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Temptress








Bishop wanted to enjoy the simple things in life. She lived in a quaint, Victorian-style house with an incredible view of the Rocky Mountains. Bishop’s job at an adult club wasn’t the best, but it paid the bills. Things got better when the club was sold and renovated into Temptress. It was a beautiful dream with a goddess theme. 

Topher was in Denver to visit his newest club. He was drawn to the raven-haired beauty behind the bar. Topher realized their paths crossed years before. This time, he left his contact info for her. Bishop never called, but an incident at Temptress will prompt Topher to return. 

Their chemistry was constant, but family issues, jealousy, past trauma, and untold truths will force them to confront their pain. Bishop was the exception to the rules Topher made, and the ones he would break to have her.








  
  

Advice


Bishop





Denver, Colorado


It was hard to ignore my sister’s screams of pleasure. I tried. Heaven knows I tried, but it wasn’t working. I threw pillows at my door and instantly regretted it. I used the only pillow left to cover my face. All I wanted was to sleep. 

Faye squealed again. 

Great. Just great. 

I couldn’t tell her who to screw, but I would lose it if she was with a random guy. Sleeping in wasn’t an option. 

Faye cried out that it hurt so good. 

“Shut up! Damn it! Faye!” 

I hurried to bang on the wall. Sheetrock crumbled behind it, and I slumped, truly frustrated. It would be one more repair. Faye didn’t care. She was giggling and blaming her company for the noise.

Sleep was over. My routine didn’t take long. I was in the kitchen making coffee. The expensive blend was a guilty pleasure. I was sipping and sighing to release all my stress. My daily ritual was interrupted with noise. 

The guy was on his way downstairs. I was awake forty-five minutes early, and I didn’t need polite conversation. 

I kept sipping and listening for the door. 

Hopefully, he would leave.

Nope. He was coming my way. 

Sam chuckled, “Hey Bishop, I’m fully dressed.”  

Relief happened. I was so glad Faye was with Sam. 

I motioned to the coffeepot, “Help yourself.”

“Thanks,” he grabbed a cup. “Are you on a long shift tonight too?” 

“Yes. Things are better since the place is under new management, but the owner didn’t come through at all.”

“Sharon’s been running the place for years,” Sam poured coffee into a mug. “They trust her to handle it.”  

We kept talking. Sam was in construction. He came to the bar for drinks after work. Faye was hanging out one night. She and Sam hit it off. My sister was attracted to guys who weren’t kind to her, but she fell for a man who was down to earth, hardworking, and didn’t treat her like crap. Faye said being single was about who could get what they needed before it ended. She started playing games. 

Sam wasn’t putting up with it, but Faye said everything was under control. I didn’t hear anything else until she burst in my room. Faye was having a full-on crying spell. She tried Sam by mentioning another guy, but she ended up getting her feelings hurt. Sam didn’t call or text after their argument. It took months for Faye to earn his trust, but they were crazy insane together. 

Faye walked into the kitchen. I hid a smile behind my cup when she pretended not to see the cash Sam left. 

What time do you work?” Faye motioned for my cup.

I pointed at the coffeepot, “I have to be in at four.” 

Faye groaned, “Sorry for the noise.” 

Sam kissed her forehead and set his mug near her. “I’ll take half the blame. I missed you.” 

She blushed, “Will you come back tonight?” 

“No. I’m working the late shift, and I’ll be going back first thing in the morning. Being promoted to foreman is great pay but extra responsibility. Babe, we talked about this,” Sam explained his schedule while Faye pouted. 

Congratulating Sam came with a silent warning from my sister. I grabbed a bagel while they worked things out. 

Faye sighed, “Sam, I hardly see you anymore.” 

“My current work site is forty-five minutes in the opposite direction. I’ll have to drive past the house to come here, of course, you’re worth it,” Sam kissed her before she could complain. “Faye, you have keys. Lakewood is a fifteen-minute drive. Come over whenever you want. It’ll feel good to come home to my girlfriend.” 

“I can’t leave Bishop here alone.” Faye said that nonsense without hesitating. She saw the expression on my face. Faye couldn’t lie more, not with how it was going. 

Sam laughed, “You two aren’t on the same page. I’ll call later. We’ll talk about it.”

Faye nodded. Sam kissed her and left. She waited until the door closed to speak. “Why didn’t you agree?” 

“I won’t lie to Sam. Be honest about your commitment issues. I thought you were sexing up a random guy.” 

Faye laughed, “I’ll never disrespect Sam again. I learned when he dumped me last year. I didn’t mention his crazy schedule because you haven’t been home longer than six hours. You don’t have to work yourself silly.” 

“I’m paying for repairs,” I shook my head. “I should’ve done more upkeep when Gramps and Gran were alive.”  

“You couldn’t. It was tough taking care of them and working full time. I should’ve helped out.” 

Faye felt guilty because she didn’t talk to Gran before she died. Faye was there the entire time with Gramps. He passed peacefully with his granddaughters by his side. 

I missed our grandparents too, but Faye didn’t have a good reason to not be with the man she loved. 

“Sam loves you. You’re crazy about him. He can save money if you stay with him,” I motioned to the envelope stuffed with bills to prove my point. 

Faye shook her head, “They left the house to you, but it’s a burden. I want to help.” 

“Okay. Get a job and help with upgrades.” I laughed at the expression on her face. “You’re not thrilled about it.”

“I want what our parents had,” Faye confessed.

She wanted to be taken care of. Mom had that lifestyle until it fell apart. She and Faye refused to live differently. I ignored the dull ache in my chest and buttered my bagel.

Faye sighed, “I spent my time, chasing men and hoping to fall in love. I won’t screw up. I’ll be heartbroken if Sam wants more than I can give.”

“Faye, he’s in love with you,” I reminded her. “He’s not asking for marriage. It’s house keys and time together.”

I stared at Faye and ate my bagel. She tried avoiding eye contact, but I figured it out anyway.

“You want Sam to marry you.” 

“Hush,” she said like we weren’t alone. 

“Go ahead and deny it,” I waited for her to say no.

“I can’t because it’s true. Our relationship is still kind of new, but I talked to Ann,” Faye stopped mid-sentence to look at me. She was feeling guilty. 

I shook my head, “Don’t take advice from Mom.” 

“Why can’t we talk about our lives? I understand your feelings toward her, but we’re family.”  

“How much money is left in your account?” I asked but didn’t expect Faye to answer.

“I have enough,” she replied. 

“What? Twenty thousand or should I go lower?” 

“It’s none of your business.” 

I sighed, “Mom won’t stop until you’re broke.”  

“It’s my choice,” Faye crossed her arms. “She apologized, and I understand it wasn’t about me, but not everyone is as unforgiving as you are.” 

She covered her mouth, “Bishop, I didn’t mean it.”  

“Yeah, you did. Don’t apologize for being honest, but I’m not forgiving her. I was the one who fought off her drunk boyfriends and didn’t know where my next meal would come from. I’m grateful our grandparents took me in. Life was hell living with your friend, Anne.”  

I left the kitchen before Faye saw my pain. Crying over the past wouldn’t change anything. I ignored the terrible feeling and focused on getting ready for work.








  
  

Perfect Name 


Bishop 





My routine happened without a hitch. I was scheduled for inventory with plans on changing at work. My uniform was a sheer tank top and skin-tight leggings with spiked leather booties. Faye always did my makeup, but I didn’t want to argue. A text was sent to Tasha, and my favorite brush was used to secure my ponytail. Tips were good when I looked carefree, so my hair was a mass of wavy curls down my back. A jeweled headband was used. 

Savory spices made my mouth water, but I grabbed my bag to leave. My sister’s cooking was the best. I had plans on visiting Sam’s house when Faye moved in with him. 

It took effort to walk lightly on the stairs. 

Hopefully, Faye wouldn’t hear the door. 

No luck. 

My sister was waiting with a brown paper bag. 

She tucked loose strands of hair behind her ear. “You’re wasting away. The bagel you had won’t be enough for the night.” Faye held out the bag as a peace offering. 

I gently hugged her, “Thanks for making it. I’m sorry.”  

“I am too,” she sobbed and hugged me tighter. 

I rubbed her back until she felt calm. 

Faye sighed, “Are you sure we’re okay?” 

“We’re sisters. We have to be,” I took the paper bag. “Thanks again. I’ll see you later.” 

“Wait. I’ll do your makeup,” Faye hurried to get her cosmetic case. I relaxed on the wooden bench. Faye rushed back. She tied her robe tighter and unzipped her case. I closed my eyes when she started my makeup. 

“When was the last time you heard from Jase?”  

I groaned, “He was at the club twice last week.”  

Faye laughed, “Jase is persistent. It’ll take him six more months to realize you’re finished for good.”  

“I can’t trust him,” I replied, not wanting to talk about the on and off again thing with my ex-boyfriend. 

“I’m finished,” Faye announced and held up the mirror.

I tilted my head to check out the silver shimmer. “I love this smoky eye shadow.” 

“I wanted to accent your beautiful gray eyes. The mauve lip color is subtle to balance it out.”

I smiled, “It’s perfect, thanks.”

“You’re welcome. I’m taking your advice.” Faye zipped her case. “I’m staying at Sam’s house. Call me.” 

Faye was waiting for my answer. My sister loved hearing about the goings-on at the bar. 

“Okay. I’ll call. See you later,” I said with a laugh. 

Faye quickly hugged me again and then she opened the door. I left the house. Brick pavers and pretty flowers were blooming around my little blossom tree. 

The weather wasn’t bad, and the drive to work didn’t take long. Roger’s name was removed from the building. I stared at the cursive purple letters on my way in.

Temptress. The ceiling shimmered like it had been brushed in stardust. Purple and gray scarves swayed gently in the air. It looked and felt like a beautiful dream. 

I twirled to look at everything, mesmerized. Sharon glided across the room in a full black organza skirt. The bustier accented her full figure, and her platinum-blonde hair was styled to show off her cleavage and shoulders. 

“I love your outfit. You look beautiful,” I motioned to our surroundings. “This is unbelievable!”  

“I told you girls major improvements were coming,” Sharon laughed. “Now, you all can stop complaining about the men working during shifts.” 

“Everybody will be shocked, in a good way. What are the other changes?” 

Sharon placed a hand on her hip, “I’m glad you asked. You have a new uniform.”  

I groaned. Sharon laughed again, “You’ll wear it and love it because it comes with a hefty pay increase.”

“Oh, lead the way,” I followed her to the dressing room. 

Sharon said the owners would be in soon. I figured they met with her. How else could they have picked this sinful theme? I took one look at my new uniform and changed my mind. Temptress. The name was perfect. 








  
  

Recent Investment 


Topher 





“You didn’t wake me.” Marcella was still tired. 

I buttoned my shirt and glanced over my shoulder, “You needed rest.” 

“Are you sure you don’t need a beautiful woman on your arm tonight?”  

“Marcella, my understanding was you wanted to keep a low profile. I didn’t ask why. I’ve known you for years, so my guess is there’s a lovesick guy waiting in Los Angeles or New York while you’re here.” 

Marcella tucked the silk sheet around her hourglass shape and settled onto the pillows. “I wouldn’t be here if I were in a relationship.”  

I fastened my cufflinks, “You enjoy your freedom. Does your new love interest understand?” 

Marcella didn’t make eye contact, “It’s only been a few months. I didn’t mention him because you have all these damn rules.”  

I laughed, “No. Only one.”  

“You’re not interested in women who are taken,” she huffed. “I didn’t agree to a relationship yet.” 

“I don’t expect you to make it easy for him,” I teased her until she cursed. 

Marcella was a regal beauty. She was from old money and enjoyed the good life. Marcella released a frustrated moan. “Are you sure you can’t stay tonight?”   

“You’ll be sore in the morning, and I don’t want you cancelling your event.”

She sighed, “Don’t you get tired of hooking up? Wouldn’t you like a meaningful connection?”  

I fixed my tie and buttoned my vest. “No. I prefer lust.”  

“I’m serious,” Marcella moved, and the sheet slid lower to reveal her firm breasts. “Don’t you want to fall in love?”

“Sex is more powerful than love. Desire can be both,” I traced her neck, “Emotional connection through desirable sex can feel equally satisfying.” 

I kissed her cheek, “Room service will be up in thirty minutes. A wakeup call will happen, your car is scheduled, and I confirmed your time at the airfield. Call when you land in the morning.” 

Marcella flopped onto the pillows and sighed in defeat, “I can’t be mad because you always take care of me.”  

“I like when you feel your best,” I looked at my watch. “Isaiah should be outside.”  

Marcella yawned, “Give him my love.” 

I grabbed my leather duffle and took the elevator to the lobby. I stopped at the desk to make sure they were aware of Marcella’s checkout time.

Isaiah was waiting in the car. He laughed, “Are you still paying for hotels whenever a woman catches a flight in?”

“Yes. I like sleeping alone.”  

Isaiah chuckled, “I would ask if you ever plan to deal with your intimacy issues, but I have some of my own.” 

“Marcella sends her love.”

“She’s usually in a relationship this time of year.” 

“There’s a new love interest,” I replied. “What can we expect tonight?” 

“Sharon is satisfied with everything. She finished with a hundred and fifty thousand to spare. I gave her the green light for pay increases across the board.”  

“Did she do something about their outfits?” 

“Yeah. They’re much better than the previous ones.”   

We talked about security and staffing until the car stopped outside of the club. We arrived an hour before midnight. I stared at the bold cursive letters. 

“Temptress,” I said out loud and glanced at Isaiah. 

“We gave Sharon creative control for this location. Don’t complain. I prefer flashy lighting and the backdrop on this brick is too tasteful. We should use neon signs.”

I groaned, “This is better than your suggestions.” 

Isaiah laughed more, “I thought you’d see it my way.”

We walked in. A brunette greeted us wearing a lace bustier and a full skirt with slits to reveal her legs with a purple garter on her thigh. She presented well. 

“Gentlemen, it’s great to see you both.” Sharon walked through the entrance. The provocative madam outfit suited her. 

I kissed her cheek, “You look incredible.” 

Isaiah whistled. Sharon giggled and then teased him.

“You’re always too damn charming. The changes you wanted were made. You two are in for a treat,” Sharon promised, “Gentlemen, right this way.” 








  
  

A Familiar Beauty 


Topher 





We followed Sharon. The overall theme was impressive with high tables and leather chairs situated near the stage. Built-in areas gave special guests an up-close view, and ample seating. The ceiling sparkled and scarves swayed. 

Sharon accepted my praise. We went to the VIP section. Two women tied the sheer curtains. A device was used to place drink orders or for invitations to meet the dancers.

We were aware but didn’t interrupt. 

Sharon spoke. “The mist covering the floor is a harmless vapor. The guests will feel like they’re in an enchanted fantasy surrounded by beautiful women.” 

Sharon answered my questions and then she left. 

Isaiah relaxed, “I’m ready to hear your critique because you’ll find something to complain about in this paradise.”  

“The space near the stage needs to be fixed.” 

Isaiah stared at it, “We don’t need more seating. Maybe silk scarves to pull the décor together.”  

“Do the girls have experience with aerial silks?” 

“I don’t know, but it’ll be great to have the dancers twirling on fabric suspended from the ceiling. I’ll check.” 

Sharon came back. 

Isaiah took the lead, “We have an idea for the space near the stage. We can talk whenever you have time.” 

“Of course,” Sharon glanced at me, “Anything else?”

I nodded at Isaiah. Sharon was silently on edge. 

“The renovations were done under budget,” Isaiah stated. “You wanted to pay staff more. Why didn’t you ask for a raise?” 

“I’m used to my existing salary. Our staff works hard to give great service. Their tips aren’t enough to pay bills.” 

Isaiah replied, “We agree. You’re being promoted. Double your existing salary is a great start.”  

“You’ll receive a raise even if you don’t take on the extra responsibility,” I smiled when Sharon accepted our offer. 

Isaiah congratulated Sharon. “We’ll check out the flow this weekend and then discuss staffing and vendor needs.” 

Sharon thanked us and left again, no doubt feeling significantly better. Isaiah was checking the drink list for my whiskey. He was taking away any valid complaints. 

The lights switched from purple to silver until they faded to a deep violet. A dark-skinned beauty graced the stage wearing a sheer gown. She flipped onto a pole, exposing her colorful panties while gracefully moving her legs and slowly drifting down. She gave Isaiah a coy smile and then she danced in rhythm with the music. Her sent ended. The lights dimmed. Claps and whistles happened, but Isaiah didn’t take his eyes off the stage. 

I chuckled, “Give her a generous tip.” 

“I intend to,” he looked at the device. “I’m not one to mix business with pleasure. Tasha is an exception.”

I laughed while looking around. There was a woman behind the bar. She wore a lace bustier, and her jet-black hair was pulled into a wild ponytail. The mass of ringlets swayed whenever she moved. I kept watching. Lights over the bar cast a violet glow on her shoulders and arms. She seemed familiar. We didn’t have sex because she wasn’t a woman I would’ve forgotten. 

“Place our drink order.”  

“Not a problem,” Isaiah replied. “What’s up?” 

“The beauty with the beaded choker seems familiar.” 

She turned, and I instantly cursed. 

Isaiah was amused, “Seems you know her.”  

“Her sister was in a relationship with Kam years back. He introduced us when I came to visit after our old man died. I don’t remember the woman’s name, but she was older than he was. Kam liked her because she was wild. They had an argument. I wasn’t there at the time, but the raven-haired beauty was at his house. Her sister was in bad shape. She was fighting Kam’s friends.” 

“I remember you roughing them up and breaking Kam’s arm,” Isaiah shook his head. “How will you handle it?”  

“She won’t remember,” I studied her. “She was in her early twenties seven years ago. Damn, she blossomed.” 

Isaiah chuckled again, “Looks like I’m not the only one tempted to break the rule we’ve kept for years.”  

I was about to respond but a guy was watching her. 

He left his spot at the bar to move closer. 

Isaiah warned me, “Topher, let security handle it.” 

She was upset. A bouncer went to the bar. They talked and then he backed off. 

Isaiah was watching it play out. “Maybe he’s her boyfriend.” 

“Can’t say it matters,” I stood. “I’ll get our drinks.”  

“We spent a fortune. Don’t wreck the place.” 

I ignored his warning and closed the distance to the bar. The dark-haired beauty’s hips swayed on the way to the refrigerated case. The guy followed her movements. 

“Bishop, you can’t pretend we were never together.” 

She took out a beer and then leaned down to pop off the cap. “It’s been six months, Jase, move on, knowing you, that’s not difficult. I’m working. Go enjoy yourself elsewhere.” Bishop pointed to the tables and turned on her heels to talk with the next customer. I kept waiting.








  
  

New Mister 


Bishop





My hips were moving to the beat. I was halfway through my shift and still looked good while ignoring Jase. He was welcome to stay and spend money, far away from me. 

I set a mixed drink on the bar, grabbed two beers, popped the caps, and glanced at the service screen. There was a request. I took cash and returned with the guy’s change. Hopefully, the next order wouldn’t take long. 

I looked at VIP. My skin flushed while locking eyes with tall, dark, and handsome. He didn’t say a word. I broke eye contact, tapped the screen, and hurried to get the expensive scotch whiskey. The stranger came to mind in the stockroom. I haven’t been attracted to anyone so fast in years. His tailored two-piece suit looked expensive. Where was his jacket? Maybe he was staying awhile. 
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