in the car. Pushing her glasses up, she tells me. "We appreciate the ride."

      "You betcha." I reach for a business card. "You do realize I'm not an Uber, right?"

      She grins. "Yeah. It was a dare."

      "Ah!" I laugh and hand my card to her.

      She takes it, reads it, then smiles. "Maximus Enterprises, huh?"

      I nod. "When you get home, look me up. I could use your skills."

      Her smile is radiant. "I will. Thanks." Then she closes the door. I check the traffic. Then I hear TAP, TAP, TAP. I put the window down.

      Nina sticks her head inside, grinning from ear to ear. "Thanks for the lift."

      "No problem." I give her a wink.

      "I'll never forget it."

      I grin, knowing she won't. "You ladies enjoy the Thunder From Down Under show."

      "You dancing tonight?" Her giggles return.

      I chuckle and shake my head. "No."

      "Too bad. I was going to return the favor." She curls her fingers in a claw, and I laugh out loud. Then she makes a fist and shoves it at me. "Hashtag Hottest Uber Ever!"

      I give her a knuckle bump. "You girls stay safe."

      As I pull away, I hear her tell Stella. "Fucking awesome dare, Stell!"
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      Been Jammin' is down the strip from the Excalibur. When I pull in, I drive under the canopy and wait for my turn for valet parking. An older man takes my information, then takes my car. When I enter the building, I notice several things. Like all the other casinos, there are many people coming and going, but unlike the others, there isn't a hotel associated with it.

      When you enter Been Jammin', you step immediately into the casino area, and the sounds of the slot machines hit you. They have their own distinct music. Each time I hear it, I know I'm home.

      I find the sign that says Gentleman's Club, and I head that way, taking my time and enjoying my stroll. Deeper into the casino, I hear "Wheel of Fortune" and the click, click, click of a simulated wheel turning, then someone squeals. They've hit the jackpot. Passing the gambling tables, I stop and take my time to study the limits and dealers. Walking around the whole area knowing if I'm going to play, I want to find the right fit. I need to find a dealer who is engaging the table. Most of the dealers are stiff and polite, but I can see a crowd around one across the area, so I head that way. When I get close enough, I stop and observe a redhead in a tight, black corset with overflowing tits, plump buttocks, and a full table of gamblers. She is laughing, and as she deals, the whole table cheers. People are stopping to watch. She's the one. I'll come back to her table.

      Turning away, I locate again the sign that points to the Gentleman's Club. I pass several stores selling merchandise. When I pass the Steakhouse Restaurant, the aroma smells good, and I decide to eat breakfast there.

      I take my phone out and text Maria.

      
        
        Better make our date lunch.

      

      

      
        
        Okay. :(

      

      

      I smile at the phone and return it to my pocket. She's the best. Just past the restaurant, there is construction going on, and the path narrows. Walking along it, I notice there aren't any signs on the wall saying what is being built, and I wonder if it is to accommodate the Fucking Fantasy expansion.

      When the path opens up, I have arrived at the Gentleman's Club. The atmosphere is set with a small patio style area outside the triple set of entrance doors. Cocktail tables with simple straight back chairs are placed inside the railing, and waitresses clad in nothing more than pasties and G-strings comb the area serving drinks. It's packed, and the sound of conversations buzz over the piped music from inside. At the gate in the railing, there are two hostesses at the podium. I walk over, and they greet me with pleasant smiles. "Good evening, Sir. How may we serve you?"

      "Good evening, ladies. I'm looking for Beverly."

      "She's inside. Is she expecting you?"

      "Later in the evening."

      "I can text her someone is waiting to see her if you like?"

      "Thank you."

      "Sure." She takes her phone. "Who may say is here?"

      "Aurelius Moore."

      Her eyebrows flinch, telling me she wasn't expecting Aurelius, then she begins texting. The other hostess asks me. "May we offer you a drink while you wait?"

      "That would be nice. I'll have Crown neat, please."

      She also takes her phone and sends a text.

      "Beverly will be right out."

      I nod and step back to let another patron approach. While I wait, I examine the banners hanging from the rafters over the area. All of them are advertising a dancer named Surreal, but they appear to be of Brittney Spears, Jennifer Lopez, Katy Perry, and other performers. In the center is the only one that has an unknown dancer. She has black and gold hair, and her face is covered by a bejeweled Mardi Gras mask. The banner shows her gripping a stripper pole at her pussy and doing a full split on it. Her arms are pushing her big tits out of an open heart-shaped hole. Hmm. Her body is fucking hot! I thought Kip said Seary was the headliner, but this girl is definitely the star attraction.

      When I turn back to the hostess podium to ask, I almost knock my drink out of the hands of a nice-looking woman dressed in a red sequined gown. My reflexes catch the drink and stabilize it in her hands. She is unfazed, smiling, and introduces herself. "Mr. Moore, I'm Beverly. Welcome to Been Jammin'. How may I assist you?"

      "I'm going to gamble at table #56. I would appreciate a call when my party arrives."

      "Certainly. I will see to it personally. Have you enjoyed our tables before?"

      "No. I can't say that I have."

      "Well, allow me to register you so you won't have to cash out your chips."

      "I appreciate that."

      "This way." She turns, and I follow as she steps around the patio area and enters a black side door with a key code that is next to invisible to the naked, untrained eye. We step into a plush hallway with doors leading off each side. A showgirl enters with an older gentleman in tow. She escorts him into one of the side doors and closes it. Beverly explains. "This area is reserved for our VIP members. I would be happy to schedule you a tour. My office is right here." She opens the door and waves me inside.

      I enter to find a large office with a desk at one end and a couch, and two sitting chairs framing a coffee table at the other. There are autographed pictures of her with a who's who of icons in the entertainment industry. The celebrities vary from Wayne Newton to Justin Bieber. I step up to the wall and begin scanning all the pictures. While she walks to her desk, takes the laptop off, and goes to sit on to the couch. "Let's get you hooked up."

      I smile at her words, then dig my money clip out of my pocket, unwrap the credit card and hand it to her with a smile.

      She smiles back, closes her computer, stands and takes the card, then walks back to her desk while I sit down and enjoy the drink she brought me. I ask her the questions I have while watching her scan it, knowing it will answer all her questions.

      "Who is Surreal?"

      She glances up. "She's our star performer."

      "Who is Seary?"

      "She's our headliner."

      She opens a drawer and takes a card out, and activates it.

      "How much are your VIP rooms?"

      "That's between you and your choice from our talented dancers." She smiles and hands me both cards. "Present our card whenever you are here in the club. It will be all you need."

      I stand and return them in my pants pocket. "Thanks." Bending back down to pick up my unfinished drink, I ask. "What's the difference between being a star and being a headliner? Besides the money."

      She laughs as she shows me the way we came. "One is an entertainer. One is a dancer." I eye the door at the end of the hall, but it is quiet, and I realize the rooms are completely soundproof. This must be where Seary gives her Fucking Fantasies.

      When she shows me through the hidden side door, I ask. "May I access this door with my card? I'm a very private man."

      She shakes her head. "I'm afraid not. All customers must use the nightclub to enter. I'm sure you understand." She pulls the door closed, making sure it is locked, then smiles at me and says. "It was a pleasure meeting you. I'll send you a notification when your party arrives." I nod and offer my hand to shake. She takes it, and I give her my undivided and unwavering attention, letting my eyes absorb hers. Sometimes a woman needs only the slightest touch to be reminded that they are desirable. I run my thumb lightly over her skin. She inhales a deep breath. "Our staff will take good care of you. If you need my assistance, you need only ask."

      "I appreciate your time tonight, Beverly. Thank you."

      She tilts her head and nods. "It was my pleasure. Rebecca is working at table #56. She'll be expecting you." I give her the same tilting head nod, then walk away. She calls after me. "Good luck. I'll see you again at midnight."

      I raise my hand, acknowledging I heard her.
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      When I arrive at Rebecca's table, there is still a crowd surrounding it and the same five people gambling. Two of them are laughing, and three are not, but all of them have a nice stack of chips. Rebecca looks up and says to me. "Mr. Moore. It's good to see you."

      I grin. "Likewise, Rebecca."

      She smiles and deals another round to the table. She asks as she waits for them to give her direction. "Will you be playing with me tonight?"

      I chuckle. Was that an innuendo? "Perhaps I will get lucky."

      She drops her eyes and grins as she makes her way down the five players with another card. The three who weren't grinning upon my arrival take a hit and bust their hands before she ever shows her card. The first two 'stayed' on the hand dealt, and she flips her card to reveal blackjack. Everyone groans as she leans forward to collect their chips, giving everyone an ample view of her cleavage.

      When she stands back up, I ask her. "How long are you working tonight?"

      "Until dawn." She tells me while she deals another round.

      The first two players take a hit and stay at 17. The next two are at 19. Everyone is smiling. The last one takes a hit and wins with 21. Rebecca turns her card over to reveal she has a Queen and a ten. They groan again. The player on the end looks at me and says. "You can have my spot, bro. Her luck is changing."

      I sit down and hand her my new Been Jammin' card. She swipes it, then slides it back with a large stack of chips. I can feel the eyes of the other gamblers on us. I peel two off the top and push them back to her. She accepts the tip graciously, then turns her attention back to the entire table and says. "Place your bets."

      I put four chips in the betting circle and watch her manicured hands deal the cards. I can tell by the way she handles the deck that she has been a dealer for years. I sit in smiling. The last one takes a hit and wins with 21. Rebecca turns her card over to reveal she has a Queen and a ten. They groan again. The player on the end looks at me and says. "You can have my spot, bro. Her luck is changing."

      I sit down and hand her my new Been Jammin' card. She swipes it, then slides it back with a large stack of chips. I can feel the eyes of the other gamblers on us. I peel two off the top and push them back to her. She accepts the tip graciously, then turns her attention back to the entire table and says. "Place your bets."

      I put four chips in the betting circle and watch her manicured hands deal the cards. I can tell by the way she handles the deck that she has been a dealer for years. I sit in silence, playing each round and paying attention to the cards as they pass through the deck. I'm not an accomplished card counter, but I'm not unskilled when it comes to blackjack either. As it turns out, I do win more chips than I lose.

      After an hour, the original gamblers have all left, and before others take their place, I question her.

      "How long have you worked here?" I push my chips to place my bet.

      "Three years."

      "Have you always been a dealer?"

      "No. I started as a dancer." She deals the hand.

      "Why aren't you dancing now?"

      She smiles. "Better hours and less work."

      "Ah!" I fall silent and tap the table to take a hit. She flips a queen up, and I bust. I lean back and stretch my arms as she takes my chips, enjoying the view. A cocktail waitress stops next to me and asks if I would like a drink. I order my usual, then ask Rebecca as I bet again.

      "So, who is Surreal?"

      "She's our star attraction."

      "Is she any good?"

      She smirks at me, raises an eyebrow, and repeats her statement. "She's our Star attraction!"

      I laugh. "I saw her banner. She must be really good."

      "She's our ...."

      I hold my hand up and stop her, laughing with her.

      "Did you dance with her?"

      "I did."

      "What can you tell me about her?"

      "Nothing."

      I tip my head and say. "Now come on."

      She laughs. "I'm not at liberty to discuss her."

      I slide six chips her way and raise my eyebrows with a smirk on my face.

      She takes the chips. "Thank you. That's very generous of you."

      "I just want to know how good she is."

      She eyes me. "Are you a reporter, a blogger, or ...." She stops short of saying it.

      "A stalker?" I laugh at that. "Do I look like a stalker?"

      She stays serious. "No, but a girl can't be too careful. Why are you asking?"

      "It's business, not personal."

      She studies me. "An agent?"

      "An investor."

      "Ah!" She says, knowing that's the truth.

      I stand up, pull my money clip out, and find a business card to give her.

      She looks at it and says. "She's the STAR attraction because she is unbelievably awesome at what she does."

      I chuckle. "Is that the only answer I'm going to get out of you?"

      She grins, then says. "I truly can't tell you anything other than that because I don't know anything other than that."

      "But you danced with her."

      "Yes. I did."

      The cocktail waitress returns, and I tip her, then ask her. "Who is Surreal?"

      She answers the same way. "She's our star attraction."

      "Can you tell me anything else about her?"

      She says. "No. Top secret." Then walks away to deliver the other drinks on her tray.

      I look back to Rebecca for clarification. "Her identity is top secret?"

      She looks at me with a confused grin. "Yes. No one knows who she really is. They keep her isolated. They don't even tell the other dancers when a performance is scheduled. We had to be ready at the drop of a hat. It was very stressful for me."

      I listen intently, letting her continue.

      "Not the dance routine, but not knowing if it was Surreal or the real deal. A screwup or misstep might mean your career, you know? Some of the celebrities are real bitches." She looks at me, wanting me to agree, but the confused frown on my face makes her laugh. "No. You obviously don't know."

      "I'm confused. What am I missing here?"

      "When there is a 'Surreal' performance," she does quotes with her fingers, "no one knows if the dancer is Surreal or JLo, or Brittany, or Beyoncé."

      "Oh! She's an impersonator!" I laugh.

      "Yes." She joins me. "You didn't know that?"

      "No. I missed that key fact."

      "She's an excellent investment if that is what you want to know."

      A new player sits down, and our conversation ends for several games, then I ask her. "So, do you miss dancing?"

      "Not really." The other player stands. "I enjoy dealing, and the tips can be just as good." She smiles at him. He smiles back and slides her a chip. She thanks him, and he leaves. She deals another game to me.

      "What can you tell me about Seary?" I ask for a hit by touching my cards.

      She smirks as she flips one up for me. "She's our headliner."

      I smirk back and cover my cards. "Did you dance with her too?"

      "Yes. I did, and she's the real reason you're asking these questions."

      I laugh. "Busted. Tell me about her." Leaning forward, I rest my forearms on the table and study her. "Is she any good?"

      She laughs. "She's our headliner. Of course, she is good." She takes two cards and loses.

      When she pushes my winnings to me, I ask. "Can you talk about her?"

      "Yes. I can talk all day about her."

      "So talk." I tip her two chips, then push four more at her. She eyes them, and I lay my hand down on top of them, covering them. "Tell me everything you know about Seary."

      She laughs out loud. "She's great! The best dancer I've ever had the pleasure of sharing the stage with."

      "What makes her so special?"

      "Special? She's not just special. She's unforgettable." I laugh at that over-the-top analysis, and she says. "I'm serious. She is more than a natural talent. She's a phenom." I smirk, and she gets defensive. "I'm telling you straight up. Her dance interpretation is so unique!" She looks away, remembering. "It's really amazing the way she lets go, getting into the music and the moment. There is no counting, no thinking, just pure art." She looks back. "Seary is one of those dancers that comes along once in a lifetime." She looks back at me. "You'll get to
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