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Presley gathered her new recruits to the salon and smiled as she regarded each fresh college grad. Lindy, red-headed and freckles, packed an adorable body, a bit on the short side, but a nice rack and ass to make up for her short stature. Juli, with her long flowing dark hair and dark eyes, had a brilliant smile, and the body of a model. Coleen, with her short hair, and ample curves would titillate the best of the clients. Presley smiled at the group, pleased with her selections for her salon.

“I specifically chose you three from the graduating class because of your looks. You have the looks my clientele likes. Here at our salon you need to leave your sexual discrimination behind. If you’re easily offended by sexist remarks, then there’s the door. I don’t mean to sound flippant, but in this business, you thrive on the tips you earn. The male clientele rarely takes no for an answer when they want something because they have deep pockets. If you smile sweetly, give a little peep show with your cleavage, wiggle your ass just right, you’ll receive large tips. If they make comments, flirt and carryon if you feel comfortable with it,” Presley said.

“In other words, you must butter the palms of the tipper if you want them to reach deep for the tip,” Coleen said in her sexy husky voice. 

Presley smiled. “Exactly. And the more you butter said palms, the more tip you could receive.”

––––––––
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“But what if things get out of hand? I mean, I understand flirting and innocent fun, but what if the client takes it too far? How far is too far?” Lindy asked.

“Good question. Now, if you ladies agree, I’ll show you my special back room where I take misbehaving clients and deal with them in the right way,” Presley said as she led the way to the tiny back room.

Opening the door revealed a small room with a twin bed that had a brass bar head and footboard. On a table to the left of the bed were several pairs of handcuffs, a small whip, and a strap-on with tubes of lube. A small sink and mirror were at the opposite end of the table. Presley turned to the ladies whose eyes widened in surprise. “Does this answer your question as to what we do to clients who step out of line?”

Juli was shocked by what she saw. “I can’t imagine a client stepping out of line so much that they’d have this done. Who would administer this punishment?”

“I will, of course. I want none of you getting into trouble over this. I will do it. And in the years I’ve been doing this, I haven’t been caught. The client deserves this if I bring them back here. I might need your help if I do I’ll ask. But normally it’s taken care of without incident.” Presley smiled.

The day started and the clients filed in for haircuts and styles. Presley had shown the girls what to do, how to flirt and she stood back and watched as her girls worked the clients. The money flowed, and tips poured forth from the sweet, flirty nature of the three fresh college grads. 

Lindy showed an older gentleman to the chair. He sat down, his eyes roving over Lindy’s cute body. She wore a low-cut blouse, the buttons in the front straining against her ample chest. The man was mesmerized by the jiggle of the cleavage and she knew it. Bending forward slightly, Lindy tilted her head to the side. “What would you like done today, Mr. Carole?”

The man smirked as he couldn’t take his eyes from her chest. “I’d like to bury my face in that and blow a big raspberry.” Lindy laughed.

“Oh, Mr. Carole, in that fat? So how much of a tip would I receive if I let you?” she asked with a wink. 

The man instantly shifted in his seat. He looked down at the growing bulge in his pants and back up at her. “I’d tip you enough you wouldn’t have to work the rest of the week, sweetie, if you let me do that.”

Lindy led the client to the shampoo sinks and pulled the curtain around for privacy. She grinned at the man and opened her arms. “That’s what I love about this place. A little play for lonely men like me.” He then buried his face into Lindy’s ample cleavage and blew, causing her to giggle. He sat up and the smile wouldn’t leave his face. “May I have a kiss also?”

Lindy drew in a deep breath. “I don’t kiss while on the job,” she said in her sing-song voice. But she looked the man in the eyes and winked. “But I hope you enjoyed the girls.” She wiggled her shoulders.

“Enjoyed it very much. And I understand on the kiss. You’re a good girl, Lindy. I will request you each time and I’ll expect a little raspberry blowing too,” Mr. Carole said and chuckled.

Presley stood in the shadows of the break room, watching. From her view point she could see everywhere, including in the curtain cubbies at the sinks. She smiled happy to see Lindy’s willingness to use her body to garner bigger tips. Some things were okay to do, and a little touch on the cleavage was doable. Mr. Carole had old money and deep pockets. When the man left, Lindy bounced through the salon and pulled Presley into the break room and showed her the tip.

Presley whistled. “See, I told you. So many women would have hauled off and slapped the man for making such a suggestion. You can handle such flirting and if you’re comfortable offer a little skin for more tips. You played it right. Stick with me, sister and you’ll be doing very well!” Lindy thanked her boss and bounced back to work with a new vigor and flirtatious manner.

Alan Abcott, a longtime client of Presley walked in, and carefully hung his tailored suit coat on the coat tree and took a seat. “Mr. Abcott, so nice to see you again,” Presley said as she extended her hand to the billionaire banker. The man could hire a private hairdresser but took breaks every month for a few minutes in Tip Top.

“Time for a scalp massage and whatever else your ladies can do to help me relax,” he said.

“We can take care of that. May I introduce you to one of my newest hairdressers? This is Coleen. I’m sure she’ll meet your expectations and then some,” Presley said as she smiled at Mr. Abcott and then at Coleen.

“Mr. Abcott, I overheard, you want a scalp massage? I’m quite good with my hands, how about I give you a neck and shoulder massage as well?” Colleen asked. 

“Oh, sweetie. You’ve made my day.” Mr. Abcott smiled as he unbuttoned his expensive designer shirt. After removing his undershirt with it, Colleen hung it on a hook at her station and led the man to the sinks. First, she put a hot towel around his neck and then lowered the seat. Her fingers worked expertly over his scalp. The man shut his eyes and moaned softly as she worked. When rinsed and toweled, she led him back to her station and had him relax in her chair. 

“I took massage therapy classes before I went to beauty school. Pampering is my passion,” Colleen said as she ground her fingers into Mr. Abcott’s flesh. He moaned and smiled.

“You are doing an expert job. Does Presley have a massage table in the back?” Mr. Abcott asked. Colleen was glad he didn’t know about the room. She smiled.

“No, but that would be an excellent suggestion to make to her. I’d be happy to give private sessions in between hair appointments.”

“Mmm, you could probably earn a killing with your hands. Yes, right there, oh, that’s good,” Mr. Abcott said as he moved around in the chair to give Colleen greater access to his back. She worked through his sore muscles and knots. It must be hard work juggling all those billions.

“I hope you feel better now. I think I worked out all the knots in your upper back,” Colleen said as she refreshed the hot towel around the man’s neck and then placed the drape so she could work on his hair. After she finished she tore off the drape and handed him his shirts.

“Very nice. And I like taking off the shirt, no stray hairs left on me. That was superb. I’ll give Ms. Presley the suggestion to make you head massage therapist.” The man handed Colleen a tip that was three times
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