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Dedicated to the amazing female strippers who made Hardbodies Entertainment of Arkansas a legitimate entertainment agency along with me. While I always knew they gave me more credit than I afforded myself, this became fully apparent upon my retirement from all aspects of the industry during the writing of this book. I’ll never forget our wild nights.

	Special thanks to Tori for sharing her firsthand insight into girls who like girls.
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I need you to bend over and assume the position.

	 

	
June

	 

	“Oh my God,” Sarah sighs, “You smell delicious.”

	The birthday girl’s face buried in Magnum’s neck while he grinds and thrusts on her lap. His chest tight against her tits. Cock dangerously close to her pussy. Her arms wrapped around him as they simulate fucking before a live audience. Rocking it poolside. Cheers fill the warm, early June night air along with “Salt Shaker” by Ying Yang Twins. She’s in a leopard print bathing suit. A multicolored beach towel around her waist like a makeshift skirt. Perfectly anticipating summer’s arrival days from now. The bright patio light casting long shadows across them. Twenty people gathered around. Watching in awe. Including Candi, his newest talent acquisition and stripping partner in crime tonight, as he shows everyone how it’s fucking done.

	Candi came aboard two weeks prior and he was instantly taken with her. Beautiful and charming. Selling him on her dependability and passion for entertaining audiences. Sweet and innocent yet sexually adventurous with a taste for both men and women. An ideal female stripper for his young exotic entertainment agency. Receiving its share of bachelor party bookings but just as many for events with coed audiences. As well as for female audiences wanting a girl. Either solo or in tandem with a male stripper. Candi is tailor-made for those latter parties. The client for tonight’s party, a woman named Pamela, booking her alongside him with the male guests in mind.

	There’s been sexual tension between Magnum and Candi from the start. A mutual attraction sparked during their initial phone conversation. Growing steadily after meeting in person. As he took glamour shots of her for prospective clients. Even as he helped her dress before the shoot. His hand brushing against her silky thighs while attaching garter belt straps to sheer black stockings. Inherently naughty as he may be, he’d sworn to himself upon launching his agency that he’d never fool around with the girls. Worried about coming across like some casting couch goon. Refusing to create unnecessary drama when there would inevitably be more than enough already.

	Like any good entrepreneur, he started his business for the sole objective of making money. Not for fucking female strippers and applicants. Nor to avoid working. On the contrary, this venture is a way to ensure his talents and self-discipline are better rewarded compared to every “real” job he’s had. Driving from Little Rock to Sherwood tonight was a surreal experience for him. Something he did every day until a few months ago after quitting his job and going into business. And here he was. Back in the town where it sort of all began. This time navigating the streets of Sherwood at night. And for an entirely different objective. Having a beautiful woman by his side truly confirmed to him that his life has already changed forever in ways he hasn’t had time to consider. Until tonight.

	Candi is experiencing a similar moment of clarity. This night marks her private party debut. Not just for Magnum’s agency. This is her first private party performance ever. All her prior experience acquired working in upscale gentlemen’s clubs on the East Coast. Upon moving back to Arkansas and discovering the drug-infested mess that is every strip club in the state, she went looking for something different. And here she is. Her anticipation sky-high for the audience, Magnum, and herself. Excited and nervous all at once for this new chapter in her stripping career. And feeling more comfortable by the minute in his company.

	These two sexy cops greeted with raucous shock and enthusiasm upon entering this suburban backyard party. Candi watching and learning as Magnum declared the event over. Demanding to speak with Sarah. After failing to satisfactorily explain herself, he made her stand, bend over, and assume the position. Frisking her. Running his hands up between her legs before revealing to everyone she’s been in this position before while humping her butt. Laughter ensued as he made her take a seat, placed her in handcuffs, and informed her that she’s in violation of penal code 6969. Candi started the music on his cue. “Bad Boys” by Inner Circle blasted from his audio system. At which point he straddled his shy yet excited birthday girl.

	Magnum continues dancing on Sarah, who gleefully accepts this hot stranger all over her. He tears off his shirt. Placing her hands on his rock-hard pecs before guiding them down his abs. When the belt comes off, he has her stand and assume the position once more for a birthday spanking. Having her grab the waistband of his tear-away pants. Stepping backward out of them to everyone’s delight. Down to a black g-string and cowboy boots. Falling forward and catching the edge of her chair. Placing his face between her thighs. Moving up her legs. Along her torso. Rubbing his face in her ample breasts before they’re face to face.

	He turns around and straddles her. Falling forward once again. Landing on his hands. Simultaneously kicking his legs backward. Squeezing her thighs. Positioned crotch to crotch. She spanks his bare ass after much audience encouragement. He turns to face her again. Running his fingers through her hair. Stroking her cheek while lowering himself face to face with her. His chest again pressed against her tits. Losing himself in her eyes. She can’t stop giggling with her eyes lost in his too. He places her hands on his butt. She holds on as they bump and grind against each other. His cock grows bigger and harder. Feeling the warmth coming from her pussy. She’s embarrassed as hell but still losing herself in the moment. Totally going for it.

	“Don’t worry. She’s single,” Pamela announces, “You can do anything you want to her.”

	“Stop it!” Sarah giggles with embarrassment while everyone else laughingly concurs.

	Magnum gestures Candi to retrieve the can of Reddi-wip from his stripping bag. She removes the plastic cap and tosses it to him. He shakes it before applying a line of whipped cream to Sarah’s cleavage. Putting his head down. Running his tongue between her breasts. Licking it all up. Her heart racing as more cheers fill the air around them. He takes two dollars of her tip money. Placing one bill between her tits. The other between her thighs. Against her pussy. Dropping to his knees. Placing his face in her lap. Grabbing the first dollar with his teeth. Tossing it aside and moving up. Removing the second one from her girls the same way to more cheers.

	“Okay, rookie,” he motions Candi to join him for her moment of truth while dollar bills are shoved in his g-string, “It’s your turn.”

	Magnum straddles one of Sarah’s legs. Candi positions herself over the other. “Get Low” by Lil Jon plays as Candi removes her sexy female cop costume. Down to a black bikini top, g-string, and platforms. She turns around, bends over, and wiggles her butt at the birthday girl, who gives in after a few seconds and spanks it. Sliding dollar bills in her g-string. He reaches over and unties Candi’s bikini top. She lets it fall off. Standing and shaking her liberated titties to her approving audience. He sprays more Reddi-wip on Sarah’s chest.

	“It’s your turn,” Magnum instructs Candi.

	“Oh Lord,” Sarah squeaks nervously yet curiously.

	Candi turns and drops low. Licking whipped cream from the birthday girl’s cleavage as they giggle together. Candi’s stripper self-confidence full throttle. Taking the Reddi-wip from him and applying some to his nipples.

	“We’ll do it together,” she orders the birthday girl.

	The audience wracked with giddiness as Candi and Sarah each take a nipple. Giggling while licking and sucking them free of whipped cream. Their mouths and tongues are magic. Making him tremble slightly. Candi notices and smiles sassily at him. Never one to hesitate when it comes to upping the ante, he snatches his Reddi-wip from Candi and decorates her nipples. Inviting Sarah to join him in sharing a naughty snack. Her self-confidence also now in full effect. Instantly latching onto Candi’s left breast as he takes the right. Candi grabs their heads. Smothering them with her titties while they swirl their tongues over her nipples. The audience now truly beside themselves in shock and awe at witnessing this naughty spectacle.

	“What happens at my birthday party stays at my birthday party,” Sarah lectures her friends.

	They laugh in agreement as Magnum and Candi begin devoting attention to them. He takes his turn with every woman. She does the same with each man. And a few of the more curious girls. Their g-strings filled with cash over and over. Passing the Reddi-wip back and forth until nearly gone. He can’t believe how amazing a team they make. Owning their audience. Dominating them. Keeping them overstimulated while raking in a growing pile of hard-earned money.

	“So, this is the first time you two have worked together?” Sarah asks her strippers and they nod in agreement, “Does that mean you’ve never given each other a lap dance?”

	“Nope,” Magnum answers while Candi shakes her head.

	“You totally should right now,” Sarah excitedly handles the last of her tip money.

	It’s a valid point. He’s already exchanged lap dances with the other girls he represents as a matter of professional familiarity if you will. Representing nothing beyond demonstrating a shared skill for one another. At most satisfying each side’s curiosity as to how the other does it.

	So, it’s no big deal when Magnum has Candi take the hot seat to “Hot in Herre” by Nelly. He’s in no mood for a buildup. Straddling his new stripping partner. Sliding his torso down hers. She grabs his ass. Spreading her legs. His cock once again growing bigger and harder. Thrusting it against her pussy. Grinding against it. Feeling her become hotter and wetter. Dropping to his knees. Placing her feet on his shoulders and rising. Holding her legs up against her. Humping her pussy with his cock. Staring aggressively into her eyes. Oh God, he wants to fuck her. But he promised himself he wouldn’t. Lowering her legs as he drops again to his knees.

	He adds more Reddi-wip to her nipples. Licking and sucking them long after the whipped cream is gone. She holds his head. Shaking her tits on his face as he moves between them. Back and forth. They can’t hear the audiences howling and shrieking in approval, but they feel it. And he feels Sarah shoving dollar bills in his g-string. He pulls back. Spraying Reddi-wip on Candi’s inner thighs and around her pussy. Licking each one from the knee up, then circling her pussy. Making her tremble. Unable to stop himself. Pulling her g-string aside. Touching her clit with his tongue. She immediately grabs his head with both hands. Forcing his tongue inside her. Moaning as he licks her soaking wet pussy back and forth. Her girl juices so sweet and delicious. He feels more cash going into his g-string.

	The instant he removes his face from Candi’s pussy she stands and guides him to take her place. Immediately sitting on his lap. Gyrating her hips. Rubbing her throbbing pussy against his raging cock. Rising slightly to smother his face with her titties. Shaking them back and forth. Letting her nipples slide across his tongue. He spanks and squeezes her bare ass. She drops to her knees. Removing his now-massive cock from its g-string prison. Placing it between her tits. Stroking every inch as they titty-fuck. People lining up to shove dollars in her g-string. He can see on their faces how much they enjoy this spectacle. He rationalizes his breaking of an arbitrary rule to giving his audience what it wants. This is simply he and Candi being consummate professional entertainers.

	She empties the Reddi-wip can on the length of his cock. Licking slowly from balls to head. Consuming every bit of whipped cream. Looking into his eyes seductively. Swirling her tongue around his head. Taking his entire shaft down her throat. Sucking him to perfection. Their audience cheering and screaming louder than ever now. His juices flowing like crazy into her mouth. Sarah sliding her last dollar into Candi’s g-string. His partner in crime lifts her head. Raising her arms in the air to demand applause for this improvised pièce de résistance. Applause received in deafening spades as their birthday girl hugs them both.

	Magnum grabs a white bath towel from his bag. Wrapping it around his waist before he and Candi lead their audience through one big dance party to end the show. Both strippers in the center with Sarah. The others surrounding them as “Yeah” by Usher cuts through the night. An apropos conclusion to an exotic entertainment performance for the ages.

	Things wind down and audience members begin drifting from the circle to jump back into the pool, grab more refreshments, or sit down and recuperate from the previous action-packed hour. Pamela leads Magnum and Candi to a bedroom where they can change. They return to find a freshly grilled burger and cold beer waiting for each of them. They thank her for the hospitality as they’re now starving after all that physical exertion. Eating while chatting with her, Sarah, and a few surrounding guests. Answering their questions about stripping and his agency. Continually praising the show and thanking them for coming. Wishing them the best when they finish their meal and head out. But not before posing for one last photo with their birthday girl. The three of them embracing a final time before the two strippers say their goodnights and depart.

	“Thanks for getting me this party,” Candi expresses her gratitude as she and Magnum exit the back gate and leave the sounds of birthday celebration behind them.

	“Thank you for doing it,” he comes back without hesitation, “They totally loved us. This should definitely help word of mouth.”

	“I hope I was okay,” she muses with sincerity.

	“You were excellent,” he assures her.

	“I’m glad,” she breathes a sigh of relief, “So were you.

	“Thank you,” he replies.

	They stash their gear in the trunk of his car. Leaving them standing there. Looking at each other. Until an unexplained force has them gripping each other tightly. Their lips locked together. Tongues dancing. Underneath a streetlight bathing them in its soft illumination. Now he’s crossing even further the line he drew for himself. It’s one thing for him and a female stripping partner to be somewhat intimate for performance sake with the right audience. That’s to be expected. But there is no audience right now. Other than the night. Bearing witness to their giving into carnal desires building since she first contacted him. It’s now official. They’re going to fuck. Self-imposed rules upon himself be damned.

	And they can’t get to fucking fast enough. Racing down U.S. 67/U.S. 167 from Sherwood to North Little Rock, I-30 to Little Rock, and then I-630 across town back to his place. Weaving through traffic in this concrete jungle of industry and mass consumerism. Alternating his right hand between the gearshift and her knee. Her thigh. Her pussy. Massaging it through her increasingly damp yoga pants. She reaches over and rubs his denim-imprisoned cock. Growing bigger and harder with each passing moment. He imagines what it would be like if she leaned over and sucked him on the highway. She’d probably do it at his suggestion, but he’s still getting over his moral dilemma. “What would Billy Idol do?” he asks himself as the platinum one serenades them in the midnight hour. He’d make Candi cry more, more, more with a rebel yell. And that’s exactly what Magnum is going to do.

	Barely through his front door when they begin kissing insatiably. Reaching his hand down her yoga pants. Her pussy drenched. He has no problem sliding his middle finger inside. Massaging her g-spot while she unbuttons his 501s. Mercifully freeing his cock. Gripping it tightly. Stroking it back and forth. Their knees getting weak. Buckling as they fight to stay standing. Moving his other hand down the rear of her pants. Squeezing her bare ass for added arousal and stability.

	“You really do smell delicious,” she kisses and licks his neck.

	“So do you,” he does the same to her and honestly can’t remember the last time he wanted to fuck someone this badly, “I need a shower.”

	“Ooh… Me too,” she responds.

	Magnum takes Candi by the hand. Leading her to the master bedroom. Turning on the nightstand lamp. She slips off her flip flops as he removes her t-shirt. Freeing her girls once again. She pulls down her yoga pants. Facing away, she bends over and removes them. He lingers on her sexy butt. Making his juices flow even more. She turns around and removes his t-shirt. He takes off his cowboy boots and socks before pulling down his jeans and stepping out of them. Taking a few seconds to bask in the thrill of them being totally naked together. Putting on some music before leading her to the bathroom. Embracing and kissing while awaiting hot water. He steps into the shower and guides her by the hand to join him.

	He wastes no time pulling her tight against him. Kissing her passionately as hot water covers their smooth skin. “Can U Deliver” by Armored Saint joins them from the bedroom. He’s in a headbanging mood. Grabbing the soap. Lathering it up. Rubbing it all over her tits.

	“You were a very dirty girl tonight, Candi,” he taunts her playfully.

	“Well…” she giggles, “Someone was a very dirty boy tonight.”

	“Who me?” he asks with faux shock.

	“Yeah you,” she sasses.

	They resume kissing as he slides his hand down her stomach. Rubbing soap on her pussy. Massaging her clit and lips. Fingering her. Teasing her g-spot. She closes her eyes and moans. Her pussy getting tighter and wetter. Both trembling while she orgasms. Him too.

	“I just had an orgasm,” she confesses with an endearing wide-eyed innocence.

	“Me too,” he reveals.

	“Really?” she asks, “I thought guys couldn’t do that.”

	“They can if they embrace sensuality,” he explains, “It’s totally possible for a man to orgasm without ejaculating,” he smacks her ass, “And it leads to a whole new level of male sexual dominance.”

	“Ooh...” she bends over, “Dominate me, Magnum,” wiggling her sexy round butt at him as he squeezes and massages her cheeks before spanking them, “Oh yeah! Spank my ass!”

	She faces him and takes the soap. Lathering up his chest. Rubbing her titties on him. Then rubbing soap on his cock and balls. Stroking his shaft. He leans back against the wall. Closing his eyes. Her adorable giggling and magic touch making his juices flow like crazy. Moaning and sighing. She leans forward and gently bites his bottom lip as they orgasm again. He opens his eyes to the sexiest facial expression he’s ever seen. It’s like she can’t believe what’s overcome her right now, yet she’s loving every second of it. His face telling her the same. It’s all too much as he spins them around. Pressing her back against the wall. Kissing her deeply. She reaches around and smacks his ass.

	“I can dominate you too,” she laughs.

	“We’ll just see about that, missy,” he playfully points his finger in her face.

	“I guess we will, mister,” she smiles devilishly.

	They laugh as he kisses his way down to her tits. Taking her right breast in his mouth. Swirling his tongue around her nipple. Sucking while rapidly flicking. Repeating with her left breast. Looking in her eyes the entire time. She holds his head to her chest with both hands. Kissing down her stomach and dropping to his knees. Grabbing her leg and guiding her foot onto the edge of the tub. She braces herself in the corner. Now shaking with anticipation while he licks each inner thigh before lapping her pussy in a long slow stroke from back to front. Burying his face between her legs. Tasting her sweet juices as they stream forth. Fingering her again while licking and sucking her clit. Hot water streaming down his cheeks while devouring her throbbing pussy. His cock achingly hard as she moans and screams. Feeling her cum on his face.

	“Oh my God, Magnum,” she catches her breath, “I just came.”

	“Yes, you did, naughty girl,” he stands, “You came all over my face.”

	“Mmm…” she coos while tasting her own sweetness on his lips as they kiss.

	“Your turn,” Candi announces.

	He presses his back in the corner. Holding onto her waist. She licks and sucks his nipples. Looking up at him with a smile that is simultaneously evil and sweet. So fucking sexy. So soft and gentle with her mouth and tongue. Bringing chills to his body despite being continuously sprayed with hot water. He strokes her increasingly wet hair. Keeping her face free of rogue strands.

	“Aww…” she’s genuinely touched by the gesture.

	She kisses her way down his stomach. Dropping to her knees. He pushes his butt tighter against the wall. Placing his hands on her shoulders for stability as she grabs his cock. Stroking it while licking and sucking his balls. Taking each in her mouth. Gently circling her tongue around them. Kissing them. His precum gushing forth. He shakes and moans. Struggling to stay upright while she teases him.

	“Fuck it. I can’t wait any longer,” she takes his cock down her throat in one fell swoop.

	He’s beyond impressed. And orgasmic as fuck. Feeling every muscle fiber in his body growing tighter and tighter. Until the pressure releases all at once. The sensation of her tongue swirling around his head and shaft. Teasing his frenulum. Probing his cock hole as he releases a tidal wave of juices into her mouth. He orgasms again. Pressing his arms against the walls. Fighting to stay upright in his corner.

	“Do you ever cum from head?” she looks up at him.

	“No. That’s not to say I’m not loving every second of this. You’re fucking amazing,” he assures her, “But I’d rather cum in your pussy anyway.”

	“I want that so badly,” she reaches over and shuts off the water.

	They help each other out of the shower. Drying off before he pushes her back into the bedroom. Literally pushing her in there. A primal instinct overtaking him. Smacking her ass repeatedly towards the bed. “Lay it Down” by Ratt tears from the speakers.

	“Get your sexy fucking ass on that bed,” he commands with another slap on her butt.

	She giggles while following orders. He joins her. Without warning, she forces him on his back. Holding down his wrists. Getting on top of him.

	“You’re not the only one who can play rough,” she laughs.

	“I can’t wait a second longer,” he confesses, “I have to know.”

	“Me too,” she nods in agreement.

	Candi straddles Magnum. Sliding her pussy onto his massive cock. She’s unbelievably tight yet so drenched that she has no problem taking in every inch of him without hesitation. It hits them both. They’ve crossed that imaginary line. He’s now fucking one of his female strippers. And she’s fucking her agent. But they’ll lament the issue later. Right now, they’re living in the moment. He grabs her waist. Lifting her up and down. She tosses her head back and sighs. Falling forward onto him. Lips locking. Tongues dancing. Squeezing her ass, he thrusts his cock relentlessly inside her pussy. Her juices gushing while thrusting back on his cock. Her face buried in his neck. He spreads her cheeks. Running his middle finger from the top of her crack to the bottom. Brushing lightly across her asshole. She kisses and licks his neck more aggressively. Curiosity gets the best of him. Placing his finger in his mouth. Getting it wet before returning to her butthole. Gently penetrating her backdoor with his fingertip. Heart racing while awaiting her response.

	“Ooh… That’s nice,” she breathes in his ear.

	“You like that?” he asks softly with a hint of nervousness.

	“Mmm-hmm…” she confirms, “I love having my ass played with.”

	Breathing a sigh of relief, he fingers her butt while pumping her throbbing pussy with his aching cock. They resume kissing while he double penetrates her. Both moaning louder and louder. She lifts her head. He leans in and sucks her tits. She rubs them on his face. They laugh. It’s too many moving parts. Both his cock and finger slide out of her slippery holes. They laugh even harder as he flips her on her back. Getting on top. Reinserting his hard cock into her tight pussy. Wrapping his arms around her. Pressed against each other. She wraps her legs around his back. Thrusting violently against each other. Moving closer to cumming.

	“Oh God, I want to fuck you so bad!” he fiercely states matter of factly.

	“Fuck me, baby!” she demands in a raspy bedroom growl that’s possibly the sexiest thing he’s ever heard and quite the contrast from her sweet country drawl.

	“I am, Candi!” he shouts for the world to hear, “I’m fucking you so fucking deep and hard!”

	“Yes you are, Magnum!” she moans loudly, “You are fucking my pussy so deep and so fucking hard!”

	He gazes at her in the dim amber glow of the nightstand lamp. The breeze of the ceiling fan above providing a welcome chill to his skin. She tilts her head back. Grabbing the pillow underneath. Fighting to keep from shattering into a million tiny pieces. He feels her heart about to pound out of her chest. The escalating sexual tension of the past two weeks finally reaching its breaking point. At the risk of rationalizing to himself, he thinks about how they needed to explore this. There was something between them demanding that they know each other intimately. The same thoughts fill her mind too as they reach their shared climax. Neither knows what effect this will have upon their working relationship but can’t worry about that right now.

	Candi screams like a banshee. Her pussy ejaculating warm girl juices all over Magnum. He can no longer hold back. His cock exploding deep inside her pussy. Filling her sugar walls with scalding hot cum. Burning him the entire way out. Holding back since the party. Since they played with each other before an enthusiastic audience. Now they’re cumming together. Wave and wave. They embrace for dear life. Shaking profusely. Screaming their way through agonizing bliss. Gladly suffering the glorious pain of sweet release in each other’s arms. Comforting themselves with wet kisses. Surviving this together. Screams become heavy breathing when the anguish of white-knuckle pleasure subsides. And then uncontrollable laughter as he rolls over next to her.

	“So…” she giggles half-jokingly, “Is every night like this for you?” 

	“I wish,” he shakes his head, “My life is more boring than most people assume.”

	“I know what you mean,” she nods, “Mine too.”

	“You want a beer?” he gets up.

	“That sounds great,” she watches him head for the kitchen, “Thank God for that ass!”

	“Right back at you!” he laughs while tossing a bag of popcorn in the microwave.

	He’s laughing not only at that compliment but at the entire night. Starting to feel that he might have fucked up. Yet marveling at how seamlessly and naturally everything between them is progressing. Grabbing two beers from the fridge. Collecting everything in his arms and rejoining Candi on the bed.

	“It’s like a sexy picnic,” she giggles.

	“That’s right,” he agrees, “Like a nudist resort, but without the ugly people.”

	“Oh my God,” she nearly chokes, “You’re so right,” pausing to look at him, “You just make me laugh.”

	“Because I’m funny looking,” he responds with the goofiest expression he can conjure.

	“No, it’s because you make me feel so good,” she clarifies, “And you are so fucking hot.”

	“Thank you,” he’s consumed by flattery because, no matter how many times he hears that, it always gets to him, “And so are you. Candi.”

	“Aww… You have no idea how much that means to me coming from you,” she coos before pausing to take a sip, “Honestly, that was one of the reasons I contacted you. Aside from not wanting to dance in the clubs here, I was very interested in working with you. Not only do you instantly come across as focused and professional, but I was curious to know you better.”

	He’s at a loss for words. Choked up. Grabbing her knee while thinking of a verbal response.

	“I’m so happy you did,” he finally musters, “I was instantly taken with your photos and background along with how charming and professional you came across. I wanted to know you better too. Although I hadn’t planned on this. I hope I didn’t take things too far tonight.”

	“Not at all,” Candi shakes her head and smiles, “We made an excellent team tonight. And now I like to think we’re good friends too. Why can’t friends make each other feel good sometimes?”

	“I like the way you think,” he concedes, “Right now, I’m married to this agency. Doing everything to ensure we all make lots of money. As for my personal life… I have no fucking clue what I want,” he pauses, “Maybe this is what I need right now.”

	“I feel the same way,” she agrees, “I just uprooted and came home to Arkansas. It’s all still sinking in. And I’m not sure what I want either.”

	They take turns tossing popcorn into each other’s mouth with “Hysteria” by Def Leppard filling the air. Laughing and joking as the conversation turns naughty.

	“I was really taking a chance earlier when I fingered your ass,” he confides, “It was an urge that overcame me. And I just went with it.”

	“Oh, I’m so glad you did,” she admits, “I’m all about getting fucked in the ass.”

	Now it’s his turn to nearly choke. And nearly fall off the bed as she grabs onto him.

	“I’m sorry,” he laughs, “I just wasn’t prepared for that.”

	“Am I saying too much?” she asks with concern.

	“No, not at all,” he assures her, “It makes me feel good that we can talk about our sexual interests.”

	“Me too,” she agrees, “You make it so easy for me.”

	“You make it easy for me too,” he responds before taking another sip, “So, tell me about getting fucked in the ass.”

	“Well, I’ve only ever done it with my ex-boyfriend, who’s like the only actual boyfriend I’ve ever had,” she explains, “I didn’t think I’d like it. I always thought it sounded painful. But we got bored one night and decided to try it. We took our time and a lot of lube as he slowly worked his cock inside my ass. I couldn’t believe how incredible it felt once I loosened up and he was all the way in. Like one orgasm after another with every stroke. My pussy got so fucking wet. I came so hard that I squirted all over him. It was unbelievable.”

	“Wow,” he catches his breath after enduring the intensity of her storytelling.

	“What about you?” she inquires, “Surely you’ve buttfucked a few girls.”

	“Only one,” he confesses while flattered by her assumption, “An ex-girlfriend. I never liked her.”

	“Why did you date a girl you didn’t like?” she asks, “I’m sorry. That’s probably too personal a question.”

	“Not at all,” he shakes his head, “Being a pretty girl, you know what it’s like for people to tell you to beware of guys wanting to take advantage of you.”

	“Oh yeah,” she agrees, “It’s the story of my life.”

	“It’s a different story for pretty boys,” he explains, “You’re supposed to give in to a girl if she likes you whether or not you like her. And the same older women who tell you to be picky when it comes to men? They’d trick me into bed the first chance they got.”

	“You know…” she briefly ponders this revelation before nodding her head, “I can totally see that.”

	“Anyway,” he gets the conversation back on track, “I dated this girl for several months. She was into anal, so I’d fuck her in the ass here and there. It was alright. It felt good, and she made me cum. I just wish it’d been with someone I like.”

	“I totally get that,” she muses, “Like, I wouldn’t let just any cock in my ass. Or in my pussy for that matter.”

	“I can tell,” he smiles at her before continuing, “One thing I’m into is eating ass. Well, I would be if I could find a girl to do it with. And if I didn’t feel embarrassed about it.”

	“You shouldn’t be embarrassed,” she strokes his arm, “I’ve never done it, but I’ve fantasized about it too. Both giving and receiving. With guys and girls.”

	“Ooh… With girls?” he gets intrigued, “Actually, it was seeing it in girl on girl porn that piqued my interest.”

	“Then what are we waiting for?” she sets her beer on the nightstand and lies on her stomach, “Do what you want to me.”

	Magnum feels no need to argue. He lies upon Candi. Kissing her neck and shoulders. Grinding his reinvigorated cock against her ass. Pressing it between her cheeks. She sighs. He sits up. Massaging her shoulders and back. Humping her butt. He drops forward. Kissing and licking down her spine until reaching her magnificent booty. Caressing her round cheeks with his mouth as she trembles. Massaging them. Then giving each one a firm slap.

	“Have I been a naughty girl?” she asks sassily.

	“You’ve been very naughty,” he playfully scolds her, “It’s time for you to take your licks, missy.”

	She giggles and sighs while he squeezes her ass. Slowly dragging his tongue along the length of her crack from bottom to top. Then back. Deeper this time. Both strippers shaking with anticipation when he spreads her cheeks wide open. Revealing her asshole. So pretty and pink. Like a forbidden pearl within a soft, bouncy shell. It’s so fucking sexy like the rest of her. In the course of a few hours, he’s gone from refusing to fuck any of his female entertainers to being seconds away from eating one’s ass.

	He leans down. Licking inside her crack and around her butthole. Teasing the same way as when he eats pussy. She coos softly. Chills cover their bodies. It’s time for the moment of truth. Allowing a little saliva to drip from his mouth to her tight little booty hole. Touching it with the tip of his tongue. She moans and stretches as he circles her delicate ridges. She’s so sweet. Like candy. Feeling an orgasm build within him. He’s finally fucking doing it. Finally licking a girl’s asshole for the first time. And it’s better than he ever imagined. Of all the girls he’s experienced sexual firsts with, Candi is easily the best. His newfound confidence in eating ass kicks into overdrive. Licking more vigorously. She encourages him with her reactions. He spreads her cheeks even wider. Opening her butthole and pressing his warm wet tongue deep inside. Face buried in her ass. Sliding his tongue in and out while she humps his face with her butt.

	“Oh my God. Your tongue feels incredible in my ass,” she sighs, “You’re a fucking natural.”

	“Thank you,” he replies coyly.

	Magnum continues licking Candi’s yummy butthole like there’s no tomorrow. Holding her cheeks open with his face and left hand. Moving the right to her pussy. Running his middle finger along it before penetrating her soaking wet hole. Massaging her g-spot while eating her ass. She moans louder. He’s making her tighter and wetter. Fingering her pussy and tonguing her asshole simultaneously. Rubbing his hard, throbbing cock on the comforter. Juices flowing relentlessly. His entire body tingling. Trying not to shake. Every muscle fiber in his body contracting tighter and tighter. He feels her experiencing the same thing. Until it’s all too much and they release together. He moves back on top of her. His cock firmly between her cheeks. Coating her crack with precum. He kisses her neck and shoulders. She turns her head to face him. Eagerly taking his tongue in her mouth to his twisted delight.

	“Mmm…” she giggles, “My ass tastes yummy.”

	“Yes, it does,” he barely manages past his lips as embarrassment overcomes him.

	“Okay,” she gives him a reassuring smile, “My turn to eat some sexy ass.”

	He slides off and she gets on her knees. Straddling him, Sitting on his ass. Grinding her wet pussy on his cheeks. Massaging his back and shoulders. Making his body limp as he enters a rare state of total relaxation. Normally living in a state of tenseness. Constantly feeling he must prove himself. Not yet having earned the right to take it easy on occasion. He’d probably make an excellent Calvinist if not for the whole stripping thing. He assumes they also frown upon eating ass. But she has no such reservations. Bending down. Kissing down his back. Caressing and licking every inch of his cheeks before spanking them.

	“Now I get to spank you, naughty boy,” she states proudly.

	“Who me?” he asks coyly.

	“Yes, you,” she continues spanking him lightly, “You have been a very naughty boy tonight. It’s time for you to take your licks, mister,” spreading his cheeks wide open as they laugh, “Oh my God,” she whispers breathlessly.

	Not wasting any time, she dives right in. Circling his butthole with her tongue. Pushing it inside him. Just as thrilled as he was to be eating ass for the first time. Nearly overcome with disbelief that she’s sharing this experience for the first time with such a hot and sexy guy. It’s just everything about him that gets her motor running. Not only his looks but kind nature and playfulness as well. Even his serious side. His naked ambition with running his business and performing for audiences is undeniably charming. Even if it results in some degree of a proverbial wall between him and the rest of the world.

	“Mmm…” she moans, “Guess what?”

	“What?” he asks.

	“I’m totally kissing your ass right now,” she giggles.

	“You make me laugh,” he informs her superfluously while laughing.

	“That’s because I’m funny looking,” she makes a goofy face when he glances back.

	“Whatever,” he scoffs, “You’re fucking gorgeous.”

	“Aww…” her heart melts, “That makes me want to French kiss your ass,” she slides her tongue deep inside his asshole.

	She buries her face between his cheeks. He sighs and stretches from head to toe. Grabbing the pillow underneath his head. Squeezing it tightly. Like he wants to do with her when they go to sleep after this. That is if she wants to spend the night. And even then, that’s if she wants to sleep in his bed and not in the guestroom. Realizing he’s probably getting way ahead of himself. Although not sure why he’s worried about being too forward now that each of them has tasted the other’s butthole. He feels his new favorite stripper grinding her pussy on the comforter as she continues eating his ass. Licking and tonguing it with unbridled enthusiasm. Cooing and giggling nonstop to both the act and his reactions. He shakes and moans while she squeezes his cheeks. Swirling her magical tongue around his asshole. Bringing them both to another orgasm.

	“Mmm…” she sighs “You taste so sweet.”

	She crawls upon him. Her warm titties feel amazing on his cold back. She rubs them all over him. Kissing his neck and shoulders. He glances at her to be greeted by her lips.

	“Oh my God, that was so much fun,” she gushes, “I’m so glad you suggested it.”

	“I think you suggested it,” he counters.

	“No,” she shakes her head, “It was you. I simply went into stripper mode and made you feel comfortable about your fantasy. Because you totally should. And it was better than I ever imagined. So sexy and intimate. I loved it.”

	“I feel the same way,” he admits while she rolls off him. 

	The night becomes surreal. Magnum and Candi enter a dreamlike trance. Neither speaking a word yet conversing nonstop in body language. His physiology overtaking him. Reaching into the nightstand and removing a bottle of strawberry Astroglide. Candi slides her legs off the bed. Bent over. Grabbing a pillow. Embracing it tightly against her chest. He’s intoxicated by her willfully compromised position. Warming lubricant between his fingers. Dropping to his knees. Pulling one cheek open with his free hand. She reaches back and holds the other. His tongue revisits her delicious asshole. It’s even sweeter this time. Growing completely relaxed with his new kink. Licking in and around her butthole while she moans softly. 

	He circles her sexy pink hole with his middle finger. Coating it with Astroglide. Gently pressing the tip inside. Patiently allowing her to relax more and more. Pushing his finger inside. One knuckle at a time. Until it’s all the way in. Rubbing the velvety walls of her forbidden love tunnel. She moans and trembles. He’s trembling too. Butterflies fill his stomach. His mouth getting dry. Wracked with nerves and excitement all at once. She’s now loose enough to take his index finger too. Rocking her butt against his hand while he slides his fingers in and out. She breathes heavily. Hugging her pillow even tighter. He can barely breathe as the inevitable arrives. This won’t be the first time he’s fucked a girl in the ass. Yet it’s already guaranteed to be the best anal experience he’s ever had. Although he’s still not sure his cock will fit. But he’s about to find out.

	Magnum slowly removes his fingers and fills his hand with more Astroglide. Generously lubricating his achingly hard cock while tasting Candi again along with the flavor of strawberry. His tongue slides effortlessly insider her butthole. She squeezes her pillow even tighter in ecstatic anticipation. He spreads her cheeks wide open. Pressing the head of his cock against her asshole. Hands shaking. His stomach packed with butterflies. He gently pushes his pelvis forward. She takes a deep breath before he penetrates her bubble butt with patience. First his head. Then his shaft. Inch by inch as she loosens up entirely. Taking his entire cock deep inside her ass. He grabs her cheeks tightly. They thrust against each other slowly and gently. Taking their time. Getting to know each other even more intimately. The whole room spinning around them. “Get it Right” by Raven amps the tempo to eleven. They break their silence with moans and screams of agonized delight. He fucks her ass deep and hard. She fucks his cock right back. Equally hard with every stroke.

	“Do it, Magnum,” she sighs aggressively, “Fuck me in the ass.”

	“Oh, I’m doing it, Candi,” he breathes heavily, “I’m fucking your ass deep and hard.”

	“Fuck it, baby!” she cries, “Fuck my asshole deep and hard!”

	Candi’s pussy gushing all over Magnum’s thighs. He’s balls deep in her ass. Squeezing and spanking her cheeks. Making them bounce. Her butthole clamping tighter around his cock while he grows bigger and harder insider her. Throbbing and gushing in her booty. She grabs the comforter with one hand. Vigorously rubbing her clit with the other. Shaking uncontrollably as they fuck. Faster and harder to the relentlessly driving outro of the heavy metal song filling their ears. Along with screaming and shouting likely waking his neighbors in the dead of night. Pumping her asshole with reckless abandon. Her pussy gushing and squirting all over him. Their entire bodies a tingling mass of nerve endings. Anticipating their shared climax closing in. Holding their breath. Holding back release. Until they can hold back no longer.

	“Oh fuck, I’m cumming!” he yells, “I’m going to cum in your ass!”

	“Do it, baby! Cum in my ass!” she demands, “I’m cumming too! I can’t hold back…”

	Candi’s words interrupted by her own screams of carnal anguish. Her pussy exploding hot girl juices all over Magnum. She’s shaking so much that he can barely stay inside her slippery butthole. Digging his fingertips into her firm cheeks. His cock unleashes a stream of hot sticky cum deep inside her ass. Filling her so full it oozes back onto him. He fights to remain standing while they throw the earth off its axis together. Screaming in the night himself. His climax seemingly refuses to end. Her pussy won’t stop squirting either. He falls on top of her. Wrapping his arms around her shuddering body. Keeping his cock pressed deep and hard in her ass. Getting each other through this together. Her ever-tightening hole locking his cock in place. Until finally it’s over, and laughter overtakes them.

	“Oh my God,” he shakes his head in disbelief, “What the fuck was that?”

	“Um, it was you fucking me in the ass,” she giggles.

	“Okay, smartass,” he slaps her ass.

	“You mean tight ass,” she wiggles her butt and causes his cock to fall out, “Oops.”

	“It’s okay,” he assures her, “I’m a little sore now.”

	“I’m sorry, baby,” she apologizes while sitting up to face him.

	“Don’t be sorry,” he laughs in lingering awe, “You were fucking amazing.”

	“So were you,” she leans forwards and kisses him.

	Leading to a sweet moment of silence. Lost in each other’s eyes.

	“I need another shower,” he breaks the spell.

	“Me too,” she replies.

	It’s their second shower of the night. Not as exhilarating as the first but still fun. Lots of talking and laughter. More mutual washing. A little kissing too. Embracing each other while hot water caresses their skin. Once again drying off before returning to the bedroom. He doesn’t have to worry about asking her to stay the night as she immediately drops her towel and slips into bed. Pulling up the covers. Smiling and waiting on him to turn off the music and lights. He joins her under the covers. She instantly curls around him. They share a long goodnight kiss. She lies on her side. Staring at him. Even though it’s dark, her face glows so brightly that he can make out every feature.

	“So,” she inquires with sincerity, “How do you feel now about us working and playing together?”

	“It’s all good,” he ponders seriously.

	“Gee, thanks,” she laughs.

	“Hey,” he protests, “This is new for me. All of it.”

	“I’m just kidding,” she assures him, “I know that. It’s all-new for me too.”

	“No, I’m totally psyched about having you on board,” he admits, “You’re flying solo next weekend. I can’t wait to hear about how it goes.”

	“I’ll have them eating out of my hand,” she boasts, “I know you’ll be doing the same with your audience.”

	“That’s right,” he agrees.

	They gaze silently into each other’s eyes. Drifting into another dreamworld…

	It’s Sunday morning. The sun’s rays creeping through Venetian blinds. Creating an entirely different ambiance in the bedroom compared to hours earlier. As consciousness sets in, Magnum looks around and finds himself alone. Candi is gone. A note in her place rests on the pillow next to him. Once his eyes focus, he reads it.

	Good morning, Magnum,

	I hate to skip out, but I have a lot on my schedule today. Thank you for an incredible party last night. Not to mention our after party. It was out of this world, and so are you. Talk to you later.

	French kisses,

	Candi

	He closes his eyes and it hits him. His agency is truly in business now. Nothing will ever be the same from here on out.

	 

	
September

	 

	Magnum exits I-30 in Benton on his way from Little Rock to El Dorado for a bachelorette party. Making excellent time cruising down AR 35. It’s a warm September evening. Summer going not so gently into that goodnight a few days away. The Guns N’ Roses version of “Live and Let Die” blasting from his car speakers and into the night air. Lush green trees line the highway. He passes communities with names like Kentucky, Crows, and Owensville. Towns he doesn’t recall seeing on the map before departing.

	Upon reaching Hot Springs Village, it hits him. He drove twenty minutes in the wrong direction. And he’s not even on AR 35. Nope. He’s on AR 5. Heading in the opposite direction of his destination. Seventeen months since arriving in Arkansas and he’s still learning his way around the state. Frantic as he immediately turns around and calls his client to tell her he’s now running forty minutes behind. Akin to an admission of defeat given his being a stickler for punctuality. Fighting to get the words out without choking on them.

	“Oh, that’s okay,” Heather cheerfully assures him, “We’re not on any schedule. Just be safe getting here.”

	Nevertheless, Magnum guns it right down the line. Feeling awful about his error. No time now to soak in the gorgeous drive ahead of him. Well, maybe a little. Arkansas is, if nothing else, a beautiful place. Romantic in its own way. Especially at night. That’s what strikes him while driving south on U.S. 167 from Sheridan to El Dorado. A never-ending sea of rich earth tones illuminated by moonlight. Air so fresh and clean. Windows down. Volume up. Impatient to get his bachelorette and her girlfriends in the position. Bottoms up. He’s a cowboy tonight. Complete with bullwhip. And you’d better believe some butts are about to get spanked.

	It’s 10:30pm when Magnum parks on Washington Avenue in downtown El Dorado. Across the street from a nightclub in which his party girls have reserved the upstairs loft. He calls Heather and waits for her to come outside and meet him while getting his gear together. Speaking of butts. And boobs… She appears in a short and lowcut blue satin cocktail dress that leaves little to the imagination. Her luscious titties daring to explode forth. And that delicious ass just begging to be squeezed. He takes a deep breath. Reminding himself that his chance will come soon enough.

	“I’m so sorry,” he apologizes, “I took a wrong turn out of Benton and…”

	“Don’t worry about it. I get lost on these highways all the time,” she laughs, “We’re just excited you made it. We tried this two years ago for another girl’s bachelorette party, and he never showed. Or even called.”

	He knows how true that is. Few male strippers ever show up to parties. He’s never understood it. Private parties are the best. And why do guys
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