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I step down from the stage and put my lace
bra back on. It is pure white and glows in the neon light of the
club, making my skin look even darker than it is. Usually I count
the tips as I make my way to the bar, but this time there is
nothing to count. Two tens and one fiver, it looks like tonight is
going to be boring, and boring means I am not earning much.

Suddenly, I feel someone’s paw on my
booty.

There are two types of people in this club
that allow themselves to touch me. The newbies, who don’t know that
I am not to be fucked with and are going to learn that very soon,
or Jack, the owner.

Jack seems to be incapable of learning,
because no matter how many black eyes I give him, he is still
getting handsy with me from time to time.

I turn around and push his hand off my
body.

“Get your hands off me, motherfucker!”

“Easy Kendra, easy! This is not some schmuck,
it’s your favorite boss.”

“You touch me again and I will fuck you up so
bad that you will have trouble managing your bowel movement till
the rest of your life!”

Jack’s sleazy grin grows even wider.

“Come on, baby, you know that if you play
nice I will send all the whales your way.”

“You will send them my way even if they
request a white girl like they usually do? You’re so full of
shit!”

“All right, all right, chill. Listen, I need
you to help me with a client.”

“What, he didn’t like your pole dancing
skills?”

“Fuck you!”

Jack is getting angry and I like it.

“Listen, Kendra, there is this guy, he is
totally loaded. Asks for the champagne room as soon as he enters
the place and keeps ordering Perignon’s like it’s sparkling
water.”

“Good for you.”

“Well, not really, because he sent back six
girls already!”

“Wait, six? I know the five you’re fucking,
who’s the sixth one?”

“Fuck, Kendra!”

I can see that he still tries to look tough,
but he is really nervous.

“Listen, Kendra, I don’t know what his
problem is, but they don’t last even five minutes with the guy.
These are top-notch bitches, but the motherfucker tries to talk to
them and…”

“… and it feels as entertaining as talking
with a doorknob. So you want me to have an actual conversation with
him, get him excited and then you pull me out and let one of those
bitches that suck your cock get the tips?”

“No, I swear, you can do whatever the fuck
you want with him, just keep him in and keep the champagne flowing.
He is here for an hour and we already earned more than we earn in
three days.”

“Whatever, but I am keeping the tips. All of
them.”

“Sure, just keep the champagne flowing. I am
counting on you Kendra, really, thank you!”

He is so happy that he forgets about the
tough guy act for a moment and I can’t help but smile. He smiles
back and I hurry to the champagne room before the idiot decides
that I am flirting with him or something.

I reach the entrance to the champagne room
and take a quick look at myself in the mirror.

I look fucking perfect.

The white lacing of my bra and panties
creates an intricate web on my ebony body. My lips are full and
sensual, my hips are wide and curvy and my nipples are rock-hard.
They always are, but it makes it easy to trick guys into thinking
that I am into them and get more tips as a result.

I take a deep breath.

The whale is supposedly a piece of work, but
it is all about the mindset. All these white bimbos see a rich guy
and lose their shit. What they don’t realize is that this is what
he is used to and what he expects. But if you look at him, then 99%
of the time it is some aging fat nerd with noodle arms and pasty
skin who somehow managed to make a bit of money.

The thing is, for most of his life women
didn’t treat him well and he felt like a loser. Now his neurons are
fused or whatever and he will keep feeling like a loser no matter
how much money he has. And when women suddenly treat him like a
king, it causes cognitive dissonance and his reptile brain tries to
defend itself from new experiences by turning him into a massive
asshole.

But I have a remedy for that.

If you treat a guy like that the way he is
used to be treated, if you treat him like shit, then he relaxes and
feels comfortable and I get another regular until he falls in love
and we have to ban him from the club.

That’s one disadvantage of this occupation,
but I get by.

In any case, I am ready to come in and show
this little white boy his place and get my paycheck.

I come in without knocking and…

…stop dead in my tracks.

The interior of the champagne room has a
royal theme and the chairs are made to look like thrones.

The Man sitting on the throne in front of me
looks like a King.

His wide frame fills the space between the
armrests. His bulging muscles fill his tailored white shirt. His
wide-spread legs showcase the huge bulge on his crotch. His
thousand-dollar leather shoes and his hundred thousand dollar Rolex
show his status.

And the chiseled features of his face and his
deep hunter eyes make my stomach do jumping jacks.

Even his thick raven-dark hair looks like a
crown.

He locks eyes with me and stands up and only
then do I realize how tall he is. As he towers over me, his body a
massive wall of muscled flesh, I feel the invigorating scent of his
expensive cologne and realize one thing.

My plan has just gone to shit.

He extends his hand and as soon as my skin
touches his I feel a buzz on the surface of my skin. He gently but
firmly squeezes my fingers, in a way gentlemen of old did.

“Jonathon.”

I dissolve in his deep blue eyes for I don’t
know how long before it hits me. I am supposed to reply to
that.

“Oh, yeah, Kendra.”

He smiles and my heart starts beating
faster.

“It is nice to meet you Kendra.”

His eyes travel up and down my body once,
slowly. He is not trying to hide it, he is not ashamed of his
nature.

“It is good that they finally decided to send
a real woman. Please have a seat.”

Without waiting for my response, he gently
pulls my fingers in the direction of the chair next to his and my
body obeys. There are barely two square inches of skin-to-skin
contact and yet it feels like he is in full control of my body.

Only when my thong-clad ass lands on the
leather surface of the chair he releases me from his grasp
physically, but not mentally.

I realize that my panties are soaking
wet.

Jonathon sits back on his throne and I hear
his slightly raspy but velvety voice again.

“How are you doing today, Kendra?”

“I am fine, thank you. Manners oblige me to
ask the same of you, but it is obvious that you are doing good.
What are we celebrating?”

Jon smirks and picks up a bottle of champagne
from the table. It is indeed Dom Perignon and he skilfully pops it
open and begins filling my glass first.

“I like perceptive women and I like women who
can show initiative in the conversation. Since you seem to be both,
let’s say we are celebrating our meeting.”

We clink glasses and drink. I take a sip and
he does the same. I barely feel the taste because I am distracted
by the invigorating scent of his perfume and a raging pyre of lust
in my lower belly.

“Isn’t this champagne great, Kendra? The
taste is exquisite.”

“It is tasty all right, but in all honestly I
can’t feel much difference between this and the usual swill they
sell at the bar. No offense, I appreciate the gesture, but I
suppose it is an acquired taste.”

As these words leave my mouth I realize that
I am doing it wrong. I am supposed to seduce, to flirt, to excite.
Nobody wants to have serious conversations in a strip club, but my
brain just freezes and I can’t think about anything else but how he
looks underneath his silk shirt.

“It is an acquired taste indeed. And I
appreciate the honesty. Usually people try to pretend and that
tires me. Are you cold, Kendra?”

I follow his gaze and see that my nipples are
rock-hard and clearly visible through the laced texture of my bra.
They are always this way, but I can't deny I am attracted to this
man, even though I can't tell him about it.

“Yes, it is chilly indeed.”

“I believe I have a remedy for that. Come
here.”

He extends his hand and before I realize what
my body is doing I sit on his lap. Fuck, we are not allowed to do
that! And yet being so close to him feels so fucking good. I feel
the heat of his body enveloping me in an aura of lust. I just want
to lean on him and bury my face in the spot between the neck and
shoulder, and it takes so much effort to keep my body in check.

“Is it better, Kendra?”

“It is, but I really shouldn’t be doing this,
it is against the club rules.”

“You do realize that I can feel that you are
soaking wet?”

Damn, my panties are wet and I probably
ruined his trousers.

Meanwhile, he reaches for a new bottle of Dom
Perignon and opens it.

“Jonathon, aren’t you going to finish your
glass? And the bottle on the table is almost full.”

He pours the champagne from the freshly
opened bottle into a pair of clean glasses.

“It was opened three minutes ago and lost its
original taste already.”

He smirks.

“As I said, it is an acquired taste.”

He puts the glass in my hand.

“Jonathon, I am sorry, but it is against the
rules to drink with clients. I can take a sip now and then,
but-”

“I see. And the rules are set by the
owner?”

“Yes, but-”

“Is the owner in the building right now?”

“He is, but-”

“I want to see him.”

I look at Jon and he doesn’t look mad. I
don’t want any trouble with Jack, but it is hard to tell no to a
man like Jon. I push a hidden button under the table. Usually, it
is a sign for security to intervene, but I am sure that this time
Jack would want to handle things himself instead of sending his
goons.

Not a minute goes by when we hear a cautious
knock on the door. Jack’s feeble voice barely penetrates the wooden
surface.

“Is everything ok over here… sir?”

What an asshole!

Jonathon puts his glass on the table and
replies.

“You may come in.”

Jack enters the room and stands in front of
us. He is visibly nervous and it doesn’t look like he owns the
place. In fact, Jonathon’s boss vibe fills the room and Jack looks
like an employee ready to be scolded.

“I understand that you are the owner of this
establishment. I want to purchase it. Name your price.”

I can’t believe I am hearing this. I look
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