










[image: halftitle]






















	

[image: logo]



	

POCKET BOOKS, a division of Simon & Schuster, Inc.


1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020









This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.




“Summer Madness”copyright © 2004 by Rochelle Alers




“Rebound”copyright © 2004 by ReShonda Tate Billingsley




“Maxed Out”copyright © 2004 by Brenda L. Thomas




“Sex, Sin & Brooklyn”copyright © 2004 by Crystal Lacey Winslow




All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever.




For information address Pocket Books, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020




Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data




Four degrees of heat.—1st Pocket Books trade pbk. ed.




        p. cm.




Contents: Maxed out / Brenda L. Thomas—Sex, sin & Brooklyn / Crystal Lacey Winslow—Summer madness / Rochelle Alers—Rebound / ReShonda Tate Billingsley.




ISBN-13: 978-1-4165-3150-0
ISBN-10: 1-4165-3150-5




1. Love stories, American. 2. Summer—Fiction.




PS648.L6F75 2004




813’.08508—dc22




2004040070




POCKET and colophon are registered trademarks




of Simon & Schuster, Inc.




Visit us on the World Wide Web:




http://www.SimonSays.com












Maxed Out




Brenda L. Thomas
























Prologue









July




What the hell was I doing in this place? Bad enough they’d screwed up and chosen the right club on the wrong night. Or so they said. It was clearly not ladies’ night. Now here I was in a backroads country club taking shots of Crown Royal whisky. I looked around at the club full of women. They were expecting to be entertained by a stage full of dancing men, but unfortunately there were only about ten men in the club, including the ones that worked there. I hadn’t wanted to come in the first place; exotic dancers played out years ago. But this was the South, and I suppose everything came late down here.




This was certainly not how I’d planned to spend the first month of my summer vacation. My mother had summoned me from Philly to Charlotte, where she’d been taking care of my grandfather for the last three weeks while he recovered from hip replacement surgery.




Mom kept reassuring me that Charlotte had changed since the early eighties, which was the last time I’d been there. After being cooped up in a Philly classroom with teenagers all winter, I didn’t think the trip to Charlotte would be so bad. To add to my southern social life, Mom dredged up a few of the old girlfriends I used to play with as a teenager during my summer visits. This would be great. I could bond with a bunch of fat, ill-dressed, gold-teeth sisters.




As I sat across the table from them, I had to admit they weren’t all that bad. Rita, Darla, and my favorite, Country Girl, were far from what I expected. Country Girl was probably even better off than me. At twenty-six, she was married to a physician and the mother of three children.




When the strip club went dark and the stage lit up with red and green flashing lights, I turned my attention to the runway. For an hour we watched as women strutted up and down the catwalk, wrapping themselves around a slippery pole, supposedly dancing. We were sitting near the front of the stage, so they could hear us cackling about how bad they were. They especially heard me when I said, after seeing one of the men put a twenty in a dancer’s G-string, “Oh, hell no. I can dance better than that. Shit, I’ll make him give me fifty.”




The big-butt dancer flared back, “You think so, huh? I dare you to bring your high yella ass up here.”




Embarrassed, I was just about to apologize when Country Girl spoke up.




“You damn right she’ll come up there. And I got twenty dollars to say she’ll outdance your fat ass.”




Wide-eyed, I looked at Country Girl and whispered, “What the hell are you talking about? I’m not going up there.”




The stripper stopped dancing, posted her hands on both hips, and shouted over the loud music, “Well, then, she needs to shut the hell up.”




I was willing to do so, but the others chimed in. “Yeah, go ’head Maxie, strut your stuff—show them how you do it in the city.”




I still wasn’t about to go up on that dirty stage and dance for anybody. But then the other women in the club started betting the women at my table, and before I knew it there was almost five hundred dollars waiting for me if I went up onstage and danced. Since I’m a math teacher, it was easy for me to calculate the per-hour rate of five hundred dollars for five minutes of dancing.




I downed another shot of Crown and told myself, What the hell—I’m down South, and I can do whatever I want.




Week One




I so wanted to leave my head on the pillow. How could a person’s head hurt so badly? What the hell had I drunk? And better yet, where was I? I opened my eyes, peeking from under heavy lids. I wasn’t in my apartment, that’s for sure.




“Maxine, when are you going to get up? The phone has been ringing for you all morning.”




Hiding from my mother’s screeching voice, I closed my eyes and pulled the covers over my pounding head.




“You look like you could use some coffee.”




I put my hand outside the sheet to reach for it.




“What time did you get in last night?”




My mouth was dry, and my voice cracked when I asked, “What time is it?”




“You must’ve had fun last night, you little hussy, ’cause look at you. You slept in your clothes.”




Sure enough, I was still in my skirt, which had shifted up to my waist, and my tank top had twisted itself under my breasts.




I couldn’t do coffee this morning. I needed something cold to put out the fire in my belly.




“Look, sleepyhead, it’s almost noon, and I have to take your grandfather to the doctor, so we’re heading out. I’ll see you later this afternoon. But do me a favor and pluck those string beans in the sink for dinner tonight.”




With Mother gone, I stripped off my clothes and went in search of something cold. In the refrigerator I found a can of Pepsi. I pressed it against my forehead and my temples, then downed the entire can. I needed one more thing. I searched through my suitcase. Buried under my toiletries was my pack of Newports.




By the time I’d showered and had some coffee, my head had begun to clear up. I’d just sat down at the table to pluck my mother’s string beans when my cell phone rang.




“Hey, Maxie baby, I’m on my way. I should be there in about three hours. Did you get the room?”




It was Lynn, my boyfriend of eight months, who lived in the apartment above mine but was rarely there because he was a tractor-trailer driver. I’d met him about a month after he’d moved in. His mailbox had begun to overflow, and when he’d come home later that week, I’d introduced myself and given him his mail. That night, after we’d ordered Chinese, we wound up in bed together, and we’d been there ever since.




Lynn had planned to stop and see me in Charlotte while he was en route to drop a load in Nashville. We hadn’t seen each other in two weeks, and after last night I’d totally forgotten about his visit.




“Sure, it’s all taken care of, but Mom wants us to have dinner with her. So can you come here first? You can park the truck on our lot.”




“No problem, baby, as long as I can have you afterward.”




I phoned the Westin in downtown Charlotte and reserved a room. Then I tried to reach Country Girl, but she wasn’t around. I was desperate to find out what had happened at the club. All I could remember was getting up on that stage, closing my eyes, and dancing. I prayed that I hadn’t taken off my clothes. Then I remembered the money. I found my skirt. Sure enough, stuffed in the back pocket was five hundred dollars.




Dinner came early in the South, so by four-thirty the food was done and we were waiting for Lynn to finish washing up so we could eat. I don’t know what it was, but my mother’s cooking changed when she was down South. It had a different taste—a southern flavor. Maybe because everything was fresher. There were fluffy turnips, tender string beans, and the chicken was so fresh I was afraid there was a coop in the backyard.




“Ms. Tate, you really outdid yourself.”




“Thanks, Lynn. You know Max can cook just as well if she puts her mind to it.”




I knew what she was doing. Mother had a fear that I’d be single forever, so she was always dropping hints when Lynn was around.




“Lynn has tasted my cooking plenty of times, Mother.”




By the time Mom had fed Lynn two servings of her peach cobbler and I’d packed him a bag of food to take on the road, I was ready to leave. That’s when Country Girl came barreling through the screen door. But this certainly wasn’t the time for her to recount last night’s activities.




“Good evening, everybody.”




I jumped right in. “Country Girl, this is my boyfriend, Lynn.”




“Hey, Lynn. Welcome to Charlotte. Maxine, you look a little tired this evening.”




“Just trying to get adjusted to the southern way of doing things,” I said, ushering her out the door ahead of me and Lynn.




“Well, I just wanted to stop by and say hello. Max and Lynn, enjoy your visit.”




I knew what kind of night Lynn and I would have. Sex with him was usually the same. About ten minutes of foreplay, and then he’d take me from the back before falling off into a deep sleep. I didn’t complain because I knew he was usually tired from driving. But for once I’d like to see his face when he came.




In the eight months we’d been seeing each other, he’d only made me reach an orgasm twice. I wasn’t even sure what he’d done, because everything was so new at the time.




I’d never told him because I didn’t want to hurt his feelings or change the way he made love to me—even without the orgasm he was able to satisfy me. I enjoyed being with Lynn, and all signs pointed to us having a future together. So there was plenty of time to discuss my sexual needs.




“Lynn, guess what I did last night.”




“What, baby? Don’t tell me. You been milking cows,” he shouted from the hotel bathroom.




“It’s not that bad. But seriously, we went to see some exotic dancers.”




“I didn’t know you were into that shit,” he said, drying off as he came into the room. Lynn wasn’t a tall guy, barely six foot. He was stocky and weighed well over two hundred pounds.




“I’m not, but I felt like I had to go out with them. But let me tell you the fun part.” I wasn’t even sure he was listening because he was busy cleaning his nails. “They were having a dance contest, and I won.”




“C’mon, baby, stop playing. I know you can dance, but you didn’t do no shit like that.”




“Watch, let me show you.”




Lynn sat on the side of the bed while I attempted to dance to whatever music was playing on the radio. I dropped my robe to the floor, and with my arms above my head, I shimmied around the room, rolling my hips to the beat. When he wouldn’t stop laughing, I jumped on the bed and squeezed my breasts in his face.




“Maxine, you are a crazy woman. Looks like you’re doing a bad imitation of Beyoncé to me,” he said. In one swift move his strong arms lifted me onto his lap.




“Lynn, seriously, you don’t think I could do it?”




“You can do whatever you want,” he said, burying his face in the thick hair between my legs. His blanket, as he liked to call it.




I was enjoying the feel of his tongue, but he was ready, so he turned me over and mounted me doggy style. He rode me hard, pounding away, slapping me on the cheeks of my ass with one hand while holding onto my waist with the other. I backed myself into him, and that’s when he released himself. He fell back on the bed, and after catching his breath, he pulled me under him. Within minutes he was snoring.




In the morning I headed back to my grandfather’s house. The rising Charlotte temperature made me glad my mother had finally been able to convince my grandfather to get central air. But it didn’t matter to me because my body sought out the sun. My pale skin needed some sun in the worst way. My legs had been covered all winter with either stockings or pants, anything to keep the cold out. So I changed into a pair of shorts and a tank top and lay out in the sun for as long as my body could stand it.




Later in the week I headed over to Country Girl’s house for her July Fourth cookout. She lived in a four-bedroom colonial spread over five acres. She had well over a hundred people there, everyone talking over loud music, playing cards, and chowing down on a pig that had just finished roasting. Had I not just had a visit from Lynn, I might’ve been tempted to hang out with one of those fine sexy country men who kept hanging on to me.




I’d already learned that the South was no place for a woman to act shy, so once they pulled out the corn liquor, it wasn’t long before I found myself dancing in the soul train line along with everybody else. It was good old-fashioned fun.




“Max, you are something else,” Country Girl said, shaking her head at me.




Out of breath, I answered, “What you talking about?”




“The way you was coming down that line, I can’t believe you don’t wanna go to the club again.”




“That’s not funny. You know you never told me what happened anyway.”




“And I’m not, but I will tell you that we’re going to Belinda’s party tomorrow night.”




“I don’t remember anybody named Belinda.”




“Of course you don’t. She spent her summers in New York while you were down here. Y’all both were trying to escape from your environment,” she said, mocking my family tradition of sending young children south in the summer to escape the city.




“I don’t know. I didn’t bring any party clothes.”




“Then you better go buy some, because Belinda’s parties only happen once a year. So look for me to pick yo ass up around nine-thirty.”




Charlotte’s SouthPark Mall made it all the more easy to pass time finding clothes for the party. I’d been teaching school for three years, but I was far from your usual boring schoolmarm. Shopping was my weakness and was probably what separated me from the other teachers at school, who usually wore jeans or, at the other extreme, clothes that too closely resembled pajamas. The advantage of teaching in the inner city is that the children keep me abreast of the current fashions.




We arrived at Belinda’s around ten that night, and I’m glad I hadn’t had any preconceived notions about her, because I would’ve been dead wrong. Her house was located at River Run Country Club, on the ninth hole of the golf course. I assumed she’d been lucky enough to marry a lawyer or doctor, or maybe her family had money.




There were cars parked along the street leading to her property, everything from customized Cadillacs to Benzes. When we walked through the front door into the brightly lit foyer, Country Girl pointed out Belinda. She stood in the lavishly furnished living room with her back to us. Belinda looked to be all of five foot five, as she stood on a pair of three-inch spiked heels. She was wearing a short, tight-fitting fuchsia dress and had bone-straight auburn hair that landed at her perfectly rounded ass.




When Belinda turned around, I immediately took notice of her satiny black blemish-free skin. As I watched her petite body walk toward us, I couldn’t help but notice her full breasts swelling out of her dress. I had to admit, Belinda was hot.




“Hey, Belinda. What’s up, girl?” Country Girl asked, hugging Belinda around her waist that wasn’t.




“This party is what’s up. Who’s this, your citified girlfriend? The one you was telling me about?” she asked, her eyes roving over my body.




“Yes, this here is Maxine.”




When she talked I noticed she had one shiny gold tooth on the side of her mouth.




“It’s nice to meet you, Belinda. Thanks for—”




Rather than let me finish, she tossed her hair around and said, “All I’m saying is, I heard you had skills to handle a crowd. You should hang out with me sometime.”




I knew she was referring to my dancing at the club. Damn, I wished Country Girl didn’t have such a big mouth.




“I was just having fun. You know, on my summer break.” This sounded like a sufficient excuse.




“Like I said, you should hang out with me. Now, I gotta run. You know I’m the princess around here.”




Belinda excused herself to visit with other guests. Everyone was clamoring to speak with her.




I turned to Country Girl, “I know you told everybody I went up on that damn stage.”




“Maxine, chill out. Belinda’s cool.”




“She must be real cool, with a house like this. How old is she?” I asked, looking around Country Girl to try to see what was going on out back.




“She’s twenty-two, and if you want to know, she’s a professional dancer.”




“Professional how? Alvin Ailey professional?”




Country Girl’s rolling eyes told me she wasn’t. “Now, you don’t really think she could afford all this dancing around in a tutu.”




“She’s a stripper?” I asked, a little too loud.




“I wouldn’t know what else she does, but a professional dancer is what she lists on her taxes.”




“How would you know about her taxes?”




“Because I do them every year. Now, c’mon. Let’s go outside.”




When we reached the crowded pool area, I could hear a man over the sound system announcing that the fashion show was about to begin. On the deck of the pool stood what Country Girl confirmed was an actual pimp. Pretty Boy, as he was so inappropriately named, was dressed in a cobalt blue smoking jacket, matching silk pants, and slip-on alligator shoes. I must say, I was in a bit of a shock.




According to Country Girl, he lived in Vegas but was in town for a pimp convention, and Belinda’s party culminated the event. I tried to question her further on whether Belinda was a prostitute, but she bypassed the issue by introducing me to her friends. Even though I’d sworn off drinking after the corn liquor, I stopped one of the barely dressed waitresses and ordered a glass of Chardonnay. I’d keep it light.




I stood at the bar and took in my surroundings. It was like something out of a Snoop Dogg video. Damn near all the men looked like pimps, with suits in every shade of the rainbow and accessories that were just as loud. Their jewelry consisted of heavy gold rings and diamond pinkies, and their necks were weighed down with chunky gold chains. I had no idea that pimping really was back in style.




I listened as Pretty Boy began introducing the scantily clad models as his hos. These women, some of them girls who looked to be as young as nineteen, were from all parts of the country.




On the veranda opposite the pool were three tables spread with food, everything from barbeque ribs to lobster tails. The DJ, who boasted of being from the dirty South, kept the dance floor jumping. Needless to say, by two o’clock I was drinking spiced ice teas and had allowed somebody’s pimp to pull me onto the dance floor. I couldn’t help notice, as did everyone else, when Belinda moved into the middle of the crowd. She’d changed into a body-hugging bright yellow catsuit that barely covered the cheeks of her ass. She danced with everybody, but I could see that dancing for her was an act of seduction. The way her body moved stirred something inside of even me.




By the end of the night I was curious to learn more about Belinda, and I had agreed to be a guest at one of her shows.




Week Two




Around midnight Belinda picked me up in her red S-Type Jaguar. I made sure my seat belt was intact because she was a fast and reckless driver. She talked to me at the same time as working her cell phone throughout the entire ride.




“Between the Carolina Panthers and the new Charlotte Bobcats, a girl can make a lot of money in this town.”




“Doing what you do?”




“I don’t do anything illegal.”




“Just dancing, huh?”




“I’m just like you, Maxie. I’m an entertainer, or should I say, an independent contractor.”




“Uh, I think you’re mistaken. I don’t know what Country Girl told you, but I’m a high school math teacher.”




“Really, Max, being a teacher makes you an entertainer. You gotta entertain all them bad-ass kids to make ’em listen.”




“I guess you have a point. But what’s different is that you entertain for a lot more money.”




“And if you add a little dancing to what you do, you could make some real money too.”




“Sleeping with strange men?” I wanted to take back what I said, but it was too late.




“Some I do, some I don’t, but none of them are strangers. Listen, Maxie, I’ve worked very hard to achieve my status. I’m no two-dollar ho. I’m the Princess, so don’t look to see no dollar bills at my feet.”




“I understand, but there’s still a big difference in what I do and what you do.”




“If you say so, Maxie, but you here with me tonight, so that’s saying something in itself.”




We stopped at a few clubs, including the one where I’d made a fool of myself. Belinda was warmly greeted and well known. Men were anxious to talk to her, and women were obviously jealous. She let none of it faze her.




By two o’clock we’d ended up at the smoke-filled Fox Trap club, where, she informed me, she was a silent partner, but tonight she was scheduled to perform for some people who’d specifically requested her.




I followed her into a dressing room crowded with women dressing and undressing for their dances. It was no different than being backstage at a fashion show. There were lighted mirrors where the women sat on stools, applying makeup, smoking cigarettes, and complaining about niggas and tips. Belinda, though, had a private room where she had a stylist apply her makeup and select her outfit for the night. She really took this seriously. Once she was fully dressed, if that’s what you’d call it, in a leopard catsuit with so many cutouts it really wasn’t a suit at all, she instructed me to sit in the audience so I could observe the show.




The club was packed. The number of women present surprised me. A DJ encouraged the patrons to pay for lap dances. Then the lights flashed, and he announced that Charlotte’s very own royalty, Princess, was in the house. With that, the room exploded with excitement.




I was in a trance the minute Belinda stepped onto the stage, moving to the music of Prince singing “Sexy Motherfucker.” She slithered to the end of the runway with an air of confident sexuality. Moving to the rhythm of the guitar, she tossed her long hair and ran her hands up and down her body with purpose. Like she was giving it away if you wanted it. Her hips twisted, coiled, her knees bent, and her hands sensuously touched her body. Belinda looked to be in ecstasy, lost somewhere inside herself. She bent over and gyrated her ass just enough to expose the tip of her clitoris, and that’s when she began to work the pole like it was her lover. The men whistled, and the women cheered her on. I, too, found myself screaming her name. She slid onto the floor, her legs spread apart, picking up another fifty with the lips of her pussy. Belinda’s dancing was wicked.




When she was finished, all that remained were her high-heeled lace-up boots. I didn’t even notice when she pulled the catsuit apart. But it lay there in some man’s lap, and when she went for it, he stuffed a hundred-dollar bill in her boot.




 




Belinda phoned early the next morning before I’d gotten out of bed, inviting Country Girl and me to lunch. On the way to her house I pummeled Country Girl with questions that she refused to answer, only telling me that Belinda would tell me anything I wanted to know.




When we arrived at her house, Belinda was lounging by the pool in a black bikini that almost matched her skin. While we ate lunch, I wasted no time trying to get answers to my questions.




“Belinda, I have to know how you mastered dancing like that.”




“It didn’t come natural, that’s for sure. I was a klutz when I was young, then when I was about thirteen I started taking dance classes. A few years later while I was in Vegas I found out money could be made by adding a few sexy moves to what I already knew.”




“But how do you get people under your spell? I mean, even the women were giving you money.”




She laughed at first, and then her serious side took over. “The women are the easiest. It’s the emotions of the men that you have to understand. The most important thing to do when you’re dancing is to make eye contact and make each man think he’s the only one you’re dancing for.”




“Oh, boy. Here goes. You done got her started,” said Country Girl.




“It’s important that you have respect for people’s money. You can’t forget what it represents. They work hard, so if a man gives you a hundred dollars, you have to show you appreciate it by letting him touch you just enough to make him think there’s a possibility that he could have you. So what you say, you wanna try it?”




“I’d love to. But there’s no way I could take my clothes off in front of strangers.”




“Why not?” asked Country Girl.




Belinda continued. “You don’t have to take your clothes off. Only private clubs allow you to get completely naked. And when you do, believe me, you’d forget about teaching school.”




“It’s not that I can’t dance. I’d love to be able to dance like that, but for money in a public place, I don’t think so.”




“The Princess only does private shows, and that one last night netted me how much, Country Girl?”




“Three thousand. Now if you include tips and some other favors, then it’ll give you a total of seven grand.”




Belinda got up from the table and turned on some music. “Well, since you don’t want to dance for money, then c’mon and let me see your moves. I wouldn’t have heard about you if you couldn’t move.”




“Yeah, Maxie. Show Belinda what you can do.”




“Y’all are a pain in the ass,” I said as I got up to dance with Belinda, who was already moving around the floor.




Belinda had a great sound system, so as R. Kelly sang “Thoia Thong,” I closed my eyes and gave it my all. When the music stopped, I was shocked to see that Belinda had gotten naked.




“Don’t pay her any attention. She’s always walking around in the nude,” said Country Girl, laughing at my reaction.




“Damn girl, you do have skills. But you can’t hardly feel sexy in them jeans. Take your clothes off and let’s see how you really look.”




“No way am I stripping.”




“Girl, stop acting so damn citified. It’s just us,” Country Girl said.




“Shit, all right. I see the two of you are not going to let up.”




I turned my back to them and stripped down to my panties and bra.




When I turned around, Belinda screamed out, “What the hell is that?” She pointed to the hair that poked out from my thong.




“Oh, that? That’s my blanket. Lynn likes it like that. He likes burying his face it. Nothing worse than a bald pussy, he says.”




“Girl, that thing looks like a throwback to the seventies,” said Country Girl.




“What do you do in the summer? I mean, ain’t that shit hot?” asked Belinda.




“This is our first summer together, so I’ll tighten it up some when I get ready to go swimming.”




“Well, it’s up to you, but you won’t make any money with that thing.”




“I’m not trying to make any money. I just want to learn the dance. Now, can you show me some moves, since you have me standing up here half-naked?”




We started again, and this time Country Girl put on Belinda’s song, “Sexy Motherfucker,” and I watched her naked body move. I looked at her perfect body. I was sure her breasts were implants, and her silky auburn hair was definitely a weave. But regardless, the control Belinda had over her body fascinated me, and I wanted what she had, every move.




 




So for the next week I visited Belinda. During the day we’d practice dancing for two hours, sometimes with her standing behind me, guiding my movements. She wanted to show me how to dance slow, because I preferred the fast beats of hip-hop and rap music. Afterward we’d lay naked by the pool and have lunch. I loved it because my entire body was turning a nice shade of golden brown.




Week Three




I don’t know how they did it, but by Friday night Belinda and Country Girl had convinced me to go onstage. My initiation would be at Belinda’s club, Fox Trap. They promised me that the bigger the crowd, the less they would notice that I was an amateur. I wasn’t sure if I believed them, but I had nothing to lose. Belinda coached me on the way to the club, reassuring me that I’d enjoy myself and betting me that I’d want to do it again.




I couldn’t help but feel special as they applied my makeup and fussed over what I would wear. They’d already chosen red as my signature color, even though I told them I was only doing this once. Finally, when they felt I was ready, they zipped me into a red lace corset, matching thong, and red cutout patent leather heels. However, nothing they said could settle the butterflies in my stomach as I stood on the other side of that velvet curtain. I told myself, choose your targets; whoever is looking at you the most, focus on that person and then move on to the next.




Over the music I heard them announcing the next dancer. A surge of excitement ran through me, making my body hairs stand on end—that is, the ones Belinda hadn’t made me wax off.




“Remember, girl, when you see the hunger in their eyes, wind them in.”




I waited until the music hit the pit of my stomach and then stepped onto the stage of another life. I wanted to close my eyes, but I had to see where I was going, so I looked over the crowd until I was at the very end of the stage. That’s when I closed my eyes and let the beat of Joe Sample’s “Fever” control my movements. I found my rhythm, and with my legs spread open, I leaned back until my body almost doubled over and let my hair swing. I came back up slowly, stroking my breasts and then undoing the zipper that held everything together. I spun around and straddled the pole between my legs, pretending it was a strange man I was trying to seduce. I made love to that pole until the roar of the crowd and the money at my feet overcame the music. Before I knew it, my song had ended. I took a bow and walked backward off the stage.




Behind the curtain I practically collapsed into Belinda’s and Country Girl’s arms.




“Shit. Girl, you were the shit! Listen to them, they loved you.”




“Maxie, I love you. Look at all this money,” Belinda exclaimed as I looked down at the twenty- and fifty-dollar bills that lined my thong. “We’re gonna make so much money. Here, c’mon, you gotta change. I got to introduce you to some people.”




Once I’d had a cigarette to calm my nerves, I walked around the club hand in hand with Belinda while she introduced me to her clients. I learned that those who didn’t give you tips while you were onstage kindly offered them to you when you spent a moment talking with them.




Later that morning, when I climbed into bed, I could barely sleep from the night’s excitement. I wanted to call somebody and tell them what I’d done, tell them how much money I’d made. But for now it would have to be my secret.




A few hours later Belinda’s phone call woke me up. I asked her, “Didn’t you tell me you had a client last night?”




“Sure did. Why, you want one?”




I ignored her comment and said, “How do you go to bed at three in the morning and get up to call me by nine o’clock?”




“Maxie, ain’t you ever heard, Don’t nothing come to a sleeper but a dream? Now, get your butt up and get over here. We got work to do.”




“Okay, I hear you, but I have some business to handle first. How’s this afternoon, around two o’clock?”




“All right, I’ll see you then. And by the way, I ordered you some dancing clothes.”




I did have business to take care of. My realtor was e-mailing me some photos of houses in Philly he wanted me to see, and I had to fax my preapproval application to the bank. But first I had to get at least another hour of sleep.




 




Sooner than I expected, it was time for my next dance. Instead of it being at another club, Belinda took me to a party at The Pointe at Lake Norman. It was being held by one of the Carolina Panthers. The only problem was, she wanted me to give a lap dance. Even though Belinda said I’d perfected it, I was still nervous about dancing that close to someone. Up until that night the only people I’d performed a lap dance on were Country Girl and Belinda. The good thing, though, was that I was gonna do it to my music, “Shake Ya Tailfeather.” Belinda thought I was crazy to attempt that on my first lap dance, but I was determined to give these rich country ballplayers something to look at.




I watched from the bedroom window where we were changing while the other dancers performed by the pool in the backyard. I watched the crowd throw money and laugh, slapping the dancers on the ass and squeezing their breasts. I was about to change my mind when Belinda told me it was my turn.




“Don’t pay any attention to that shit. You got something them girls ain’t got.”




I wasn’t sure what that was, but I was willing to give it all I had.




I stood at the doorway to the pool, and when my record came on, everyone stopped talking and looked around for who was next. I strutted into the pool area and found my mark, the quarterback who Belinda had pointed out. Once I was directly in front of him, I spread his legs with my knees and moved into him, locking my gaze with his. I dropped my robe, and I heard Belinda’s and the crowd’s gasp of surprise that I was completely naked with the exception of two red garter belts. I could barely hear the music because of the cheering from the men. I knew I’d made the right decision, so with the approval of the crowd I slithered my entire body onto Mr. Quarterback. I turned around, put my ass in his face, and made the cheeks of my ass clap just enough to make him scream out. I moved away just before his tongue touched me. It was all about timing.




I turned to face him, brushing my pussy against his lap and my breasts against his chest. I could feel the heat rising from his skin, which meant I could also feel his hardening dick. He ran his hands up my thighs and then wrapped them around my breasts, bringing me down onto him. I counted the beats to the song so I’d know how much time I had left before I took him where I wanted him. When I heard the beat of the next song blending in I lifted one leg up on the arm of the chair and gyrated my very bald pussy in his face, then wound myself away from him. Mr. Quarterback was toasted.




When Belinda and I left there that night, we headed to a diner with a purse full of money.




“Maxie, you had them niggas twisted. I ain’t never seen no shit like that from an amateur.”




“I figured I couldn’t go wrong if I was naked.”




“I’m so proud of you. I promise we’re gonna squeeze every dollar outta this town. By the time you get back to Philly, you’ll be able to buy any house you want.”




“I have to admit, Belinda, this is the best break from teaching school I’ve ever had. It’s better than Negril, the Hamptons, or the friggin’ cruise I took last summer.”




But as hard as I tried, one thing I couldn’t deny was that dancing made me horny. When I mentioned it to Belinda, she laughed and said, “Well, it won’t for long, ’cause it’s all in a day’s work.”




I wasn’t so sure.




Week Four




“Maxine, telephone. Can’t you hear that thing ringing?”




I reached down to the floor and answered the house phone.




“Max, where you been? I’ve been calling you all night.”




“Lynn, I’m sorry. My cell phone was off.”




“Listen, baby. You act like you don’t want to see me.”




“What are you talking about?”




“I left you a message last night. I’m over at the Travel Lodge on West Trade. I wanna see you.”




I sat up in bed, trying to gather my thoughts. “What are you doing here? You didn’t tell me you were coming.”




“Damn, baby, I wanted to surprise you. What you do, go find a big ole country boy?”




“I’m sorry. Give me an hour or so. I have to run some errands for my mother, and then I’ll be over there.”




“I’m gonna get some sleep. I’ll see you when you get here.”




Panic set in. If Lynn was planning to stay for the weekend, I was going to have to cancel my trip with Belinda to Atlanta. She’d promised me that this one trip was going to be the highlight of my vacation. However, Lynn’s unexpected arrival in town could change all that. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to see him, but I’d been so ensconced with my new adventures that I rarely had time to think about him.




I arrived at the Travel Lodge around three o’clock and found Lynn still lying in bed.




“What time is it? I’m starved,” he groaned, opening the door.




“You want to get something to eat?” I asked, trying not to act disappointed that he’d surprised me with his visit.




“Nope, just you,” he said, pulling me into bed with him.




“How long are you—” I couldn’t get the question out before Lynn had me stretched out on the bed, pulling down my shorts.




“Max, baby, this some sexy red shit you got on,” he said, commenting on the D&G lingerie I was wearing.




“You like, huh?”




“Wait a minute,” he said, moving away from me. “Where’s my blanket?” He kneeled at my feet, staring at the bald spot between my legs.




I sat up against the headboard, trying to quickly think of an explanation.




“Oh, that. Lynn, it’s so hot and sticky down here, that stuff was getting sweaty. Plus I wanted to go swimming, and I couldn’t have that bush sticking out.” I could see he was disappointed, so rather than let him continue what he’d started, I stepped out of my clothes, turned over, and spread my cheeks in his face.




“Now, doesn’t that make it easier?”




“Yeah. That’s what I’m talking about,” he said, excitedly slapping his dick across the cheeks of my ass.




“Wait, I got something for you,” I told him before he could penetrate me.




“Baby, I can’t be waiting.”




But he was glad he did, because I turned around and gave him the best blow job I’d ever given, and that afternoon we stayed in bed for at least two hours making love. I knew it was love because I had an orgasm, a soaking-the-sheets type of orgasm. And while I lay there in the aftershock of the best sex Lynn had ever given me, he gave me another surprise.




“Maxine,” he said, his strong arms squeezing me tight.




“Huh?”




He used his hand to lift my chin. “Look up here so I can see you.”




“Yes.”




“I love you, Maxine.”




“I love you too, Lynn.”




It was the first time we’d spoken those words to each other, and it felt good. I forgot about Belinda and Atlanta and just wanted to go back home with Lynn.




 




As it turned out, Lynn couldn’t stay for the weekend, so I went with Belinda as planned.




The red carpet was rolled out for Belinda in Atlanta. We stayed at the Swisshotel and were chauffeured to and from everywhere in a black Suburban. We ate at expensive restaurants and shopped at the Lennox Mall. She never told me who was footing the bill, nor did I really care. All I knew is that soon this would all be behind me, so I wanted to enjoy it while I could. Of course, there was dancing at gentlemen’s clubs during the afternoon and private clubs in the evening. And for Belinda there were clients who came to her room late at night. But just like at home, she was up early the next morning, knocking on my door.




Saturday morning while having breakfast, Belinda revealed the real reason we’d come to Atlanta. A very rich client of hers wanted her to shoot a video, and she wanted me to join her by agreeing to dance in the background.




“Belinda, I’m sorry, but there is no way I’m getting involved in a porno. That’s going a little too far.”




“You’re not gonna be the one fucking, you’ll be dancing behind a curtain. I’m the one that’s gonna be doing the real work.”




“It’s still a porn, and you might’ve forgotten that I’m a schoolteacher, but I haven’t, and I damn sure don’t need evidence of what I’ve being doing for the last month.”




“Max, I swear you won’t be able to see your face. Just come with me and see the setup. If there’s even the remote possibility that somebody can see you, we’ll just forget about it.”




“I don’t care what the setup is. I’m not doing it.”




“No even for ten thousand dollars?”




I swallowed hard. “Don’t bullshit me, Belinda.”




“Have I lied yet?”




We traveled to an estate in Buckhead and entered through wrought-iron gates and a fancy security system. She never told me the name of her client, but judging from the platinum and gold records that lined the studio wall, I knew he was an entertainer—a very rich one, if he was paying me ten grand. I could only imagine what he was paying Belinda.




When we walked into the room where the video was to be shot, I was impressed by the fact that it looked like an actual movie set. There was special lighting, cameramen, and every type of camera imaginable. In the middle of it all was a king-size bed dressed in red satin sheets. A sheer red curtain was draped at the head of the bed.




Belinda excused herself to go speak with her client. She returned about thirty minutes later, and I was sure he’d become more than just the person footing this bill by the bounce in her walk.




The director made sure I was comfortable with where I’d be dancing, and he showed me on the monitor how it would be impossible for anybody to make out my identity.




We rehearsed for about an hour, me dancing alone and then with Belinda. The choreographer showed me some additional moves that she wanted me to do to stay in tune with what Belinda would be doing on the bed. By the time we were ready to actually shoot the video, I was tired and ready to get it over with.




When the music came on, I started dancing in my own shrouded red world. I’d seen Belinda naked plenty of times, and I’d seen her dance, but watching her have hard-core sex was an experience I wasn’t prepared for. The sensible side of me wanted to stop dancing and tell them I couldn’t be part of their porn video, but it was that untapped lust deep inside me that won out. I assumed this is what they were hoping for, because the intoxicating smell of their sex and the sounds they made caused a sensation so strong between my legs that the only way to calm it was to stroke my hardened clit. And so there I was, watching, dancing, and bringing myself to an orgasm.




I was embarrassed afterward, but the director kept telling me how pleased he was with my performance. He practically begged me to do a one-woman show. I graciously thanked him and told him I was just on break for the summer.




Back in Charlotte, I prepared myself for the trip back home. I counted up all the money I’d made, over fifteen thousand dollars in one month. I knew that the down payment on my house was going to be a breeze. The night before I left, Belinda and Country Girl took me to dinner at Fucion’s on the Lake, and we made a pact that not only would I return for Labor Day, but I’d come back next summer and we’d take our show on the road.















August









Week One




Philly in August was humid as hell. Heat just seemed to rise from the noisy streets. I was back in the city, and after airing out my apartment, I was glad to be home.




At Country Girl’s suggestion, the first thing I did was get a safe deposit box to store my earnings. There was no way I wanted this money in my bank account.




I contacted my Realtor and began to look at houses. For me it was all about location. What part of the city did I want to live in? I looked at a corner house in the Art Museum area, but there was no garage or off-street parking. My other option was Old City, where the streets were narrow, the houses small, and the prices ridiculous.




When Lynn came off the road that week, I wanted our night to be special, so I fixed him a candlelight dinner. For the first time he freely talked about the brief time he’d spent as a linebacker in the NFL before getting cut. He swore to me that this time he wouldn’t give up, that his trucking business would be fully operational by the spring.




After dinner he wanted to watch a movie, but I told him I had a better show for him to see. I put on some music and began to dance for him. I was only halfway through my routine when I noticed him stroking himself.




“You damn sure getting better. Where’d you learn that shit?”




“Uh, just a little class I’ve been taking.”




He didn’t wait for me to come to him, he came to where I was dancing and pinned me against the wall. He kissed and sucked my breasts until they felt bruised while plunging first one, then two fingers in and out of my wetness.




“Lynn, slow down. I’m not going anywhere.”




“I want you bad, baby. You looked good up there moving that ass. Now come on over here. I got something special for you.”




He brought me over to the couch, where he had me kneel. When I arched my ass up to meet what I thought would be his dick, instead I was greeted by the wetness of his tongue.




Lynn licked me long and hard, from the top of my clit up through the crack of my ass. My body tensed up, knowing what he wanted. His tongue rolled in and out its entrance in an effort to relax me. I kneeled there, my face buried in the couch, and relaxed my muscles to allow him to enter me. His fingers squeezed my clit to keep my mind off his hard dick opening up the entrance to my tight ass.




“Damn, ohhh Max,” he mumbled, his dick sinking deeper, until he was able to move around easily inside of me. I knew he wouldn’t last long. Fucking me in the ass was more than he could take. I talked to him, asking him if he liked fucking me in the ass.




“Max, please don’t make me cum. Not yet, please.”




With that I pushed my ass out to him, and all I could hear him say was, “Maxine, baby, youuu…taking it real good. I love you.”




It was the first time Lynn wasn’t in a hurry to get back to work. Instead he took an extra day off and we stayed in bed, lying under the air conditioner, eating, watching movies, and making love.




“Max, I don’t know what it is, but you’ve changed, and I like it.”




I panicked somewhat before I answered. “What are you talking about, Lynn?”




“You just seem so damn sexy lately. I can’t get enough of you.”




“Well, I’m not going to stay in bed for the rest of the week. That’s for sure.”




But that’s what we wound up doing. It was amazing that the dancing I’d done in Charlotte had brought out a deeper side not only of my sexuality but of Lynn’s too. So much so that I was sorry to see him get back on the road.




With Lynn finally gone, I had a chance to call and catch up with Belinda.




“Maxie, girl, what’s happening? We miss you down here.”




“Really? Then I guess I’ll have to make a guest appearance in ole Charlotte,” I said jokingly, wondering what I was missing.




“From what I hear, Philly must got the money, ’cause I got a call to come up there.”




“When are you coming?”




“Tomorrow night. I have a car picking me up from the airport, but I want you to meet me at my hotel.”




“Where are you staying?”




“Four Seasons, girl. Where else would the Princess stay? So, you gonna work with me or what?”




“Belinda, no way. Not here in Philly. I might see somebody I know.”




“I doubt it. These are some rich white boys out in the suburbs.”




“Why don’t I just go with you, say as part of your entourage?”




“Oh, all right, scaredy cat.”




I went shopping and bought a red linen dress and red lingerie for the occasion. Just the thought of hanging out with Belinda filled me with anticipation. I found myself dancing around trying on lingerie when my phone rang.




“Country Girl? What’s up? Don’t tell me you’re coming up with Belinda.”




“No. I got some bad news. Belinda was in a car accident.”




“Please tell me she’s…I mean she’s not…”




“No, no, she’s gonna be fine. A bit beat up, and she totaled that damn car.”




“I’m so sorry. Is there anything I can do?”




“As a matter of fact, that’s the other reason I’m calling. Belinda needs you to do that show for her.”




“Country Girl, what are you talking about? I can’t dance in Philly. I can’t take that kind of chance.”




“Max, you got to. These are some real important people. They’re some rich white boys, so nobody’s gonna know you.”




“I don’t know, Country Girl. It’s too risky.”




“Max, I understand, but you’re all Belinda’s got.”




“Well, I guess I could. I mean—”




“Please.”




“All right, Country Girl. I’ll do it, but let me be clear about what I won’t do. I will not sleep with any of these men regardless of the money. Better yet, I don’t even want to be approached about it. Make sure that’s clear to these guys. You hear me.”




When Saturday afternoon came, I tried taking a nap, but I was too excited to sleep. It was almost like the first time all over again. I called Lynn twice to make sure he was staying overnight in Massachusetts. The thought that I could possibly see someone I knew frightened the hell out of me, but I’d given Country Girl my word.




When I’d spoken to Belinda, she’d given me explicit instructions on how to cover my tracks. She suggested I carry my dance clothes in a small suitcase, and that I drive my car to the closest hotel to my destination and then either take a cab or have a car service drive me the rest of the way, but be sure they waited until I finished. I reserved a town car through Ali Baba limousine service and had the driver pick me up at the Adams Mark on City Avenue. To be extra careful, I reserved a room in case I needed someplace to hide out. I’d probably gone overboard with my tactics, but that is part of what excited me.




The driver took me to the address in Radnor, which was just outside Philly. Supposedly the reason I’d been hired was because one of the guests had recently acquired a major company. People in these parts of town didn’t only get dancers for bachelor parties, they hired them for any occasion.




The large home sat behind a wall of trees. The driver pulled into the circular driveway and opened my door. He sensed that I wasn’t an actual guest and told me, if I had any problems, to give him a call on his cell phone, that he’d be waiting in the car.




I could hear music and loud voices coming from the back of the house. I rang the bell and briefly waited until the butler answered the door.




“Good evening, Ms. Maxie. I’ll get Mr. Preston for you.”




“Thank you.”




I sat in the sitting room—that was all it could’ve possibly been—until a tall, thin, forty-something man appeared in the doorway. I assumed he was Mr. Preston.




“Hello, you must be Maxie.”




“Yes, how are you?” I asked, standing up to shake his outstretched hand.




“I’m glad you could make it. Belinda told me about her misfortune. However, she didn’t tell me to expect you,” he said, looking me over. “Can I get you anything?”




“Bottled water will do. Would you be gracious enough to provide me with the details of the person you’re honoring?”




“That would be Jeff,” he said, leading me to look out the dining-room window. “He’s the one standing by the bar with the blond hair and khakis.”




The pool held about ten women in bathing suits, and poolside there had to be at least twenty-five white men with a few black men sprinkled in between.




“How old is he?” I asked.




“Jeff is a young man, but nonetheless very wise. He just pulled off a very hostile takeover that made all of us a lot of money. But you wouldn’t want to know about that.”




Did this pompous asshole think I didn’t want to know because I didn’t understand business? If he only knew how good I really was at it! Besides being a math teacher and having a master’s degree, I was a whiz at finances.




“Are you ready to get started?”




“Just show me where I can get changed.”




“Maxie, don’t worry about pleasing anyone else. This night is all for Jeff.”




“In that case, why don’t we have Jeff close to the pool in case he needs to cool off. And another thing—I’ll need something to blindfold him.”




“I like your style, Max,” he said, laughing.




“Excuse me, Mr. Preston, but you do know the rules.”




“Everything was made clear by Belinda.”




Preston motioned to the butler, who carried a tray of bottled water and sliced lemons and limes as he escorted me to my room.




I laid out the three outfits I’d brought with me, looked out to the pool, and thought about what I would wear. I chose a pair of red lace boy-cut, crotchless panties and a red bra that only held my nipples. Then I slid into a pair of ankle-strap stilettos. Yes, I had something for Jeff. I piled my hair on my head and twisted it without pins so it could easily fall to my shoulders when I was ready. Over it I wore my signature red silk robe.




I opened the door, and the butler signaled to Mr. Preston that I was ready. They dimmed the pool lights, my music came on, and I swayed out to the pool on Mr. Preston’s arm as if I were an invited guest. When the music hit just the right beat, I was standing in front of Jeff, where I slid out of my robe. Poor Jeff only had a moment to look because Mr. Preston blindfolded him. I whispered in Jeff’s ear what I wanted to do to him. When he tried to straighten himself up in the chair, I knew I had him.




I danced around Jeff, playing with his blond hair yet never getting close enough for his outstretched hands to touch me. I jiggled my ass in his lap then pushed my titties in his face. I watched his chest heave in and out, and I knew he would be easy.




The other men and women had now moved in closer, circling the two of us, shouting to Jeff what my body looked like. Unbuttoning his shirt, I pulled at his nipples, and when he began to slide down in the chair, I unbuckled his belt. I could see his dick piercing through his shorts, and after gripping it between the cheeks of my ass I turned and untied his blindfold.




Jeff stood up and reached out to grab me, but he lost his pants in the process, exposing his hard white dick, which stuck out through the opening in his boxers. He tried to adjust himself, and that’s when Mr. Preston pushed Jeff into the water. I followed behind him. Standing against the side of the pool with only the water between us, I allowed Jeff to rub his dick against my ass. That’s when the money came. It littered the pool and the ground around it. By now I could feel Jeff’s dick jerking, so I slid from under him, and he ducked under the water, where I’m sure he came. Mr. Preston stood beside the pool and held a towel for me. Naked, I climbed out.




Through it all I felt someone staring at me, different from the others. Even when I was turned away from him, I could feel his stare. He’d stood at the bar almost the entire time I’d danced until I’d climbed naked out of the pool, where he’d move in as close as the others. From somewhere behind me I heard Jeff say, “Take all my money, Maxie. I love you.”




I squeezed my wet hair, wrapped myself in the large towel Mr. Preston held out, and headed back to the house.




“You were superb. Please tell me you can stay for a while. Everyone wants to meet you,” Mr. Preston said.




“I’m sorry, but I don’t socialize with my clients.”




“Max, whatever it takes, please stay for a moment to meet some of my guests. I’m sure Jeff would like to meet you.”




Nothing better than a begging man. “Okay, but only for a moment.”




“Thank you. I’ll go gather up the money from the pool and be right back.”




I took a quick shower, pulled my wet hair into a ponytail, and put my clothes on. When I walked out the room, Mr. Preston was there with an envelope.




Back at the pool I sipped on a glass of wine, surrounded by Jeff and a few of the other men. Funny thing in this business, how a woman’s body is worshipped just for the mere fact that she knows how to move it. Mr. Preston’s guests were full of questions, none that I answered honestly. I suggested that they call my agent if they wanted to use my services in the future. That had a nice ring to it. Made me sound professional. And thenhe came over. I was a little nervous at first because I thought he’d recognized me from somewhere. He tried not to act like he was ogling me, but it was there behind his glasses.




“I must say, Max, you’re even more beautiful with clothes on.”




His smile showed picture-perfect white teeth, which contrasted nicely with his brown-sugar skin. He was dressed as preppy as the others in denim shorts and a yellow polo. He obviously had good taste, judging by the expensive silver-framed glasses he wore. I figured him to be a banker or a CPA.




“Thank you. I didn’t catch your name,” I said, looking down at his powerful legs and well-defined calves. Probably played tennis.




“Mason. Mason Turner. And yours? Maxie? Is that your real name?”




“Now, what do you think?”




“I’d like to be able to see you again.”




“Certainly, but like I told your friends, you can reach me through my agent.”




“The Princess is in Charlotte, and something tells me you’re not.”




“I may not be, but it’s the best way to reach me.”
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