
	A tale of skin, sex, and a magical tattoo... When I saw the sign saying Strippers Wanted, I didn’t believe they would want me. But they did... in every sense.

	 

	 

	Old Berlin, the late 1970s.

	As a somewhat innocent and hopeful girl of twenty-one years old, Phoenyx applies for a job as a stripper in the Kitty Klub of Old Berlin, a venue with a long and respected history of adult entertainment. New in town and in need of rent money and friends, Phoenyx soon finds both among the other entertainers and regulars at the Klub—and much more besides.

	Along the way, she slides from one breathless erotic adventure to the next: from her first lesbian and group encounters with the flirty Olivia, to her first taste of transgender sex with the feisty hermaphrodite Honey, Phoenyx experiences the full range of tease, love, and lust, including a walk on the darker side of desire with her frustrated and dominant landlady, and passing affairs with just about anyone she takes a fancy to. But as she matures into a veteran erotic performer, can she also find true happiness in the glare of the red light—and whatever would her mother say if she found out about it all?

	A trip to Tokyo with Honey opens her eyes to a new world of possibilities and provides her with an exotic tattoo, courtesy of Honey’s old flame, Johnny Iko, which he tells her is magical and will define her future. The journey certainly changes her life—but whether for the better, only Fate, and the reborn Phoenyx, can decide.

	But time and reality finally catch up with the Klub and its performers, heralding the end of an era of innocent debauchery. Can Phoenyx see all her dreams come true before the curtain falls for the last time?
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	Prelude: Summer, 2009

	Number 101 Freudlose Gasse, the end of a side street in Old Berlin—that’s where the Kitty Klub used to be, a delta of debauchery and a temple to Venus in all her forms, a place where myths and goddesses were born. Since the early 1920s, it had hosted shows, cabarets, and every entertainment of the adult kind, and had managed to keep all its original decadent character intact despite the spit-roasting rape of Nazi tyranny and Allied firebombs, which it somehow escaped mostly unscathed—almost as if it were destined to survive for the benefit of future generations and shake a fist at the cruel ravages of war. Never respectable enough to appeal to the elite, but never so cheap as to be embarrassing, the Klub bared its soul with the charm, honesty, and humour of a hooker with a heart of a gold, as if the venue itself were as much a character as those who lived and worked within.

	And in many ways it was.

	I was unwise enough to have returned to that spot, many years after my associations with the Klub were over—almost exactly thirty years since my arrival, in fact—to find that not only the building, but the entire street had been completely erased from existence and replaced by several rows of faceless, soulless apartment blocks, doubtless inhabited by faceless, soulless individuals who knew nothing of the history, the passion, the drama, tragedy, and the excitement which had been enacted within those old walls for the best part of a century.

	The sight would have brought tears to my eyes had it not been so totally, utterly inevitable. I did, however, spend about half an hour sitting on one of the street benches—the cast-iron sort which brand vertical bars of numbness into your backside—looking down that avenue not with my eyes, but with my memory—the sights, the sounds, the smells, the hopes, dreams, disasters, and pains. The music—always the music—the trumpeting, triumphant, bumping jazz of playful horns and scuffing cymbals, tittering pianos and gutsy guitars, the soundtrack to our endless displays of flesh gradually revealed. The faces, the voices, the names, clothes, and crumbs of conversation all stirred back into life again, like clouds of dust swept up off an old floor by a vigorous broom.

	Once again, I heard the stage boards creak under my feet, felt the blazing house lights caressing my moist skin, heard the roar of rapturous applause, and saw seas of happy, cheering, curious, lecherous faces drift before me as if they were pond life in an aquarium. I swished my hair across my bare back as I clumped past heavy burgundy curtains backstage to the dark wood-panelled corridor beyond, where I was greeted by old friends, smiling, laughing, joking, welcoming. The routine of a day job unlike any other.

	Had anyone bothered to look at me as I sat and stared, they would have seen a lithe and elegant fifty-one year old in a long black dress, waves of pale blonde hair cascading over her velvet back from beneath a wide-brimmed hat with a yellow rose, which had been liberated earlier that afternoon from one of the public gardens in the old Green Quarter. Picking flowers to put in my hair or in a hat was one of the few rituals I still clung to from my earliest days, the days when I was young and virginal, before I passed through the alchemical fires of the Klub.

	I stood and fumbled around inside my shoulder bag for my sunglasses. I didn’t feel the cut in my heart until I turned away, knowing that it—my past, the best years of my life, the very fabric of my wild existence—was gone forever now. I got the shades on just in time, before the hot treacle oozed from my eyes and challenged the advertising claims of my no-run eyeliner. The black I wore from head to foot might as well have been mourning wear as I scuffed to the edge of the pavement with tiny steps, uncertain of where my feet ought to go, wobbling in my four-inch heels. The paving stones were clean and shiny, unfamiliar, unlike the minefield of old cobblestones I remembered. All that remained were the elderly iron lampposts, and even they seemed to be there as much for decoration as they now shared space with tall, sleek, and swan-necked modern counterparts.

	Much like myself, really.

	Yet in a strange way, I felt fulfilled. I had brought to a close not just one but several whole chapters of my life, and it was time to spread my wings and be free once again, my pilgrimage complete and all my old debts paid off.

	As reality swept around me in the form of buses and cars blaring past, I excavated my cell phone from the depths of my bag. My gloved thumb had some difficulty finding the right menu on the damnable newfangled gadget, but eventually I called up the correct number and waited for it to be answered with a growing, swelling sensation of bitter-sweet excitement.

	My melancholy soul began to wither and fade, to be ousted by the buds of new growth, new life, new glories born from old ashes.

	For I had a dinner date in Marrakesh, and I couldn’t possibly be late.

	 

	I first entered the Kitty Klub one afternoon in ‘79 as little more than a kid needing money, friends, and a place to live. I’d just moved into the city from my mother’s old place out in the country and was preparing to make my way, somehow, in the big, colourful, scary, and noisy adult world. The sign outside the door had read Performers Wanted. Apply Within! Somebody had gone to the bother of making the vertical shaft of the exclamation mark look like a cartoon penis, and the point below it into a circular breast with a huge nipple, a demonstration of earthy schoolroom humour which my unsophisticated mind appreciated in that otherwise hostile kingdom of The Big City.

	By now I was genuinely desperate and willing to try anything once. I stomped up the stone steps to the big doors and pushed my way through into a dim and decadent bar smelling of varnish and liquor. The walls were draped in heavy velvet hangings, and mock-classical statues of naked women towered over me from grand plinths. I felt as if I had entered a different world or stepped back into a different time. This décor, its furnishings, flooring, had no connection with the cool, funky world of 1979 which I had just stepped out of, the world of sports cars and disco. Perhaps that was why I loved it at first sight and chose to investigate it further.

	I didn’t know exactly what I was letting myself in for, but I decided to give it a shot. What happened then changed my life forever.

	 


 

	 

	ACT I: THE ‘70S

	 


Chapter One: My First Time

	And so it was that my career as a stripper happened almost by accident.

	Back then, I knew I had looks, but little more. I’d never really danced or performed in my life, except at school and in my bedroom when nobody else was around. As the heavy old doors swung shut behind me, I was pushed forward into that antique bar with dark wood furnishing and a beautiful marble mosaic floor covered in stylised animals and plants.

	And opposite me on the long stage, a couple of half-naked women limped off with their clothes bundled under their arms. Neither looked very happy, so I had to assume that the heavy-set man standing in front had just given them the Don’t call us, we’ll call you brush-off, which I had become all too familiar with in recent days whilst seeking some—any—kind of employment.

	My landlady had been patient so far, as I had promised her from the outset that I’d find a job soon enough—after all, the City was where it was all happening, wasn’t it? But my wide-eyed expectations had been dashed after I lost count of how many times I was shown the door in various stores, offices, and shops. By the end of the week I was reduced to begging for part-time employment in the bakery shop down the road, but nobody wanted to know me, no matter how much I fluttered my lashes or swept my hair aside or straightened my shoulders to make my chest stick out. I didn’t have experience in doing anything—at least nothing they needed or wanted—and I couldn’t figure out how to get that experience if nobody was willing to teach me or give me the chance.

	I had spent several nights near tears, unable to go anywhere or do anything as I clung to my last few precious pfennigs, the pitiful remains of my savings from my rent deposit and all the food I could carry from the bakery. What had seemed like a feast and filled my cupboards to near-overflowing was now almost gone, and I had been walking the streets with a grumbling in my stomach and a growing ache in my heart while wondering how I was going to survive the weekend.

	I had enough money to telephone my mother and beg her to come out and bring me home again, which was the last thing in the world I wanted to do. That was defeat, failure, and all of her I told you so warnings made flesh. Not that we didn’t get on, but I had grown too big for the old house and my mother’s curfews and orders—not to mention her menial chores—and continuing insistence on me acting my age—whatever that meant. I was grown-up now, was I not, so surely that meant I ought to be doing grown-up things, like finding my own place, a real job, and making money? I had never expected life to be so difficult or complicated and I had begun to wonder how everyone else seemed to manage okay. Not only that, but whether there were things my mother should have told me but never did...

	The man turned around slowly to study my anxious and very hesitant approach, no doubt expecting another podgy mother of three who believed herself to be the next disco sensation.

	I don’t think he expected a tall, flaming-haired figure in tight black leather jeans and matching go-go boots. I’d always wanted a zip-up jumpsuit like the chick in Naked Under Leather, but was never able to save enough money for it, so instead I had to make do with my old hand-knitted brown wool cardigan, which was stretched just a bit too tight across my breasts—it being quite a few years old now, and me having expanded rather a lot since it was made for me.

	He stubbed out his cigarette on the table beside him.

	“Have you come about the job?” he asked in a thick, pleasant voice which resonated all around the barroom.

	He was full of confidence, and I wished I could steal a little of it for myself at that moment.

	I nodded dumbly. Suddenly I felt terrified of the stupid impulses which had brought me here. This was crazy. It was an adult nightclub, and here was I, an upstart who could barely be called an adult at just over twenty-one years old, still wearing the ridiculous big freckles which had plagued me since I was old enough to have memories of such things. And hoping to compete with professionals and get up in front of an audience of demanding, and probably very lustful, strangers. Life was getting difficult for me, but it surely wasn’t going to become this impossible? I wanted to turn around and run like hell, but his smile melted me a little, warming and reassuring me, inviting me to linger just a while longer.

	“Name’s Bruno,” he said, holding out his hand.

	I drew myself forward and stretched out to shake it.

	“Thanks,” I said, completely meaninglessly. I had no idea why I was thanking him. Perhaps for being nice, for shaking my hand and not grabbing my tits or kicking me out the door. I was also trying very hard not to laugh at the whole ridiculous scene, so saying something—anything—was preferable to standing giggling like an imbecile.

	“I have one vacancy,” he went on. “Still looking for the right one to fill it. She’s not only got to be good, but look right. To fit in with the other ladies here and also stand out enough to be unique and original in her own way, too. Sorry, it sounds as if I’m pretty demanding. Don’t let it put you off.”

	I shook my head. No, it hadn’t put me off. I had no idea what I was doing now anyway so decided not to speak unless asked a direct, and very simple, question. That way, I couldn’t put my foot in it.

	“You’re a bit quiet,” he observed with a sideways glance. “But that’s okay. I’m sure you’ll let rip once you hit the stage.” He sat on a leather-backed chair with a squeak and a creak and did something with the music centre on the table behind him. A cassette was rewinding.

	“So... “ I started, trying to compose my question in my head before I blurted out the wrong words. “What exactly is... the job?”

	“Stripping,” he said, without looking up. The cassette stopped with a heavy click, to emphasise the word and just what I had opened myself up to. “Giving the audience a touch of fantasy. Don’t worry, it’s not all dirty old men who come here. Some handsome young ones, too. And women. Even couples.”

	That was something I hadn’t considered—the effect I was supposed to have upon other people, the audience, the total strangers. It wasn’t enough to just do it and run off-stage, chased by a ruffle of applause. No, I had to entertain, to arouse, to inspire. Which meant doing it with aplomb, panache, professionalism. Shaking my tits for five minutes just wasn’t going to cut it, and my self-confidence drained into my boots along with the slushy ooze of sweat which grew out of my scalp and slithered the entire length of my body. Down my neck, across my ribs, between my arse cheeks, and onwards over my thighs and calves to the soles of my feet and the stripy woollen socks which now felt like wet blankets wrapped around my legs.

	He turned back and looked at me expectantly. This, then, was it.

	I swallowed a dry, hard lump of fear which felt like it was just about to choke me. It seemed as though he expected me to do all of that right here, right now. Not later tonight or tomorrow, when I’d had time to figure it all out in my head. No. Now.

	I pointed at the stage. “Do I... do you want, uh, me to... “

	“Well, now, let’s say I like what I see. But you can’t just stand there being pretty all night. We have our waitresses and barmaids for that.”

	I could have asked him if I could come back later, work out a routine, build up some confidence, some courage, some spunky attitude. But where exactly was I going to find all of that at short notice? Delaying would only give me so much more time to realise how laughably low my chances were. And if I hesitated, then some other more confident, courageous, spunkier chick would walk in right under my nose and grab my last hope of paid employment away from me.

	If I flunked out, then I would be selling my cat to the nearest pet shop and my pussy on the next street corner—and that was not a future I was happy to contemplate. I had to give this everything I had.

	Everything.

	And if I failed, then at least it wouldn’t be for the want of trying, merely because I wasn’t quite confident, brave, or spunky enough.

	I walked up to the stage, which arose to just below my waist. I sat on the edge of it and kicked my legs up, spinning around on my arse until I faced the curtains. Oh, this wasn’t going to go well. I hadn’t been on a stage since I was ten years old, in a Christmas school play. I was an angel of the Lord back then and had no speaking part—I was only required to come on, appear suitably magnificent in my white cotton robe and tinsel halo, and go off again, having changed the course of world history forever with my silent annunciation.

	I drew myself up slowly to my feet, and suddenly my boots felt very clumsy, my legs like lead, and my brains like cabbage soup. I didn’t know anything anymore. I was beyond fear. I was merely numb.

	I turned around with hands on my knees and found myself under a dozen spotlights, staring out at a huge and desolate bar, a dark and formidable wasteland of inverted chairs and stoic tables, still and silent witnesses to my impending failure. Only one man stood there, the friendly sounding Bruno, but it might as well have been the entire population of the city, armed with stones, tar, and feathers.

	And now I needed the toilet, really badly.

	“What’s your name?” he asked from what seemed an awful long way away, as though he was shouting at me from the other end of a railway tunnel—a tunnel, I fancied, through which the inter-city express train was thundering towards me at top speed, but I just hadn’t seen it yet. And I wouldn’t, either, until it was too late and I was a crushed blob of gore left quivering on the stage, of no use to anyone.

	I peered down, shielding my eyes from the lights.

	“Phoenyx,” I said. I’m not sure why. It just sounded right, and more exotic than my boring old real name which I’d always hated anyway. My voice almost cracked with the strain of squeezing those two syllables out of my throat.

	“Phoenyx,” he repeated. “Fantastic. Hot and fiery, very appropriate. Well, in your own time then, Miss Phoenyx.”

	He pressed a button on the music centre, and after a short hiss, the bar was filled with terrifyingly familiar music. It was the opening of Heart of Glass. One of my favourite records and the one I always used to dance to at home when my mother was out.

	Suddenly, I felt different. I was back in my bedroom again, in front of the wardrobe mirror, shaking my hips in a way I hoped the young guys in my old town might find interesting. They were moves I’d rehearsed a hundred times, and I snapped right back into that routine. The bar was now filled with hot men who all looked like gorgeous movie stars and racing drivers, and I was shaking everything for them, in the hope that just one would notice me, rescue me, seduce me, and drag me away into his world.

	They hadn’t yet, so I flicked open the top button of my cardigan. Then the next one, and the next one, until the sleeve dropped off my shoulder, showing a shiny black bra strap. I turned my back on the bored crowd and swung my arse at them while opening up the rest of the buttons, out of sight. No fumbling, no panic, no forgetting who I was or what I was doing anymore—it was as simple and as automatic as breathing.

	Although an awful lot more fun.

	I spun around to face the front, whipping my cardigan fully open. My tits swung almost out of control, but the shimmy quickly transferred to my hips as I slid the cardigan down my arms, dropped it beneath my arse and then tight against my thighs. I worked one hand out of the sleeve and caught the cardigan between my legs, sliding it up deep into my crotch. And through the music and my heartbeat and the bursting pulse in my head, I was getting warm, and damp, against the lining.

	I didn’t need the toilet any longer. I wanted more than that now.

	The cardigan spun, flicked, and flew aside. I shook my tits again, showing how keen they were to be released, and got to work on the bra. Slowly dropping one strap low, then the other. Cradling my bulging assets before me, squeezing them up to form a long deep cleavage. I turned away again and fought with the clasp, hoping that my fingers could remember how they did that thing.

	I struggled a bit at first. The clasps were being awkward, then I managed to get one free. The others followed, and I spun around again, almost lost my balance on my heels, and just managed to translate the motion by dropping down on one knee, my hands all that were holding the bra in place across my front. I squeezed and pushed my breasts up, let them fall, and as I did so, spread my arms wide, threw my head back and let the whole lot spill out for those sexy guys to stare at. That had to have gotten at least someone’s attention.

	My nipples had prickled and stiffened, and I loved how that felt. I teased them and tweaked them and made myself jump with the dirty little electric jabs which shot through me. Oh, how I wanted someone else’s hands there, and inside my leather pants.

	Shaking my hair from side to side, I started on my jeans, pulling open one button after another, enticing them to slither down my hips. I had my hands teasingly down the front, rubbing through my rough mat of hair when suddenly the music ended. I hadn’t even noticed the fade-out, and I found myself half-naked on an empty stage, staring out in panic at a strange man staring back up at me through a gently rising spiral of cigarette smoke.

	Just how terrible had I been? I waited for him to burst out laughing. I didn’t know whether to cover my tits up again or fasten my leathers first. So I just knelt there and waited for something to happen, hoping I didn’t look too much like a rabbit in the headlights of a ten-tonne truck. I tried to smile, but the skin of my face felt like my mother’s old cracked chamois dusters, dry and tight.

	Then another sound cut in over my throbbing heartbeat, a strange sound that took me some moments to recognise in my delirious state.

	He was clapping.

	“Phoenyx?” he said and stepped closer. He put his hands on the edge of the stage and moved his head with its thick black curly hair and sideburns into the light. Wide brown eyes stared up into mine.

	“Hi,” I said, feeling rather stupid. I brushed a long wave of hair back from my face and pulled my cardigan up in front of me. The spell broken, the music gone and the sexy audience with it, I felt cold, shivery, alone, and very vulnerable once more. Sweat poured out of me from places that I didn’t even know could exude perspiration. My throat was aching for a drink, my tongue melted to the roof of my mouth. This, then, would be the bit where he grabbed me and did all the things to me that my mother used to say all strange men—or wolves as she called them—would do to me if I wasn’t careful and gave them half a chance.

	But Bruno’s grin told me that I had no reason to feel like that. He was older than all those fantasy men I dreamed about, heavier and rather more streetwise than I preferred. Yet he seemed to have liked what he saw.

	And I really, sorely needed to dash to the toilet again.

	“Hi to you, too,” he said and held out his hand towards me. “Do you want a job?”

	I tried to keep the cardigan in place with one hand while I held out the other to touch his. Then I gave up and flung the boring old garment to the other end of the stage. I didn’t realise it at the time, but my nipples had grown even harder and more sensitive than usual. Whatever it was I was doing, I was enjoying it on every level of my being.

	“Really?” I squealed, almost deafening myself as my voice reverberated all around the big, wide empty desert of the bar.

	“Yes, really. That was the hottest thing I’ve seen all day.”

	His hand took mine, and he swung me off the stage and into his arms. He held me there for a moment, then put me back on my feet where I landed with a yelp and a jump of delight.

	I was in the Kitty Klub. What the hell would my mother think of that? I laughed at the very idea as Bruno went off to remove the chalkboard sign from outside. If it had been he who had written the advert on it and drawn the willy and the tit instead of the exclamation mark, then he and I were probably going to get along just fine.

	All I had to do now was figure out where all of my clothes had gone.

	As well as holding back the rising need to wet myself—until I saw the sign across the bar marked Ladies. I made a run for it, clattering across the mosaic floor like a herd of elephants, half-naked with my tits bouncing around madly in front of me. And giggling as I went, so much that I barely even noticed the warm, wet worm which wiggled its way down my inner thigh to the inside of my boot. Oh God, this is going to be so exciting.

	As it turned out, I had no idea just how exciting it would all prove to be.

	 


Chapter Two: Gettin’ It On

	My first few nights in the Klub were spent watching how the regular girls danced and teased, soaking up the atmosphere, and just getting familiar with the place. The performers shocked and amazed me with their moves, their beautiful figures and sensuality. I loved them all on sight and could easily have wished myself to be any one of them. Within mere days I’d become their new best friend, the new kid on the block who everyone wanted to look after, with drinks and dinners bought for me. I had landed on my feet catlike, without any doubt, at the exact moment when my life was in dangerous free fall.

	By the end of the week, Bruno called us all together into the bar before opening, in one of what he described as his Klub Hugs—little meetings where everyone was expected to speak up about anything that bothered them, make suggestions or just swap news and gossip. The main point on the agenda at this one was, of course, me, the new lady, as Bruno introduced me, to loud applause from the others.

	“You’ll know that I refer to all of you as ladies, Phoenyx. Not girls, that sounds condescending. I respect all of you, as I hope you all respect each other.”

	Bright, wide, expectant eyes stared at me from beneath immaculately painted eyeshadow and mascara. Lips—thick, thin, and pouty—glistened and shone under exquisite shades of plum, rose, and pink. My heart slumped in my chest as I realised I could never come close to any of those wonderful women, even if I were to spend a year in front of a mirror.

	“Now Sissi was a great performer, our very own Empress of the stage and a tough act to replace, but that’s not why Phoenyx is here. She’s not going to be the new Sissi, and she has her own style. I don’t want to hear any of you ladies making comparisons. I’m investing time and energy in this wonderful young redhead because I can see her bringing something new and exciting to the roster.”

	My face must have flushed as red as my hair. I had always hated the way it did that. A curse of having such pale colouring, along with my silly freckles, which looked like someone had spattered my face with paint from the end of a brush. I’d inherited it from my mother, and it was always depressing to know that, like her, I’d still be wearing those stupid freckles when I was forty.

	“Now, tomorrow’s Saturday, and I want our newest member to hit the stage. But I don’t want her freezing up in the spotlight, so in order to warm her up, we’re going to partner her off with you, Olivia. You can figure out the routine between yourselves, as long as the new lady gets plenty of... exposure.”

	Olivia was a tall, willowy character with very long expressive hands, which she constantly fluttered around her face and neck in girlish fashion. On stage, she swayed like a sapling, swishing her hair and limbs in graceful and near-balletic arcs. Her skin was pale and so thin that the veins in her arms glowed almost electric blue when she was in action. At times, frozen in the spotlights, she appeared like a china doll—so delicate and exquisitely constructed. Her cascade of fine blonde hair enveloped her when she danced, and I couldn’t think what on earth I would be able to do alongside her without showing her up. I moved so heavily, clumsily, that we would look ridiculous together.

	Or maybe that was the point. Secretly, we were going to be a comedy double act, with Olivia as the straight man. She must have sensed my anxiety, for she closed a thin hand over mine and squeezed it reassuringly.

	“Don’t worry, you’ll be just fine,” she told me. She sounded like my mother on my first day of school.

	If only I believed her. I liked her a lot and I didn’t want to disappoint her, so I told myself to try my very best. If I did that, then nobody could hold anything against me afterwards.

	 

	But all through the Friday night and the following Saturday, I worried. Even whilst wandering around the big city stores with Olivia and buying clothes that would have inspired my mother to throw me out of the house, I couldn’t banish the anxiety. It started off as a niggle, a little itch inside my belly, but the more I tried to forget about it, the bigger, heavier, the fear became. Something was going to go wrong, I knew it. My first night would be my last. Things had been going so well until now—everyone liked me, I’d had everything done for me and I was made to feel not only at home in the Klub, but as part of a family—it had to be too good to last. Nothing great ever happened to me, no matter how hard I tried. School exams, relationships, all went pffft as they wafted past me, leaves on the wind taking all my hopes and dreams with them.

	And now this wonderful woman, Olivia, was trying to help me to become as beautiful and classy as she? It was so ludicrous it just had to fail.

	Olivia tended to wear white lingerie, satin opera gloves, and a long matching evening dress when she was performing, so she had the bright idea of dressing me totally in black as a striking contrast. I agreed, because I liked black, and we shopped for black underwear—a deep-cut bra which opened in the front, a satin basque with six garter straps, and stockings.

	“Your own boots will be just fine with a bit of polish,” she advised me as we toured yet another department store in search of the sexiest stuff we could find. “If you’re used to them and they’re comfortable, that is. Besides, Bruno’s allowance probably wouldn’t stretch to a new pair yet.”

	“Does he buy you things as well?” I asked.

	“Occasionally. He’s so sweet, he cares for all of us. You know, I’ve performed in a few places here and in Holland, and I’ve never met anyone as nice as him. We’re so lucky to have him.” She held up a pair of black velvet hot pants against my waist. “These’ll look fantastic. Get in the changing room and try them on, darling.”

	Olivia called everyone darling. It was as though she loved all people and seemed incapable of getting angry with anyone.

	I skipped in behind the curtain with the pants and the rest of the outfit, my fingers trembling now at the thought that this was what I’d be wearing that night—in less than ten hours—when everything was going to go to hell, a horror film with me as the star and prime victim. I wanted to give Olivia the clothes back, kiss her and tell her she was wonderful. And then run for it, all the way back to the railway station before I let everyone down and suffered the worst humiliation of my life. If I was this shaky now, how could I ever survive five, six minutes on stage, in front of a packed house and a demanding, expectant audience?

	I wriggled my jeans off over my boots, kicked my panties off, too, and pulled the velvet hot pants up to my hips. They fit perfectly, tight and snug, and they definitely felt good on me. I allowed myself a crooked smile of appreciation. At least if I could look all right, the evening’s exhibition might not prove too cringe-making, and I might still be in with a chance.

	I sorted through the other things that I’d placed on the stool—a couple of tops and a really short skirt which probably was illegal in some countries.

	I was just about to stand up again from bending over when I felt a warm, damp hand on my arse. The fingers tightened a little, and I found myself being groped, grabbed gently, and an appreciative sigh drifted past me. I squirmed around to find Olivia bent over me, face stretched wide in a big grin of forbidden delight.

	“Darling, I love your bottom,” she whispered. She leant in over my back and breathed in my ear. “I knew these would suit you.”

	The shorts were very tight and were cut high, exposing my broad, heavy cheeks.

	“Thank you,” I gasped, then squeaked when her hand crawled between my legs.

	She was examining us both in the mirror with her chin cradled on my shoulder. I was taller than her in my boots, and she seemed rather stretched, somehow even more vulnerable than usual, with her swan-like neck pressing against mine. My moisture began to seep out of me and into the soft furry velvet which clung to my creases and curves like a tight glove.

	“Hmm, keep doing that.”

	She touched me harder, parting my labia through the material with her teasing finger. I pushed back into her, arching my back. Watching that beautiful woman stroking me in the mirror was almost indescribably erotic. I slowly opened up the bra and let my breasts plunge out.

	“I think I’ve just found our routine for Saturday night, Phoenyx,” she said. “I want you—the black queen—to seduce me, the innocent in white. Strip for me, corrupt me. Make me yours. And take me, in front of them all. Make them want to join us, to share in our pleasure.”

	“Yes,” I sighed. “That sounds perfect.”

	“You remind me so much of that English girl, what’s her name—Fiona Redmond or something. Long and red and absolutely luscious.”

	I had no idea who she was talking about, but I didn’t care as she buried her mouth in my neck, behind my ear, blowing hot excited breath onto my skin.

	“I love having my hair pulled,” she went on. “It gets me so excited. A good performance needs that kind of edge, don’t you think?”

	“Yes,” I agreed. The way I felt at that moment, if she’d asked me to help her rob a bank, I would have agreed to it without another thought.

	She brushed a tide of that beautiful shimmering hair over me. But I couldn’t bear the thought of tugging on such finery—it felt like she was asking me to rip a beautiful piece of antique lace. I ran my fingers through it, rubbing it over my bare chest, feeling it wash all over me, tickling, teasing.

	“Pull on it, darling,” she urged me. “Go on. You won’t hurt me. I’m not as weak as I look. I spent two years at ballet school—that’s a physical regimen as tough as the army, I’ll tell you.”

	Her laugh was beautiful, a gentle tinkling sound like a distant little teacup landing on a ceramic floor. I didn’t know what to call the feeling which battered inside my ribcage and burrowed madly through my guts. Love, perhaps, but surely that was silly—a woman couldn’t love another woman in that way, could she? My mother didn’t seem to think so, but it felt an awful lot like what I got when I saw my favourite heroes on television or in magazines. Perhaps I’d find out for sure now.

	I turned around to face her and was startled to find that she’d slid out of her dress and stood naked, smiling at me, those neat and silky curves just as wonderful in bright shop lights as under the soft spots of the Kitty Klub.

	She chewed on her lip, and I gathered a handful of hair, winding it around my knuckles. She was waiting, expecting, and so I gave her a little tug. Her head slid onto her shoulder, her eyes closing and lips parting with a gasp of excitement. Her hands landed on my breasts, holding them, pressing them. She pushed herself hard against me, and I pulled her hair again, drawing her face towards mine. She smelled of fruit, and of rose water—reminding me of summer mornings at my aunt’s place out in the country in West Baden. Her delicate fingertips closed around the peaks of my tits, now so thick and hard they almost hurt. I was totally lost. If a store assistant had ripped the curtain aside at that moment, I would have yelled at her, “Get lost, we’re busy!”

	She squeezed my nipples gently. And then I did cry out. Except that my throat was too dry from the thrill, and it came out more as a croak. Her thumbs hooked in the stretchy waistband of the hot pants and slid them all the way down to my knees. She knelt in front of me and looked up.

	“Phoenyx darling,” she whispered, “May I taste your beautiful pussy?”

	I didn’t quite know what she meant but I nodded anyway. She placed her palms between my legs and pushed my thighs apart. I drew one leg up to get out of the fallen pants and thrust my hips eagerly towards her. She peeled apart my red bush, revealing my glistening pinkness which had never been seen or touched by any other hand before—although mine had spent plenty of time down there, usually whilst in the bath or in bed with my mother deeply asleep downstairs.

	The moisture Olivia had teased out of me before was now running freely onto her tongue. She lapped it feverishly, worming deep inside me. It looked strange, seeing another woman down there, but it felt so divine that it didn’t matter. I didn’t even care that I was doing something my mother usually criticised whenever she heard any mention of homosexuality or gay rights, when she would glare at me threateningly as if to say, “Don’t you ever turn out like that!” She had sometimes hinted that she expected grandchildren, but nothing had ever been further from my thoughts. I was twenty-one and had still never even been with a guy properly, beyond a few awkward dates and some uncomfortable, desperate fumbling that had to end prematurely in order to adhere to my mother’s demands of being home before ten o’clock.

	And now here I was, naked and moaning with pleasure over the tongue of an older woman in a big department store—I could never have imagined such a scene in all my life and I had to fight the impulse to laugh hysterically at the whole idea.

	“Oh yes,” I urged, my breath catching in my throat.

	I grabbed Olivia by the hair and pressed her face against me, sliding my eager pussy back and forth across her tongue.

	Then her finger triggered something, and I was gone. Sliding down the wall, chewing my knuckles so I wouldn’t scream out, and gushing all over Olivia’s face. She rose back to her feet, groping my tits on the way, and sucked my mouth with hers, letting me taste my juices. The idea didn’t disgust me—I was still too deep in the afterglow to be bothered by anything. Finally, after teasing my tongue with hers the same way she had tickled my clitoris, she stepped back and wrapped herself in her dress again. She picked up the velvet pants and ran her tongue along the inside of the crotch, looking up at me with a dark grin through her slightly smudged-up make-up.

	“Better buy the pants now that you’ve come in them,” she said with a hearty slap to my arse. “I need to rush to a hairdresser appointment, but you enjoy the rest of the day, darling. Come back to the Klub after five if you need anything else.”

	“That... was incredible,” I croaked, barely able to think.

	“The feeling is mutual, darling. We must do this another time. I can’t wait to have you straddle me again tonight.” Her body fluttered with a little shudder, and she crushed a fifty mark note into my hand. “Remember—nine o’clock for ten. I’ll need to show you the intimate backstage details first.”

	“Nine for ten,” I repeated mechanically. It meant nothing to me. I was too busy staring after her irresistible wiggle as she shook her dress and disappeared through the heavy curtains, back out into the real world.

	I just stood there, trying to gather my thoughts, but they kept scattering away from me like frightened sparrows. My body was still surging with the waves of excitement, desire, pleasure, and other warming, thrilling sensations I couldn’t even describe. I wanted to cry and scream and laugh all at once.

	I turned to the mirror again, imagining Olivia creeping up behind me once more, and my hips convulsed as another climax seemed to be on the way. I squeezed the swollen tip of my clitoris and heard my girl-cum drizzle onto the carpet in little spits. What the hell has she done to me?

	I didn’t know but I wanted more. But first I had to return to reality, as dry and unwelcoming as that concept was.

	 

	Back home in the apartment, I could barely control my actions. I tripped and stumbled up the stone steps to the front door, nearly fell before I reached the landing, and needed four attempts to get the key in the lock because my hands were shaking so much.

	I bashed the front door shut behind me and flattened myself against it, my chest heaving and my heart stampeding like a herd of rhinos. That hadn’t really all just happened to me, had it?

	A little black shape formed itself out of the shadows at the other end of the hall and moved cautiously towards me.

	“Aww, Boris,” I sighed and crouched down so that the cat could launch himself into my arms. “I’m sorry I was out so long. Did you miss me?”

	The way his claws sank deep into my arms told me that my absence hadn’t been appreciated and I was now being made to suffer—but just a little bit, enough to remind me who the boss really was.

	I had found him as a kitten in the street one night and asked my mother if I could keep him. She’d reluctantly agreed, on the condition I looked after him. I called him after the horror film actor, because he had strange, big bulging eyes—and one was blue and the other green. Well, it made sense to me at the age of thirteen, anyway, and when it came time to move out, Boris came with me without any need for coercion. He knew I was his mother and he would go wherever I went, even if it was to the ends of the earth. As it was, three hours’ train journey into the big city was far enough for the pair of us at that time. The reason I had chosen this apartment in the more grimy, nineteenth-century quarter of the city was because Boris made himself at home in the middle of the bed and went to sleep immediately, the first place I’d visited where he hadn’t seemed spooked. My landlady, Mrs. Groenenberg, wasn’t keen on animals, but I had managed to persuade her, due to him being so quiet and also quite good at keeping the rodent population down, as proven by his years with us back on the farm.

	I gathered him up onto my shoulder and walked with him through to the bedroom where I placed the shopping bags on the bed. I could hardly even hold the cat properly and, scared that I might drop him, I set him down on the window ledge and opened the shutters onto the balcony.

	Down below, the people of Old Berlin came and went as they always did. I sat there in my basket chair at the window for an hour, chin in my hands, gazing away dreamily at the traffic while Boris snoozed in the window box. I still felt scared, yet now in a good way—a roller coaster fairground kind of way. Olivia and I had shared something new and wonderful, something I still couldn’t define. I knew it was nothing I’d be able to speak to my mother about, so I would have to figure it out by myself, in my own time.

	Eventually I turned back towards the room, and my gaze was drawn to the big paper bags sitting on the bed, now more inviting. Calling to me, enticing me. It was time to try those sexy things on again.

	I stripped and danced in front of the mirror like I used to do at home. Except now I was imagining Olivia there with me, not any film star or racing driver, and I was moving for her and for an audience. I felt her warm breath on my neck and in my ear, her fingers and tongue inside me, and I started to drip and moan all over again. In the end I threw myself facedown over the bed and rubbed myself raw while imagining her there beside me, beneath me, all over me, doing those goddess-like things with her tongue while I wrapped her hair into braids and pulled them like bell ropes.

	I gushed my pleasure on the blankets, on the floor, on the rug, and my hands were dripping when my chain reaction of climaxes came shuddering to a conclusion. I had no sooner finished washing them in the bathroom when I heard a knock on the door. I grabbed the bathrobe from its peg and went down the hallway to the spyhole.

	It was Mrs Groenenberg.

	“Hello?” I asked, peering around the side of the door. I managed to keep the black lace and satin frills out of sight, just in case she made the assumption that I was a prostitute and carrying on illicit activities on her premises.

	“Yes, hello,” she said in her brusque and hoarse voice. “A small matter of rent that we agreed upon, still unpaid. Yes?”

	“Rent?” I had totally forgotten about that. What a horrible, mundane thing to have to contemplate in the midst of my most exotic, exciting daydream ever.

	I batted my eyelashes to signify that I was confused, but she wasn’t accepting that as a viable excuse and waited patiently for a real answer. Boris went running out between us at that point. He was having none of the argument which threatened and would return when the coast was clear. I nearly shouted him to come back when I realised that he’d do better for himself hunting outside than inside with me—as I had totally forgotten to stock up on cat food that week.

	The whole business at the Kitty Klub had turned my brains inside out and my life upside down. Being bought so many lunches had made me forget that I was less well-off than the mice which lived behind the kitchen walls, and all the charity had similarly left Boris to snack on scraps and whatever he could catch. Suddenly I felt very guilty and selfish, a stumbling idiot who ought not to have been left to fend for herself. The cosmic order of the universe surely dictated that my mother would already be on her way to find me. She would batter my door down, grab me by the hair, and hugger-mugger me all the way back home before I caused any more damage to
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