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Prologue

May

Despite the grating presence of Cain
Laker, her soon-to-be ex- boyfriend, Aurelia Bunting continued to
throw clothes in the two black suitcases on the bedroom floor. Her
clothes.

She was leaving behind all the
garments Cain bought her over the year that she’d been here, taking
only what she’d gotten for herself. So what if the things he
purchased were nicer and more expensive. There was a statement to
be made here.

That statement – I don’t need you or
anything from you!

“Roxy’s lying on me,” Cain
contended, sticking with his story as he sat on the edge of the
large oak bed in the middle of the room.

“You’re the liar here,
Cain!” Aurelia snapped, glaring at the wavy- haired man across from
her.

Once upon a time she deemed him so
handsome. Now Cain was the ugliest thing she’d ever seen. And that
expensive cologne she once thought smelled so delicious on him, now
stank to the point of nausea. She couldn’t wait to get away from it
and him.

“No, I’m not—”

“Yes, you are,” Aurelia
interrupted, cutting off yet another lie. “Cheating on me wid meh
own best friend. Ex-best friend, dat is, since I don’t want nuttin
else to do wid you or Roxy,” she added as her Virgin Island accent
grew thicker the way it usually did whenever her ire
rose.

“She’s lying I tell you,”
Cain insisted. His bronze cheeks deepened in color.

Aurelia scoffed. “And I guess she
lying ‘bout you being de father of her unborn child, too, huh?” She
flung more clothes into the suitcases. Who cares that she’d strayed
from her usual neatness? She’d deal with organizational issues
later. Leaving her cheating boyfriend was at the top of Aurelia’s
to-do list right now.

Cain scowled. “That girl is not
pregnant by me! How could she be? I always use protection during
sex,” he denied. “Besides, my previous medical condition makes it
next to impossible for me to conceive.”

Aurelia abruptly stopped packing. She
placed her hands on her hips and just laughed…at him! Did the man
not have any sense at all? Did he not realize what he just
said?

“I don’t know what I ever
saw in you,” Aurelia replied, her accent loosening back up as her
ire decreased considerably. What was the point of wasting anger on
a fool?

“You’re too stupid to even
realize that you just told on yourself,” Aurelia continued. “The
correct answer should have been, ‘Roxy’s not pregnant by me because
I never had sex with her’, not because you always use protection or
have some previous medical condition. It’s a good thing you’re set
for life financially, because you simply wouldn’t make it in the
working world acting dumber than a block of cheese.”

Cain’s eyes bucked at his blunder,
further confirming his guilt and dumb jock persona. He never could
hold his own with Aurelia on an intellectual level no matter how
much he tried. And he had tried over the last year…hard.

Cain even went so far as to secretly
partake of classical music and literary classics to increase his
intelligence and try to catch up with hers. So what if he listened
to the audio versions of Jane Austen. Everybody weren’t strong
readers, some people never would be, at least that’s what he’d been
told by all of his teachers.

Pushing past his inadequacies, Cain
focused on his strengths instead. “You saw what all your friends
saw in me, good looks, financial security and a man capable of
hitting all the right spots in a woman,” he said, telling on
himself even more as he bragged about his attractiveness, sizable
music store inheritance, and sexual prowess.

Aurelia bristled at that cheap, yet
true stab in the gut. She had stayed with Cain so long because of
the great sex…and of course the free room and board. Don’t forget
the frequent trips to hair and nail salons.

Although he also bought her plenty of
clothes, shoes, and accessories, they were all purchased with
selfish motives. How else could Aurelia explain having so much
formal wear when she felt more comfortable in jeans and t-shirts?
It was Cain that wanted her dressed to the nines for the countless
social functions he was invited to in the music industry. It was
that same formal wear that Aurelia was gladly leaving behind
today.

There had been no help with her
college tuition or books. Cain outright refused to assist with her
educational expenses. He wouldn’t even put gas in her car so that
she could get to school. And he always changed the subject whenever
she brought up her educational or career goals.

“Besides, you and I both
know you have no place to go,” Cain continued, sounding more
arrogant by the minute. “You have no family here in the states. The
few relatives you have back home are just as broke as you. Even if
they pool all their money together, I seriously doubt it would
still be enough to get you all the way from Alcove, California to
the Virgin Islands. You can’t send yourself since all the money you
make at your part-time job goes to that high-priced college you
insist on attending and to help your mother and little brother. If
it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t even have food to eat. Face it,
girl, you need me,” he concluded smugly, leaning back on the bed
with his hands folded behind his head.

“I’ll manage.” Aurelia
returned to her packing with a vengeance. No hands had been
quicker. “I did all right before I met you,” she reminded
him.

“Oh, so you’re going back to
stripping, huh?” Cain smirked, alluding to how he’d met her. “Now I
know you’re going to come running back to me. Probably by the
weekend since I know how much you hate dancing for
money.”

“I hate cheating men more!”
Aurelia retorted, zipping her suitcases with relish. She clenched
their handles tight as she lifted them from the floor. Inwardly she
commended herself for keeping her P.O. Box as her mailing address.
Now she wouldn’t have to worry about returning here for missing and
lost mail. Or worse, mail held hostage by her ex.

“When you try to come back,
don’t be surprised if Roxy’s here taking your place in every way,
you Catherine Willows wannabe,” Cain spat out, putting up no
protest as she stalked towards the bedroom door. He was too proud
to beg. Didn’t think he had to. Not with his looks and
money.

“I won’t be surprised at
all.” Aurelia smirked, actually flattered by his comparison to her
favorite CSI character. “Unlike you, I am smart enough to realize
that Roxy’s whole purpose for telling me about the baby and the
affair is to get me to move out so she can move in.” She paused at
the door. “Hold on to your inheritance tight, Cain, because she’s
about to take you for everything you got.”

Cain’s eyes bucked again as he
suddenly realized just what he’d gotten himself into with Roxy.
Whereas Aurelia was hardworking and had clear career goals, Roxy
was lazy, a lackluster exotic dancer at best, and wanted to marry
out of the hood instead of work her way out. Marry a rich man, that
is, which Cain definitely was.

Frustrated with this vexing turn of
events, he polluted the airwaves with a loud expletive.

Halfway down the hall, Aurelia’s ears
picked up that harsh curse. She smiled and chuckled to
herself.

I see dumb-dumb finally got it, she
mused, convinced that Cain deserved whatever Roxy had in mind for
him.

As for Aurelia, she’d learned a hard
lesson behind this situation. The next guy she dated would need to
have more than just sex appeal and money to snag her. He would also
need honor and character. Don’t forget about intelligence.
Aurelia’s next man would definitely need lots of that. The more,
the better.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 1

Three Months Later – Early
August

Aurelia was almost at her wit’s end on
that starlit Monday night. Another semester of tuition was due in
two weeks and she simply did not have it. She knew where to get it
though – Dingo’s, a strip club in the next town to the
north.

Had Aurelia returned to exotic dancing
before now, she might have been able to come up with the money in
enough time. More than enough money considering her talents. Yet
Aurelia had delayed going back to that profession until she’d
completely run out of all other viable options. She ran out of
those options sooner than expected.

After working a slew of part-time jobs
over the summer, Aurelia found herself still three grand short of
her tuition. Those jobs barely kept her fed and in the one bedroom
apartment she rented on the poor side of Alcove, much less provided
excess money for college savings.

On top of all that, she’d had to send
more money home than usual this month to help her struggling mother
and little brother out of a new financial fix that arose due to a
leaky roof. Even maxing out her school loans weren’t going to be
enough to pay for her remaining matriculation.

Getting help from a wealthy new
boyfriend was out of the question. Aurelia was still too
traumatized from that Cain experience to even go on a date with
another man. Just today she’d turned down five date requests from
five different men, despite the fact that her hormones had never
raged louder.

Aurelia didn’t want or need the added
aggravation of a man right now. She wasn’t into one-night-stands,
so her hormone driven libido would just have to wait for
satisfaction.

Since Aurelia wasn’t a prostitute and
never would be, she decided to earn the money she needed through
exotic dancing. Although her primary job as a switchboard operator
in the Alcove Mall was more respectable, it paid chicken scratch
compared to her night job.

I have to score big for the next two
weeks, Aurelia mused, parking her ’68 white Volkswagen Beetle in
the back of the strip club. Either that or sit out this next
semester. She really didn’t want to do the latter.

As a new senior, the
twenty-two-year-old only had one more year to finish college.
Aurelia didn’t want to delay her chemistry degree for one day
longer, much less a whole semester. That college degree was going
to be her and her family’s ticket out of poverty once and for all.
It was also the key to unlock the door to Aurelia’s dream career,
which was to one day become a forensic scientist and work in a real
crime lab.

Maybe I can hook up with Crystal and
them on that bachelor’s party in Cabo, Aurelia thought, hoping it
wasn’t too late to join in. After all, that party was this
Friday.

Already a club favorite in the month
that she’d been here, Aurelia was asked by Crystal a week ago to
join the traveling crew to the upcoming event in Cabo San Lucas,
Mexico. Out of pure hatred for her second job, she promptly and yet
politely declined the head dancer’s invitation.

Aurelia didn’t want to do any more
exotic dancing than was absolutely necessary. Especially since
every time she danced for money it was like dishonoring her
father’s memory. For it was he that bartered three years of lawn
care service to a top dance studio in St. Thomas just so she could
enjoy free dance classes there.

Now Aurelia realized how important it
was to put her hatred aside for the greater good – her degree from
a university with a top-notch forensics program. Now she wished
she’d been wiser…sooner.

“Hello, Six-Eight,” Aurelia
said, pleasantly greeting the burly bouncer by his nickname and
actual height as she approached the back entrance. A black garment
bag with tonight’s outfits was draped over her right forearm. A
black leather purse with matching accessories inside hung from her
left shoulder.

“Hey, lady.” Six-Eight gave
her a gap-toothed smile as he held the door open for her. “Ready to
make that paper tonight?”

“You know it.” Aurelia
grinned, mindful to always be nice to him. Not only was Six-Eight
the brother of the owner, he was always respectful to the dancers,
kept the occasional unruly customer from attacking them on or off
stage, and he always made sure they got safely to and from their
cars. Who wouldn’t be nice to a great guy like that?

“Here, I brought a little
something for you,” Aurelia added, reaching into her purse for a
king-sized pack of Now and Laters, Six-Eight’s favorite sweet
treat.

“Ahhhhh…snap! You got the
grape kind and everything.” He grinned. “You all right, lady, you
know that?” Six-Eight said, receiving his candy with a grateful nod
as she passed by him.

“I try to be,” Aurelia
replied over her left shoulder as she continued down the back
hallway of the club.

* * *

In the dressing room, Aurelia quickly
changed into one of her other outfits. Around here a girl had to be
able to get in and out of her clothes quick. She also couldn’t be
bashful. Shyness had no place in a strip club.

Even so, Aurelia was glad that she had
the dressing room all to herself for once. That didn’t happen very
often around here, which meant most of the girls were working the
crowd for lap dances while another one performed on
stage.

Suddenly Crystal entered the dressing
room. She’d just finished her set. Her glistening olive skin was
proof of how much effort she’d put into her performance.

Aurelia smiled. Crystal was just the
person she wanted to see. “Hey, can I tag along on that Cabo trip
with you guys after all?” She opened her combination locker and
place her belongings inside.

“Sure.” Crystal smiled,
sitting down at the long mirrored vanity to remove the money from
her person. As usual, the pretty redhead had a thong and a garter
full of large bills. And this was despite the presence of other
dancers during her set.

Crystal was the highest paid dancer at
the club due to her agility and many on-stage tricks. She was the
owner/manager’s favorite and also his steady girlfriend. And yet
she never used her position to slack off, but instead remained one
of the hardest working dancers there.

“Dingo asked me about you
again just today,” Crystal continued. “He says he wants to take the
best the club has to offer on this trip. Said these guys are high
rollers and ready to spend big money for their entertainment. An
exotic island beauty like yourself could get paid real well at an
event like this.”

“What kind of high rollers?”
Aurelia asked cautiously. Although she hated dancing for money
period, she really hated dancing for high rollers of the illegal
kind. Those kinds of guys usually tried to dope the girls up with
drugs and/or alcohol and always expected the dancing to lead to sex
afterwards.

Aurelia never had sex with customers.
The one time she agreed to even date a customer turned out bad.
Real bad. That customer was Cain, who was currently hiding from
Roxy overseas because she wasn’t classy enough for him to marry and
because he wasn’t ready to be a father yet. If ever.

“The doctor, lawyer, white
collar kind of high rollers will be there,” Crystal explained,
laughing at Aurelia’s question. “You really are a prude, aren’t
you?” she said, echoing what some of the other girls had said about
the V.I. native. “Money is money with me. I’ll dance for anybody.
Now when it comes to sleeping around, you know only one man has
what I need – Dingo.” Crystal smiled, looking totally in love
now.

“I guess I am a prude.”
Aurelia chuckled as she closed her locker and gave the combination
dial a final swirl for the road. “Sign me up for that trip anyway
though,” she said, adjusting the revealing green top over her full
bosom.

“Will do,” Crystal replied
just as Aurelia’s unique stage name was called. “Have a good set,
Miss Prude,” she teased.

“Will do, Miss Brown-noser,”
Aurelia teased in return, letting Crystal know what the other girls
were saying behind her back, too.

Crystal pealed with laughter. “They
can call me what they want, but they can’t deny that I’m also Miss
Paid.” She waved a stack of fifties in the air.

Aurelia laughed. As she walked down
the hall towards the stage area, she thought more about Crystal’s
prude comment. She wasn’t surprised that the other girls called her
that behind her back.

Aurelia was a prude when it came to
drinking, drugging, and sleeping with customers. Yes, she took off
her clothes and danced for money just like the rest of the girls,
but that’s where the similarities ended. She’d never taken drugs
and her alcohol consumption amounted to a glass of wine once or
twice a year, and then only for special occasions.

Aurelia was also a recluse. At least
she was now. Though friendly to everyone she encountered, she
pretty much stayed to herself these days. She learned a hard lesson
from that Roxy situation. Aurelia wouldn’t complain if she never
had another best friend in her life. If only she didn’t have the
type of personality that made other people want to befriend her,
including the jealous ones like Roxy.

Right before she went on stage,
Aurelia closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and allowed the Aurora
in her to emerge. She took on that particular stage name due to her
strong interest in science and her fascination with the natural
colored light displays often seen at night in the polar regions of
the world.

To perfect her Aurora stage persona
and to highlight her light milk chocolate skin, Aurelia always wore
either bright or neon-colored outfits. Tonight was no
different.

Tonight Aurelia was clad in a neon
green lingerie set that fit her like a second skin. The tight
outfit would be taken off piece by piece until all she wore were
pasties and a thong on her voluptuous 34D-22-36 frame. She never
got fully nude for any customer on or off stage.

All right, Aurora. Go out there and
make no less than five hundred tonight, Aurelia coached her inner
sex kitten, aiming high as usual.

Such ambition and determination is
what got her stateside and into the college of her choice in the
first place. She planned to ride those traits right into her
destiny.

You might make over five tonight,
girl. Willy’s in the house, Aurelia thought, immediately spotting
the big spender who hardly ever missed her shows. If only he didn’t
want so many lap dances in exchange.

 


 


 


 


Chapter 2

Friday Night

“I’m really not up for
this,” Baron Weaver told his fourth older brother as they waited in
the largest suite of the two adjoining rooms that were reserved for
tonight’s entertainment.

“You’re my best man,
Professor. You have to be here,” Count replied, calling the
twenty-nine-year-old by his nickname.

Extremely smart and studious, Baron
earned that nickname early in life. That same childhood name turned
out to be a self-fulfilling prophecy because that’s exactly what he
became in adulthood.

“Besides, I need you here to
help keep Duke in line, remember?” Count continued, referring to
their oldest brother of all.

Duke was in mid-life crisis mode these
days. Thus he was prone to cheat on his wife Sasha just to feel
young again. He’d already been unfaithful once this
year.

Duke was almost uninvited when Sasha
learned there would be strippers at tonight’s bachelor’s party. Yet
when Baron and Count promised to watch out for him, she reluctantly
agreed to allow Duke to attend.

Though the youngest out of the five
Weaver brothers, Count and Baron were the most responsible,
levelheaded and sensible. Their other older brothers, Marquess and
Earl, were no help since they were just as likely to be unfaithful
to their wives. Which is why one of them was currently going
through a nasty divorce and the other only had a marriage of
convenience for appearances sakes.

“You’re right. I’ll stay…for
Sasha’s sake,” Baron consented, pushing pass his own disappointing
love life, which included being dumped three weeks before his own
wedding.

Megan Griswold, Baron’s
social-climbing ex-fiancée, found someone with a larger net worth
and a higher social status than him back in May. She left him high
and dry with a Dear John text message.

A text message!

Megan hadn’t even taken the time to
craft a handwritten letter. Nor had she lingered over the word
count. All Baron received was a simple text message that consisted
of six measly words: ‘Found someone new. Sorry. Toodles!
Megan’.

How heartless and callus is
that?!

What happened to the girl who’d had a
crush on him since she was seventeen? The same girl who’d followed
Baron around like a lovesick puppy for eight years until he finally
surrendered to her pursuits and saw her as a serious love
interest.

Now Baron wished he had followed his
first instincts and never dated Megan at all. For one thing, her
valley girl mannerisms had repelled him from the start, despite her
great beauty. She’d reeked of airhead and blonde bimbo. So much so
that he’d been concerned about her ability to hold an intelligent
conversation.

Baron would later learn that Megan was
quite capable of holding her own in a conversation, though she only
knew trivial things about any given subject. Never any in-depth
information.

Secondly, Megan had been entirely too
shallow for his tastes. Most of her thoughts were about herself…or
him since he was her heart’s desire. Beyond that it was as if
nothing or no one else in the world mattered.

Having been raised to be mindful of
the people around him and their needs, Baron had found that type of
shallowness highly irritating. But then when Megan started to do
volunteer work with senior citizens, his irritation had lessened.
She suddenly became considerably more tolerable. However, that
irritation always returned in full force whenever she wanted to
receive accolades for her volunteerism, which was often.

Thirdly, Megan had always been too
quick to grow tired of things once she acquired them. The fact that
she had dresses in her closet that had only been worn once should
have told Baron that she would eventually tire of him also after he
finally gave into her.

Megan’s refusal to give her barely
worn dresses away to charity unless there was an audience was a red
flag to the depth of her shallowness and revealed how insincere her
benevolence truly was. Her refusal to finish her college degree,
despite the fact that all she had to do was study harder and
re-take her exit exams, indicated that she would abandon ship if
things got too rocky. Especially if she saw no benefit to staying
on board.

Megan had never seen any real benefit
to having a higher education for herself. She’d only wanted to be a
wife. His wife.

Even though Baron knew all those
things about Megan, he still consented to date her anyway. He did
so for two seemingly happy years. He even consented to marry her,
thinking that they could stretch their happiness out over a
lifetime. They’d certainly been compatible enough in the
bedroom.

I was a first-class fool for ever
getting involved with her, Baron now realized, wishing he could
rewind time. If so, he would have made sure to spend the last two
years of his life doing something more constructive with his time
besides being in love with a shallow, disloyal woman.

Ready to push all thoughts of Megan
aside for now, Baron mentally prepared himself to pretend to be
happy for one brother while babysitting another. Truthfully, he’d
much rather be home grading papers like the studious professor that
he was. But since he’d just had a long summer break from teaching
there weren’t currently any papers to grade.

Bummer.

No worries though. Baron would be back
in the classroom soon enough with papers up to his neck to grade
since he was such a big homework giver.

* * *

At a much cheaper hotel in Cabo,
Crystal had all the girls line up for their regular inspection
before heading out to the bachelor’s party. Hair, nails, makeup,
clothes, and especially hygiene had to be on point. Dingo didn’t
half-step at his club when it came to things like that. He had a
reputation to maintain for having the finest, sexiest, and the
cleanest ladies on roster.

Like other facets of the adult
entertainment industry, Dingo’s dancers also had to be tested every
thirty days for STDs. As usual, Aurelia made the cut. Not only had
she submitted her latest test results just yesterday, she made a
habit of keeping her outside just as immaculate as her
inside.

Aurelia’s outer adornment used to be
even more impeccable when she was with Cain. But ever since that
relationship went sour, she’d taken to dressing all the way down so
as not to draw any extra attention to herself, especially at school
where there were two men to every one woman.

Aurelia’s school wardrobe now
consisted solely of jeans or sweatpants, jerseys or t-shirts, and
sneakers. Her hair was usually worn in a ponytail or loose under a
baseball cap. Her new personal school motto was: ‘I’m here to
learn, not to impress anyone with my beauty.’ And yet men still
flocked to her on a daily basis.

While Aurelia passed today’s
inspection with a breeze, blonde-haired Raven almost didn’t make
the cut. Her last test results were almost expired and the cold
sore she had under her lip earlier in the week was still slightly
visible. However, after a bit of camouflaging with makeup and a lot
of pleading from Raven, Dingo allowed her to go with everyone
else.

Once they made it to the more
expensive hotel, Aurelia took stock of the high rollers that were
present at the bachelor party. One of the lawyers in the bunch was
the groom. Everyone called him Count.

A handsome Hispanic looking fellow,
Count had a diverse group of relatives and peers. They included
lawyers, doctors, various businessmen, and a man they called
Professor.

Professor was the best man and also
one of the brothers of the groom. Aurelia learned that bit of
information after each man introduced himself using first names
only. Some also shared their occupations, most likely to impress
the beautiful women in their midst and gain a certain amount of
special attention from them.

After each girl had a chance to
present herself individually in dance to the cheering men, the time
for lap dances came into play. This was where some girls garnered
their biggest tips as they gave the men personalized
attention.

Crystal stopped issuing lap dances
when she became Dingo’s girl. Now she remained at his side during
working parties and helped with the sound system, the aromatherapy
candles, and the fancy lighting equipment he brought along for
extra effect.

As expected, Raven and the other girls
immediately went for the lawyers, doctors, and a few of the young
businessmen. Since Aurelia had just concluded her first solo dance
in front of everyone, she was slightly delayed in snagging a man
from the first group. Now she was left with a few gray-haired
businessmen and the one they called Professor.

Was he really a professor? When he
introduced himself earlier, he’d been very brief and had failed to
share his occupation.

If the man was a professor, he didn’t
look like any Aurelia had ever seen before. What kind of professor
had muscles from head to toe and looked like he just strutted off
of a magazine cover? And where were his nerd glasses? His pocket
protectors?

All the male professors that Aurelia
encountered at Alcove University looked like professors. This man
looked like a Hunk-of-the- Month. This professor would probably
qualify for a Hunk-of-the-Year award if he would only
smile.

And just like that Aurelia knew why
the professor’s countenance was so glum. Why he had the saddest
blue-brown eyes she’d ever seen.

He was heartbroken.

Discerning their similar pain was
enough to make Aurelia pick the professor over the businessmen.
Older businessmen at that, who would have surely given her a big
tip just for choosing them over a young buck any day.

This was new.

Aurelia usually went for the big bucks
in her personal and professional life. As someone that was trying
to get as far away from poverty as she could, she tended to
gravitate towards those who were already financially established.
And yet she didn’t regret choosing the professor at all.

“Would you like a lap dance,
Professor?” Aurelia asked the gorgeous Latino. “By the way, I’m
Aurora in case you weren’t listening before,” she said,
automatically using her stage name again.

Baron shook his head ‘no’, but what
came out of his mouth instead was, “Yes.”

This had to be the most beautiful
black woman he’d ever seen in his life. Light milk chocolate from
head to toe like a candy bar dipped in cream, she had large caramel
eyes, dimples, and a full mouth. Her hair was in fresh micro-braids
that reached down to her mid-back. She had curves so full and
luscious that even men who already had female attention wished they
had waited for hers. And her slight Virgin Island accent was simply
adorable, especially when she emphasized the ‘sor’ part of his
nickname.

Aurelia chuckled. “Which is it,
Professor? Yes or no?” she asked, yanking him from his daze with
her sweet voice just as one of the club’s most popular songs came
on. She began to sensually sway in front of him to the tune of
Chris Brown’s Take U Down.

After that Rihanna incident many radio
stations pulled all of Chris’ music from their playlists. But not
the strip clubs. Even to this day, they continued to have that song
in heavy rotation because of its hypnotic-like beat. Plus, it was a
bit hypocritical for strip club owners/operators to judge anyone
for their actions, good or bad.

Baron swallowed hard before speaking
again. Those hips. Those beautiful island hips had him absolutely
mesmerized.

“Yes,” Baron echoed, feeling
his body stir in a way that it hadn’t in months.

He thought Megan had gelded him, too,
when she broke his heart due to its adverse effect on his libido.
Now Baron saw that he was definitely on the mend. Totally healed,
in fact, ready to be put back in service.

Megan who? It was like she never
existed now.

“Good choice, Professor.”
Aurelia danced closer to him to the disappointment of several men
to their right and left.

With the no-touching rule in effect
for as long as she willed, Aurelia went to work, using her body to
drain all sadness from the professor’s eyes and deposit potent
desire in its place. It gave her a huge sense of accomplishment to
be able to bring this man some type of reprieve from his troubles,
even if it was only temporary.

By the end of that song, Baron was
breathing hard and looking like a totally different man. “Mind if I
have another lap dance, Aurora?” he asked huskily, slipping a large
bill into her garter.

Briefly noting which dead president
was on that bill, Aurelia nodded. If this man was going to be
shelling out hundreds all night, she would give him as many lap
dances as he wished. Not even Willy tipped this good right off the
bat. He usually started with tens and worked his way up to
fifties.

Aurelia ended up giving the professor
a total of ten lap dances, making a cool thousand off of just one
customer. Combine that money with the funds she had at home from
earlier this week, now she only needed nine hundred dollars more
and she’d have the rest of her tuition.

Fortunately, Dingo had already been
paid for tonight’s live entertainment – half at the time of booking
the event, the other half when he actually walked through the door
with the girls. That meant that Aurelia and the other dancers got
to keep all of their earnings tonight.

But first she needed to take a break.
All that dancing and nonstop grinding, coupled with her sheer
attraction to her handsome customer had Aurelia sweating more than
usual. In short, dancing for the professor had truly gotten her hot
and bothered. This was the first time her libido had stirred since
Cain. The first time it had stirred at work, period.

Thankfully it was time for another
costume change, giving Aurelia the perfect excuse to cool off and
pull herself back together. The first half of girls prepared for
more solo shows while the latter half continued the lap dances.
They would switch again when it was time for the second half to
perform.

* * *

“Dang, girl. You sure
latched onto a Mr. Money Bags tonight,” Crystal said after closing
the door to the adjoining room where they would freshen up and
change.

“Yeah, I had to dance for
nearly every man in the room just to get the four hundred I did get
this last hour,” Raven inserted, eyeing Aurelia’s cash, too, but
for a different reason.

“It’s all going towards
school,” Aurelia replied, stating what her priorities
were.

“School or not, I’m heading
straight for the professor when I go back out there. I got mouths
to feed,” Raven said, letting Aurelia know upfront that she now had
some competition.

“You don’t have any kids.”
Crystal sent Raven a disapproving frown. The short blonde was
always starting trouble among the girls with her competitive
nature. If Dingo ever gave Crystal hiring and firing power, Raven
would definitely be the first to go, despite how much money she
made for the club with her Nordic facial beauty and alluring
figure. A figure that suggested that she had a few ethnic roots in
America’s melting pot.

“My boyfriend has six kids,”
Raven replied, revealing just how young and stupid she was. No
sensible mature woman would take care of a trifling man’s
responsibilities. No wonder Raven’s boyfriend couldn’t keep a
steady job. He didn’t have to with an enabler like her.

Paying haters like Raven no mind as
usual, Aurelia secured her money in her portable combination
lockbox, stuffed it deep into her rolling suitcase and then went to
the bathroom to freshen up. Instead of just washing up, she took a
quick shower.

The professor had really gotten to
Aurelia with his handsome face, hard body, and gorgeous eyes that
haunted her even now. A slow orgasm had been building while she
danced for him. Had he moved his hips at all instead of just
pressing upwards; she would have surely gone over the
edge.

I hope he likes my next outfit and my
new wig, Aurelia found herself thinking, though she knew better
than to get too fond of any customer. Yet somehow this particular
customer seemed special. Real special.

 


 


 


 


Chapter 3

“What are you trying to do?
Hog the best one all night?” Duke whispered to Baron as the second
shift of ladies continued to give lap dances to all who wanted
them. Only the older men opted for lap dances at this time. All the
hottest chicks were on the first shift.

“Don’t hate,” Baron teased
his oldest brother. “Just be glad you’re here at all to enjoy any
of this, you cheater.”

“Don’t you hate on me for
having a woman that wants to stick by my side no matter what,” Duke
countered with a scowl, highly defensive about his recent
infidelity.

Would the family ever let him live
that mistake down? And why weren’t they just as diligent about
nagging Earl and Marquess concerning their indiscretions? They’d
cheated far more than him. Far more than Duke ever intended to
cheat on his wife.

Baron’s gaze grew hard and somewhat
sad again at that reminder of Megan’s disloyalty. She hadn’t stuck
around long enough for him to be in crisis. At least not in any
real crisis.

After two years of togetherness, which
included exclusive dating, a large engagement party, and a slew of
wedding plans, Megan had simply moved on to a richer man. Or so she
thought since Baron had never revealed to her how much he made from
outside investments and business dealings. He’d only shared what
his teaching salary was.

Unable to watch Megan parade around
Los Angeles on the arm of her much older new beau, whom he heard
she had married by now, Baron made plans to relocate immediately
following their breakup. After finding an even better teaching
position and a great home in Alcove – a city of Orange County, his
relocation was now complete.

Who cares that Megan had also
relocated soon after their breakup? Her relatives and associates
still lived in Los Angeles, which meant that she would surely
return for their parties and other social events…with her new
husband. If it wasn’t for his parents and siblings, Baron would
never return to the L.A. area again.

“Count your blessings, big
brother. Sasha may grow tired one day. They all eventually do, you
know. Need I bring up our brothers or even your very own father?”
Baron told Duke, reminding him of what could happen if he continued
down the dangerous road he was on.

Duke instantly grew quiet. Like Baron,
he knew how their mother had grown tired of her first husband’s
infidelities after three sons and seven years of marriage. Upon
divorcing Duke, Earl, and Marquess’ father, Ana Maria moved from
Mexico and later married the son of a wealthy American businessman
whom she’d been a maid for.

That second husband was Count and
Baron’s father, Nicolas Weaver. Nicolas adopted Ana Maria’s three
oldest boys as his own. He put all of their sons through law,
medical, or business schools.

Meanwhile, Ana Maria’s first husband
died a broken man in poverty two years ago in Tijuana. It didn’t
have to end like that, but he stubbornly refused to take money or
assistance from the sons who’d disappointed him by becoming too
Americanized and downright ashamed of their Mexican heritage at
times.

Refusing all lap dances after that,
Duke began to conduct himself more like a married man that didn’t
want to lose his wife. Less like a man going through a mid-life
crisis.

Baron smiled, glad to see his first
oldest brother thinking logically again. If only his third oldest
brother was so easily swayed to do right, so willing to see the
error of his ways.

These days, Marquess just didn’t seem
to have the do-right gene in him. He was almost as reprobate as
Earl now, which was why the family stopped nagging them both about
their behavior. Only their praying mother still got on them about
their wicked ways.

Wicked was the most fitting word right
now. What other term could be used to describe what Marquess was
currently doing?

Waving big bills in the air for Aurora
to see while she performed a two-minute solo routine to Alison
Hinds’ Roll It Gal, Marquess deliberately pitted himself against
Baron. Yes, he knew his youngest brother wanted that delicious
piece of chocolate cake, had even seen their mutual attraction, but
he didn’t care. Marquess stopped caring about a lot of things when
his wife filed for divorce. He hadn’t been too happy even before
then.

Fortunately, Baron’s second oldest
brother didn’t start competing for Aurora’s favor, too. Although
Earl usually cheated on his blue-eyed blonde wife with women of the
darker hues, he had settled for an olive- skinned dancer from India
tonight.

Not usually competitive against his
brothers, Baron just couldn’t sit back and allow Aurora to give
Marquess or any other man here a lap dance. In his mind, she was
his…at least for the night.

Baron opened his thick black wallet
and looked inside. He smiled down at all the greenery. Suddenly he
was glad to be single, childless, and a wise businessman like their
father. Less debt and minimum responsibilities meant more
disposable income. More disposable income gave Baron an edge over
his brothers. Especially the brother that was currently going
through a costly divorce.

It was time to make it rain up in
here.

Come get under this shower, baby,
Baron willed to a dancing Aurora as he looked up and smiled at her
with determination in his eyes.

* * *

Aurelia kept looking the professor’s
way the whole time she performed her routine. In her mind, there
were no other men in the room. In her mind, she was dancing just
for him.

The more Aurelia watched the professor
watching her, the hotter she got. The hotter she got, the more
sensual her moves became.

When the professor held up a stack of
bills that were sure to pay the rest of her college tuition, her
rent, and put food in her fridge, Aurelia gave him a wink and a
smile. He winked back and nodded her over. That’s the cue she’d
been waiting for. She was his…for tonight.

Aurelia concluded her routine and
started towards the professor. With swaying hips, she made every
step count. This sexy strut was her very own walk of fame. She
wanted him to remember it well.

Seemingly out of nowhere, Raven rushed
to stand in front of the professor, immediately blocking his view
of Aurelia. “Do you want a lap dance, Professor?”

Slanderous heifer, Aurelia thought
with flashing eyes.

“Yes, I do,” Baron
replied.

Raven smiled triumphantly.

“From Aurora,” Baron added
smoothly, leaning to the left to smile at the woman he really
wanted. The same woman that had sparked life into him again after
months of walking around like the living dead. The fact that Raven
was a blonde like Megan made her even less appealing to
him.

Thoroughly rejected, Raven’s smile
fell to the ground and broke into a thousand little
pieces.

Meanwhile, liquid lava coursed through
Aurelia’s veins to hear the professor prefer her over Raven.
Her!

Maybe some gentlemen still preferred
blondes, but not this one. This one preferred hot
chocolate.

Aurelia was officially on cloud nine.
She didn’t realize until just now how much she needed to feel
preferred by someone. How much she needed to feel special. The
professor was going to get the best lap dance he ever had for sure
now.

“Excuse me, girlfriend,”
Aurelia purred super-sweetly to her rival. On the word
‘girlfriend’, she used her left hip to help the competitive woman
on her trifling little way. In the background Ciara’s So Hard cued
up.

Barely catching herself from falling
on her face at that helpful shove, Raven huffed and reluctantly
moved on to the next man. That man happened to be Marquess, who
welcomed a lap dance from her. He looked ready to receive anything
else she wanted to offer him. too.

Across the room, Count laughed at his
competing brothers and the two rival strippers. He found the whole
thing hilarious. Despite the fact that he was the guest of honor
tonight, he was too in love with his fiancée to receive any lap
dances for himself. However, Count didn’t mind watching other men
enjoy themselves with the girls while he sipped champagne and
smoked his favorite Cuban cigar.

“Can I have my dance over
there in the corner?” Baron nodded towards a semi-secluded spot
near a large potted plant.

“Sure.” Aurelia preferred a
bit of privacy, as well. Sexually charged to the max, she’d gladly
follow the professor anywhere right about now.

Allowing him to sit down first,
Aurelia settled into his lap with a seductive smile. Draping her
arms about his neck, she sensually moved her lower body upon him in
time to the slow tune. It was her normal routine, but this time
something felt different about it. She felt different this
time.

Baron moaned as his body instantly
responded to her presence again. His whole body was at attention,
nerve endings and all as desire skyrocketed through his
veins.

“Aurora,” Baron whispered
her stage name with fervor.

Oh, it felt so good to be a man right
now. The fresh floral scent of this woman intoxicated him. That
peek-a-boo neon pink outfit had his mind dizzy, and the way she
worked her hips had him thinking about much more than a lap
dance.

Baron also liked that straight wig
Aurora had on now. It not only gave her a completely different look
than before, but increased her level of gorgeousness tenfold. Not
every woman had the kind of face that dramatically changed in
degrees of beauty based on her hairstyles and facial expressions.
That could only mean that this woman was truly special.

Aurelia could see the thick desire
forming in his eyes. She could feel the thickness in his body, the
way he trembled as he fought for restraint. “You can touch me if
you want, Professor,” she whispered. Around them, other couples
were starting to get friskier as well.

As if he’d been given a get
out-of-jail-free card, Baron’s hands moved upwards to stroke her
elegant neck, unaware that he’d just caught her off guard by that
action.

Aurelia thought for sure he would go
to her lower curves or even to her breasts first. But no, this
unique man went to her neck instead, tracing it with gentle strokes
as if she was a treasure to behold, not a stripper. That unexpected
act caused Aurelia to behave just as unexpectedly.

Placing one hand on his shoulder for
balance as she continued to slowly grind upon him, she used her
other hand to untie her halter top. Soon her pasties were
seen.

Baron inhaled sharply at the sight of
her full brown swells. A breast man, he licked his pink lips,
greedy to taste her. Yet because he knew that was against the
rules, he used his hands instead since she’d only given him
permission to touch so far.

Curious to see what was behind those
pink floral-shaped pasties, Baron slowly peeled them away. He
licked his lips again as two beautiful dark-brown peaks entered his
eyesight. Still restricted to only touch, he rubbed the tips of his
fingers across those rigid peaks before kneading the heavy globes
attached. They felt better than the ripest melons. Looked better,
too.

Scrumptious. Just scrumptious. Baron
licked his lips once more.

Aurelia shuddered and moaned at that
action. She arched closer to him. “I like your hands on me,
Professor,” she said, amazed that they were so deliciously manly
based on her assumption that he worked indoors.

But maybe he didn’t work indoors.
Maybe he worked outside or at least spent a large portion of his
free time engaged in outdoor activities like hiking and camping.
There had to be some reasonable explanation for his masculine hands
and chiseled body.

“I like touching you,
Aurora.” Baron looked up into her eyes as he continued to knead her
in circular rotations.

“Well, you can touch me for
the rest of the night if you want to.” Aurelia arched towards him
even more. “And as of right now, I officially designate all of my
remaining lap dances to you.”

Moaning at those words of exclusivity,
Baron sent both hands to her round bottom, squeezed and began to
grind heatedly beneath her. He didn’t know if lap dances were all
he was ever going to get from her tonight, but if they were, he
wanted the full effect of them.

Aurelia sucked air in through her
teeth as he squeezed her closer to him, grabbing even bigger
handfuls of her bottom. She liked that eagerness. That
fervor.

Aurelia also appreciated the natural
rhythm of the professor’s hips. How he met each and every thrust of
her hips in perfect unison. The man had her moaning and groaning as
if she was the one receiving the lap dance instead of him. He made
her glad to be a woman. Made her want to see what he was working
with as a man.

Aurelia hadn’t been this turned on in
a long time. Ever, to be perfectly honest, because what she felt
right now was different from anything she had ever felt in her
life. Therefore, when the professor sent his exploring fingers for
a covert little dip in her pond, she didn’t complain. Instead
Aurelia made up her mind once and for all to sleep with him
tonight.

Forget her rules. She wanted this man.
She needed this man!

It had been a long time since Aurelia
had been with any man. Cain had been her last one, so her hormones
were definitely jumping tonight. No wonder she embraced the
professor’s neck tighter, moved closer still, and placed her bosom
right at the door of his gorgeous pink lips.

Seeing that as an invitation to feast,
Baron prepared to do just that. But first he needed to fulfill an
impromptu fantasy.

Leaning closer, Baron used the nearest
rigid tip to slowly trace the circumference of his soft lips. He
repeated the same action with the other peak, just as
slowly.

Aurelia let out a low elongated moan
that continued from the first lip outline to the last. No man had
ever done that to her before. Was he trying to set her thong on
fire?

Surely she would be putty in a minute.
Silly Putty at that, ready for him to mold at will.

And then he did it. Baron opened his
mouth wide and feasted. He moaned as his taste buds came in contact
with her sweetness.

Aurelia moaned, too. She grinded
faster as scorching desire pumped through her veins. Forget about
keeping on beat to the song playing in the background. She was on
fire for this man!

Only the professor could put her fire
out.

Just then, Dingo walked up, causing
everything to abruptly end like a scratched record on a DJ’s
turntable. In other words, this lap dance was officially
over.

* * *

“Everything all right over
here?” Dingo looked pointedly at the position of the professor’s
hands.

It didn’t take a genius to know what
Baron’s fingers were doing beneath that thong. And anyone at close
range could see how greedily he’d stuffed his mouth with Aurelia’s
treats. Even now Baron was reluctant to release any part of her,
though he slowly did due to the awkward circumstances.

Aurelia and Baron had Crystal to thank
for Dingo’s intervention. Thinking that Aurelia had gotten in over
her head with the professor, the head dancer had sent her burly
boyfriend over to investigate the situation. To thoroughly
investigate it.

It just wasn’t like Aurelia to go off
in a corner to be alone with any man. It definitely wasn’t like her
to let a customer touch her so intimately. Even her pasties were
gone!

Had Six-Eight not been left at the
club this time around, he would have snatched Baron up and flung
him away from Aurelia by now. Probably even broken a few bones,
particularly the professor’s offending fingers. All ten upper
phalanges. The whole bachelor’s party would have come to an abrupt
stop then.

“Everything’s fine,” Aurelia
assured her mahogany-skinned boss as she looked back at him over
one shoulder, careful to keep the rest of her body still. If only
she didn’t sound so breathless. “The professor and I were just
getting to know each other better. Matter of fact, we’re probably
going to go to one of the other rooms for a little bit more
privacy,” she added, letting Dingo and Baron know what her new
intent was.

“You sure about this,
Aurora?” Dingo looked just as surprised as Baron.

A lenient boss when it came to things
like this, Dingo didn’t stop the girls from making whatever money
they wanted to on the side. Since he was not a pimp, any additional
funds they earned outside of dancing were out of his jurisdiction
and he deliberately looked the other way. All Dingo required in
these matters was confirmed consent, a follow-up call to make sure
the girls arrived home safely if they were in town, or a
face-to-face check-in if they were out of town.

“Am I sure about this,
Professor?” Aurelia looked at the man beneath her, who’d released
his various holds on her body by now.

“Yes.” Baron smiled with a
nod, behaving just as spontaneous tonight. He looked just as eager
to be alone with her. Just as ready to explore this overwhelming
attraction between them. “She’ll be in my private room next door.
Room 938,” he told Dingo, speaking of the room that wasn’t joined
to the double suite. “No harm will come to her,” he promised,
actually looking protective of her already.

“All right.” Dingo gave the
professor a ‘you-better-not-hurt-her’ look. “Just remember we head
out noon tomorrow,” he added to Aurelia.

“Noon. I got it.” Aurelia
re-tied her top for the trip next door to wonderland. She made a
brief stop in the adjoining room for her suitcase and to whisper a
word of thanks to Crystal for her concern.

Baron knew he was the envy of most of
the men in the room as he and one of the finest women on the planet
strolled out hand in hand a few minutes later.

As for the women, only Raven fumed
with jealousy. Crystal, Dingo, Duke, and Count just looked on in
wonder at the couple who were behaving completely out of character
tonight.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 4

Baron knew this was going to be a
night to remember when he saw the woman known to him as Aurora
fully undressed. A woman this fine ought to have her own theme
music. A special song needed to play every time she walked into a
room.

As if on cue, So Beautiful by Musiq
Soulchild started to play in the next room. From now on Baron would
think of Aurora every time he heard that song.

He paused from his own undressing just
to stare at her gorgeous 5’9 frame in wonder. She’d gotten
undressed in record time. But then again, she hadn’t had much on to
begin with.

“You’re even more beautiful
than I thought,” Baron said in a husky voice that had been dipped
deep in a bucket of desire.

“So are you.” Aurelia licked
her lips as her eyes roamed over his muscular frame as he stood
across from her in nothing but a pair of black boxer briefs. The
6’1 man had a chiseled hairy torso, rippled arms, and strong thighs
and legs. His abs were impeccable. Lickable.

When did he find the time to work
out?

“Thanks.” Baron quickly
closed the distance between them.

The moment had finally come for them
to share their first kiss. Would it be awkward? Clumsy?
Explosive?

And our survey says…

Explosive was the winning
answer.

As soon as Baron’s lips touched hers,
a bomb went off, hurling hot spikes of passion into every cell of
their bodies. A strong need to be closer attacked them. Their
frames lined up immediately in a desperate attempt to satisfy that
need.

Female arms went around a strong
masculine neck. Male arms went around a small feminine waist. Hips
began to grind once more.

Aurelia melted into that kiss, finding
it better than any she’d ever had. She relished the professor’s
long tongue, savored the delectable champagne taste of him, and
marveled at his seemingly unquenchable thirst for her. Such
eagerness was a great ego booster for her damaged self-esteem. Oh
yes, she needed this man.

Baron found her lips just as soft as
he imagined they would be. She tasted as sweet as a reddish-purple
plum. A plum so juicy it made his mouth water just thinking about
it and was ideal for fresh eating, cooking, and canning. No wonder
he couldn’t seem to get enough of kissing her.

Baron’s hands also couldn’t seem to
get enough of touching her. And when his mouth met up with those
hands at her bosom, he found himself heady with desire. His whole
body shuddered in response. Never in his life had he wanted a woman
this badly before.

Had three months of abstinence done
this to him? Or was all this excitement because this was going to
be his first sexual experience with a black woman?

Baron didn’t know. All he knew was
that he liked feeling this way…a lot.

Now fully undressed with the help of
her eager hands, Baron laid her down on the large poster bed
against the wall. Then he kissed her from her forehead downward. He
lingered at her dimples, lips and especially at her lovely breasts.
He laved them thoroughly, tasting every brown inch of them before
going lower.

Baron wanted to taste all of Aurora.
But since they were still virtual strangers, he exercised extreme
caution by going no farther than her belly. Though her navel was
used as a substitute for something more intimate, his mouth gave it
superior service nevertheless.

Aurelia writhed beneath the
professor’s ministrations on the bed. Her eyes were wide, watching
everything he did to her. Fear entered her caramel pools initially,
but quickly subsided when he stopped at her stomach. For a minute
there she thought he was going to…to…

Go beyond her personal
boundaries.

Aurelia wasn’t ready for that level of
intimacy with any man. Relief flooded her soul when he demonstrated
boundaries of his own. Then and only then did she close her eyes to
relish the moment to the full.

“Yes,” Aurelia whispered
when he began to lap at her navel like a hungry puppy. Her hips
instantly moved just as hungrily.

Baron moaned at her heated response.
He sent one of his hands down to press the hidden button of her
desire. Doing so caused her secret compartment to slide open,
giving additional fingers access to all kinds of precious treasures
inside.

Aurelia’s eyes fluttered open at his
intimate touch. Her hips lifted off the bed. Her thighs moved in a
snatching motion that caused two of his digits to be yanked farther
into her sultry portal.

Baron inhaled sharply, sucking air
through his teeth. If that wasn’t a sign that she was ready for the
rest of him, he didn’t know what was. He quickly removed his hands
from her body long enough to don adequate protection.

Aurelia watched him be responsible
with swift fingers. She liked how his eyes kept returning to her
body while his hands moved, as if he couldn’t wait to return to her
in every way.

The professor hovered above her a few
seconds later.

Aurelia moaned out her pleasure as he
finally entered her woman’s gate. She liked how he slow walked
through it, not racing full speed ahead. Such consideration gave
her body a chance to adjust to his extraordinary
presence.

Were all Latino men this
impressive?

Aurelia didn’t know since this was her
first one. What she did know was that he felt so good to her. So
right.

“Aurora,” Baron whispered,
relishing her blissful expression as he continued to travel deep
within her snug cavern, searching out all her hidden places. The
contrasts of their skin tones against each other turned him on even
more.

“Professor,” Aurelia purred,
keeping in line with their anonymity as she moved her hips in a
different kind of dance now.

Baron joined in, following her rhythm,
though he had the position of power. From childhood he’d been
taught that a strong leader had to first know how to follow. And
follow he did tonight.

Aurelia found the professor to be the
gentlest lover she’d ever had in her life. He knew exactly how to
work his width for a woman’s ultimate pleasure. There was no
premature macho banging just to prove his prowess like Cain had
done.

No, this man was confident enough to
just let his sexual prowess naturally unveil itself during
intimacy. Aurelia literally felt massaged from the inside out with
each advance and retreat. Her fingers and toes tingled, even her
scalp, at the professor’s lovemaking. At the way he kept leaning in
to lick her dimples. And when she went over the edge, her toes
curled, and a long squeal bubbled up from deep within her
throat.

On fire now for sure, Baron once again
did the unexpected. He disengaged them.

“Is that all you want,
Professor?” Aurelia panted out, missing his presence
already.

She’d been apart from Cain for months
and hadn’t missed him once. Not even for a second. This proved that
she’d never really been in love with him in the first place. There
hadn’t even been enough lust to keep her holding on to that
man.

“All I want? Hardly.” Baron
smiled. “This is just a brief intermission so that we can switch
things up a bit. You know, go to the top another way,” he said,
lying on his back beside her.

“I get it,” Aurelia replied
excitedly, promptly moving to rise above him.

“Yes, that’s exactly what I
want you to do. Get it,” he flirted, playing on words.

“Oh, I will.” Aurelia
chuckled. “Without this,” she added, snatching her wig off and
flinging it across the room. Rising passion had her scalp
sweltering beneath all that extra hair.

Baron lifted his left brow at her
wig-slinging act. He grinned. His eyes twinkled with
mirth.

This woman was simply
adorable!

Then just like her lap dance, Aurora
begin to work her hips like a pro, making Baron glad to be a man
all over again. He followed her lead once more, letting her set the
tempo.

The pace soon became frenzied as she
bucked above him, prompting him to respond in kind. He did…with
unbridled passion and untamed hips.

The headboard of the bed banged
noisily against the wall, alerting those in the next room that
there was some serious activity going on in here. Sweat spilled
from their pores in droves. What a way to get in some meaningful
cardio. What a fun way to lose a few pounds.

Even after Baron went over the edge
with her trailing closely behind him, their passion still didn’t
abate. The positions kept changing, but the level of passion
didn’t. It was like they literally couldn’t get enough of one
another.

Truthfully, they didn’t want to get
enough of each other. Didn’t feel the need to. Not
tonight.

* * *

Concerned that Baron was going to kill
Aurelia in there, especially when they heard her scream over the
loud upbeat tune of Claudette Peters’ Flaunt It, Crystal asked
Dingo and one of Baron’s brothers to go check on their missing
dancer. All the other girls were accounted for. They were either
packing up to leave or else having sex in other suites as well.
Raven and Marquess were in a suite of their own, too, but there was
no riotous sounds coming from their room.

Using the extra key to Baron’s room,
Count and Dingo found Aurelia unharmed. It was the professor they
needed to be concerned about.

With eyes bucked one minute, rolling
in the back of his head the next, the man looked like he was about
to lose his mind as Aurelia hovered above him in a sensual squat,
rotated her hips upon his royal crown, and then literally slammed
down upon him. Each time she repeated those actions, Baron shouted
out his pleasure and begged her for more.

His exact words were, “Baby, please
don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.”

Count and Dingo looked at each other
in wonder and quietly left the room unnoticed, closing the door
securely behind them.

“Is your brother the stalker
type?” Dingo asked once they were in the hallway.

“No, why?” Count replied,
still trying to process what he’d just seen. He was going to
suggest that fantastic trick to his new bride tomorrow on their
honeymoon.

“Based on what we just saw,
he might not want to let Aurora go in the morning. Shoot, even I
might be tempted to stalk a woman with those kinds of tricks up her
sleeve. Even my girl Crystal doesn’t have that particular trick in
her repertoire...yet. She will after tonight though,” Dingo said,
revealing his eagerness to share what he’d seen with his own woman.
“Which is why I need to know if there’s going to be trouble at my
club later,” he continued, getting back to what he really wanted to
talk about.

“There won’t be any
trouble,” Count replied, convinced that his brother cared too much
about his personal and professional reputation to allow himself to
become a stalker.

“All right.” Dingo didn’t
looked or sound convinced. “In any case, Crystal and I will be
coming to get our girl around 9am just to make sure she leaves
without any problems.”

“I’ll let my brother know
what time you’ll be back when things finally quiet down in there.”
Even now they could still hear Baron yelling out his
pleasure.

With each new shout, Count became
increasingly less convinced about Baron’s ability to let the island
beauty go when this was all over. The fact that his youngest
brother had a tendency to hold onto things longer than most people
invoked even more concern for him.

Maybe it was a bad idea to bring
strippers to my bachelor’s party after all, Count thought, starting
to dread the decision he’d made with Earl and Marquess in each ear.
If only he had listened to Baron, who had been against hiring
exotic dancers from the start.

* * *

Back inside Room 938, Baron found
himself rapidly reaching his breaking point again. He couldn’t help
it. Aurora just kept sending him over the edge with her hips, her
lips, her everything.

Yet before he would allow himself to
surrender to ecstasy this time, Baron shifted their positions yet
again. He didn’t want to go over the edge this way. He had
something else in mind.

Determined to have Aurora in every
position he could while he could, Baron soon had her glistening
brown frame hedged in between him and the wall at the head of the
bed. Reentering her hot core soon thereafter, he literally went for
broke.

Her squeals of pleasure, heavy pants,
and the way her nails tried to dig into the wall ahead told him
that she was still enjoying herself just as much as he was. Those
gyrating hips of hers confirmed that assessment.

Tingling from head to toe, Aurelia
arched her back for more, more, and yet more. When the professor
gave her more, she matched his aggression beat for beat. Inside her
mind swirled with questions, despite the fact that it was also
cloudy
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