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Chapter One

 


 


John noticed her the minute she stepped into Club
Lexx’s seating area from the entryway off the foyer. The woman
clutched her ticket like it was a lifeline, holding it close to her
body in a fist so tight the silver and blue embossed paper crumpled
where her fingers gripped it, as if it would disappear at any
moment.

She’d pulled away from a line that snaked around
seating arrangements, and people mulling about sipping their
complimentary drinks, to explore the ornately decorated sitting
room. She stood before a five-foot-tall black marble fireplace,
trailing her painted fingernails along the carved mantel before
moving on to study a gold and red lacquered lamp sitting on an end
table at one of the seat groupings. Intrigued, John watched her
while she observed the crowd, waiting to be admitted into one of
the most exclusive parties of the year: The Erotic-Exotic
Event.

From the monitor inset behind the bar, John smiled at
the buzz of excitement that zipped through the room. The crowd
shifted, moving in place but not really going anywhere. The gilded
double doors groaned, pushed open to reveal the main hall of the
club. Masses of people surged forward, and the feeling of
anticipation was palpable, as people in groups as well as
individually broke off in search of their iniquity. John leaned a
hip against one of the shelves lining the back of the bar and
watched the mysterious woman maneuver through the throng of people.
Viewing her in person, she looked familiar, but he couldn’t place
her.

Without a thought, he reached for the handset under
the bar, next to the monitor, and called the head of security. John
described the woman that had caught his interest, telling his
friend to find her and put the silver admittance band on her
arm.

John took a few steps, keeping a watchful eye from
the side bar as his friend, Adam, laughed and went in search of the
enigmatic woman. The interplay between them kept his attention, as
she looked at the head of his security personnel with confusion,
then shrugged, shoving her arm out to show her current admittance
band. Adam nodded, leaned down and said something to her, speaking
directly into her ear. John stretched his torso to see around the
small crowd that had stepped in his way. He only saw when she
thrust out her arm and walked further into the club after Adam
secured the new band to her wrist. He couldn’t help but wonder what
Adam said to get her to accept a new admittance bracelet.

She bobbed her head back and forth, taking in all the
sights and sounds going on around her. John’s curiosity was piqued.
The woman looked lost amongst the hedonistic patrons that
frequented this particular party. He felt his protective instincts
surface: her look of innocence was sure to draw some of the more
hardcore regulars, who might think she was part of the evening’s
programs. John needed to make sure the woman was looked after,
preferably by himself. That is, after he found out what the hell
she was doing there in the first place.

John told Mick, his chief bartender, to make sure all
the boys and some of the girls knew that the woman with the silver
band was off-limits and got anything she wanted, on the house. John
picked up the club paperwork he was checking and moved from behind
the bar, quickly crossing the room to the V.I.P. entrance. He still
had to prepare for the evening’s exclusive party. Slipping through
the door, he moved down the hall and through a second entry that
led to his upstairs apartment.

Opening the door to his home, John picked up the
remote as he passed the bank of security monitors lining his living
room wall. He pressed the 'on' button of the remote and tossed the
device behind him, and it landed with a soft thud on his sofa. One
by one, the screens came to life, showing various areas of the
club. He located the mousy woman that had stirred his primal urges.
John had no idea why he felt so strongly. He’d dated much prettier
women. The woman passing under his security cameras appeared to be
plain at first.

John tilted his head, studying her. There was
something about her: the way she held her back straight, the
defiant lift of her chin as she navigated the various crowds
surging into the main dance hall. He chuckled. She knew she was out
of place, but she was daring anyone to point that fact out. John
walked closer to the monitors and touched his fingers to the
screen, outlining her body with his index finger. Perhaps it was
her aloofness, the way she held herself away from the others. This
woman appeared to have some very interesting qualities. And he
couldn’t shake the feeling that he knew her from somewhere.

She wore cream slacks with a red loose furry top. The
dark shade enhanced the latte color of her skin, and her pleated
blouse had a deep V in the front that exposed the swell of her
breasts with every move she made. Soft brown eyes dominated her
face, behind black rectangular eyeglass frames. Her dark hair hung
in a thick ponytail atop her head, reminding him of genie images
from an old television show. The flair of her hair as she turned
her head was what initially caught his attention. Dark brown hair
splayed and momentarily caught the bright reds and golds of the
dying sunrays, shining through the vaulted windows. But a pert nose
above full luscious lips the color of ripe cherries is what kept
his interest captivated. His eyes drifted down her body. She was
compact, but curvaceous. She had cushioning in all the right
places.

His dick jumped momentarily, pushing against his fly.
John started to strip, dropping clothing as he strode to the
bathroom, leaving the image of the woman behind him as he headed to
the shower. His apartment consisted of four rooms that easily
blended into one another: bedroom, bathroom, kitchen and living
area, in one big open space. He could have had a second bedroom
installed, but instead opted for a huge bathroom with a dual-headed
shower set in natural stone tile. A big man needed a comfortable
shower, and his six-foot-four, imposing frame liked having all that
room.

He stepped into the large stall and turned the knob,
letting the spray of hot water pour over his body from multiple
jets. The steam fogged the glass walls and small droplets of water
ran down the enclosure walls. John couldn’t shake the look of her
berry-stained, glossy lips from his mind. The water beat against
his shoulders, loosening his tense muscles. He picked up the shower
gel and poured a good amount into the washcloth he’d retrieved from
the shelf.

Sliding the soapy fabric across his body, the rough
material felt good against his skin. He closed his eyes and turned
to let the hot water run down his back. An image of luscious
reddened lips floated before his mind’s eye. The washcloth slipped
from his hand and hit the tile floor with a smack. His hand slid
across his taut stomach to his proliferating erection. Slipping his
fingers around his shaft, he slid his hand slowly up and down.

John grunted with pleasure as he tightened his grip,
giving his rod an upstroke that glided around the head lightly and
then swiftly down. He took a few steps back, bracing his feet, and
resting his shoulders against the warm tile wall. Water plastered
his hair to his head as heavy droplets fell from the showerhead
centered above him. Thinking about those plump, parted lips had him
pumping himself with slow strokes to just under the plum-purple
head of his cock.

Heat raced through his body as he increased the speed
of his hands movements. A flurry of bubbles washed down his legs as
his hips thrust against his fist. He felt the pleasure build at the
base of his spine as his sack drew tighter. Twisting his hand, he
pumped faster. John rubbed his head against the tile, lifting his
chin. Water washed across his face. His thighs bulged as he stroked
his cock and wondered if she liked to be spanked. As John wondered
whether she kept her pussy natural, the idea of soft tight curls
tickling his balls as he thrust into her wet channel pushed him
over the edge.

He shot a pulsating stream of cum on the stone tiles
of the shower stall’s opposite wall. A few drops splattered back
onto his tense belly as he dropped his head and growled in
satisfaction. The resonance of his voice bounced around the
bathroom. The rest of his essence rolled down the wall and swirled
down the drain with the water. John bent, snatched up his washcloth
from the floor, and resumed his shower.

As he stepped away from the stall, he smiled. No
doubt, he craved this unknown woman and he would have her. Grabbing
a thick towel from the warming rack, he stalked into his bedroom.
Vigorously rubbing the moisture from his hair and body, he thought
about the best way to approach her. She had looked skittish. He
threw the towel in the basket on his closet floor and, his
attention elsewhere, grabbed the first clothing his hands touched.
Picking up a pair of boots, he shoved his feet in to them
quickly.

Checking the television screens before he left, John
located his unidentified mystery woman.

Reaching the object of his desire took longer than he
anticipated. Female acquaintances grabbed at him, demanding
attention. Patrons stopped him to chat, hoping for a sneak -peek
into the club’s upcoming events. Different employees appeared
before him, needing approval for various requests.

John was starting to believe maybe he wasn’t meant to
meet this particular woman. Exhaling a breath of relief that he
hadn’t been accosted by further distractions, he took a seat at the
bar, next to the woman he’d been watching from afar. She shifted in
her seat and the sweet scent of strawberries wrapped itself around
him. John couldn’t help the smile that lifted his lips, when it
didn’t take long for her to notice him.

***

Mattie
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