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Phoenix Hunter

Cosmopolitan Club

Los Angeles

6.00pm.

“Hey, Johnny!” I called. My newly appointed
manager turned from giving instructions to his bar staff.
He did a sequence of gestures infused with emotion, before they all dispersed. He started
to walk over. I peered around the nightclub my brother Cade bought
a few months ago. What a shithole...

As if I didn't inherit enough trouble running
Purgatory up in Hollywood, he’d thrown me another ball to bloody
juggle.

I'm standing by the bar. My mouth salivates
at the selection of fine liquers
on the top shelf. The mirrors behind them reflect the stage. My
eyes flick to the three stripper poles that come down from the
roof. The lights flash and speakers blast, sound is being tested. Smoke comes out of the
machine.

I inspect my surroundings. The large dance
floor in the middle is now replaced with plush blood red carpet.
The chairs are quilted pieces that appear like pods, paired with
small circular glass tables. This latest acquirement by Cade
puzzles me. Cosmopolitan is fitted out like a high-class strip club though it began life as a roost for Hollywood celebrities,
millionaires. The memories I had in this place! Its former glory gone.

“What the hell was he thinking?
Diversification? Insanity?” I say out aloud.

“I ask myself the same question?” Johnny
replies. He extends his hand to shake, a firm grip. Old school.
He's wearing a black suit with bow tie. He adjusts it, perhaps too
close to his neck. “Johnny gots ta
wear this shit? C'mon.”

“Stop complaining. Is everything in
order?”

“Yes, boss,” he says as he tucks his shirt
in. He points to the stripper poles and the neon light that
surround the stage. The pink glow
cascades below, making the place shine. The only aspect of the
shithole I like.

“The male strippers are coming in about an
hour.”

Johnny raises a brow. “Men?”

“Yes. A gift for my lady entourage, for the
whole lot of them, their birthdays commence over the next couple of
weeks. My thought process is to throw them one big party with
seductive entertainment. The other option was to buy them all
gifts, I'd go from millionaire to bloody broke in ten seconds
flat.”

Johnny chuckles, putting a smirk on my face.
Things couldn't be too far from the truth, if I had to be brutally honest. I flick my eyes to
the row of chairs by the front and I ask him to ditch half the tables and arrange the seats in
rows with an aisle down the middle like a church.

I count the seats to reserve, nodding to each
name “Brittney, Tracey, Monica, Sheryl, and Anastasia...”

“Damn Mr. Hunter. I understand what you
mean!”

I exhale when I remember, “Yeah, not
accounting for their entourage of female buddies.”

“So a full house tonight.”

I nod.

My phone rings and Tracey is on the line, I
arrange Johnny, to open the bar; free drinks tonight. Including the
top shelf stuff.

I walk out of the club. Phone to ear, the
yellow Hummerzine arrived with the
ladies. Another limo is behind them with their friends. Tracey
spots me and waves when all the girls storm out of the car. The
beauty of youth. I squeeze my eyes for a moment, thinking I'm
running a fashion show in Paris. Gorgeous looking girls dressed in
their best outfits looking sexy as hell congregate by the
door. I adjust my cufflinks and
collar. I lick my lips.

I say, “Ladies...”

They turn to me. I'm overwhelmed for a second
with their attention. My mind examines each one of them. Which one
shall I choose to bed tonight... which one will receive hot wet kisses from head to toe? Which
one will scream in ecstasy in the silk sheets of my bed?

I breathe in when I kiss them all on the
cheek as they go in. The scent of perfume and fake tan permeates my nostrils. I feel the greedy urge
to have them all at. Such fantasies are best left for the confines
of adult videos. I wait for the two male strippers who are due to
arrive at any minute. The doors are open as they rush to the bar to
drink their fill. The girls go top shelf, straight to thousand
dollar bottles of champagne and wine.

Perhaps I should have bought them presents
instead.

I smooth my face; the bristles of my beard
make me think about how these young women magically appeared when
they discovered I was the brother of famous billionaire Cade
Hunter. Sheesh, you think if I was a street sweeper they would
still be around? Probably not. Although their beauty and youth make
a decent substitute for sincerity. Makes me wonder if women are
hardwired to be attracted to men
with wealth. Reminded me of my yacht trip in the Caribbean a boat full of pretty young woman and fat rich old men...

My phone rings again, and my brother Cade is
on the line. At the same time, I recognize the strippers, in a
White convertible Mercedes pulling up. I check my Rolex to realize
we are almost kicking off. I walk out to meet them, while talking
to Cade.

“Phoenix are you free to talk?” Cade
says.

I point to the entrance for the two strippers
to enter. “I am now.”

“I appreciate you taking things by the coat
tails brother. Been busy with a few personal dealings.”

“Where are you?”

“Paris,” He says, “I'm here with Karen.”

...

“You there Phoenix?”

“Yeah, can't believe you dropped all this
shit on me, to chase a fucking woman.”

“Sorry, but
I had to. She's been helping me deal with things. I'm getting
help.”

I grind my jaw, “Things?” I say, “The voices
in your head? Well, I hope it's working because I had to put up
with all your bullshit post traumatic syndrome when you left the Special Air
Services.”

“Phoenix, being with Karen made me realize
what we missed out on growing up. The things that defined me as a
man.”

“Cade, I gotta go, I ain't got time to listen to your enlightenment. Drop in
when your head is straight and you're done chaperoning the cougar lady around. We do
need to talk in person.”

I hung up.

My eyes shifted to the party, I buttoned up my coat. Licked my lips and
went inside.

***

 


The place is packed. Filled to the brim with
beautiful women. The Great Gatsby had nothing to what this is. The
soft pink neon light falls on the
crowd as they drink their fill. Champagne bottles pop. Glasses
clink amid cheers, and laughs, conversation is humming, all at my
expense.

Johnny is sweating at his brow trying to keep
up with the pace at the bar, stocking the shelves with fine wine
and liqueur. He nods to give some sort of conviction that he’s
doing all right. Suddenly the strippers come out carrying plates of
food.

The sober
girls gawk at their muscles, glistening with oil. The intoxicated
women scream and reach for the guy’s bodies as if they were the
morsels on the plate. Watching them react to these gentlemen is
fascinating. A conflict of behaviors that will eventually stir
desire in their panties. Something catches my eye. Prey.

Who are you, gorgeous...?

A woman steps in my line of sight. A gazelle
amongst the buffalos, zebras and
hippopotamuses. She seems focused
on one of the strippers like a lioness following its prey. I'm
intrigued and her eyes penetrate the one they call Chocolate
Thunder. She takes a seat, looks hungry for a night of
unadulterated sex.

She notes his pattern of travel and she
strategically sits in the path of the well-oiled Chocolate man. The
woman's red dress shimmers her blue eyes dazzle me with intensity.
She crosses her legs, her red heels make me lick my lips. I step in
to intercept the stripper.

I press my hand on the stripper's chest. He
flinches as I take the tray of food, to complete the journey to
this mysterious woman. The closer I approach the more defined the
details become. Blonde hair with a silky straightness, golden skin.
She's mine to take.

I want her.

I take a vacant seat beside her and offer her
the morsels on the silver platter. She examines me. Up and down,
sizing me up. The corner of her upper lip rises. She says, “I'm not
hungry anymore...” her eyes shift back to Chocolate Thunder.

I lean back, insulted.

“So what can I do to refurbish your
appetite?”

She angles her head, smiling at me with a
look of superiority behind her eyes. Dismissive even. Her legs
uncross and cross over to the opposite side, she joins her hands,
interlinking them by her knee. Movements so distracting. Sexy. No
ring on her finger, fine for the taking.

“Nothing you have interests me...”

Whoa.

I sit up and unbutton my suit. Loosening my
tie. The tip falls to my zipper. She glances down to the outline of
my cock. She flinches. Stares at my eyes. Electricity, Then she
peeks at my crotch again.

“Is that so ma'am.”

“Yes... “She says. “Cute tie by the way.”

I pause to form some sort of an opinion on
this woman. An outtake. I start to remove my tie slowly threading
through the collar, place the tie
on the chair. The birthday girls are watching, disappointed, for
this woman has my undivided attention.

I undo two of my buttons. She lifts her flute
to sip.

“Cute?” I say, “That is something said to a
puppy or newborn baby. I don't like to make that kind of fashion
choices.”

She laughs, “What kind of choices do you like
to make?”

“You for one,” I say. “My bed for the other.”

She flinches then cracks a laugh. She puts
her drink down and reaches out. Her nails are impeccable. I imagine them clutching my back as
I penetrate over and over again.

We touch for the first time. Hand to hand.
Fire and ice meet.

She says, “My name is Nyla Mayne.”

“Phoenix Hunter.”

She leans back. “Oh so you’re the one the
girls have been drawing straws over. Drooling over like at some God. I have never seen
something so pathetic.”

I smirk. “Jealousy in a woman is a sexy
virtue. So who do you know that invited you here?”

She shrugged. “I just walked off the
street.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Really.”

“I must talk to security to make sure we
check the list thoroughly, not to let in undesirables.”

“Is that what I am?”

“Ma'am, doesn't have to be. By the way you’re coming across.” We trade
stares back and forth like a mental game of ping pong. My attention
is drawn to her wholesome breasts
and her succulent lips. I go in for the kill. “Do you care to join
me later tonight at my place for a quiet drink?”

She sighs. “I came here for the
strippers.”

I shake my head, getting annoyed somewhat at
this defiant woman. I switch up my game. I lean forward. I go
aggressive. I place my hands on her arm and I squeeze like a
barbarian. “Listen. No games. I want you Nyla. Now.” I pause, so
close her perfume sends thoughts
through my mind. I study the deep valley between her breasts. She
licks her lips. Pouts.

“I promise you a night you won't ever forget
where we can lose ourselves in each other...”

She shakes her head, “I came here for a good
time.” She adds, “And if you don't take your hand off me. I will
break it so that you won't have one to jerk off with.”

Whoa!

I lean back. Picking up the vibes. The
lioness. The tone both scares and at the same time arouses me more.
I lift my hand and take out my card. I say, “Well Nyla, a pleasure
to meet you. Give me a call when you want my hands to do other
things that don't involve you breaking them.”

I left.

Sheesh, what a
belligerent bitch!

***

Nyla Mayne

 


Phoenix leaving with his tail between his
legs is quite a sight. He buttons up his dark blue suit, taking his
tie with him. He glances at me quickly before shaking his head. The
young women encircling us move with him like a flock of geese.

He is back at the bar sipping his drink,
watching me with frustrated eyes. I take the time to examine his
features. Slicked back dark brown
hair, light blue eyes and an angular face with a stubble jaw line. I’m amused by the
girls wanting his attention when his gaze is solely fixated on me.
He starts stroking his chin, then sips from his glass. I turn away
to the stage and one of the other stripper’s brushes past me. He
looks Latino, but I have my eyes on the one named Chocolate
Thunder.

“Excuse me?” I ask tapping the Latino’s oily
shoulder.

“Yes, are you wanting a lap dance?” he says.
“Fifty bucks.”

“No,” I say, “Well...not with you.” His eyes
shift to his partner when I ask, “Do you do private dances.”

“How Private?”

“My mansion. My bedroom. A happy ending.”

Latin man licks his lips and rubs his hands.
Either he was excited by the way I said it or
































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
COUGAR
" HUNTER

IDYANAIBI MANOA





