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"We're driving past LA busy streets, Cassandra. Wouldn't want to get in trouble now, would we?" he cautioned. I could smell the musky scent of sex on his hand and wondered if he was touching himself earlier. 

"Would you be quiet now?" he asked. 

I nodded and he took his hand from my lips. I looked down in time to hear the next ten-minute-beep and Andrew moving a metal chain close to my breasts. 

With startling precision and efficiency, he attached two metal nipple clamps to my nipples, pinching the flesh just underneath the tip of my breasts. He connected the metal clamps with a chain and tugged it slightly. 

"Mmff..." I moaned, pushing my breasts outwards to meet with the chain and clamps. 

Then, the stranger pulled the dildo from my folds and pressed it to my engorged clit. The electrifying sensation coursed through me and I was desperate for him to stop or continue all at once. He lowered his head between my legs and his lips captured my moist folds, lapping at my quivering flesh as he inhaled inwards.

His breath blew warm against my skin and he used two fingers to spread my outer lips as he pressed the dildo to my clit. 

I trashed and struggled against the bond and gyrated my hips to his mouth as much as I could. I wanted to feel more of the wonderful sensation that rippled through me. He dragged his tongue across my folds, then slid into me. 

I had never felt anything like the pleasure he was introducing to my body now. He pulled free from me abruptly and climbed into the table, straddling me. I felt a hard bump between my legs and realized that his erection was pressed against me. 

My pussy was wet and allowed him easy passage as he started to slide inside me. The head of his cock slid into me easily and I moaned. 

He felt nothing like the machine that he had introduced into my body earlier. His cock was thicker and stretched me wide open as he slowly pushed inside me. He pulled back and pushed a little deeper each time, fingers massaging my breasts just around the clamps. 

"Say my name," he ordered, delving deeper and deeper until I could feel the head of his cock almost near my cervix. 

"I don't know your name," I gasped, feeling my insides twist and the pressure inside me build. 

He pulled back and rammed back into me, deliberately stretching my inner walls with his manhood. I felt my insides being widened as he pushed deep inside me and I threw my head back and cried out in pleasure. I was so close. 

He pulled the clamps on my nipples, jolting me back to reality by the sudden pain. 

"Say my name, or you're not allowed to cum," he said. 
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All In A Day's Work
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Outside, the sun rose over the orange horizon and shone it's light over the magnificent skyscrapers, illuminating the five-pointed stars on the Walk of Fame with liquid gold in its wake. The sunrise put Los Angeles at its most beautiful; It breathed life and radiance to the grime and regrets of the night. 

I got to enjoy none of that, of course. The first show starts at seven sharp and I was due to dance at seven fifteen. The backstage smelled like two-day-old cigar and dollar bills. I wished I could open the windows to let the air circulate a little, but the last time we did that, overenthusiastic fans tried to climb into the room despite the fact that we were on the second floor. Our lawyers had a field day with some panicked dancer pushing a fan off the window.

I tried not to breathe in too deeply as I stared at the walls that surrounded me. This was a relatively new theater that built on the remnants of an old theater and was reserved for only the grandest events. The smooth brown bricks gave the room a cool and quiet environment, a welcomed change from the tumult beyond the door. 

There was no chatter beyond those doors today. In fact, there wasn't a crowd at all. It was too early in the morning for LA.

A giant grandfather clock sat in a corner of the room and lines of makeup tables tightly packed together covered all four walls in the vast area. Rows upon rows of dresses and costumes took up any space remaining between the vanity tables. 

There were only twelve of us here today. 

"Do you know why we're here?" one of the girls whispered to her friend. 

The client, whoever he was, was looking for a very specific look. We were all brunettes and had legs that went on for days. 

"Hush, it's starting," her friend whispered hastily, her eyes narrowed to the clock.

Right on cue, the old clock whirred and chimed. Musical notes spilled into the silence and I looked up from my dressing table. Seven. James, my boss and the current emcee for the stage, should be starting at any moment now. 

I took a deep breath, determined to remain calm. It was far from my first performance, but I continued to have jitters whenever it was time for me to perform. The humid and cold did little to calm my rapidly beating heart.

The thought that this was all staged for a single man did nothing to calm me. Lydia sauntered past me and onto the stage. Like me, she was wearing her dark hair in a tight bun. She had eyeliner on and nothing else. The client was very specific about that. 

"Wear minimal makeup, your sexiest dress, and be there at seven fifteen," James had said yesterday. I knew it was a big deal. He wouldn't have called me in otherwise. It was, however, surprising that he did not give me more details.

The announcer's words echoed in the backstage area, ricocheting over the brick walls that should really be sound proof. He introduced himself but did not offer the name of the client as he called out for the first 'dancer' to come onto the stage.  

The corner of my lips curved up into a smirk. That's just glorified word for 'stripper'. We know what we are. Dancers that take their clothes off for money.  

"Let's hear it for Lydia Love!"

My reflection smirked at the sound of her name. Her real last name was Peterson, but she wanted something sexy for her stage name. Silence greeted his exuberant introduction and we were all reminded again that there was only one audience on the set. 

"Cassandra, did James tell you who we're performing for?" Liz asked as she reapplied her lipstick for the fifth time. She was used to caking her face in layers of makeup. Putting on so little made her anxious. 

"No," I shook my head. "He told me the same thing he told everybody," I admitted. 

"I heard from one of the girls that we're dancing for a rich billionaire or something," she said. 

"That sounds ridiculous. It's probably a porn director looking for a stripper," I said.

"Dancer," she corrected without looking at me. "And you're so unromantic," she rolled her eyes and cleared her lipstick with a wet towel before reapplying it again. 

"You're going to finish your lipstick," I cautioned. 

She shrugged, "I need something to do with my hands." 

"Why don't you stretch a little," I suggested, gesturing to the other girls who had decided to use the clothes rack as a balance so they could warm up their legs. 

"Do you think I should? I should," she murmured to herself with a small frown and stood up with determination before hurrying off to gossip with the girls. 

I turned to the clock again. Five minutes past seven. 

The door opened abruptly and Lydia came hurrying in, walking so fast that we almost couldn't see the tears in her eyes. She had not even taken off her clothes yet. Always a bad sign. 

Before any of the girls could ask her how it went, she ran off into the bathroom and slammed the door firmly behind her. 

I gulped, feeling my heartbeat speed up a little bit more. Lydia was sensitive, but I had never seen her cry after a performance before. At least, not after her first month here. 

"Your turn, Cassandra," Liz whispered, looking fearfully at me. 

"Wish me luck," I murmured as I stood on shaky legs and walked out on the stage.

"CASSANDRA!" his voice called out for me and I closed the door behind me into the blinding light. 

James gave no introduction but the man on the seat in the third row was, without a doubt, our client. My heart gave an anticipatory bump as I took in the sight of his tanned, firm body. He was in his late thirties. My fascinated gaze veered away from his sharp but firm cheekbones and arresting brown eyes and skidded over the slight cleft in his chin to the wad of hundred dollar bills in his hands. 

He took an age to speak. 

"You may begin," he inclined his head for me to start dancing and I took a mere moment to decide that I did not want to be so far from my potential source of income. 
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