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I met Evan King the day after I had graduated
from high school. My plan was to go on to college and maybe take
environmental management or something, but I needed to earn some
money first. I'd been working at Dennies, which was good for
someone who needed weekend hours, but didn't exactly have the
highest tips.

King ran, and owned, The Grind, which was a
very expensive nightclub on Fifth Avenue. It was the place to be,
and always had long lineups of people hoping to get in. I, needless
to say, had never been inside before. I was dutifully making the
rounds of places where my server experience might get me in the
door, and The Grind was just one of many I intended visiting that
morning.

The place wasn't open yet, but tapping on the
window did finally bring a frowning man to it to point at the sign
giving the hours. I shook my head and he unlocked it and opened it
a bit.

“I was hoping to drop off my resume,” I said.
“Or if you had a job application...”

He looked at me doubtfully.

“You have experience?”

I nodded and he pushed open the door.

“Come in.”

There was nothing remarkable about the man as
he led me into the nightclub. He was tall and bald and wore a
t-shirt and jeans. But he directed me to a door marked Employee's
Only.

“Go and talk to Mister King.”

Mister King, I murmured to myself as I took
my envelope full of resumes across the dance floor and pushed open
the door to the back.

There was a set of stairs there, and I heard
music playing, so went up them and followed a hallway to where the
music was. I stopped at an open office door and looked inside to
see a man at a desk, half hidden by a computer.

“Hello?” I said. “Are you Mister King?”

He pulled his head aside to look around the
monitor and I felt my breath suddenly catch in my throat. He was
extremely handsome, and I mean like a model or an actor, and as he
stood I also noted he was tall, straight backed, well built, and
wearing an extremely expensive three piece suit that seemed to have
been tailored to his body!

And if that was the case, I thought, what a
body he must have! Because his shoulders were so deliciously
broad!

The office itself was not at all the sort of
grubby little thing you might expect, but a had a skylight letting
in lots of bright sunlight down onto a polished hardwood floor.
There was a leather sofa, chair and love seat ensemble in one
corner, and a bar in a second.

The Grind was spelled out in huge blue and
green neon lights along one red brick wall, and track lights
hanging from the roof pointed at another, which had posters of
Broadway musicals.

He came around the corner, eyeing me up and
down, and I straightened my own back, feeling suddenly under
intense scrutiny. I'd known that the places that paid better, and
where you got better tips, were often looking for, well, sexy
looking girls, so I'd dressed appropriately.

I was wearing a short, tight black dress and
black stockings, and I knew I had very good legs because everyone
told me I did. My blonde hair was parted in the middle, with lots
of bangs, because, well, it was a look that mixed cute and sexy,
and of course, I'd put on makeup to look my best, too.

“Name?” he asked.

“Hi, I'm Erin Foster,” I said, holding out my
hand.

He took it in his hand, his big, strong hand,
and held it firmly, his eyes extremely intense as he examined
me.

I gulped, practically holding my breath even
as he drew me a few steps into the room. He let go of my hand,
reluctantly, I thought.

“You've served before?” he asked.

Which I thought was a bit of an odd way to
put it, but nodded.

“Yes, sir,” he said. “Oral. I like there to
be no misunderstanding. Speak aloud. You know how to do oral, Miss
Foster?”

I flushed. “Yes, sir,” I said, then flushing
a bit more.

I mean, what exactly did he mean by that!? He
sounded like he meant speaking but... you know, there was a second
possible meaning there!

He had thick brown hair, a little tousled,
with bangs spilling untidily across his forehead, and a frown on
his face as he came up to the counter. He sort of eyed me up and
down as I looked back with a bit of an open mouthed stare, and then
grinned.

“How old are you?”

“I'm nineteen,” I said.

“Sir,” he said.

“Uhm, I'm nineteen, sir.”

“Have you ever been to That Grind
before?”

I shook my head and his eyes narrowed.

“No, sir!”

He pointed at the envelope and snapped his
fingers, and I quickly opened it and took out my resume. He turned
his back on me and walked back to his desk, and I followed.

He skimmed it as he turned and sort of half
sat on the front of his desk.

“So why do you want to work here?”

“Well, I thought it would probably pay better
and have better tips,” I said.

“Right on both counts. And you know what that
means? It means we expect more from you than Dennies.”

I nodded earnestly.

“That includes sex.”

I blinked, and I think my jaw dropped a
little, but then he snorted in amusement.

“What I mean, is we expect you to be sexy, to
act sexy, to ooze sexuality. And we also expect you to not date the
customers.”

“Uhm... I can do that,” I gulped.

“Which?”

“Uh...”

“Can you dance?”

“Of course,” I said.

“And are you a virginal girl who is going to
scream if someone grabs your ass?”

I blushed. “It's not like that hasn't
happened before,” I said.

“Sir,” he said.

“Uhm, sir.”

“We have bouncers, but we don't like to
create an unpleasant scene. If someone hassles you you let the
bouncers handle it.”

I nodded. “Sure.”

He looked down at my legs, or so I thought,
and blushed anew.

“You ever walk in really high heels?
Stilettos?”

“Uhm, yes... sir.”

“We have an image here, Miss Foster, an image
of sexiness. All our employees have to ooze sexiness. It's a big
part of why everyone wants to come here.”

I sort of got that, and nodded. But I was
feeling distinctly distracted, because he was so freaking hot! Of
course, he was way older than me, probably in his late twenties.
But boy he was sexy! Even his voice was sexy!

I couldn't help running these unlikely little
fantasies through my head as we talked, of him and me, dancing,
making out, kissing, you know the kind of thing.

“Dance,” he said.

I stared at him in surprise. “What?”

He turned the music up. It had a kind of
quick, funky song on, and he pushed himself off the desk and then
came so close to me his chest was almost touching my breasts.

“Dance,” he said in a low, almost whispered
voice.

He took my hands and he started to dance, and
so, helplessly, I started to dance with him.

“Dance in the sexiest way you can.”

My pulse was racing just then. I was trying
to figure out what this had to do with being a server, and at the
same time kind of exultant that he seemed to be taking me so
seriously for a job. I mean, I had expected to drop off fifty or
sixty resumes and probably not even get more than the occasional
phone call and interview.

Most places I'd gone to hadn't even been
interested in me dropping off my resume, so I was sure eager at
this reception. And if he wanted to dance, well, I danced! And he
was a good dancer! I felt inhibited, at first, but he was so fluid
and graceful I struggled to imitate him.

Then he swung me around and suddenly he was
behind me and pressed against me, his hands on my arms and waist,
and I was feeling breathless and a bit shocked, for he was kind of
grinding against me, you know, dirty dancing.

It wasn't the first time I'd done that, of
course, but this felt different, partly because he was a potential
boss and this was a sort of job interview, and also because he was
so hot! And I was this wild sort of excitement as we danced, and as
his big, strong body pressed against me!
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