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White Hot


Natalie’s hands trembled as she traced the
second coat of gloss over her ruby red lips. She took a deep
breath, taking one last look at herself in the mirror. First days
at work were never easy, but the first day in a g-string was
something Natalie White thought she might not survive.

Thanks in part to her deadbeat baby daddy
Rob, Natalie was left with a hefty mortgage and mounting bills for
herself and her son Jack. The newly single mom tried her best to
provide for her little family but always came up short, never
finding a way to make ends meet. Her sister jokingly suggested she
become a stripper to make some fast cash, but as the bills mounted
to a point Natalie could no longer ignore, the joke became her
lifeline.

Looking past the heavy black curtain at the
back of the stage, Natalie watched her fellow stripper Jenny, or
“Candy Cain” as she was known, was finishing up her act.

“I got em all warmed up for ya, good
luck kiddo,” Jenny winked, as she passed Natalie in the narrow hall
behind the stage. Her legs felt as wobbly as jello listening to
Jimmy, the club manager, announcing her by her stage
name.

“Keep that applause rolling and those
pockets open for our newest dancer, “Cherry White,”

The bass boomed and the mirror ball spun as
Natalie stepped on stage. Her stomach clenched looking out at the
sea of horny men waiving dollar bills in the air. She moved slow
and cat-like toward the shiny silver pole, trying not to trip over
her sky-high Lucite pumps.

Natalie’s heart pounded along with the music
as she rolled her hips to the sultry beat. She crouched down
accepting the wads of cash being stuffed into the strap of her
g-string. Standing back up, she slowly slid the straps of her bra
off her shoulders, teasing the crowd. Taking a deep breath, she
unhooked the back and released her breasts from her lacy lingerie.
It was the first time Natalie had ever been topless in public. She
remembered the tips Jenny had taught her about her stage show and
did her best to carry them out through her fried nerves.

Winding slowly around the pole, Natalie
gripped the smooth chrome in her hands and spun slowly in a circle.
Egged on by the applause, Natalie gripped higher, wrapping her knee
around the pole as well, leaning into a graceful spin. Her platinum
white hair whipped around her shoulders as she rotated around the
pole, her full voluptuous breasts stood erect between her arms from
the subtle breeze.

Landing from her spin, Natalie crawled to the
edge of the stage, making eye contact with an older gentleman in
the front row. He smiled through his salt and pepper mustache as
she languidly rolled on her back, spreading her legs for the crowd.
A thin strip of fabric barely covered Natalie’s slit while she
shimmied her legs toward the sky. The man with the mustache smiled
as he approached her, placing his tip securely in her G-string.

Just as fast as the music had started, it was
over, and Natalie felt relieved that her three minutes were finally
finished. She snatched up the loose bills that littered the stage,
while Jimmy announced that all the ladies were available in the
Champagne Room for private dances.

Still feeling the high from her successful
first dance, Natalie circulated the room, looking for takers on a
private dance. Walking past the front row, a hand gently grasped
her wrist, stopping her in her tracks

“Cherry, I would love to have a lap
dance if you are available,” The older gentleman said, looking
straight into Natalie’s ice blue eyes.

“Of course baby, follow me,” She said,
stunned that she had gotten picked so fast.

Natalie led her customer by the hand, past a
glittering gold curtain, to the dimly lit Champagne Room. The small
space was lined with red velvet benches, plenty of room for several
simultaneous lap dances. She walked past her friend Jenny who was
already fully engrossed in her private customer. Natalie pointed to
the end of the bench and the man with the mustache sat down,
leaning back into the fuzzy red fabric.

“What’s your name sweetheart? Natalie
asked, leaning her bare breasts into his face.

“It’s Jacob, Jacob Billingston,” He
answered, breathing in the sweet smell of her skin. Jacob
Billingston was little more than a just a name to Natalie, she had
no idea of the history behind the billionaire she was
seducing.

“Well, you just sit back and relax
Jacob, and let me dance for you, OK?” Natalie said, turning around
and mounting his lap.

“Sounds good Cherry,” He replied,
gripping the sides of the bench as her ass ground into his lap.
Jacob had to muster all his strength not to touch the beautiful
body writhing on his crotch. Her head leaned back on his shoulder
while she worked her hips. Jacob could feel the silky strands of
her pale blonde hair sliding against his neck as she worked her ass
against his blooming manhood.

Despite his age, Jacob’s cock was as hard as
a rock. Natalie kept his stiffness firmly planted between her
cheeks, rubbing it with her backside.

“Do you like that?” She asked, pressing her
back hard into Jacob’s chest.

“Faster, work your ass faster,” He begged,
feeling his orgasm beginning to build beneath his pants. Natalie
did as he asked, gyrating wildly against his solid bulge. She could
feel the muscles in his body tensing as he crested toward ecstasy.
From the look of Jacob’s fancy suit and expensive shoes, Natalie
assumed if she made him cum she would get one hell of a tip.

“Right there Cherry, just like that honey,”
Jacob said growling in her ear, the tips of his bristly facial
hairs bushing against her cheek. She didn’t object when his hand
snuck up from the bench and on to her waist. There was something
about Jacob that was turning Natalie on too.

Jacob held her tightly against his cock as it
pulsed out gushes of lust inside his designer pants. Natalie could
feel the warm wetness spreading through the fabric and smiled. Her
first night at work had gone off without a hitch, and after her
maiden voyage in the Champagne Room, she felt she might just
survive her temporary career.

Getting up from Jacob’s lap, Natalie lingered
at his feet, waiting for him to fish in his pocket for her tip. She
watched him pull out his shiny gold money clip and count the
Benjamins one by one. Jacob folded five-hundred dollars between his
fingers and placed it in the palm of Natalie’s hand. Her mouth
dropped open in sheer disbelief from the huge tip. He smiled, happy
that he could make this beautiful woman’s night. She was special, a
diamond in the rough, and Jacob shuttered to think of her shine
getting tarnished in a place like a strip club. From the first
moment he saw her, Jacob was smitten.

“Sweetheart, would you like to have dinner
with me tomorrow?” Jacob asked, reaching into his pocket for his
business card.

“Well, um, sure. That would be nice,”
Natalie responded, not quite sure what she was getting herself
into. She had heard horror stories from Jenny about men that try
and take advantage of strippers, but Jacob seemed different. Jacob
was more like a loving grandfather type, not at all like the
lowlives Jenny described.

“Here is my card, the address is on the
back. Does 8 o’clock work for you?” He asked, his kind brown eyes
twinkling in the light of the Champagne Room.

“8 sounds perfect,” Natalie smiled
back, trying to think of what she did to deserve such
luck.

She watched him walk all the way out of
the club, running to the window just in time to watch Jacob
disappear into the back seat of a limousine. Natalie shook her head
trying to snap herself awake. “I have got
to be dreaming,” She thought to herself as she watched
the limousine pull away. Natalie had seen things like this in
movies, but this kind of luck never happened in real life, at least
not in her life.

“How was your first night?” Jenny asked
as she strolled up behind Natalie.

“I am not sure if this happens every night
but, I just made out like a bandit!” She replied, holding out the
huge wad of cash she earned for the night.

“Damn girl, you really
did clean up. You must have a fan!”
Jenny said, walking into the dressing room with Natalie. The two
women sat down at their brightly lit dressing tables and began to
wipe the caked makeup from their faces.

“I think he literally might be, he
invited me to dinner tomorrow,”

“Girl, you remember what I told you, if he
seems sketchy at all, get the hell out of there!”

“I will Jenny, I promise. Listen, I am
out of here, I will see you later,” Natalie said, kissing her
friend on the cheek, and walking toward the door. Waving at Jimmy
as she passed through the door, Natalie shook her head again, in
complete disbelief of her insanely lucky turn of events.

Working all night was going to be more
difficult than Natalie had imagined. She barely got four hours of
sleep before she had to get up and take her son to school. Her
mother graciously offered to babysit, but Natalie insisted on
taking Jack to school every morning. Clutching her coffee in her
hand, she ran up the steps to her parent’s house to gather her son
for school.

“So, how did it go?” Her mother asked as she
busied herself around the kitchen.

“It was fine mom, we can talk about it
later,” Natalie said, looking over at her father who kept his nose
buried in his newspaper. She knew he was disappointed in her choice
of career, and she was not about to go twelve rounds with Jake in
the room.

Her son’s happy smiling face peeked out from
under his oversized knit cap. Natalie beamed looking at her
precious boy. He was reason enough for the late nights, lack of
sleep, and her controversial career. She would do anything for her
baby, and today that meant a dinner with Jacob.

After dropping Jacob off at school, Natalie
went about the business of preparing for her date. Jenny’s warning
had been in the back of her mind since the night before, so Natalie
decided to put the issue to rest and research her date. She nearly
fell off her chair reading about the billionaire businessman she
was about to break bread with. Scrolling through page after page of
articles about Jacob’s business acumen, she stumbled across an
obituary for Mary Billingston.

Mary’s pleasant smile lit up Natalie’s
computer screen as she read about the life of Jacob’s dearly
departed wife. A tear came to her eye reading the touching
testament Jacob wrote for the love of his life. Natalie knew Rob
would never have written anything even half as nice about her. She
had a knack for snagging jerks but felt something shift last night
with Jacob. The way he looked at her, the kindness in his eyes was
like nothing she had ever experienced before.

Getting sucked further down the rabbit hole
of information about Jacob, Natalie was on the verge of being late
for her date. She rushed around her tiny two-bedroom home, throwing
on the little black dress she had been saving for a special
occasion. Sending a quick text goodnight to Jack who was happily
playing at his grandparent’s house, Natalie rushed out the door to
see Jacob.

Her ten-year-old Prius, pitted with rust and
missing one hubcap, cruised through the south side of town up to
the north end where the upper crust lived. The further north she
went, the bigger the houses got. Glancing again at the back of
Jacob’s card, she read 279 Elm written in Jacob’s handwriting.
Natalie scanned the mailboxes, counting down to the last house on
the left, 279 Elm St.

Pressing the little red button on the call
box, Natalie watched the huge iron gate swing open before her. She
drove ahead along the smooth blacktop driveway that was lined with
trees on either side. The tiny Prius crested the hill and chugged
toward the humongous mansion buried among a forest of pine trees.
The stately tutor-style home looked like something out of a
fairytale. Natalie felt like Princess Guinevere coming to claim her
Lancelot climbing the stairs of the castle-like home. Grabbing the
massive door-knocker, she banged it against the heavy mahogany
door. Even echo of iron hitting wood was impressive. Natalie began
to quake from excitement waiting for Jacob to answer the door. Her
gut fluttered with butterflies as she heard heavy footsteps drawing
closer to the door.

“You made it!” Jacob grinned, leaning
forward and taking Natalie into his arms. She smelled just as
delicious as she did the night he met her but looked ten times
better in her little black dress.

“This house is amazing!” Natalie’s eyes
were as wide as saucers taking in the magnitude of the Billingston
estate.

“Let me give you the tour,” Jacob
smiled, taking his date by the hand and showing her his home. The
couple toured all 20,000 square feet of space, stopping their tour
in his impressive master suite. Natalie felt a twinge of sadness
thinking about Jacob rattling around in this huge home all by
himself. While her entire home would practically fit in Jacob’s
master bathroom, Natalie had Jack, and having her son was worth
more than all the mansions in the world combined.

“I thought we could have supper in here
if that is OK with you?” Jacob asked, pulling out a chair next to
the small table at the foot of the bed.

“That will be fine,” She replied,
taking in the sumptuousness of the room. Natalie would have happily
taken all of her meals in that bedroom if given the chance. The
ornate tray ceiling seemed to stretch on forever, glowing with
ambient lighting. A fireplace crackled at the opposite side of the
room, complete with a fluffy fur rug just below the hearth. Her
host gazed at her from across the table as he opened the silver
cloches covering their plates.

“My chef prepared prime rib with winter
vegetables, is beef OK with you Cherry?”

“It’s Natalie actually…My real name is
Natalie…”

“I like that. Natalie suites you better
than Cherry,” His eyes sparkled saying her name. Natalie was
instantly relaxed tucking into her meal with Jacob. She felt as if
somehow she had known him her whole life. Over their delicious
prime rib, the pair discussed their lives, holding nothing back.
Natalie talked about how Rob had gotten her pregnant in high school
and had promised her the moon, but in reality, only gave her hell.
Jacob talked about the passing of his wife, and his crippling
loneliness. Mary had been his world, and when she left, she took a
huge chunk of his soul with her.

“I am so sorry for your loss, Jacob.
Mary must have been a wonderful woman,”

“She was. We met when we were twelve
and had been inseparable ever since, that was until last year…” His
kind eyes began to flood with tears thinking about his beloved
Mary. Natalie rushed around the table, taking him into her
arms.

“Natalie, you know what the worst part
is? I may have all the money in the world, a huge home, plenty of
cars, but I have no one to share it with. All of this means nothing
if you are alone. “ He buried his face into her chest, letting her
arms soothe away his pain.

“Well, I am here right now Jacob.
Tonight you are not alone,”

“Thank you, Natalie, I really
appreciate you listening to this old geezer sob about his dead
wife,” Jacob joked, looking up into her beautiful face. He gently
guided her body into his lap, hugging her womanly
curves.

“It’s my pleasure Jacob, besides you
are not that old,” Natalie
playfully poked his ribs making him chuckle. “I seem
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