
        
            
                
            
        

    
	In a desperate bid to pay off his gambling debt, Solomon stumbles into a seductress’s nightmarish lair of debauchery.

	 

	 

	A bitter divorce coupled with a gambling habit leaves Solomon in a financial hole. Desperate to pay off his debt, he takes a second job at Dishy, a private ladies’ venue where sexually hypnotic hostess, Olive, submerges him in a world of easy money and unorthodox sexual encounters. Olive’s only demands in return are Solomon’s mind, body and soul.
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	Right now, the low hedge down the side of his house was the only thing, other than the darkness, keeping Solomon out of sight, as he observed his unwanted visitor. Unhealthily thin, always wearing that same cheap, light blue suit, and with that ridiculous 70s porn star moustache. Solomon bristled at the sight of the loan shark standing in front of his house, knocking on his door, flanked by two burly men. Last time those three made a house call, Solomon wasn’t prepared, couldn’t pay up, and took quite a hiding. The message had been megaphone clear, when the loan shark wants payment, he takes payment one way or another.

	Eventually, after sending his heavies to check all the doors and windows, the moustached man in the cheap suit gave up. All three went back to Cheap Suit’s car and drove off. Solomon lay back on the grass with a heavy sigh, and watched the moths dance around the glowing bulb of the streetlamp. He just needed that one crucial, bright idea of how to make some quick cash to keep the loan shark from circling. At least for another week. Man, how did he get so deep into this financial mess so quickly?

	By day Solomon toiled on a demolition site. By night he was a disillusioned gambler, forever hopeful of winning back enough to cover the financial hole his bitter divorce had left him in. He was a loan shark’s wet dream, especially now he owed more than he could earn in several months. His next repayment was due now and Solomon barely had a bean left from payday, and absolutely nothing left to pawn. He didn’t even have enough money to gamble with this evening. He desperately needed a second job. And desperate times called for desperate measures, he had to look tonight.

	A walk down Main Street bore no employment fruit. Even the local burger joint wasn’t hiring. But the possibility of moustache-man turning back up at the house to take his pound of flesh kept Solomon walking, kept him entering any shop that was open. Solomon found himself inside the local adult shop, the one he’d always smirked at when he’d passed by but had never had the guts to go into despite his curiosity. He sidled up to the counter, almost too embarrassed to look at the server.

	“Can I help in any way, Sir?” It was a lady’s voice, and Solomon raised his head in surprise. He met the friendly gaze of a large, middle-aged woman, not who he was expecting to see staffing a sex shop. He’d expected to see someone sleazy, someone more like his loan shark. 

	“Uh... um,” he faltered. 

	She gave a warm and slightly amused smile. “It’s okay, Sir, we get first timers in here every day. No need to be embarrassed. Something for yourself or for your lady? Or your man? Or something for both of you to use together?” she prompted. “We have a special on frottage sleeves today.”

	“No. No! Nothing. I’m not here to buy anything... I’m here to...” Solomon sighed and hung his head in shame. “I’m looking for evening work.”

	“Oh, you’re here to apply for the position at Dishy?” the woman guessed.

	“Dishy?” He frowned at the unfamiliar name.

	“You’d be perfect. Young and fit and handsome. Mm, mm, mm.” She scribbled something down on a piece of paper. “Are you Arabic? So exotic. I bet some of the ladies will really appreciate the rough look too. You could make yourself some very healthy tips, I’m sure.”

	“What?” he asked, taking the paper she held out. It was an address. 

	“They’re open tonight. Ask for Olive, she’ll give you all the information you need. I’ll call her now and let her know you’re coming. Ooh, she’s going to love having you on the menu.” 

	Solomon stood with his mouth hanging open slightly. 

	“Yes, love,” the clerk said. A bent and rather frail-looking woman in her eighties stepped up to place a ten-inch strap-on dildo and a tube of lube onto the counter. 

	Solomon made a quick exit from the shop. That was an image he could never unsee. Confused but desperate, Solomon looked at the address and headed uptown in that direction. He’d never been down Fort Street before, an unassuming back road on the edge of town, towards the more affluent side of the city. Number 11. He rang the doorbell and from the intercom a female voice soon answered.

	“Dishy.”

	“Um, I’m here to see Olive? The woman from the adult shop sent me.” After a pause the door clicked unlocked, and Solomon pushed it open. With nowhere to go but straight up the stairs ahead, he ascended to the top, where another door opened. 

	A classy-looking woman with long luxuriant chocolate brown hair, gleaming amber eyes and a mouth-watering hourglass figure stood before him. She seemed a mature woman, but he found something very alluring about her. She ushered him into a cosily lit reception area, then slowly, blatantly checked out his body, which was wiry with lean muscles from his physical job. Her gaze lingered on his face, drinking in his dishevelled black hair, midweek stubble, and intensely deep brown eyes. “Hmm, take your shirt off for me.”

	 An odd first request that forced Solomon put his hands up and take a step back. “Woah, look lady, I have no idea why I’m here. I’ve been asking around for work all night, and when I got to the sex shop on Main Street some woman gave me this address. She also said you’d give me all the information I need. So, before I take my shirt off, how about you tell me what sort of place I’ve come to.”

	“Jade rang me just before and said she’d sent over someone who wanted to apply for the position.”

	“The position of what?” he asked suspiciously.

	“Oh, you don’t know? This is a live platter restaurant.”

	“I’m not much into dining out. You’ll need to tell me what a live platter restaurant is.”

	Olive gave a funny little smile, gestured towards some stools along the bar next to the reception area, and they both sat. “This is a very exclusive restaurant Mr... I didn’t catch your name, I’m sorry,” she said.

	“Solomon. Sol is fine.”

	“Solomon. There are three private VIP dining rooms here, and each table seats six guests. The clientele is made up of wealthy ladies, housewives mainly.” Olive indicated a row of three doors on the wall behind the reception. “And this is where they come for the next level dining experience, something to put a little spice into their night out,” she explained. Olive leaned forwards, holding his gaze. “Live platter dining means the food is served on living plates. Men. Naked men to be more precise.”

	Solomon sat back a little, digesting what she’d told him, looking into Olive’s tawny eyes to gauge if she was serious, or messing with him. 

	Her expression remained serious, even as there came a sudden explosion of cackling laughter and hooting from one of the rooms.

	He cleared his throat. “This is a restaurant where women eat their meals... off naked men?” Olive nodded, and so did he. He didn’t know what to say.

	“There’s a set menu for the ladies, and a set nightly rate of pay for the men, whether the meal lasts an hour or four hours. Pay day is each Monday, but you of course can take home any tips you make on the night you make them. And any money you make once you leave the restaurant is nothing to do with us.”

	“Can you maybe clarify what you mean by that last bit you said?” 

	Olive laughed in delight at Solomon’s request and got up, moving around to behind the bar. She picked up a bottle of scotch and tipped it towards him with a questioning look. 

	He nodded. 

	A minute later she’d poured two glasses of scotch on the rocks, and with her bejewelled and perfectly manicured hand she slid one glass in front of him. Olive watched as he lifted it to his lips to have a grateful sip. 

	It was an expensive drop, and he savoured the flavour.

	She observed him with a quirky smile on her deep pink lips. “Are you married, Solomon?”

	“No. My divorce is what’s driven me to look for more work.”

	“Well, what you do when you leave after your shift here would maybe depend on how much money you need and how quickly you need to make it.”

	“I need a lot and I need it quickly.”

	“Then it might pay for you to keep an open mind and give any after dinner requests some serious consideration. So, do you think you could be interested in becoming one of our live platters, Solomon? I think the ladies would enjoy a nice extravagant meal off the body of a hard-working man, and I do have one position open.”

	“All I need to do is lie on a table naked and let a bunch of ladies eat off me?”

	“The main course is served along your back. Dessert is served along your front. All you need to do is lie there.” Olive got back up and Solomon took a gulp of scotch as she brought a piece of paper from behind the reception desk. 

	As she handed it to him, he could see it was the rules of conduct. Essentially the diners were allowed to look but not touch, beyond what it took to take food off the body. “And the set rate of pay is?” he prompted.

	“Five hundred dollars a night, less taxes. The days are Wednesday through Saturday.”

	Solomon took another sip of his scotch, trying his best to make it look like he was considering the offer. In reality the thought inside his head was, fuck yeah, a couple of months of ladies eating off me, and I’m all paid off. Easy money! “Well, Olive,” he mused. “I think you might have found your man.”

	“Excellent. I think you’ve made the right decision. If you’ve got the time while you’re here tonight, there’s one last thing
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