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Chapter One

 


 


The flashing neon lights followed her every
move, interacting with the sparkly substance on her skin and making
it seem as if she was glowing. Her eyes shone as she struck a
seductive pose and froze for a few seconds, looking out into the
audience, but not looking at anyone in particular. In contrast, all
eyes were locked on to the nubile figure belonging to Cheri, the
final performer for the night.

Club Blue was known for not only having the
best looking strippers in the strip club business on that side of
the city, but also for having strippers that could actually dance.
As a result, the club was almost always packed on the weekend
nights on which it provided that kind of entertainment. It was a
Sunday night, and Cheri was pulling out all the stops to match her
raunchy nickname “Vixen” that she used in her line of business. All
eyes were now fixated on her as she danced her way out of the pose
and out of a barely there, semi-transparent, black club dress. The
chiffon number falling off her body revealed tons of flawless,
creamy skin, accentuated by a tiny, lace bra and G-string, which
just managed to cover the essentials. As she proceeded to wrap her
curvaceous body around the pole at the center of the stage, the
crowd, which was about ninety percent male, started to show their
appreciation. Cheri jumped and straddled the shiny metal beam with
her shapely thighs, climbed up a few feet while grinding her hips
onto its coldness, before suddenly allowing her upper body to fall
backward onto her hands, with her legs still clutching the pole for
support.

Loud whistles and catcalls erupted as she
hung upside down on the pole and gyrated to the pounding hip hop
beat emanating from the sound system. Several men, and even a
female, came to the edge of the stage, waving different amounts of
cash at her. Cheri was in no rush, allowing the rest of her body to
slide painstakingly onto the smooth floor, and then quickly stood
up with her back to the audience. As she gyrated on the pole again,
her hands went up to her chest, unhooking the pink bra top which
was already straining against her plump bosom.

Loud shouts of “take it off!” almost drowned
out the music as Cheri half-turned while still holding each cup of
the bra slightly together to tease the patrons. Using one hand to
cover her breasts, she slowly turned around, all the while
swiveling her hips like a mermaid, waving the now free scrap of
garment around before tossing it to the floor. The noise level had
now reached deafening proportions as requests, or rather, demands,
were now being made for her to remove her hand. When she finally
removed her hand, she grabbed the pole, threw her head back and
swung around the pole several times, her exposed nipples pointing
to the ceiling as she simultaneously slid to the floor.

More patrons rushed to the edge of the stage
as Cheri, having descended onto her haunches with her head still
thrown back, flipped over onto her hands and knees and started to
crawl seductively toward them. With her long, curly blonde hair
hanging over her shoulders, she looked every bit like a fantasy
every man dreamt about on lonely nights as she continued to snake
her body toward the adoring patrons. When she was almost within
touching distance, she paused and allowed them to stick the dollar
bills into the slender band of her matching lacy, pink G-string.
She batted her fake eyelashes at them and licked her lips as she
shook her round hips to the rhythm of the music and drove them
crazy again before crawling back to the pole.

“Can I take you home?”

“Damn, you’re so hot!”

“Shake it, sexy mama…shake it like a salt
shaker…”

“Do that again, honey. Do that again..!”

“Take it all off!”

Cheri was oblivious to the various
compliments and requests that were being hurled at her. The only
thing that she was focused on was the thumping beat of the loud
music inside her head. The music was like a drug, numbing her inner
pain and the shame she felt sometimes when grappling with the idea
of getting naked in front of total strangers. She had been
stripping for more than two years but every now and again, she
would still get little nudges from her conscience about her choice
of profession. She overcame those spells by allowing herself to get
lost in the music, her body moving in perfect syncopation with the
ebb and flow of whatever was being churned from the speakers.

“Oh yeah…shake it for me, baby,” shouted a
fat bald man who was trying to climb onto the stage.

Two burly men appeared out of nowhere and
pulled him off. They would have thrown him out, but he was waving a
handful of cash in Cheri’s direction, so they pointed to a chart at
the far end of the stage, displaying the rules of the club in bold
letters. There were four rules and the third one clearly stated
that patrons were not allowed on stage.

The obviously drunken man protested for a
while, but calmed down when Cheri came close to the edge of the
stage again and kneeled down to blow him a kiss. He seemed as if he
was about to pass out from excitement as she passed her pert
breasts close to his face before carefully peeling the wad of cash
from his hand.

“There’s plenty more where that came from,
honey,” he croaked as beads of sweat appeared on his face and
hands. “Let’s talk when you’re done doing your business, I’m sure
we can work something out.”

Cheri smiled and blew him another kiss, then
slowly got to her feet as the tempo of the music changed to a
slower beat. Deep down, she wanted to kick him in the nuts for his
suggestion, but managed to maintain her composure in order to
finish her routine. It was no secret that many strippers provided
sexual favors on the side in order to supplement their earnings,
but that was not Cheri’s style. Despite her choice of work, she
considered sex to be sacred and therefore, never slept with a
patron, no matter how attractive he looked or how much money he
had. The most she would do outside of her regular routine was a lap
dance and she usually charged an exorbitant price to discourage the
proposal, as the men often wanted to touch, something she was not
fond of if she wasn’t into the person. Needless to say, there were
men who would pay her the amount asked in order to get that dance
from her.

Little beads of sweat had now formed on her
oiled skin as she strutted across the stage in her five-inch
stilettos, adjusting the circular movements of her hips to the
slower rhythm. The crowd went wild again at the sight of her
gyrations, which were graphic imitations of the sexual act, and the
requests for her to get naked grew even louder. Having placed the
money she received so far securely out of the way, she hooked her
thumbs into the slender waist of the last scrap of clothing she had
on, and eased the flimsy garment about an inch downward and then
stopped.

“Take it off!”

“Take it off!”

The chants grew louder as Cheri teased the
crowd, pulling down her panties a half inch at a time until the
treasured spot that the patrons wanted to see, was only barely
concealed. Although she had done the same routine so many times
before, she was still slightly self-conscious when she got to that
part. She knew the patrons thought that she was just teasing, but
she was hesitating as she always did, just before exposing her
entire body. As usual, she wondered how they would react if she
refused to strip all the way. However, like all the times before,
the sight of dollar bills being waved at her and even being tossed
onto the stage, caused her hands to make that final downward
movement all the way to her ankles.

With the noise level at a fever pitch and her
body fully stripped, Cheri stepped away from the crumpled scrap of
lace to gyrate on the pole suggestively for one last time,
extending the delight of the patrons as the music slowly died down.
As the patrons cheered and hooted, she gathered all the money that
she had gained along with the discarded clothes, and exited the
stage.

Having long, strawberry blonde curls, bright
blue eyes, and long shapely legs which were an extension of her
amazing physique, she never had to worry much about making money
like some of the other strippers. She had danced at several
different clubs across town and the response was almost always the
same. This was in part due to her striking beauty, complemented by
her splendid dancing skills. Several offers had been made for her
to make better use of her talents, but she was never interested,
having had a bad experience when she had tried to get into show
business when she was still a teenager.

Besides, she loved the rush that strip
dancing gave her every time she was on stage. She loved the
attention and the way the audience seemed spellbound by her every
move. She was sure that quite a few of them had seen her strip many
times, but they didn’t seem bored or tired of her dancing or seeing
her body. While she was dancing, she felt secure. Just as she used
to feel when she was a little girl doing ballet dancing. That was
the basis of her excellent dancing skills as she had danced right
throughout high school, winning many awards.

Back then, she closed her eyes and pretended
she was a star and everyone adored her. This type of dancing was
different and so was the audience, but even though she felt ashamed
every once in a while, she still felt liberated while dancing, as
though her body was being freed from all the cares of the
world.

Back in the dressing room, Cheri looked at
her naked body in the mirror as she wiped the make-up from her
face. She sighed and hurriedly slipped into another set of
underwear. Underneath it all, she felt tired and she could see the
faintest of wrinkles around the edges of her eyes. The hardness of
the last ten of her thirty-two years suddenly seemed to be catching
up and an empty feeling came over her.

“Good show tonight, honey.”

Andrea, her friend and fellow stripper,
walked in and lit a cigarette.

“Thanks,” Cheri mumbled as she stopped
looking at herself and started to put on some clothes, “I thought
you had already left.”

“Ah, I was um…finishing up some business. You
know…making an extra few hundred bucks,” Andrea answered with a
slightly depraved smile.

Cheri was about to comment on what she
assumed was the “business” Andrea was alluding to when Maria,
another co-worker, emerged from the adjoining dressing room. She
was trying to squeeze her thick, shapely thighs into a pair of skin
tight jeans.

“No kidding girl, I made some serious money
too,” Maria said in her slightly Hispanic, nasal accent.

“Well, good for both of you,” Cheri said
wryly.

She knew that they had offered some sexual
favor or another to patrons in the rooms at the back of the club.
Depending on what they did, she knew that they could easily have
doubled or tripled what they had earned on stage. Sometimes the
extra money seemed appealing, but she couldn’t stomach performing
sexual acts beyond a lap dance with a total stranger, so she
didn’t.

“Come on, don’t be like that. Not all of us
can make the kind of money that you make from just stripping. We
have to do a little extra in order to compete with you,” Maria said
defensively.

“I didn’t say anything,” countered Cheri.

“But we know what you were thinking based on
the look on your face,” replied Andrea.

They weren’t exactly offended because they
had had this type of conversation with Cheri before and knew her
stance on having sexual relations with patrons.

“Okay, okay…I won’t judge you guys. Do what
you have to do, but just be careful,” Cheri responded in a resigned
tone.

“Thanks for your concern Cheri, but I would
never get down without protecting myself,” Andrea reassured.

“Me neither. I’m never without these,” Maria
added, displaying a pack of Trojan flavored condoms.

All three women giggled and Andrea snapped
the pack from her hand.

“You surely brought the house down tonight,”
Maria said to Cheri, allowing Andrea to pocket the condoms.

“Yeah, I guess I did okay,” Cheri said with a
disinterested yawn.

“You guess?” Maria chuckled disbelievingly,
“The way you left those guys out there begging for more…I know you
were paid good tonight.”

“They can beg all they want, they got what
they came for and I got what I needed. That’s all that matters,”
Cheri replied.

She was bored with the small talk and
hurriedly slid into a miniskirt and tube top before covering up
with a dark, wool coat. Snow had been forecasted so she was
prepared just in case it was cold when she went outside.

“It’s the same for us, but the guys get way
crazier for you, Cheri. I’m convinced that some of them would
gladly spend their last dime just to watch you,” Andrea pointed
out.

“And some women too, from what I have seen,”
Maria added with a laugh.

“I guess you’re right,” Cheri conceded with a
shrug. “But I really don’t put much thought into why they behave
the way they do. I don’t care. I mean, it’s all a means to an end
for me.”

Maria laughed, an animated look forming on
her young Mexican face.

“Means to an end? What is that, Shakespeare
or something?”

“Don’t listen to her, she knows the effect of
her ‘money maker’, regardless of what she says,” said Andrea with a
little giggle.

She came across to Cheri who was struggling
not to smile, and gave her a smack on her firm butt before heading
for the door.

Cheri finally cracked and a wide grin lit up
her face as she fingered the stack of notes she had accumulated
during her time on stage. Along with her appearance fee, she was
sure she was going home with close to a thousand dollars. Andrea,
who was about the same age as she, had been dancing with her for
over three years in different clubs. As a matter of fact, she had
been the one who mentored Cheri when she just started stripping.
Maria, who was barely twenty, was fairly new to the strip club
scene and she had felt slightly threatened when she started, but so
far, the young Mexican girl had not affected the crowd support she
had garnered. In fact, Cheri thought she was even getting higher
tips than before. She put it down to the fact that she could
actually dance and gave more of a show than all her co-workers.

Not that she cared why. She needed the money
to put herself through beauty school and to support her
twelve-year-old daughter, Megan. Those were the only two things she
really cared about which motivated her performances on stage.

Looking at Maria, she was reminded of what
her life was like at that age. She had just become a mother after
meeting Megan’s father at the age of nineteen. Two years later, he
walked out on them, and neither she nor Megan had seen him since.
From then on, it had been just the two of them. Over the years, she
had tried several other jobs before becoming a dancer. At first,
she was happy just being a regular go-go dancer, but switched to
full stripping when she met Andrea and found out how much more
money she could make by taking it all off.

She had been nervous and very fearful on the
first night she stripped, but once the crowd started to cheer her
on and the tips started coming, she didn’t even realize she had
done it until the music stopped playing. Every now and again, her
conscience would prick her and she was tempted to stop, but
whenever she felt that way, she would indulge in alcohol which
caused her to lose any lingering inhibitions. Additionally, she
would remind herself of the need to provide for Megan and the bills
that needed to be paid. Nothing in Cheri’s life was more important
to her than her daughter. Everything she did was for her. Megan was
her beginning and end.

Beauty school, however, was a close second.
It had been a dream of hers since high school, but after a few
detours, she was convinced she was finally going to make it happen
and then she would be able to stop stripping for good. She could
put her face and hair together like nobody’s business and she was
determined to start her own beauty spa someday. Occasionally, she
would do the hair and makeup for the other dancers and they always
encouraged her to make a profession of it, which was further
motivation. Sometimes she shrugged as if it didn’t really matter or
to be modest, but deep down, she was determined to do whatever it
took to fulfill that dream.

Having wrapped herself securely in the wool
coat, Cheri grabbed her handbag and proceeded to leave the club
with Maria close behind. The weather forecast had been somewhat
correct as the air outside was bitterly cold. She knew that snow
could start falling at any time as the winter season had been a
snowy one thus far.

“Good night ladies,” she blurted out as they
met up at the back of the club.

“See you soon, girl,” Andrea answered with a
loud smack of the gum she was chewing.

“Not walking with us tonight?” asked
Maria.

“No, I’m gonna take a cab. Don’t feel like
walking,” Cheri answered.

It had been a long night to top off a long
week and she felt drained. Had it not been for the coldness, she
would have kicked off her heels and walked barefoot.

“Okay then, see you, chica,” said Maria, and
took off with Andrea down the dark empty street.

Totally alone, she felt slightly afraid when
she realized that she was on a very lonely road, and thought about
going around to the front of the club which was on a busier street.
However, she couldn’t risk being recognized by any patron who might
be lingering, especially the drunkard who had proposed meeting up
with her. She was used to being hit on by patrons, especially since
most of them judged her by her stage performance, and therefore
thought she was willing to do other things. On top of that, she
knew the effect her body had on the opposite sex. However, she had
no intentions to break her rule of not sleeping with patrons,
regardless of the amount of money being offered.

Presently, she saw what looked like a cab
coming up the street, but before it could get to her, a motorcycle
came from the opposite direction and stopped suddenly at her feet
causing her to step back. A tall, dark-haired man pulled off his
helmet and flashed a smile at her at the same time the cab drove
by. Almost subconsciously, Cheri’s hand slipped discreetly into her
little handbag and fingered the tiny canister of pepper spray that
she walked with.

If this son of a bitch tries anything…



Chapter Two

 


 


“Hi, what are you doing on this road all by
your lonesome self?”

Cheri wanted to say “None of your
business” but his tone was polite and engaging as if he knew
her. There was a sincere friendliness in his voice which disarmed
her and she found herself relaxing her grip on the pepper spray
which she had almost taken out of the handbag. Additionally, the
musky scent of whatever he used, was wearing down the walls she
usually put up around strange men.

“Well, I was actually waiting on a cab, but
thanks to you, I missed that one. So I guess I’ll have to wait a
little longer,” she replied sarcastically.

“Oh…Oh my, I – I’m so sorry,” the tall
stranger stuttered, “It’s just that I recognized you from the club
and thought I had to stop and compliment you on your performance
tonight.”

Even though being recognized was the last
thing she wanted at that moment, the sincerity in his voice did not
make her feel uneasy. She was used to getting compliments from
patrons, but usually their compliments would be thin veils covering
what their real intentions were. The man standing in front of her
on his shiny red motorcycle seemed to be genuinely honest by her
performance and just wanted to express it.

“Thank you, but it’s nothing really,” Cheri
replied modestly.

“Nothing?” the man asked incredulously. “Are
you kidding? To do what you do in front of total strangers…I know
that people look down on your job, but I admire you ladies for what
you do. And the way you do it is so artistic, it’s really
adorable.”

Cheri was trying hard not to blush now. She
was so used to derogatory terms, snide comments or compliments that
were offered with an attached request for sexual favors that
hearing him gush about his admiration for her job, made her start
to melt inside. She was silent for a few seconds when he thrust a
gloved hand toward her.

“My name is Spike,” he said with a smile.

He wore a black leather jacket with metal
spikes on it, black denim pants and black leather boots. The look
of him made her wonder if he was using an alias with her, much like
how she used the name Vixen. Reluctantly, she shook his hand while
taking a closer look at his white teeth, square jaw line and bushy
eyebrows.

“I’m Vixen, nice to meet you.”

Spike chuckled knowingly, realizing that she
was using her stage name.

“Well um…Vixen, seeing that I scared the cab
away, I would feel terrible about leaving you here alone at this
time of night. Can I give you a lift somewhere?” he asked.

“Sure,” Cheri nodded then bit her lips, “I
mean…Well um…I’m only a couple of blocks away, I could easily
walk…”

“Don’t be silly. Get on,” Spike ordered,
handing his helmet to her.

Cheri was at odds with herself. She was
surprised that she had accepted his offer and the speed at which
she had agreed, while another side of her was thinking that he was
cute and hot. After a hesitant few seconds, she eventually took the
helmet, climbed up behind him on the back of the bike, and put it
on.

As she held onto his warm body, she could
hardly believe what she was doing and gripped him tighter as the
motorcycle lurched forward after a rev of the engine. Pretty soon,
they were zipping through the crowded streets of New York City and
several questions raced through her mind.

What am I doing with this stranger? What if
he is a stalker or something worse? Are you out of your mind Cheri?
Damn! Why does he have to smell so good?

She tried to calm herself down, but her heart
raced nonetheless for the two-minute ride.

“Stop at the corner…right at this building is
good,” Cheri said.

Spike stopped where she instructed and parked
his bike to allow her to get off. After she handed him his helmet,
they faced each other for an awkward moment of silence. She had
asked him to stop at that particular spot because she did not want
him to see exactly where she lived. She was about to bid him good
night when he spoke.

“You’re way more beautiful up close, has
anyone ever told you that?” Spike said, gently fixing a few strands
of her hair that had been tousled by the helmet.

The gesture, although seemingly innocent,
warmed Cheri’s soul and kept her frozen to the spot even though she
wanted to say goodbye and walk away.

“Thanks,” was all Cheri could manage in an
unusually coy tone of voice.

Without thinking, and against her usually
strict judgment, she continued, “Hey, um…would you like to join me
for a drink or something?”

“Sure, I’d love to,” Spike answered, his eyes
lighting up.

“I’m on that side of the street though, so
you might want to take your bike across,” Cheri said, pointing to
the opposite building.

“Oh…you didn’t want me to see where you
lived, huh?” Spike said with a hearty laugh. “I’m not a stalker if
you must know, but if you don’t feel comfortable inviting me to
your place, I mean, seeing that you just met me and…”

“I wouldn’t invite you if I wasn’t
comfortable,” Cheri quickly cut him off. “Besides, don’t be fooled
by my looks, I can hurt you if you tried anything I didn’t want you
to.”

“And I wouldn’t try anything you didn’t want
me to,” Spike replied with a chuckle.

Their eyes held again before Cheri turned and
started to walk across the street. Spike coasted the motorcycle
beside her and parked near to the entrance of the apartment
building. Satisfied that he had parked properly, Cheri unlocked the
front door and then led him up several flights of stairs.

“Usually, I would take the elevator, but it’s
been breaking down lately and I wouldn’t want to be stuck in there
at this time of night,” explained Cheri.

“It’s fine, really. I used to be an athlete
so this is like a cake walk,” Spike replied.

“Used to?” Cheri asked teasingly as she
stopped in front of a door with the number seven on it.

She turned to look at his chest and forearms,
imprinted through the jacket, while feeling for her keys.

“Well, I still work out. I like being in
shape,” Spike responded, looking a bit self-conscious.

“Same here,” said Cheri, turning to unlock
the door to her studio apartment, “But I dance most of the time--or
do yoga.”

“That explains a lot,” replied Spike.

Cheri could feel his eyes checking out what
was skimpily covered by the miniskirt and overcoat as she stepped
inside and held the door for him to come in. The thought did not
make her feel disgusted, however, like she occasionally felt at the
club. It made her feel sexy and wanted. It had been a while since a
man had made her feel that way and she could feel her pulse
starting to race.

“All I have is beer,” she said as
nonchalantly as she could while locking the door.

“Sounds perfect,” was Spike’s equally
nonchalant response.

Cheri kicked off her heels and went straight
for the medium-sized refrigerator in the tiny kitchen area. Megan
was sleeping over at the neighbor’s apartment next door as usual,
so she knew they’d be alone. She hadn’t been alone with a man in
her apartment for quite some time. As a matter of fact, she had not
been alone with a man anywhere for close to a year. Most of the
guys she dated were jerks, and after having to get a restraining
order against her last boyfriend, she’d stopped dating.

“I know the place is kinda small, but make
yourself comfortable, will ya?” Cheri said as she handed him the
cold canned beverage and pointed him to the sofa, “I’ll soon be
back.”

“Oh, that’s fine. Sure…do your thing,” Spike
replied as he sat down and opened his beer.

Cheri threw her coat over the back of a
chair, and although her back was turned to him, she could tell that
he was looking at her in the skimpy tube top and miniskirt she was
wearing. She hurriedly went to the bathroom and closed the door.
Looking in the mirror, she took a deep breath and ran her fingers
through her hair.

Cheri, what are you doing?

She mulled over the question for a few
seconds as she washed her face to finish removing the traces of
makeup. The cool water on her face felt relaxing and she repeated
the action several times before turning off the tap.

Okay just one drink; chat a little and
then send him home, she thought.

After throwing on an oversized t-shirt to
cover all the skin that was showing, she came out, got another can
of beer for herself and went to join him at the other end of the
sofa.

“So you know where I work and exactly what I
do, but what do you do for a living?” she asked, almost as soon as
she sat down.

“Pick up strippers in the middle of the night
and take them home…you know, kind of like a late night bike cab
service,” Spike answered with a straight face.

“Ha ha haa,” Cheri laughed mockingly, “It
must be a voluntary service because I don’t remember paying
you.”

“Well, when the lady is as beautiful as
yourself, I will sometimes give free rides, especially if it’s a
first timer,” Spike countered, his face cracking into a playful
smile.

“So you get one customer for the night and
you give a free ride? Can’t see your line of business becoming a
profitable one anytime soon,” Cheri said, playing along.

“Well, that’s a marketing strategy that a lot
of successful companies use when they’re starting out. They either
start very cheap or give away something and then when they get a
sizable customer base and built some relationships, that’s when
they start charging the big bucks,” Spike replied.

“Whatever you say biker boy,” Cheri responded
with a little laugh. “Are you going to tell me what you do? Or is
it some top secret job that you can’t share with strangers?”

Spike laughed out loud before taking a few
gulps from the beer can. When he spoke again, his voice had a more
sober tone.

“Oh no, probably when I was a kid watching
the X-Files, probably I wanted to be a secret agent back then. But
no, I’m just a regular guy who happens to be pretty good with
computers, if I may say so myself. I work uptown at a startup I.T.
firm.”

Cheri’s eyes widened.

“Wow, I never would’ve pictured you to be a
computer geek. That’s cool.”

“Well, I wouldn’t say I am a geek. I mean, I
do write code, but I mostly work with the hardware side of things,”
Spike responded.

“Come on now, there’s nothing wrong with
being a geek…especially if it’s a cute geek like yourself,” Cheri
said, eyeing him above the rim of her beer can as she put it to her
lips to take a swig.

Spike smiled and then cleared his throat as
their eyes met.

“Well, since you put it that way, then fine.
I guess I’m a geek,” he finally managed to say with a chuckle.

He was blushing slightly and Cheri could feel
herself getting turned on by his boyish reaction.

So cute when he blushes, I could just…

“Well, maybe I should get going now…it’s
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