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Chapter One

Andrea

I was a victim of fertility drugs.

No, they didn’t give me eight babies or turn me psychotic. In fact, I’d never even taken them, since I was only twenty-five and husbandless…and boyfriendless…and mostly dateless.

I became a victim of reproductive technology over twenty-five years ago, when my mother took fertility drugs, “blessing” me with my twin brother and life-long albatross Kenny. So, as my car hummed unsuspectingly toward Las Vegas, I thought about Kenny and the inequities of life.

As the eldest child—by about two minutes—I’d always lived carefully, moving in a straight line toward my practical goal of becoming an accountant. My brother, on the other hand, had done every stupid thing in the book, zigzagging his way through life as a ne’er-do-well party boy.

And where did that leave us?

I’d been laid off, having no seniority. With little professional experience since college and a bad economy, my severance pay had run out before I could find other work.

And Kenny? He’d somehow managed to talk investors into backing one of his wacko business schemes and was now making money hand-over-fist at his outer space themed strip club in Vegas.

Personally, I found the whole idea of owning, or even working in such an establishment disgusting. But I had student loans and rent to pay…and a brother begging me to come work in his office with him, apparently still completely oblivious to how much he annoyed me. Or he just didn’t care. Despite all kinds of weird habits and general geekiness, Kenny was the legend-in-his-own-mind type.

I lost track of how long I’d been on the road from Minneapolis, napping at the
occasional rest stop because I didn’t have enough money for a hotel and was too embarrassed to admit it. 

So on Sunday afternoon, I was beyond exhausted when my GPS told me I’d reached the right address. I looked up at the sign as I pulled into the parking lot, realizing I’d never bothered to ask Kenny what the name of his topless bar was.

Star Whores: A Gentlemen’s Club.

Oh shit. It was worse than I’d imagined. Knowing Kenny, he got a major kick out of the sleazy name, and was fully aware of the ridiculousness of having the words “whores” and “gentlemen” in such close proximity. He could be an ass, but he was no dummy. 

I turned away and sighed, then looked back at the sign again. How was I ever going to list this on my resume?

My cell rang.

“Hello?”

“Andy? Where are you?” It was Kenny. He was the only one who called me “Andy,” instead of “Andrea.”

“I’m at Star Whores,” I said disdainfully. “Are you here?”

“No…uh…there’s been a snafu.”

Uh-oh. I knew that tone. What had he done this time?

“Tiffany and I went out to Lake Mead, and I was trying to prove to these guys we met that I could water ski on one ski—”

“But you can’t water ski on two skis, Kenny,” I replied as my heart fell into my stomach. Kenny was constantly trying to show off his non-existent athleticism, especially in front of women. I’d always been afraid his overconfidence would kill him one day and now…I imagined him paralyzed from the neck down.

I held my breath, waiting for the bad news.

“So, I had a little accident and Tiffany tried to drive me back to Vegas to the hospital, but she got lost and I ended up in Bullhead City instead.”

“Okay, where is it? I’ll be there as fast as I can. Should I call mom and dad? Can I talk to the doctor?”

“Whoa! Hold on. It’s no biggy. I just broke my leg.”

Whew, thank goodness.

“In a whole bunch of places.”

“How many places?”

“I don’t know. I lost count when the doctor was pointing them out, but they’re all below the knee. And it’s my left leg, so I can probably drive while the cast is on.”

“Okay, tell me where you are,” I said.

“Don’t worry about coming down here. Tiffany’s with me.” I heard giggling in the background and wondered how old Tiffany was. “I need you to do something more important.”

“What’s more important than your broken leg?”

“I need you to keep an eye on things at the club.”

Was he nuts? “I don’t know anything about running a strip club. What about your partners?”

“They’re silent partners. Don’t want to be publicly associated with it.”

I covered my tired eyes with my hand. “Gee, I wonder why?”

“Look, Andy. I have a good manager. They all know their jobs. I just need you to make sure all the money comes through you personally, and you write down who gives it to you and what they say it’s for. That way, they’ll know I have someone watching them, and I can check everything later and make sure nobody was skimming too much.”

“Can’t you find employees who are a little more trustworthy?”

“It’s a strip club in Vegas, Andy,” he said, as though I was being dense. “Besides, it’s not that different than what you’d be doing anyway. You’ll still be keeping up with the money, it just won’t come through me first…and it’s only for a couple of days.”

“Shit.” What could I say? He was my brother. My family. My only source of income. “Kenneth Pearson, you’d better get back here as fast as you can!”

Kenny laughed. “You sound like mom.” Great. “Anyway, thanks! You’re my all-time favorite sister!” Of course, I was his only sister, but that never made any difference to him if he got what he wanted. “I had the back room fixed up for you to stay in until we can find you an apartment. Oh, it’s also a safe room, in case you ever need one.”

“A ‘safe room’? Like in that Jody Foster movie?” I asked. “Are you expecting trouble?”

“No. Most of the clientele are harmless Trekky types and techno geeks. That’s the beauty of it. They have good jobs and money to spend, so they’re not looking for trouble, but it is a stri—”

“Strip club in Vegas. I know. Just get back here, Kenny.”

“Sure thing.”

As I pressed “end” on my phone, I was torn between being thoroughly disgusted with my brother’s career choice and kind of proud that he actually cared about something, for once. 

Funny, I always thought I’d end up supporting him.

* * * * *
 

Rick

“What are you doing here, Webb?” Folsum asked when I entered the squad room. “You’re supposed to be on leave.”

“You know why I’m here,” I said. “I need an update.”

Folsum let out a long breath. The captain had instructed him and the rest of my fellow homicide detectives to keep me out of the loop on this one. “C’mon Rick, you know—” he began.

“Put yourself in my shoes,” I interrupted, knowing it would do the trick.

“God damn it!” Folsum grabbed the file off his desk and looked inside. “They think it was the Ivanov brothers.”

“Have they questioned them?”

“Can’t find them. There’s reason to believe they’ve left L.A. We’re trying to locate Byron Ivanov’s girlfriend, Anastasya Petrova, but she’s in Vegas and the Vegas P.D. just had two of their own offed, so we may not be high priority.” He handed me the file. I scanned through the information on the Ivanovs and the girlfriend.

“Let us take care of this,” Folsum tried again. “You should be at the hospital with Danny.”

“Yeah, I’ve been at the hospital for the last week and Danny’s still in a coma. You know what that means.”

“Not always.”

“Huh,” I grunted as I turned to go, hoping against hope he was right this time. “I’ve got to go out of town for a few days.”

“I’ll call you if Danny wakes up.”

“Yeah. Sure.” As I got into my car and drove home to pick up a few things, I tried to keep my head on straight, but my thoughts kept shifting back to Danny.

When a homicide detective gets enough experience under his belt, he’s assigned a younger partner who needs to learn the ropes. That’s how I got Danny.

We’d only been partners for two years, but working long hours under that kind of pressure makes a couple of years seem like a lifetime of knowing someone.

I remembered the first day we met. I was only thirty at the time, but Danny still seemed like a snot-nosed kid to me. Full of crazy energy and dirty jokes I’d heard a million times before. I wondered how in the world I was going to make a good detective out of him. And how in the world I was going to stand being in the same car with him every day.

But Danny surprised me. Turned out there were a lot of smarts under all that goofy. Sure, he drove me fucking crazy sometimes, but at some point, he’d turned into the younger brother I’d never had. The only family I had around, in fact, since I’d spent my adult life married to my job.

And now he was lying there dying—or a vegetable for life—and I didn’t know why. All I knew was he’d been off duty, gone to a gas station and was found shot in the parking lot on the side of the building. Probably in the wrong place at the wrong time.

I really didn’t care why, though. I only cared who, and my one lead was dancing in some strip club in Vegas.

* * * * *
 

Andrea

Well, I had to admit, Kenny had done okay this time. I snuggled down into the bujillion thread count sheets and decided maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad after all. This “safe room” was nicer than my apartment back in Minneapolis, with a living area, kitchenette, bathroom and a wall full of TV screens, although that seemed like overkill.

It was Sunday evening—the one night of the week Star Whores was closed. A security guard named Carl had seen me to my fortress.

I’d thought I was exhausted, but now that I was in bed, I couldn’t make my brain stop working. Kenny was injured, this place was apparently a pretty big deal, and I was more or less in charge for the next couple of days.

After an hour of tossing and turning, I decided the only thing to do was focus on my favorite fantasy and pleasure myself to sleep.

For some reason, my favorite fantasy involved me and a cop, even though I was sure that in real life, cops were a bunch of bonehead adrenaline junkies. But in my fantasies, I preferred the TV and movie versions.

And in those fantasies, I lived in a penthouse and wore the sexy clothes of a woman who was comfortable with her voluptuous body, something I couldn’t manage to be in real life.

My penthouse doorbell rang. I answered it in a short satin robe and high-heeled fluffy house shoes. My blonde hair fell loose and silky below my shoulders, instead of being pulled up in its usual “claw.”

The tall, broad-shouldered man at the door gave me the once over and smiled as though he liked what he saw. I smiled coquettishly—another thing I’d never do in real life.

“Sorry to bother you ma’am, but I’m from the vice squad and we’ve heard you’ve done something very bad.”

Although I tried sometimes, I could never pinpoint the “very bad” thing I’d done in my fantasy, not that it mattered.

“Really, officer? Me?” I asked pseudo-innocently. “I’m an upstanding citizen. You can frisk me, if you like.”

I took a few steps away from him and “assumed the position,” hands on the wall, legs spread.

“That’s ‘detective’,” he said. He came close behind me and skimmed my shoulders, then ran his hands down my back. 

The heat of his palms burned through the thin satin of my robe. When he reached my ass, he squeezed with both hands.

“Oh!” I exclaimed.

His hands slid up my sides and over my ribs, stopping at my breasts. “Better check these carefully,” he said. “You could be hiding all kinds of contraband in that cleavage.” He squeezed both my breasts, then ran his thumbs over my nipples.

Although I usually hated for anyone to comment on my breasts—the result of developing way too early and being teased mercilessly for years—it was somehow okay when my fantasy cop did it.

“Oh, Detective…” I moaned. My robe fell open and he pressed his hands down my naked stomach to my thighs. I watched as he slid one finger into my G-string and “searched” around and around my clit.

I moaned and wiggled my ass enticingly.

He stopped. “You’re so distracting,” he said. “I almost forgot why I was here.”

I turned toward him, the front of my body exposed. “Isn’t there anything I could do to make you forget permanently?” I massaged his crotch through his slacks.

He took in a quick breath, then pressed his thumb to my bottom lip, tracing it roughly. “I’d like to feel your mouth on my cock,” he said.

I had his belt loosened before he finished the sentence—because that’s the kind of brazen hussy I was in my fantasies—and quickly unzipped his pants. I knelt on the floor in front of him.

“Make me forget,” he murmured as he laced his fingers through my hair. 

I ran my tongue around his cock a couple of times, then engulfed it and sucked enthusiastically. With one hand, I worked the base of his shaft and massaged his balls, but my other hand crept down between my thighs.

I slipped a finger inside myself, then spread the plentiful cream onto my clit.

As he rocked in and out of my mouth, I tongued him as I touched myself, working my clit more and more frantically—both in my fantasy and in real life.

He groaned loudly, winding his fingers tightly into my hair until it hurt. 

That did it. My shudders began and I writhed and gyrated my way to satisfaction.

Then I fell asleep, alone in my new life.





Chapter Two
 

My first night on the job—as Kenny’s substitute—was quite an eye-opener. I thought I could hide out in the office in my baggy grey sweatshirt, with some Quicken files and a cash box, and pretend I worked somewhere respectable.

No such luck. As it turned out, part of Kenny’s job was to keep an eye on the screens in front of his desk and call security if a patron got drunk and tried to dry-hump a stripper on stage—apparently a common occurrence—or if any sort of disagreement broke out.

Great. I got to watch women jiggle and thrust all night. A straight girl’s dream. Except, I soon realized that I—Andrea Pearson—was developing stripper envy. No, I wasn’t jealous of their bodies. I had the big boobs—real ones—and the round booty myself. I was jealous of their confidence. They were the me of my fantasies. 

Of course, I’d never fantasized about letting horny geeks stick money into my G-string, but it would have been nice to feel that comfortable in my own skin, instead of constantly hiding in over-sized winter clothes. And what in the world was I going to wear around hot Vegas?

At eight forty-five, the manager, Joe Gates, rushed into the office, walky-talky in hand. “We have a problem,” he said as he paced back and forth across the room. “Nasty—the ‘Asaj Mistress’ didn’t show. She should be getting ready by now. She’s on the main stage at ten.”

“Is that a big deal?” I asked, glancing at the monitors full of girls parading around the club in skimpy costumes.

“It’s huge. Your brother’s a genius. He invented her. She’s a cross between that Asajj Ventress in Clone Wars and a dominatrix mistress. The geeks love her!”

“Can’t you stick one of the other girls up there in her costume?” I asked.

Joe looked at me like I was nuts. “They’re all in costume already. The best ones have their own followings on other stages. And even with their boob jobs, most of them don’t fit the costume. Nasty has giant boobs and this great round ass you just want to…” Joe’s fingers curved into grabbing formation, then he seemed to remember he wasn’t talking to one of the guys and dropped his hands to his sides.

I cringed. “Her name is really ‘Nasty’?”

“No. I think it’s short for her real name,” he replied distractedly. I tried to imagine what “Nasty” could be short for. “Anyway, she’s not here.” 

“I guess you have to make an announcement then.”

“An announcement?” Joe threw his hands out dramatically. “Some of these guys came across the country just to see the Mistress. She’s scary-hot. She’s awesome. She makes them feel like she’s going to kick their asses. They love it.”

I knitted my brow at him. This was stupid. “Joe—”

“The last time we didn’t have the Mistress, half the customers wanted their money back.”

Shit. Kenny had put me in charge of the one thing he’d made a success in his life and it could all go to hell on the first night.

Not on my watch. 

“What can I do?” I asked. “Can you give me her address so I can go find her?”

“Already tried that. Tony went an hour ago. Couldn’t find her.” He paced toward the window and paused with his hand on the bookshelf. Suddenly, he picked up a small framed picture I hadn’t noticed. “Wait. You’re Kenny’s sister.”

“Uh-huh.” I thought we’d already established that…hours ago. Was he having a break down?

“This sister?” He strode toward me, flipping the picture around so I could see it.

Double shit. It was the one from a vacation we took last year with my aunt and uncle. Because they’d rented a place with a private beach, I’d actually worn a bikini, thinking the newly tanned Andrea would be more confident than the old pasty one. Obviously, it hadn’t worked.

“I didn’t know he framed that,” I said. I looked at the smiling faces of my brother, aunt, and uncle…standing next to my massive cleavage.

“Damn…do you still look like this?”

This was getting a little personal and I wasn’t the least bit into Joe. Besides I always went out of my way not to attract attention to my chest.

“Uh-huh,” I answered guardedly.

“You could do it! You’ve got Nasty’s body type. And with the makeup and costume—”

“You are not serious,” I said firmly. His expression told me he was. “I’m a freaking CPA, Joe! I can’t possibly go out half naked in a strip club and dance around in front of horny men.”

Joe turned and strode to the shelf, grabbing several more pictures. He returned and piled them on my desk. There was one of my parents with me, in my cap, gown and honor cord, at my high school graduation. I remembered Kenny taking it. 

Next in the pile, was a similar one from college graduation, except I had my diploma and Kenny was in the picture with me, holding rabbit ears over my head. The last photo was also of me, posing in my new professional CPA clothes, holding my certificate.

I felt like a louse. I’d obviously never noticed how proud my brother was of me…or how supportive. I’d bought into the family dialogue of how Kenny would never amount to anything. Meanwhile, he was framing pictures of me and proudly displaying them in his office.

For the first time, I wondered if he really needed me here when he offered me the job or if he was trying to save me the humiliation of going back to live with the folks. 

Oh, geez.

“What do you think?” Joe asked.

I was torn between loyalty to my brother and, well, common decency.

“I can’t go topless!” I practically wailed.

“Don’t be crazy. I’d never ask Kenny’s sister to go topless.” He said it like I should have learned that from the non-existent strip club etiquette book. “The costume shows a ton of cleave, but the nips are covered. You don’t have to be topless.”

Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit!  “What would I have to do?” I sighed.

* * * * *
 

Okay, my brother was a freak.

As the costume lady, Mimi, made a few last minute adjustments, I stared at myself in the full-length mirror. My blonde hair was gone, hidden in a bald-cap so real, even I wondered whether I still had hair under there. The prosthetics on my cheekbones changed the shape of my face, making my cheeks higher, and my chin appear pointier. However, my eyes were by far the most bizarre of all because instead of being blue “windows to my soul,” they were now the bright green eyes of a snake…or an alien, I supposed.

My costume was spandex on top—a black turtleneck with covered shoulders that stopped mid-chest exposing nearly all my massive cleavage. My breasts were held up by a spandex band that ran underneath and over them enough to barely cover my nipples. 

It would have been a disaster for someone with large boobs, except that Mimi had placed invisible support cups and underwire inside and stitched the garment’s bra and shoulder pieces masterfully to keep my breasts “loud and proud” as she called it. 

The band stopped beneath my rib cage, then there was nothing but skin down to the G-string, except for the half-skirt—only the back half—that fastened at my waist and flowed out behind me. But it was a peekaboo skirt, designed with slits that parted to show my ass as I moved.

The  costume was finished off by a pair of platform, thigh-high black boots, a Light Saber, and a whip—which I would have thought was an odd combination if I hadn’t watched a video of the usual Mistress doing her show. It was obvious that her fans mostly wanted her to look like a sexy freak while pretending to abuse them. There wasn’t really even any dancing involved.

The whole thing was ridiculous, yet I’d never felt so sexually powerful. In this costume I had nothing to hide, partly because there was no place to hide it, but also because it was liberating to be someone else for a while. In the mistress’s skin, I didn’t need to feel self-conscious like that mousy Andrea Pearson always did.

Joe had told me that Nasty changed up the routine, so there was no need to be precise about the order, but when Mimi finally left me alone, I ran through it to see if I could be a passable Asaj Mistress. 

I was sexy. I had no fear. I was a badass alien bitch. Andrea the accountant was a vague memory—someone else completely, in fact.

“Andre—“ Joe began as he walked into the room.

I whacked the floor in front of him with my whip and he stopped short. “Call me ‘Mistress’,” I said.

* * * * *
 

Rick

Nowadays, everything reminded me of Danny, even driving up to a strip club. As I headed for the entrance, I remembered how he always called them “titty bars,” since he’d grown up in a small town in Texas. It was ironic that he would have gotten such a kick out of a case like this that required us to go to a strip club, just like the detectives did in nearly every cop movie.

The place turned out to be like no other strip club I’d ever seen. I was greeted at the door by what looked like the Starship Enterprise crew and paid them a cover charge that was definitely out of this world.

As I walked through the place, I noticed there was something for everyone, from the girls in tiny Trekky bikinis—more my style—to some convincing looking Romulan chicks that would have scared the shit out of me if I’d met them in an ally.

Several areas were partitioned off throughout the club with slide-in placard signs promoting the character who was performing on that stage at the time. “Princess Lay” was pretty much what you’d expect, with the double cinnamon bun hairdo in a white G-string and open robe that exposed her full breasts. 

Next was “Lieutenant Ooooh-hooo-rah!” followed by “Darth Vadress,” who was wearing the mask with her black cape and G-string—obviously for the guy who liked a little mystery in his woman. “Hands So Low” seemed to spend most of her time bent over, showing off her well-endowed back end. 

I glanced at the next sign, “Jabba the Slut,” then shielded my eyes, pretty sure I didn’t want to know what was happening in there. 

Finally, I made it to the main stage in the back, where Anastasya Petrova—also known as the Asaj Mistress—was scheduled to perform shortly.

Most of the ringside seats were taken, along with the tables behind them. I made for the one empty chair facing the stage next to the wall. 

When I got there and scoped out the crowd, I realized I stuck out like a sore thumb. There was a group across the stage in MIT t-shirts, as if they were on some kind of school field trip, others who looked like they might have come straight from work, in button down shirts with the sleeves rolled up and khakis or jeans. I took off my suit jacket and rolled up my sleeves, still feeling like a duck out of water.

“…jail break…”

My ears perked up at that phrase until I figured out the guys next to me were just telling each other how they’d hacked into their smart phones.

A clap of thunder sounded and smoke—at least the dry ice kind—flowed out onto the stage. Long skinny lights crisscrossed the stage, then everything stopped—the noise, the lights—even the crowd was dead silent.

“Bow to your mistress!” a female techno voice commanded.

I watched as the guys in the front row put their hands on the stage and bowed their heads. 

What the fuck?

Then she stepped through the fog to center stage. I would have described her as a bald alien freak in black, except I couldn’t get over that body. Danny would have said she had “tits that could put your eye out from across the room.” And from my vantage point at the back corner of the stage, I could see her ass wasn’t half bad either.

The music started again—like the soundtrack from an outer space movie. She lunged forward and cut at the air with a Light Saber as the audience members peeked up at her. She marched over to the front of the stage and stood over the drunk guy who was openly ogling her. The shiny cardboard hat he was wearing said, “Birthday Boy.”

The Mistress wedged her weapon between the hat and his head, lifted the hat, then released it, letting the rubber band that was holding it pull it back down with a “pop.”

“Woo-hoo!” the birthday boy yelled.

The Mistress looked furious and held her hand out behind her. A “slave girl” I hadn’t noticed until then, ran up and gave her a whip, taking the Light Saber away. The birthday boy’s friends put his hands on the stage for him, then pushed down on his back until he was bent forward in his chair. The Mistress placed both booted feet on his fingers, then snapped the multi-tentacled whip, causing it to make contact with his back and rear end.

His friends went nuts, and I noticed a couple of other guys looking up at her, apparently trying to get the same treatment. Those who got stepped on were bizarrely happy about it. And, the ones who got the whip were as thrilled as the ones who got caressed in the crotch by the saber. Go figure.

I felt pretty uncomfortable watching this stuff, like I was witnessing something I was never meant to see—just like these guys didn’t need to show up in a cop bar and hear us blowing off steam by making inappropriate jokes about some crime we were investigating.

Since I was in the corner, next to the wall, the Mistress didn’t notice me until she was about to leave the stage. As she walked slowly toward her slave girl, her weird green eyes met mine. She paused.

She glanced down and saw that my hands were not on the stage. I made sure to stay upright. I wasn’t interested in a dominatrix. The thought passed through my head that I wouldn’t mind trying to tame this hot little number, though. 

I let my eyes wander down her body, then up again, stopping for another look at those breasts.

She turned away from me haughtily and left the stage, pulling the slave girl behind her by a chain.

The crowd hooted and chattered excitedly as I slipped from my seat up onto the stage and behind the curtain in one smooth move.





Chapter Three
 

Andrea

As soon as we got back stage, Misty—my slave girl—ran off, mumbling something about being late for the next Jabba the Slut show. I hesitated a moment before walking back to the dressing room, trying to decide whether I wanted to take my platform boots off now or after I got there.

I jumped when I noticed a man had materialized behind me.

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to startle you,” he said.  He was the guy from the audience. The handsome one who stared me down right before I left the stage. But at this angle, he was much taller, with broad shoulders, dark hair and brown eyes. He was the kind of guy I’d have to get a second look at if he passed me on the street. The kind that makes you suck in one of those quick little breaths when you get near him and feel his manly man-ness up close. 

I realized he could look straight into my cavernous cleavage from his vantage point. I wished I had a shirt to pull over me, but then I remembered there was no need to be self-conscious. I didn’t look like myself at all. I was still the Asaj Mistress.

“No, you didn’t scare me,” I lied as I straightened my shoulders and took a step back. “I think you’ve wandered into the wrong area. This is for employees only.”

“I wanted a few minutes of your time,” he said. “I’d like to take you up to one of the VIP rooms.” 

My heart thudded in my chest. The VIP rooms were private. I assumed things went on in there beyond the usual lap-dances. And this totally smokin’ hunk wanted to be alone with me there. My tongue snuck out and wet my lips in anticipation. Wait, what was I thinking?

“No. I’m not…” I began. But I couldn’t tell him the truth about who I was. I wondered if “Nasty” went to the VIP rooms. “I don’t…um—” 

“Just a few minutes,” he said. “Can we have a little talk?” He pulled a couple of hundred dollar bills out of his pocket and tucked them into my G-string. Everything underneath it flexed for a moment, then relaxed. My blood heated at his warm touch.

No one knew who I was except Joe and Mimi, and they weren’t anywhere near the VIP room. Would it be so bad to take a walk on the wild side this once and pretend? 

“Sure,” I murmured, but I couldn’t believe the word had slipped out of my mouth.

He waited expectantly.

I tilted my head toward the back stairs and we walked up them together. At the top, Tony, one of the bouncers, greeted us and showed us to a private room. I stepped inside and tried to pretend this wasn’t the first time I’d seen the sectional couch or the armless leather chairs.

He shut the door behind him. I looked for something to do with my hands because they were shaking, but I didn’t know what. Was I supposed to have them on him already? Or was I supposed to find out what he wanted to do? Or did he really only want to talk?

“That’s quite a show you put on,” he said. “Got the crowd pretty riled up.”

“Not you, though,” I replied. Strange that he’d asked me in here when he’d seemed the least impressed of all the audience members. 

“My taste runs a little different in entertainment.”

Did he mean different than the show itself or different than me? But he asked me up here so…

“What does your boyfriend think of your act?” he asked suddenly.

My boyfriend? What would make him ask a question like that in this situation? “I don’t have a boyfriend,” I replied, feeling like a loser. I might as well be in my regular clothes if this was how it was going to go.

“C’mon. A hottie like you? There must be somebody.”

No, there wasn’t somebody, which was probably why I was so horny that I pretended to be a stripper, or a hooker, or whatever I was now. This was a stupid mistake. I had no idea what to do in here or what this guy was after. Maybe he was trying to play some “my boyfriend’s out of town” stripper scenario, but I didn’t know the script.

“I have another show to do,” I said. I handed him his two hundred dollars and headed out. 

As I stepped through the doorway, he grabbed me by the arm. The heat from his hand sizzled on my bare skin and warmed my whole body.

“Wait,” he said, but Tony was all over it. He insisted the guy take his hand off me, and I made for my dressing room as fast as my clunky boots would take me.

When I got there, I shut the door and locked it behind me. What the hell was I thinking? It was one thing to go onstage in costume to save my brother’s business, but to go to a private room with a complete stranger was just plain crazy.

I picked up my walkie-talkie and called Joe. “Send out a search party first thing tomorrow for this ‘Nasty’ girl,” I said firmly.

“Why? You did awesome!” he replied.

“You were watching?”

“Of course I was…on the screens. I had to make sure Kenny’s sister was safe. You were totally smokin’ up there, by the way.”

“Joe!”

“I know. It’s just between us. No one else ever has to know. Oh, and I’ll get that posse together tomorrow and bring Nasty back, dead or alive.”

“Alive, please. Dead will do me no good whatsoever.” 

I put the walkie-talkie down and went looking for Mimi, so she could make sure I was good for the second show.

* * * * *
 

The next afternoon, I was looking at the spreadsheets on Kenny’s computer, ignoring Joe as best I could. He’d been pacing around with his cell phone all day, attempting to track down Nasty and trying to convince me to go on again if he couldn’t find her.

“Come on, Andrea!” He paced back toward me. “I’ve got another girl who says she can start tomorrow. It’s only one more night.”

I glanced up at him, but one of the security monitors caught my eye. “Somebody’s here.”

Joe came around behind me and checked it out. “Shit. He looks like a cop.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked.

“Cops are always problems.” His pacing got much faster. “Okay, here’s the story. You’re the accountant and you just started.”

“Joe, I am the accountant who just started.”

“Okay, good. It’s easier for you to say it then. No, wait. Don’t say anything. I’ll do the talking.” 

“Is there something illegal going on here?”

“What? No. Not that I know of, but this is a strip club in Vegas. You never know what people could be involved in and we don’t want it to come back and bite us—or the club, or Kenny—in the ass. Right?”

“Okay,” I said. “Maybe I should go to the back.”

I stood, but it was too late. The office door opened and Carl ushered in the cop…and he was the guy from the VIP room. Was that a sting operation last night? But, prostitution was legal in Vegas anyway, wasn’t it? And nothing happened, so there was no reason for him to come back today. It had to be something else. I relaxed a little and let myself enjoy looking at him.

He seemed even better looking today, in his chocolate brown dress shirt under a black suit. I was definitely sexually deprived because I had the sudden urge to dash over to him and run my hands up his strong, smooth  jaw and press my body against his big hard…

 I looked down at my giant white “Vikings” sweatshirt and realized I probably resembled a marshmallow. I wished I could at least pull the plastic claw out of my hair and fluff it out a little, but that would be too obvious.

“Joe,” Carl said. “This is Detective Webb. He has some questions. I explained to him I’m only here when the club is closed.”

Joe stepped forward and shook the cop’s hand. “I’m Joe Gates, the manager. What can I do for you?”

“I’m looking for a girl who works for you—Anastasya Petrova.”

“I think you’ve got the wrong club. No one by that name works here.”

“Are you sure about that? I’ve been told—”

“You know how strippers are, Detective. They come, they go. They change their names. All I can tell you is that I haven’t hired anyone who goes by that name.”

The detective glanced around. His eyes settled on me. “And you—?”

“She’s our new accountant,” Joe interrupted. “I was about to show her the ropes.”

I nodded and kept my mouth shut. The detective peered into my eyes for a moment and I was afraid I saw recognition there, then I remembered I’d been wearing freaky alien contacts when he saw me. Surely, even a police detective couldn’t know it was me under the bald cap and facial prosthetics.

He looked back at Joe, obviously suspicious of him. I thought I saw a muscle twitch in the detective’s jaw. But instead of confronting Joe, he turned abruptly and headed for the door. “Thanks for your time,” he said. And he was gone.

“So what do you think’s going on?” I asked.

“I don’t know, but I hope I got him off our backs,” Joe replied.

“Do you know the girl he was talking about?”

“Well, I didn’t hire anyone by that name because your brother has done all the hiring. And I mostly know them by their stage names or nicknames, so maybe I know her, maybe I don’t. Luckily, he doesn’t seem to have a picture to show.”

“Maybe he really does have the wrong club,” I said, secretly wishing I could have one more chance alone with the dreamy detective. I promised myself that if an opportunity as great as last night’s ever presented itself to me again, I was taking it. You only live once and I hadn’t done much living.

I also decided that next time I was visited by the cop in my fantasies, he’d have Detective Webb’s face.

* * * * *
 

Rick

By that night, I’d had it. I’d spoken to Danny’s wife Shelly on the phone and there was no change in his condition. I’d been around enough accidents, shootings, and hospitals to know the score. Doctors didn’t like to give percentages and there were always those freaks who stayed in comas for months and woke up fine, but I knew from experience that, in all likelihood, the Danny we knew was gone forever. He’d be dead, brain dead, or have his brain so scrambled, he wouldn’t know which way was up.

Shelly tried to be brave when we spoke, but I could hear the tears in her voice. When I hung up my cell phone, I sat in the car and cried like I hadn’t cried since I was a little kid.

Danny had been my friend, my partner, and my responsibility for two years. Shelly was six months pregnant with their first child.

So, I was going rogue. If it was the last thing I did before they took my gun and shield, I was going to bring Danny’s shooters to justice.

Those were the thoughts repeating over and over in my head as I waited in Anastasya’s dressing room for the Mistress to finish her last show. Lucky for me, there was a small alcove directly behind the door, with hooks for hanging coats, or G-strings, or whatever strippers hung up. It was deep enough so that the door wouldn’t hit me and tip her off to my presence before she got all the way inside.

Her platform boots were nice enough to warn me when she was coming down the hall. I tensed as I waited for the knob to turn. She walked in and shut the door, heading for a robe that was thrown over a chair at the dressing table. I stepped out of the alcove and turned the lock just as she reached for the snap at the front of her skirt—if you could call it a skirt, considering it only covered the back of her. 

She saw me and froze.

“I just need to ask you some questions,” I said, hoping she wouldn’t scream for help. “I’m Detective Rick Webb. I’m a cop.”

Her breathing quickened. I couldn’t help but watch those breasts move up and down with each breath. I had a quick fantasy of squeezing them in my hands and sucking on the nipples I hadn’t gotten to see. But I reminded myself that wasn’t what I was here for.

“Well, make yourself comfortable then,” she said, motioning to the couch that sat against one wall. Although the dressing room wasn’t fancy, she was definitely the star around here. All the other strippers got dressed in one room together down the hall.

I walked toward her. I’d noticed when she pointed at the couch, her hand was shaking. She knew something. Maybe she hadn’t been at her apartment because she was shacking up in a secret location with her boyfriend and his brother. Why else would she disappear by day, then show up here for work at night?

I stopped a few inches from her. “I’ll stand if you don’t mind.”

“However you like it,” she said seductively. 

Did she really think flirting was going to make me forget about a shooting?

“I need to ask you about your boyfriend,” I began. “Byr—“

“I told you before. I don’t have a boyfriend.” She took a deep breath and those breasts seemed to jump up and say “Hi!” “But I’m holding tryouts tonight.” 

Before I knew what she was up to, she lifted her hands toward my face, running them up my jaw and back behind my neck. She caressed the hair at the nape of my neck and a shiver—the good kind—shot through my whole body.

I breathed in deeply as my brain swirled in confusion. She didn’t have that stripper smell—none of that fake vanilla-cinnamon, or that musky, flowery scent I’d experienced many times in my horny younger days. This one smelled more like homemade sugar cookies, or girl-next-door.

Then she pressed her body against mine and the sensation of her voluptuous softness molding itself against my chest was nearly irresistible. My eyes were closed. When did that happen?

I forced them open and looked down at her. Her lovely, long eyelashes rose to reveal the snake eyes underneath. I remembered why I was there.

“Okay, look, you’re very attractive, but that’s not why I’m—“

“Let me see if I can make you forget why you’re here for a few minutes more,” she said.

She had my crotch in hand and my dick was rock hard in my slacks. As she worked at my belt and pants button, she pulled my face down to hers and pressed her lips against mine. The feel of her, the smell of her, the taste of her… I lost control. 

With one hand, I held her head still while I plunged my tongue into her, fucking her mouth like I wanted to fuck her hot little pussy. With the other hand, I grabbed one of those audacious tits and squeezed. I swear I could feel the blood rushing from my head down to my dick and all I could think about was relieving the crazy raging lust the Mistress had stirred up in me.

My zipper went down and before I knew what she was up to, she’d pulled herself from my grasp and was on her knees. I looked down in time to see her tongue snake up my shaft from underneath and circle the tip. She ran her fingernails over my balls and I jerked and nearly came. But I took a deep breath and held on because I didn’t want this to be over yet.

I was mesmerized by the full lips that encased my dick and the beautiful breasts heaving below. I felt something brush my leg and realized she had her hand in the front of her G-string. She shuddered.

The thought that she was getting off by sucking me off was too much. I felt a surge and pulled out just in time to spray come all over her chest. I watched as a drop ran down into her cleavage. I was panting like a racehorse.

Then, suddenly, she melted down onto the floor and I was afraid she’d passed out. Her eyes were closed. I knelt down and lifted her onto the couch, then patted her cheek lightly. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Hmmm?” She said without opening her eyes.

“Did you pass out?” I asked.

“Mmm…no. That was just really intense.” She opened her eyes and the alien was back again, which was enough to shock me into reality. I remembered Danny and Shelly, and why I was really here.

I felt like a jerk. How could I get so carried away with some space whore?

I zipped my pants and grabbed some tissues from the dressing table. When I handed them to her, I was glad she wiped away the evidence of what an ass I was. Then she slowly rearranged herself into a seated position.

“Well…that was…unexpected,” I said as I noticed her G-string was now slightly crooked—probably from having her hand down it. I shook the image out of my head and tried to remember how to question a witness. “Is Byron here in town?” I asked.

“Byron?” she repeated.

 “Byron Ivanov,” I clarified, in case she knew a lot of Byrons. Her parents had been Russian immigrants, after all. “Your boyfriend.”

“I don’t have a boyfriend,” she replied. “You’ve got the wrong person.”

Any remaining heat I felt toward her drained from my body. She wasn’t cooperating. I glanced down at the multi-colored handbag I’d seen earlier when I came to wait for her. The initials “A. P.” were stitched there in black.

“Aren’t you Anastasya Petrova?” I asked, already knowing the right answer.

“No. I’m sorry.” She sighed like she actually meant it. “There’s been a misunderstanding. I’m not the woman you’re looking for. I’m only substituting for—“

“Okay, grab your stuff. We’re going down to the station.”

“But—“

I took her by the arm to lead her away. When she realized my intent, she reached down and snatched up her purse. Now there was no claiming it didn’t belong to her. 

Substitute, my ass.

“Wait, my real clothes are in the office—“

“You can put them on when you get back.” I didn’t want to have to deal with the manager, bouncers and security guards, who would know I couldn’t make her go with me and likely realize I wasn’t even a Vegas cop.

I walked quickly as she struggled to keep up. Luckily the common dressing room at the back was nearly empty and the couple of strippers who were changing in there didn’t notice us. I had her out the back door and into my waiting car within a couple of minutes.

As I drove out of the parking lot, I looked across at her. She sat still, clutching her purse like she was in shock. From the report, Anastasya didn’t sound like a shrinking violet. This had been too easy. What game was she playing?

It didn’t matter. I’d cracked tougher nuts than her. I just needed to get her alone where she felt vulnerable and scare the shit out of her. When I laid things out, she’d decide Byron wasn’t worth a jail sentence.

I glanced at her once more and saw a tear trickle down her cheek. Crying? What the fuck? Did she think I was born yesterday? She was going to learn damn soon that I wasn’t the guy to try out her Oscar-worthy performances on. 

But I had to give it to her. Her vulnerable act was damn convincing for someone dressed as an alien dominatrix.

I blew out a chuckle and drove toward the safe house.

* * * * *
 

Andrea

Okay, I needed to pull myself together. If I didn’t talk some sense into this cop, I was going to be unmasked as a stripper and a CPA in front of everyone at the police station. And what if he got pissed off when he found out he was wrong? What if he found something to charge me with? Maybe stripping or prostituting without a license or something. Did they need licenses in Vegas?  

Of course, I hadn’t taken any money for the blow job, but, regardless, it was a stupid thing to do if you wanted to prove to someone you weren’t a star whore. 

I was way out of my league here. The only laws I knew anything about were the tax ones. But I was pretty sure a determined cop could find something to charge me with if he really wanted to.

That’s what I got for thinking I could take a walk on the wild side and be someone besides boring old me. I wiped the embarrassing tears from my cheeks and decided to reason with Detective Webb.

“Will you please listen to what I have to say?” I asked him calmly.

“Sure,” he said, as he pulled up to a stop light. “I’m dying to hear what you have to say.”

I took a deep breath. “If you take me to the station, we’re both going to end up really embarrassed.”

“And why is that?”

“Because I’m not Ana whatever. I’m Andrea Pearson, a CPA from Minneapolis.”

He burst out laughing, but his fun was cut short when the light changed and the car behind him honked. “Is that what you’ve been cooking up so quietly for the last five minutes? Thinking up a name with the same initials as yours?” he asked, as he put his foot on the accelerator. “A CPA, really? In that get up?” Then he nodded toward my purse.

Shit. That was the bag Kenny gave me for my birthday. Not my usual style at all but I couldn’t return it because it was monogrammed, and the strap to my old purse broke the day I got laid off. I couldn’t believe I had the same initials as the person Webb was looking for. If Kenny had only sprung for a middle initial, maybe this would be cleared up already.

“The initials are a coincidence. It’s a long story, but that Ana girl didn’t show and they needed a last minute substitute,” I tried again.

“And it stands to reason that when your stripper doesn’t show, you call Accountemps. Come to think of it, that’s what we did for the captain’s bachelor party at the station.” 

Very funny. It occurred to me that he would seem completely handsome, witty, and charming if he wasn’t running me in for a crime I didn’t commit. 

“Listen, you’re going to look really stupid when you find out who I am.”

“And who is that again?”

Was he testing me to see if I remembered my “alias”? “Andrea,” I replied. “Andrea Pearson.”

“So, I guess you have a Minnesota driver’s license with that name on it?”

“Of course I do,” I said, unzipping my bag.

“Wait.” He grabbed my arm, then let go when he pulled up to the next light.

“Okay, go ahead. Slowly.”

That’s when I remembered I didn’t have my wallet. Joe had advised me not to take any valuables into the dressing area, so I’d pulled my wallet and cell phone out and left them in the safe room. 

“Oh shit!” I said, burying my face in my hands. “I don’t have them. It’s not safe to take valuables into—“

“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” he said smugly.

He pulled into a parking lot and parked in front of an apartment door. “I’ll tell you what,” he said. “We’ll stop at this safe house for a while and see if we can get it sorted out.”

Safe house? What was this? A mafia movie? But it sounded better than getting taken to a busy police station. Maybe I could think of some way to convince him I wasn’t Anastasya if we stayed here for a while.

“Stay in the car,” he said. He came around to my side, glanced around the quiet lot, then opened my door. His hand remained on my back as he escorted me inside.

As we walked through the door, I was assaulted by the smell of stale cigar and menthol. The same smell my grandfather’s place took on after my grandmother died.

 “Safe houses are a lot nicer in the movies,” I said as I looked around at the well-worn furniture. At least the place was neat, but it didn’t make sense that the “safe house” was some old man’s apartment. “Whose apartment is this?” I asked.

“What makes you think it’s not mine?” he replied.

I sniffed at the air again. “I think you’re too young to use that much Absorbine Jr.”

He chuckled. “It’s an old friend’s place. He’s out of town.”

Cold metal pressed against my wrists. I looked down to find he’d handcuffed me in front while I was distracted. My heart jumped up into my throat.

“What are you doing?” I asked, trying to pull my wrists apart to see if I was really restrained.

“Insurance.” He pushed me down onto the couch, which was so springy, I fell over onto the cushioned armrest. I never knew I used my hands to help me sit before. I pushed with my shoulder, struggling to sit up.

Webb ignored me, as he pulled out his cell and walked into the kitchen.

“Fulsom. It’s Rick… Yeah, I know. I talked to Shelly. Any more leads from the BOLO? Yeah… They’re in Vegas? Okay, call me back when the photo’s confirmed. Thanks.”

Whatever this was, it was obviously much bigger than a license to strip. I couldn’t believe after a couple of days in Las Vegas, I’d gone from mild-mannered number cruncher to suspected…what? So far, all he’d accused me of was being someone’s girlfriend. Surely that wasn’t a crime here.

But if that’s all it was, why was I in handcuffs? 

When he came back into the room, I asked, “If this is so important, why are you alone? Where’s the rest of the force?”

“That’s a good one—a ‘star whore’ asking me why ‘the force’ isn’t with me.” He took his jacket off and laid it over the back of the couch. “As far as you’re concerned, baby, I am the force.”

 Hmm…he’d avoided answering me. Instead, he pulled me up from the couch and took me into the bathroom. 

“Get those contacts out. I want to look into your eyes when I question you.”

I lifted my shackled hands and removed the contacts, one at a time. I threw them into the trash can under the sink, since there was no way I was ever posing as the Asaj Mistress again.

This time when I looked into his eyes, he sucked in a surprised breath. I wasn’t sure what to make of that. I would have understood him acting that way while looking into my alien eyes, but not while staring into my regular blue ones. 

But with our gazes locked, I had the urge to grab his shirt collar and pull him to me for a kiss. My lips quivered. I tried to hold still.

After what felt like a long, awkward pause, he took me into the living room and sat me in an ancient recliner. He went to the kitchen and came back with a chair. He set it in front of me, then flipped it backwards, and straddled it.

“Where is Byron Ivanov?”

“I don’t know a Byron Ivanov. Or any other Byron, come to think of it.”

“There’s a report that he was seen in Vegas today. You two have had an on-again, off-again thing going for years. You’re in Vegas, which means you’re the most likely person in town to help him hide out.”

“No, I’m really not—“

“A Vegas cop thought he spotted him. I’m waiting to hear about a photo taken today by a security camera near your neighborhood. If the I.D. comes back positive, I won’t be nearly so nice.”

“I don’t know anything. I don’t even have a neighborhood,” I said desperately. “Why don’t you believe me?”

“I don’t believe anybody, Mistress,” he replied. “I’m a homicide detective. People lie to me every day for every reason under the sun. They lie about witnessing a murder to keep me from knowing they have a warrant out on an unpaid speeding ticket. People lie. I believe in evidence.”

A homicide detective? Am I—I mean is Anastasya—somehow involved in a murder? “What evidence do you have to prove I’m Anastasya?” I asked.

“Blue eyes, blonde hair.” –Apparently my bald cap was starting to come off—“You work at the strip club where Anastasya has worked for the past year, portraying the Asad Mistress—”

“Asaj,” I corrected. His expression told me that I’d just made myself sound guiltier.

“Your handbag says your initials are ‘A.P.,’ and you conveniently have no identification to prove you’re who you say you are—an accountant from Minneapolis. Besides, I saw your show. You’re no amateur.”

 Was it weird that I was a little flattered by that?

“Okay, I can see how this looks suspicious, but there’s a crazy but true explanation for everything.” 

He shook his head. Maybe I should have insisted on going to the police station. They would have fingerprinted me and we’d probably be done by now.

His phone rang. He got up and went to the kitchen. After he answered, he lowered his voice, and I could only hear bits and pieces. Something about “confirmation” and “Victor.” Who was Victor? I thought the guy’s name was Byron?

Something wasn’t right about this situation. Cops didn’t take you to a safe house just because they thought you knew something. Had I ever seen his badge? Maybe Carl saw it, but I don’t remember him showing any I.D. to Joe and me. What if he wasn’t a cop? What else could he be? 

A bounty hunter? Hmm…maybe I was watching too much reality TV. 

A private investigator?

But what if he wasn’t any of those things? What if he was one of the bad guys? Some kind of deluded serial killer or mafia enforcer? This was Vegas after all. I strained to hear what he was saying. 

“He is? Wasn’t in the… Where? So he’s a con…”

His voice became inaudible again and I couldn’t hear the rest of the sentence until the word “killer”…or “kill her.” Which was it? My heart raced. I knew I couldn’t wait around to find out. There was nothing right about this situation. I glanced around and spotted his car keys on the table by the door. As I stood, I looked toward the kitchen and saw his back was to me.

 I ran. I grabbed the keys and, after a brief struggle with the doorknob, I took off outside. Once in the car, I realized how much harder it was to do everything in handcuffs. I got the engine started and was very grateful there was no one parked to my left, because steering was difficult with my hands stuck so close together.

I backed the car out and breathed a sigh of relief as I put it in gear. But just as I hit the accelerator, the passenger door flew open. Webb was holding onto it, running alongside…or was I dragging him? Shit, what if he was a cop? I slammed on the brakes and his head slammed into the car door. 

“Fuck!” he said as he pulled himself into the car and touched the blood from the scratch on his forehead. Well, it was somewhere between a scratch and a gash, but the blood wasn’t actually running down his face. 

He shut his door. As he tried to catch his breath, he glared at me murderously.

“Back the fuck up,” he said. He put his hand on his holstered gun.

The glimpse of the gun I’d gotten under the jacket when I gave him the blow job was one thing. Being threatened by a gun was something else. I backed up until I was even with the two empty parking spaces in front of the apartment. 

“Stop,” he said. I obeyed. “Turn off the engine and give me the keys.”

“But this isn’t really a parking space,” I argued.

He didn’t respond. He just put his hand out and I did as he asked. He opened his car door, grabbed me by the tops of my arms and dragged me across the bucket seats.

Once I was out, he pulled me along as fast as I could walk in my platform boots. There was something much scarier about being dragged into an apartment in handcuffs than walking in willingly as I had the first time. I could feel the anger radiating off of him. I started to shiver.

When we made it inside, he slammed the door behind us and locked it three different ways. “What the hell were you thinking, Anastasya? You could have gotten us both killed. If you were a man, I’d knock—“

“It’s not Anastasya. It’s Andrea,” I said firmly. 

Before I understood what was happening, he sat down on the couch and jerked me face down across his lap. “What are you doing?” I squealed.

“You want to act like a crazy brat?” he said, as he tore the snap open and tossed my skirt away. “I’ll treat you like one.” My bare ass was suddenly chilly and I was sure I had gooseflesh there, which I hoped didn’t resemble cellulite in this lighting.

I felt a slap. Then another.

WTF? He’s spanking me?

My wrists were on the arm of the couch, still shackled together, but I wiggled my body around, struggling to get up. His sizzling palm pressed hard into the middle of my back, holding me down. A strange mixture of emotions passed through me. Maybe fear. Definitely arousal.

His spanking hand hit its mark again and the combination of the heat of the palm on my back and the sting of the other one on my ass caused a rush of excitement throughout my body. 

I was really getting turned on by this. Talk about inappropriate reactions from being abducted by a stranger and smacked. But had I ever heard of a serial killer or Mafioso who spanked his captives to death?

After another swat, I felt a liquid release and wondered how long it would take me to cream through my G-string and onto his lap. And why was my clit wiggling around, making itself known? 

Sexual deprivation. If this was a turn-on for me, I’d gone way too long without getting any.

Whack! Whack! Whack! The spanking continued until my bottom felt like it had been stung by a hundred bees. It was too much. Tears gathered at the corners of my eyes.

“Detective?” I said plaintively.

His hand stilled. Weighty and warm, it rested on my bottom for one, two, three glorious seconds. When he moved, I tensed for another swat, but none came. I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or disappointed.

He rolled me over and I found myself staring up into his accusing brown eyes. Strange how he didn’t seem one bit less sexy to me this way. I saw that muscle in his jaw ticking and knew he was still angry.

He pulled at my bald cap until it came off. My blonde hair fell in waves around me. “How do we get this stuff off your face?” he asked.

“I have something in my bag.” But the thought of being completely unmasked in this getup was terrifying for me. 

He took me into the bathroom and, with shaky hands, I used the prosthetics adhesive remover, as Mimi had shown me the night before. Once my disguise was off, I rinsed my face and dried it, then stared down at the sink, feeling completely vulnerable. 

I was just me, now, but dressed in a scandalously skimpy costume—a tiny top, a G-string, and boots. “Clothes” I’d never wear in real life.

Webb reached up and lifted my chin gently until we were eye to eye. I watched as recognition dawned on him.

“You were in the office…at the strip club,” he said.

He recognized me? I should have taken my disguise off hours ago. Joe had already told him I was the new accountant.

“Yes,” I said.

“You were right under my nose this afternoon. What did you do to get the manager to cover for you? Promise him a blow job?”

“No, I’m really the accountant, like he told you.”

“And I’m the queen of the fucking Macy’s Parade.” He shut the bathroom door to reveal a full length mirror on the inside of it. 

I’d never seen myself like this—in a G-string and very revealing top without the makeup and bald cap. I was ready to die of embarrassment. I looked away, but he grasped the hair at the back of my scalp and forced me to look at myself. 

“You really expect me to believe I’m looking at an accountant?” He was angry, but I began to feel another kind of tension as he watched my reflection in the mirror.

Heat sparked from his intense gaze, and for the first time, I saw myself through new eyes. My blonde hair fell in fluffy waves past my shoulders. My large breasts no longer seemed obnoxious to me as I let my eyes wander down to where my waist curved in and my voluptuous hips curved back out again. 

And something changed inside me. It wasn’t that I’d never known what parts were there before, but in my mind I’d always seen my body as garish, overblown, practically misshapen…

I swallowed hard and glanced at Webb’s face in the mirror again. He looked at me as if drinking me in with his eyes. And his chest was heaving right along with mine. I  felt powerful…and still incredibly aroused.

He blinked like he was coming out of a dream, then suddenly slammed the side of his fist into the doorframe. I jumped, startled at the change of mood in the room. 

Opening the bathroom door, he pulled me by my hair into a bedroom.

“Wait! Ow!” I complained, but he didn’t seem interested in my discomfort. 

When he released me, I noticed this room was nicer than the rest of the place, and had the feel of a guest room that was never used. The four-poster bed looked like it could be an antique.

“Lie down,” he said.

I obeyed, frightened. Was he some sort of split personality? “Look, Detective Webb…Rick…” I said, hoping his given name would help me get through to him.

He looked into my eyes as if surprised to hear it, and I saw something there I hadn’t seen before—vulnerability maybe? His shoulders dropped and he sat down on the bed next to me. He sucked in air, then breathed it out in a silent sigh. Was he sad? Exhausted?

But a moment later, the set of his jaw changed. I could see him mentally pulling himself back together as he took a key out of his pocket and unlocked one side of the handcuffs. I lay still, not wanting to do anything that might change his mind about freeing me. He pulled my hands above my head and shackled me to the bed post.

“No!” I screamed.

“You’ll be fine. I made a promise to a friend and I have to see it through. I’m going to check out a lead, but I’ll be back soon.”

I was beside myself at the idea of being left there alone, nearly naked, chained to a bedpost. “Please!” I pleaded. “Please don’t leave me like this!” Tears spilled out of the corners of my eyes.

His expression softened and he reached out to me, smoothing my hair back from my face. His gaze dropped to my lips. Slowly, his hand moved from my hair and slid down my cheek. He watched his own thumb intently as it pressed softly across my bottom lip. 

He pulled away as if he’d touched a hot plate.

“Fuck,” he said, rubbing his palms up his face. “I guess this is what happens when you don’t sleep for a week or so.” He stood and walked out of the room. I saw him grab his suit jacket from the couch and heard the keys jingle. And he was gone.





Chapter Four
 

Rick

When I got back in the car, I sat there for a minute, wondering if I was losing my mind. I’d known what I was doing—or thought I did—when I’d taken Anastasya from the club. 

I was so torn up about Danny, I didn’t care about losing my badge if it would bring his shooters in. And this was the only way to get the girlfriend alone so I could pry some information out of her…except she wasn’t giving any.

And I should never have unmasked her. The combination of that stripper body and the big blue eyes in that innocent face knocked me for a loop. I needed to force some information out of her, but all I wanted to do was fuck her mouth with my tongue while I tore off that G-string and—

Tired—and horny—or not, I had to keep it together. 

Fulsom had told me the I.D. on Byron Ivanov was positive. A patrolman thought he’d spotted him near a convenience store a few blocks from Anastasya’s apartment, but the asshole had lost him. At least the cop was smart enough to get the security footage from the cash machine.

Fulsom had also learned that Byron’s brother Viktar Ivanov had served time for a murder he’d pleaded down to a man slaughter. With time off for good behavior, he’d only served three years. 

Although I hadn’t spelled out what I was doing, Fulsom had no doubt I was in Vegas. He warned me that all indications were the Ivanovs had ties to the Russian mafia and would probably hook up with some other mafia types once they got here.

Damn. Had I kidnapped Anastasya for nothing? Maybe she really hadn’t seen him. What if they’d gone straight to meet up with some other connections?

Once I made it to the Jiffee Stop, I thought I’d lucked out. The clerk on duty, Jerome Johnson, was the same one who was there the day the picture was taken. I introduced myself without making my jurisdiction clear, noticing he had a good-sized 1970’s retro-fro going on.

“I thought I’d already talked to you guys,” he said, when I asked about Byron.

“Not to me,” I replied. “This man came in here yesterday and got money from the cash machine.” I laid the picture on the counter. “Have you seen him any other time? Maybe with a blonde woman or with another man that looks a lot like him?”

“Like I told the other cops,” Jerome said. “I don’t inspect people when they come through here, and most of the white ones look alike to me.”

“This is too important to fuck with me about, Johnson.”

“I’m not fucking with you, officer. You know, studies show that a person of a different race from the criminal makes the worst witness—“

“Yeah, I know.” I waved my hands to stop him, since I felt a lecture coming on.

“For all I know, you could have come in with him. Black people have the same problems telling white people apart as—”

“I’ve read the studies,” I said, disgusted that I was getting nowhere on the most important case of my life. “If you know so much, how come you’re working at a convenience store in the middle of the night?”

“Pays the bills and gives me time to read,” Jerome replied. He held up a large textbook. “Criminal justice major. Goin’ to law school next year.”

“Congratulations,” I said. “You’ll make lots of money getting killers three-year jail sentences, so they can get out and shoot cops.”

“Is that what happened?” he asked with renewed interest.

“Yeah. My partner.”

“Damn, man. I’m sorry.”

His sincere sympathy caught me off guard. I was so physically and mentally burnt out from the last few days, I felt tears gathering behind my eyes. “Well, thanks for your time,” I replied, planning a quick exit.

“Listen man,” Jerome said as he picked the picture up and looked at it more carefully. “I’ll keep my eyes peeled. For real.” He offered his hand, and I shook it, my faith in mankind renewed, at least temporarily. I pulled out a card and handed it to him.

“L.A.P.D., huh?”

“Yeah, use the cell number. They don’t know I’m here.” I turned to leave.

“Sure,” he said as he watched me walk to the door. “Oh, and I’m planning on being a prosecutor, if that makes you feel any better.”

It didn’t. Once lawyers got into the courtroom, they seemed to care about nothing but winning the case, whether they put a killer away for three years or some pot-smoking grandma away for twenty. I liked Jerome, though. Maybe he’d be different.

After I got on the road, my cell phone rang. 

“What do you have for me, Fulsom?” I said.

“I checked the bank records. That money Byron withdrew didn’t come from his account or his brother’s.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. It came from Anastasya Petrova’s checking account.”

“Thanks.” I pressed “end,” hit the accelerator and hightailed it toward the safe house, trying to figure out my options.

Anastasya had given Byron her ATM card…or he’d taken it. Either way, she’d seen him. Anger rushed through me at the image of them together. Anger that felt more like jealousy. What the hell was wrong with me?

Oh yeah. Sleep deprivation. It could make you do crazy things. I needed to get some shut-eye, but I also needed some answers. 

I thought about my own bank account. I had some money saved. What would it take to make Anastasya talk?

But if she was that greedy, she probably wouldn’t be giving Byron money…unless she didn’t know he was taking it. 

What were my other options? I couldn’t imagine slapping a woman around until she talked, especially this one. A spanking was about as far as I could go in the torture department.

The thought crept into my mind that she’d seemed hot for me a couple of times. Hell, she’d gone down on me and gotten herself off in the process. Was she some kind of nympho sex-addict type? And could I use that to get information from her?

I remembered how she’d looked after the spanking. I thought I’d smacked her ass pretty good, but when I rolled her over, her hard nipples practically poked holes through the top of her costume…and she was looking at me like it was a turn-on.

Damn. My dick was getting hard, obviously missing the point. She was the one who needed to be hot and bothered. Then maybe I could get some answers.

* * * * *
 

Andrea

The clock claimed only a couple of hours had passed, but it seemed like forever. Because I’d been handcuffed to a bedpost, I’d had to work my way into a diagonal position to keep from falling off the bed. He hadn’t even had the decency to cover me up and I was starting to get pretty chilly, with the ceiling fan on.

Why would this guy bring me here, just to leave me? I still had virtually no idea what was going on.

I heard the front door open and close. I tensed, wondering if Webb was the only person with a key.

He came walking into the room and I was surprised once again by his striking presence—broad shoulders, athletic build, and those eyes that could be so sincere or so unreadable.

But as he stood over me, staring down into my face, his gaze became warm in a way I hadn’t seen, like two orbs of melted chocolate.

I squeezed my thighs together, since it was the only attention I could give my needy clit. I wanted him.

He sat down on the bed and unlocked the handcuffs. He laid them next to me and took my wrists in his hands, caressing the places the metal had imprinted.

“It’s been a really rough week,” he said. He sounded almost apologetic. “I’m sorry if I was too tough on you.” Wow, he was apologetic.

I was confused. Why was he being so nice? Maybe whatever lead he’d followed had finally made him realize he had the wrong girl. I watched him, waiting to see what happened next.

“Oh, I thought you might be thirsty,” he said, pulling a slim water bottle out of his coat pocket. He opened it and handed it to me, watching my throat as I swallowed several sips.

“Thanks,” I said. I hadn’t realized how thirsty I was. “What happens now?”

“I could really use a diversion. How about one of those lap dances they give at the club?”

So he still thought I was Anastasya. What kind of game was he playing? “I don’t give lap dances,” I answered. Yet, there was a big part of me that really wanted to get him turned on and see where we went from there. “Is there anything else I can do for you?” I asked bravely.

This guy was such a turn-on for me, I didn’t care who he thought I was anymore.

“Yeah,” he said. “Let me see what’s under that top.”

He was asking to ogle my breasts, the two things that had embarrassed me most since the fifth grade…but there was a difference this time. I wanted him to see me.

I sat up and took a deep breath.

“There’s a hidden zipper in the back,” I said. I turned my back to him and lifted my hair.

He found the zipper and pulled it down ever-so slowly. When the shirt was open, he gently slid the shoulders off and removed it from me completely.

“Stand up and turn around,” he said.

My breaths were jerky as I stood and turned. Since he was still seated on the bed, my breasts were at his eye level.

“Wow.” He reached toward me and placed a hand under each breast, rubbing his thumbs across my nipples. 

Just like in my fantasy.

A fiery shiver wiggled down my spine. Hadn’t I been cold a few minutes ago?

He lifted my breasts a bit and squeezed. “These have some weight to them.”

Was he pointing out that I had two giant globs of fat on my chest, because I was quite aware—

“You’re really beautiful.”

I felt stabbed in the chest, but in a good way. “So are you,” I whispered.

He leaned forward until I could feel his warm breath on my breast. His tongue came out. My lungs were full of air, but I couldn’t exhale until he made contact. Then he licked me, his tongue covering a wide swathe of skin that included my nipple. He switched breasts and gave the second the same treatment.

My knees went weak.

He smiled as he stood and removed his jacket. He slid his holster off, placing it in the top drawer of the dresser.

I wanted to help him unbutton his shirt, but I was overcome by the butterflies in my stomach, so I sat down and watched him.

When his shirt came off, I had to stifle a gasp. He had the best-looking torso I’d ever seen in real life. Muscular arms, well-developed pecs, and six-pack abs. I really hadn’t imagined he had all this going on under his button-down shirt and suit.

When he finished disrobing, I was glad to see his cock standing at attention. No, actually, it was pointing at me. I felt like I’d been chosen for something really special.

He wanted me. I wanted him.

“Lie back,” he said.

I obeyed, imagining that, soon, we’d be making love.

He stretched out on the bed next to me. “You have a beautiful body, Anastasya. In fact, if I’ve ever seen a more beautiful woman, I can’t remember her.”

I didn’t mind being Anastasya anymore. She obviously had much more fun than I did.

He ran his hands over a strand of my hair, from my scalp to the curved wisp that was lying on my collar bone. “Crazy to cover this with a bald cap.” 

His finger travelled lower until it reached a nipple. He traced around and around it. I wanted to grab him and pull him into me, yet I didn’t want to rush these precious sensual moments between us.

He adjusted onto one elbow, then leaned down, capturing my nipple in his mouth.

“Mmmm…” I moaned, as he sucked gently. I’d died and gone to stripper heaven. He glanced up at me as his tongue trailed across to my other breast. His eyes were black as the devil now. As he tongued my nipple, he looked up at me again, as if gauging my reactions. He sucked, then sucked harder.

I gasped as electricity shot from my breast through my torso and ricocheted around in the area between my thighs.

My eyes fell closed.

His hand skimmed down my stomach until it was right below my navel, then it paused, applying more pressure—the pressure I was aching for a few inches further south.

I squirmed, hoping it would get him moving again.

His thumb looped into one side of my G-string and it slid down to my knees, trapping my legs together. His fingers tickled their way back up my thigh. 

I whimpered with need.

His finger took its time as it circled round and round at the entrance to my pussy. Then, suddenly, he thrust his finger inside me.

“Oh my Go—shi—ohhh…” I cried as his three quick thrusts managed to hit just the right spot. I was beside myself with pleasure. One more like that and I could have come, but instead of continuing on that course, he ran his wet finger through my slit.

I wriggled my hips, trying to make his finger rub the top of my clit, or enter me for more fucking, but he didn’t cooperate.

“Do you like that, Anastasya?” he asked huskily.

“Yes…yes…” I answered.

“How about this?” He pressed on my clit, rubbing it in a clockwise motion.

“Yes!” I shuddered once—the beginning of an orgasm that died out when his finger stilled. “Please,” I said.

“Please what?”

“Please make me come…please…”

“Where’s Byron?”

“Huh?” I replied, confused by the lust haze he’d created.

“Byron. I know he’s in Vegas. Where is he staying?”

I opened my eyes as the meaning dawned on me. My heart sank. “You did all this just to get information from me?” 

I thought he’d been as attracted to me as I was to him. I thought he wanted me in some special way he couldn’t resist. But obviously I was projecting my feelings onto him. I was a means to an end.

I wanted to burrow under the covers and hide myself from him because now I knew he was toying with me when he told me how beautiful I was.

He pressed on my clit again, and my traitorous body tensed for orgasm as if he hadn’t just smashed my ego to bits.

“Tell me and get it over with so you and I can have our fun together.”

As cheap as the offer sounded, I realized that if I’d known anything, I would have sung like a canary. Surely this Byron guy couldn’t be sexier than Rick Webb.

All I wanted was to touch him and hold him, but he was only using me.

“I don’t know a Byron and, no matter what you do, you can’t make me know him,” I replied in near tears.

He chuckled. “Oh, I think I can,” he said. “I think I’ve figured out your M.O.” He moved up on the bed and straddled my torso. “You want a man to dominate you.”

Did I? Was that what those cop fantasies were about? The idea of Detective Webb dominating me certainly had my heart racing.

He laced the fingers of one hand through my hair at my scalp and pressed his other thumb against my lips.

“Remember how you dropped to your knees and sucked my dick at the club?” he asked.

I glared up at him, feeling both angry and extremely aroused.

“You got off on it, didn’t you? You stuck your fingers in your pussy and came hard.”

Why did I feel like putty in his hands? I had to maintain some sort of pride.

“Only the worst kind of asshole would pretend to want a woman just to get information.” I glared at him.

He pressed his thumb to my chin and gently pulled my mouth open.

“Oh, I wasn’t pretending.”

He wasn’t pretending. Dare I believe him?

I didn’t close my mouth. I simply watched as he guided his cock between my lips.

“Damn, I’ve wanted to see your full pink lips around my dick again.”

That was so hot! And the taste of him made my pussy throb.

“Suck me, Ana. I want to fuck your mouth.”

That did it. I was willing to do anything he wanted. As my tongue went crazy on him, I struggled to get my hand down to my crotch.

Ahhh! Success! I began using the same swirling motion on my clit as my tongue was making on his shaft.

I could definitely come, but now that he was in my mouth, I wanted it to last longer.

“That’s it. Mmmm…now suck on it, baby…”

His voice was so sexy, his instructions were as much a turn-on as his cock.

I had to come. I moved my fingers faster on my clit. I tensed, ready to let myself go over the—

He grabbed my hand. “No more of that now. I’ll take care of you in a minute.” He placed both my hands on his ass. I squeezed, enjoying the feel of him, though still desperate to come.

He grabbed the headboard with both hands and fucked my mouth, banging against the back of my throat. I wanted to touch myself so badly, but I kept my hands on his ass as he’d ordered me to and squeezed with all my might.

He jerked and tried to pull out, but I held him to me. As he convulsed over me, his warm come sprayed into my throat and I swallowed it hungrily.

He leaned his forearms on the headboard, panting for several seconds. I felt some pride in a job well done and couldn’t wait until it was my turn. 

Rick moved down to lie next to me. My pussy still ached with need. I hoped he could recover quickly and “take care of me” like he promised.

“Fuck, that was hot,” he panted. “I’m exhausted.”

Then his hand crept down to my crotch and cradled it, his fingers taking turns pressing into my pussy lips. My hips jumped.

“What would be more fun? My fingers or my tongue?” he asked.

I felt like a game show contestant. I already knew his fingers could play me like a violin, but the idea of his mouth in my pussy…

Door number one or door number two?

“I don’t care,” I finally said. “You choose. I just need to come like I’ve never needed it before.”

“Great. That’s what I was going for. Now tell me where Byron is and I’ll satisfy you like he never could.”

Shit. I was the most gullible person on Earth. How could he be so cruel? My clit was ready to explode and all he could talk about was some other man?

“Listen carefully to the words that are coming out of my mouth,” I said. “I don’t know a Byron. I’ve certainly never been ‘satisfied’ by one, and you’re a cold, cruel bastard.” Tears of frustration and disappointment sprang out of my eyes.

 I couldn’t help but feel that if we’d met under other circumstances, we would have something—at least a torrid affair, if nothing else. But how could I really know the attraction went both ways? He obviously was willing to do anything for this case.

He might not find me one bit attractive.

More tears followed, draining down my temples onto the pillow. When I lifted my eyes to Rick’s, his brow was furrowed as if concerned about me, but I could see the exact second he shook it off and got back to business.

“Nice try. But your crocodile tears aren’t going to work on me. From what I read, you and Byron ran some cons together a few years back. Got probation for it.”

Great. I was a con artist too. There was no way he’d ever believe a word I said.

“So what now?” I asked as I wiped the tears from my eyes.

“Now,” he said. “I’ve got to get some sleep.”

If he slept, that would be a good time for me to escape. If I could make it back to the club, I could prove who I was, even if Rick was a few minutes behind me. I wondered if I should sneak the gun out of the drawer first, in case he awoke before I got out.

No, I didn’t know anything about guns and I didn’t really want to shoot him. More likely, I’d shoot my own foot off anyway. I turned on my side facing the doorway and began formulating my plan…

Until I felt the cold steel snap around my left wrist again.

“Wait… What?”

He pulled my body against his in a spooning position and snapped the other cuff around his own left wrist.

“You don’t expect me to leave you running loose, do you?”

I blew out an angry breath.

“This way, I can deal with you in the morning when I’ve got my wits back. It’s been a long week.”

He draped his shackled arm over mine, his hand holding my body tightly against his. It seemed so personal to feel his breath on the back of my neck, his spent cock pressed against the crevice between my butt cheeks. So intimate.

Within seconds, he was breathing deep steady breaths. I lay there awake, the G-string still around my knees, my pussy aching for release. Yet, my body was warmed by his in a way that felt so…normal?

And there was a big part of me that was glad he’d handcuffed us together. Glad I didn’t have to escape his presence. If I had to be Anastasya to get to stay with him a while longer, so be it.





Chapter Five
 

Rick

I was having the best dream I’d had in years, holding a beautiful blonde naked in my arms, my dick rigid against her backside. As I felt her up, I squeeze her huge tits and she moaned. I was so hot for her.

I ground my dick into her ass cheeks, feeling like I hadn’t come in years, though something in the back of my mind told me I was mistaken. Oh well, it was just a dream.

She tugged at my dick, until it was between her thighs, wet and slick. Her hips undulated with desire for me, but my dick couldn’t make its way inside without help. I tried to move my hand down for an assist, but it couldn’t move normally. As my brain swirled, trying to comprehend what was happening, she pressed her soft ass backward, causing my dick to slide further through her pussy lips. I could feel her clit rake across the top as it did.

She moaned.

And I knew it wasn’t a dream. I opened my eyes as Anastasya moaned a second time and moved her hips back and forth for more friction down south. With our hands cuffed together, I could feel her caressing her own nipples. Her other hand began caressing the underside of my dick as the top of it slid back and forth through her wetness from behind.

“Fuck me,” she panted. 

I wanted to fuck her. I pumped faster through her pussy lips.

“Yes,” she whispered. She maneuvered my dick so the tip was just inside the entrance of the place it wanted to be more than anywhere else in the world. Tight, and warm and wet.

The pull of the handcuff threw me back into reality and I remembered why I was here. I went still. I wasn’t so depraved that I couldn’t resist this stripper, this con artist, the person who was withholding information that could help me catch Danny’s shooters…

My dick begged to differ. But I certainly couldn’t give her any satisfaction. At least not until she told me what I needed to know.

I was suddenly angry at her. I got up on my knees and flipped her onto her back, straddling her. When she saw the look on my face, I watched the fear flash over her features and was sorry to have frightened her, but only for a second because I remembered that no matter how innocent that face looked, she didn’t deserve any sympathy from me.

Our left wrists were still cuffed together causing our arms to be in an awkward position. But I grabbed her right wrist and raised my hand above her head, forcing her left to go along. Now I had her incapacitated so she couldn’t pleasure herself.

She’d frustrated the hell out of me with all her denials, it was time she felt more of that frustration herself. I slid my wet dick up her stomach to her chest, directly between her breasts and thrust there, close to her face so she could see I had what she needed if she’d only tell me the truth.

She took me by surprise, pulling both hands down at once, bringing mine with hers. But instead of fighting me off, she pressed her breasts together with her palms, creating a soft valley of flesh for me to tunnel through.

I held on to the headboard and fucked her like that, thinking there couldn’t be anything better, even with the handcuff chain raking across the top of my dick…until the tip accidentally hit her lips and she put her tongue out to meet it.

I watched, hypnotized as I slid through her soft breasts, over and over, contacting her tongue on every thrust, until her lips grabbed at the tip for a split second and I felt myself coming. I rose to my knees and massaged my shaft with my right hand as the come squirted out all over her beautiful breasts.

“Oh, God,” she breathed out.

I wasn’t sure what she was moaning about, since I was the one who’d gotten all the pleasure. I flopped down next to her on the bed. 

I felt great.

* * * * *
 

Andrea

I blew out an annoyed breath. “You know what you’re doing is illegal under the Geneva Convention,” I said. “It’s called torture.”

“And yet, you still haven’t told me what I need to know.”

“Because I’m a freaking accountant, not a stripper, con artist, or whatever you think I am. Ask me about the tax codes—a question only an accountant would know.”

“If only an accountant would know it, how would a homicide detective know if it was the truth or not?” he replied. “You could have run a con where you pretended to be an accountant for all I know.” 

I rolled my eyes. He was the most exasperating man I’d ever met. Yet I wasn’t really anxious to be rid of him. But the handcuff thing was a pain. “Could I at least go to the bathroom and take a shower?”

“Sure,” he said. “He helped me off the bed and ushered me into the bathroom. I raised my left arm to point out the fact that I was still handcuffed to him, but he didn’t respond.

“You don’t expect me to pee while you’re watching, do you?”

“Is that a problem? I figured a wild thing like you had probably peed on guys while they were watching.”

“Very funny,” I said sarcastically. “Please, I have to go, but I really can’t do it with you watching.”

“You’ve got two minutes,” he said. He unlocked the handcuffs, then glanced around the bathroom as though making sure there were no weapons I could borrow in there. “Then I’m coming in.”

Once I’d taken care of business, I turned on the shower. The door opened. Rick was sitting in a chair he’d brought from the kitchen, facing me. The bathroom was so small, with him sitting just outside the entrance, he’d only be about three yards away as I bathed.

“Come on!”

“If you want your shower, this is how you get it.”

The shower curtain was one of those clear textured kind, so it offered almost no privacy, except possibly to make my body a little blurry. I really wanted that shower though.

At first, I felt uncomfortable with him watching, but after a few minutes, the shower curtain became a bit like my Mistress costume. I decided if the detective was going to insist on sitting there watching me, I’d put on a show for him.

As the water ran over me, I found some shampoo and worked it through my hair, arching my back and thrusting my breasts out. I imagined what he was seeing on the other side and wondered if I was getting to him.

After I rinsed, I found some body wash. Instead of squirting it into my hand like I normally would, I held it up high, turned it over and let it stream down onto my breasts and trickle down my stomach. I washed my breasts with exaggerated movements, round and round and up my neck, then down my torso.

I wished I could peek at him and see if he was reacting appropriately. I dribbled some soap into my hands and massaged my ass cheeks for a good minute, then moved one hand around to my pussy. I turned toward the water and slid my fingers up and down between my thighs. When I accidentally touched my clit, I realized I could finally get that satisfaction I’d been dying for.

I imagined Rick was in the shower with me, massaging my breasts, teasing my pussy lips. My eyes fell closed as I slid my finger back and forth over my clit. God, I wished he would fuck me. I thrust my finger inside and began to fuck myself, imagining Rick inside me. Imagining the hot water was really hot Rick all over me.

I moaned and shuddered. Finally, I was about to come.

The water shut off.

 I opened my eyes to Rick, his hand on the faucet knob, his gaze on my crotch. He reached over and grabbed my hand, pulling my finger from my pussy.

“After that show, you’re not still going to pretend you’re not a stripper, are you?” he asked dryly.

I didn’t bother to reply. My body was devastated by the disappointment of another thwarted orgasm. I nearly whimpered.

Rick pulled me from the shower and threw a towel over my shoulders. I took it and started drying off as he moved his chair. He  threw his clothes on while he paced back and forth between the bedroom and the bathroom door. 

I sneaked a peek at his zipper-covered crotch. Ha! My show had worked, he was hard again already. He wanted me. If we could only clear up this stripper thing. But, on the other hand, if that was the only reason he was hanging around…

What had I been thinking? All men were titillated by the bad-girl stripper types. It didn’t mean he was attracted to me. It didn’t mean he even liked me. Once he learned the truth…

Well, let’s just say, nobody’s ever been beguiled by the word “accountant.”

I finished drying off and stepped out of the bathroom holding the towel in front of me. “Are there any extra clothes lying around here I could put on?” I asked.

“No,” Rick answered. He took the towel from me and threw it on the bathroom floor. Then he grabbed my wrist and pulled me into the bedroom. My hopes soared. I could see he was hard for me.

Next thing I knew, I was flat on my back, handcuffed to the bedpost again. Not so bad if only Rick will…

“I’ll be back in an hour,” he said. He left me there alone, again.

*****
 

Rick

I’d done some thinking while Anastasya was in the shower. Not an easy thing, considering all the blood had rushed to my dick.

She was a stripper, so she could not be as sexually deprived as she seemed, yet she had this desperation about her, which probably meant she was indeed some sort of nympho-sex addict.

I was sure I’d almost broken her a couple of times. She’d seemed ready to give up anything just to get to come or to get a real fuck from me, yet she still hadn’t talked about Byron.

Was she that loyal to him? So in love with him that she’d never divulge his whereabouts? I didn’t understand why the thought of her and Byron caused a mean, angry ball to form in my stomach. It’s not like I could be jealous of anything a stripper did.

But what if she was afraid to tell? If Byron was associated with the Russian mob, maybe she had reason to fear for her life, which wasn’t my problem. Except now it did seem like my problem. I felt responsible for her, like I needed to protect her. 

That was nuts.

Regardless, I’d decided to go all out with my plan to seduce the truth out of her, but I needed one more thing to do it and, because this wasn’t the best neighborhood, there were more than a couple of places nearby where I could get the goods.

On the way, I checked in with Fulsom again. There hadn’t been much change on any front. Danny was still in a coma. Byron and Viktar were still in the wind. And no one had seen Anastasya Petrova in days. I didn’t tell him it was because I had her. If the cops took her in, she’d probably lawyer up. They didn’t have much to hold her on. She could say her cash card had been stolen and that would be the end of it.

I saw the sign I was looking for and pulled into the parking lot. I thought about my plan and tried to ignore the tightening in my crotch. This was a means to an end, after all. Nothing else.

*****
 

Andrea

After Rick left, every minute seemed like an hour. Lying on the bed naked, all I could think about was having his hands on me again. His scorching body squeezed against mine. His big, hard cock in my pussy.

Unfortunately, with my hands shackled above my head, there was little I could do about those fantasies.

When he finally came back, I was so glad to see him walk through the door, I think I actually smiled. Was this what they meant by Stockholm Syndrome? I hadn’t just started relating to my captor, I was desperate for him.

He came in without a word, turned his back to me and began opening some sort of plastic packaging. After a couple of minutes, he turned toward me with something in his hand I’d never seen before.

What the hell was he going to do with that long purple thing?

“I wasn’t sure what colors you’re into, but it was either this or the glow-in-the-dark green one.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“Oh, come on Anastasya. There’s not a chance in hell you don’t know what this is.”

A cattle prod? Was this when the real torture began?

When it moved toward my crotch, I squeezed my thighs together. He wiggled the tip of the purple thing between my thighs until it touched my pussy lips. Then he pushed the button.

Zap!

“Oh, my God!” I cried as a quick electrical pulse spread from my pussy to my extremities. But that was all I got, since he’d taken his finger off the button immediately.

As my wits returned, I realized what it was—a vibrator. I’d never bought one for myself because I didn’t see the need. My fantasies and my fingers had worked fine until—

Zap! Zap! Zap!

“Uh-oh-ho-ho-oh!” I cried out as my arm and leg muscles jerked around involuntarily. My clit felt alive like never before. A rush of fresh cream trickled from my pussy. This was phenomenal. Except for the fact that the bastard only zapped me enough to get me going, then stopped.

“More,” I said.

He pressed the button again, then stopped. 

Zap. Stop. Zap. Stop.

“Why do you keep stopping it?” I cried. “Please?”

“Do you want to come?”

“Yes, damn you! You know I want to come! I’ve wanted to come since I first saw you that night by the stage.”

His eyebrows shot up and his mouth fell open. I’d surprised him. He stared into my eyes and licked his lips like he wanted to say something.

In that moment, I would have sworn he felt something for me, except this situation was so bizarre, how could I be sure of anything?

Whatever it was, I watched him shake it off—he actually closed his eyes and shook his head quickly—and he was back to business.

“You know what to do if you want to come.” He zapped me again.

I jumped from the jolt, but didn’t know what I could say. My body quivered all over.

“He leaned down and pressed his lips to my ear. “Tell me where he is, Anastasya and you can have what you want.” He pressed the button again as he said the last words.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh…” I cried out. The pleasure was so extreme, it was starting to feel like pain. I had to have release. I had to have him.

“Anastasya?” he said.

“I don’t just want to come,” I panted. “I want you to fuck me.”

“I’d love to fuck you,” he murmured seductively. “Tell me what I need to know.”

“I don’t believe you. Fuck me first, then I’ll tell you.”

“Ah, but I don’t trust you, Ana.” He sat up and I missed his warm breath on my ear.

“Then, I want a show of good faith,” I said. “Take your clothes off.”

“Gladly.” He began unbuttoning his shirt.

I didn’t know how I was going to do it, but before I was done, Rick would be inside me. I couldn’t settle for anything less.
 

Rick

I couldn’t believe it, but it seemed like I was actually getting somewhere with Anastasya. Promising to tell was progress over claiming she wasn’t who I thought she was.

As I took off my pants, I thought about what she’d said a few minutes before. She wanted me from the first time she saw me. She’d nearly gotten me with that one. Those words coming from that angel face, which was attached to that made-for-fucking body. The combination was getting more and more deadly. I liked the way she looked, the way she smelled, the way she’d smiled at me when I walked in. The sound of her voice.

Fuck, I had to get hold of myself. I needed to get the information from her, then leave her high and dry. I’d already gone way over the line, and if I did want to keep my badge, I could only hope that her stripper mistrust of cops would keep her from telling anyone about this.

Regardless, actual sex with her was out of the question. I’d been able to rationalize the oral stuff and the touching because she was the one who went down on me first, before I brought her here, but…

She looked so inviting lying there on the bed, naked and wet. I lay down next to her and placed the vibrator between her thighs again.

“No,” she said. “I want you to touch me.”

“But the vibrator was curling your toes.”

“But you curl everything else.”

Her sweet blue eyes looked so sincere. God, this was a woman I could have fallen for so easily if her parents had done a better job raising her. But the mobsters, the stripping—

“Will you kiss me?” she asked.

I was mesmerized by her longing gaze and her pouty pink lips. As I leaned down to her, I tried to absolve myself by telling myself this was only for Danny. 

As my lips touched hers, she opened them wide. But I was surprised when her tongue invaded my mouth, pressing my tongue back insistently. My hand roamed over her slightly rounded stomach up to her very rounded breast.

“Mmmm…” she moaned as I kneaded it with my fingers.

I allowed my torso to move over hers to get a better angle. Her soft breasts molded to my hard chest and I took control of the kiss. 

Her tongue gave way and allowed me in and, suddenly, being inside her felt more right than anything I’d ever felt before. I wished she wasn’t still handcuffed because I wanted to feel her arms wrapped around me.

When I let her come up for air, she whispered, “Touch me,” and I knew what she wanted. I trailed my hand down her stomach and tickled her pussy lips.

She giggled and it sounded like music. “More,” she said breathlessly. She smiled at me and my lungs caught in mid-breath. I smiled back, forgetting what I knew about her.

I worked a finger into her slit and smoothed her own cream around on her clit. “Mmm…Rick…” she moaned.

Damn, I loved the sound of my name coming from her lips. I kissed her and teased her clit lightly, flipping my finger across it, then circling in the valleys around it.

She moaned into my mouth and I felt the vibrations down to my crotch. I knew I’d never heard or touched or kissed anything so beautiful in my life. She felt right, like coming back to a hot, homemade supper after a long day of work. 

Work. It tried to force itself in, but I pushed it out of my head and let my body do the thinking.

I ran my tongue up her neck to her earlobe. I kissed her cheek, her chin, her mouth.

“Fuck me, Rick,” she said. “I need you inside me.”

And before I knew it, I’d sunk my dick into her tight wet pussy.





Chapter Six
 

Andrea

I couldn’t believe what was happening. 

Some desperate words left my mouth. I don’t know if I commanded him or begged him. But I finally felt Rick’s cock pushing at my entrance. It was a tight squeeze at first, but I stretched to accommodate him until I fit him like a glove.

He groaned when he was fully inside, and I was thrilled that I could bring him pleasure. 

“Kiss me,” I murmured. I wanted to feel him inside me everywhere at once. His tongue fucked my mouth in the same rhythm as his cock fucked my pussy. Everything was in sync. Our bodies fit together perfectly, moved together perfectly.

I strained at my shackles, desperate to hold him, but they didn’t give way, so I wrapped my legs around him and squeezed for dear life.

He thrust into me again and again, then his thrusts got faster until he was like a jackhammer inside me. I felt the pressure build again…the need to come.

Rick was inside me loving me with his mouth, while he punished me with his cock. The thought of how much I wanted to keep him within me caused me to tighten my muscles around his shaft. 

One of his quick thrusts hit a spot inside me I didn’t know was there. A high-pitched sound came from my throat. Rick got the message and continued to hit me with short, quick jabs, hitting that special place over and over again.

“Ah-ah-ah-ah!” I cried.

I don’t know which one of us I felt the spasm first, but we groaned in unison as if one person. He shuddered over me and I quivered and jerked underneath him as he pumped us to paradise.

All other thoughts melted away and I was sure I was dying of pleasure, underneath Detective Rick Webb.

He lay there collapsed on top of me for a couple of minutes. His heavy muscular frame was suffocating me, but I didn’t want to say anything for fear he’d leave me.

“Shit!” he finally whispered when he stopped panting. “That was the last thing I needed to do.”

He pushed himself up on his hands and tried to pull his hips away, but I locked my legs around him more tightly. “No!” I said. “I don’t want to lose you yet.”

He looked into my face, surprised. “You got what you wanted.”

“Yes, but now I want more.”

He relaxed onto his elbows and remained inside me.

I took a deep breath. “For just a minute, can we pretend we’re real lovers or real friends? Can you tell me what’s going on so I can try to help you?”

“Do you really not know what Byron’s been up to or is this more of your con—”

“Humor me,” I said.

He moved off of me and arranged himself next to me on his side. He gazed earnestly into my face. I could see him hoping I was going to tell him the truth “this time.” I suddenly realized that whatever this was must be really important for him to have gone to such lengths on his own. We’d been wasting valuable time he could have used for…what?

“Do you know he’s been using your cash card?”

“My what?” For a moment I forgot he thought he was talking to Anastasya…and that I had no money in my bank account anyway. “Oh…no…go ahead.”

“So, I guess he didn’t tell you he shot a man in L.A.”

“No.” This was getting too real to fit into my cop fantasy.

“That man was my partner.”

I gasped. “He killed your partner?”

“Danny’s in a coma, but he’s been that way for over a week. No change.”

I watched the pain and sorrow wash over his face and felt terribly guilty. Surely I could have found a way to prove my identity by now. I’d wasted so much of his time because I didn’t want him to leave me.

“Shit!” I said, as my brain skimmed through the possible ways to prove who I was   so Rick could quit barking up the wrong tree. Fingerprints? But wait, did he say L.A.? “So, you’re not even a Vegas cop?” I deduced.

“No.”

If he’d gone rogue, he probably wouldn’t want to take me to the station here, and that could make things worse for him anyway.

“God, your partner,” I murmured. “I’m sorry.” Then an idea struck me that was so obvious, I couldn’t believe I didn’t think of it before, except that I didn’t really want to think before.

“I’ve got it! Take my handcuffs off.”

For some reason, Rick did what I asked without argument.

“Give me your cell phone,” I said.

“Why?” His suspicious face was back.

“Because I just figured out how we can clear up this misunderstanding. I’ll put it on speaker phone. You can hear everything.”

“You’re a con artist. How do I know—“

“Rick, I’m not a con artist. I’m not a stripper. I’m not Anastasya Pet-whatever. And you’re wasting valuable time on me. Let me use your phone.”

I don’t know if it was the stern sound in my voice or the fact that the sex had relaxed him enough to finally listen to me, but he handed me the phone from the nightstand on the other side of the bed.

“Who are you calling?”

“You’ll see.”

I dialed the number. “Kenny Pearson,” the voice answered cheerfully.

“Hi Kenny.”

“Andy? Why haven’t you been answering your phone? And why couldn’t I get you at the club? Joe said you’d gone somewhere with a friend. I didn’t know you had friends in Vegas.” 

Obviously, Joe hadn’t wanted to tell his boss that he’d made his sister a stripper, then lost her, and I was sure he hadn’t called the cops because of his cop-a-phobia. 

I looked at Rick, who seemed puzzled, but not convinced yet.

“Andy?” Kenny repeated.

“Quit calling me Andy. Call me by my real name.”

“Jeez. Okay Andrea. Or is it Ms. Pearson now? Damn, I leave you in charge for a couple of days and you get all full of yourself. Anyway, whatever is going on, you need to call mom. You never told her you made it safely from Minneapolis and she doesn’t believe me because she can’t get you on the phone.”

Rick blew out a breath. Some of the blood seemed to have drained from his handsome face. And his eyes were darting around as if following the wild thoughts in his head.

“I’ll call her. And I’ll be back at the club in a little while.”

“Me too,” he said. “The hospital’s releasing me today, and I’ll be there sometime before the club opens tonight.”

“Okay, I’ll see you there.” I hung up the phone. Rick was already pulling clothes out of a garment bag in the closet. “I’m sorry I didn’t think of that sooner,” I said. “I was kind of distracted by you…um, your…well being taken and handcuffed and…” This wasn’t what I was really trying to say, but he didn’t look like he was listening anyway.

“I have to grab a shower and change clothes,” he said. “Then I’ll take you back. I’m going to have to go to the Vegas P.D. and see if I can get any more help out of the cops here. I thought I had the only solid lead in my possession.” 

He shook his head. He seemed completely disgusted. With me? Or with himself? “I promised Danny and Shelly I’d get these bastards and instead I’ve made the biggest screwed up mess of my career. Danny’s lying in a coma in L.A., and I’m in Vegas fucking a stripper…or a CPA…” He turned and looked at me hard, like he still couldn’t believe I was what I said I was.

“Rick, it was an honest mistake. I had the purse with the initials and—”

“Get dressed and I’ll take you back.”

I felt abandoned already. I got off the bed and thought about the fact that I didn’t have much to get dressed in. He seemed to remember at the same time.

“Look, in that bag. I’ve got some drawstring sweatpants and shirts in there. Grab whatever you want.” He walked out of the room, and it felt like he’d taken a huge step out of my life. There was no reason for him to spend any more time with me once he dropped me off at the club.

With a heavy heart, I went through his clothes and dressed in his too big sweatpants and zip up hoodie that went down to my knees. I wished we’d met under other circumstances because I couldn’t shake the feeling we should get to know each other a lot better, and not only in bed. 

But then I remembered that if we’d met under other circumstances he wouldn’t have even noticed me because I would have been in my “please don’t look at my body” clothes. I walked over and looked at myself in the mirror. The old Andrea was back, all baggy and boring. Why had I done this to myself all these years?

Oh yeah, scarred from childhood. But if there was one thing the last couple of days had taught me, it was that I should let go of the past and enjoy my body. Rick certainly had.

I closed my eyes and remembered the feel of his hands on my breasts, his lips tickling my ear, his hot, hard cock in my—

“Are you ready?” he asked. He’d obviously dressed in the bathroom, out of my view. That stung. But in his grey suit and deep blue shirt he looked heavenly—I caught another glimpse of myself in the mirror. I looked like hell.

*****
 

We made it back to the club all too soon. Carl let us in and Rick walked me to my “apartment”—a.k.a. safe room. My chest ached at the thought that this was probably the last I would ever see of him.

As we stood inside the doorway, I glanced longingly at my bed, wishing Rick would spend even one night there with me. Me—Andrea—not Anastasya the stripper. But I knew he had more important things to do. Besides, I wasn’t exactly beguiling to any man in my current attire.

Rick stood in front of me and cleared his throat as if he had something to say but didn’t know how to say it. His hands went up like he was going to put them on me, then he dropped them to his sides.

“Look, Ana—Andrea, I’m really sorry about everything. I’m usually a lot better at my job. I guess this is why they take you off cases when you’re too close to them.” He looked away, and I was sure he was thinking about his partner. “Anyway, you have the right to file charges against me. My career is over. I kidnapped you.” He knitted his brow and looked past me like he couldn’t believe what he’d done.

“Rick. You didn’t kidnap me. I went with you.”

“When I told you to, under false pretenses—“

“I wanted to go with you.”

“You were crying, for Christ’s sake. And I thought you were faking it!” He actually seemed angry with himself for making me cry.

I reached up and put my hands on his shoulders. “Listen to me. Obviously, if I’d been desperate to get away from you, I could have screamed bloody murder in the apartment, or at least come up with a solution sooner.” I brazenly curled my hands around his neck, trying not to think about how schlumpy I looked in his sweat clothes. “I went to that VIP room with you the first night because I found you irresistible, but then I realized I had no idea what I was supposed to do in there.”

“Because you’re not a stripper…” I saw the wheels turning in his head. He must not have thought back to that first time we met. “Regardless, I had no right to keep you against your will and…molest you.”

“I molested you first. In my dressing room.”

Rick put his hands on my waist. “Yeah,” he said. “You sure did.” He smiled.

“I won’t report any of this to law enforcement officials,” I clarified. “If you won’t report it to the CPA board.”

He threw his head back and laughed, then he focused his chocolate gaze on my eyes. I felt like I’d been lasered. “Anyone ever tell you, you have a way with words?” he asked.

I weaved my head back and forth. “Yeah.”

“Anyone ever tell you you’re the most beautiful woman in the world and that they weren’t so sorry they’d kidnapped you?”

“Never.”

He bent his head to kiss me and I stood on my tiptoes to meet him halfway, since I’d ripped those miserable boots off the second I got inside. The kiss was like something brand new—warm and soft and sweet…until he got carried away and pressed the back of my head with his hand and practically stuck his tongue down my throat.

Hot.

He released me too soon. “I’ve got to go, but—” His cell phone rang.

*****
 

Rick

I didn’t recognize the number of the incoming call. “Webb,” I said. “Who is this?”

“Jerome Johnson. You know, from the Jiffee Stop?”

“Yeah, I remember. You got something for me?”

“I’m pretty sure that guy you’re after came in again. He was with another dude that looked like him. Had funny accents.”

“Sounds like them. When was this?”

“A few minutes ago—“

“Okay, I’m on my—“

“Wait! I heard them say something to each other about heading somewhere, like they were on the way.”

My heart raced. I could finally call in the Vegas PD and corner these fuckers. “Where can I find them?”

“I’m not sure where it is, but it sounded like ‘Star-vers’ or more like ‘Star-vors, I guess.’”

I turned to Andrea. “Can you get on the Internet and find a place in Vegas called ‘Starvers’ or maybe ‘Starvors’.”

She looked at me wide-eyed and we seemed to have the same thought at the same time. “Do these guys have Russian accents?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I replied. “They’re coming here.”

I hung up the phone. “We need to get you out of here,” I said, but she was already out of the room ahead of me. I found her at the desk in the office staring at the monitors.

“Too late,” she said. She grabbed the walky-talky. “Carl, if you’re in the building, take the south exit and get away from here, then call 9-1-1. Don’t go to the other exits. There are six men, and they’re armed. I’ll be in the safe room.”

I pulled my gun as I watched three of the men break into the front entrance, while three approached the north side by the dressing room.

“What the hell are they after?” I said to myself more than to her.

“Looking for Anastasya?”

“Six guys breaking in for a stripper?” That didn’t make any sense. “Is a lot of money kept on hand?”

“There are a few thousand locked in the bottom drawer of the desk. The take goes in a hidden safe in a room that looks like a janitor’s closet in the back…but Kenny makes those bank deposits, so there is are several night’s worth of money right now.”

“Who knows about the money? Would Anastasya know?”

“I’ve never even met her, but several people know—Joe, and the security guards… I don’t know who else, I was only here a couple of days before you—it doesn’t matter, come on.”

She grabbed my arm and tried to pull me toward her bedroom. I didn’t move. “Hide in the bedroom,” I said. “I’ll hold them off.”

“No, it’s a safe room. We can call 9-1-1 and wait ‘til the cops come.”

I checked the monitors. All six men were inside now. “Let’s go,” I said. It was the only thing that made any sense. When we were inside, Andrea pushed a button. The door closed and locked solid. She pushed a second red button.

“Security company,” she said.

 The phone on the bedside table rang and she answered. “Yes. There are six armed men here. An out-of-town cop and I are in the safe room. The security guard may be on the premises. Call 9-1-1.”

She hung up and ran over to the bank of TV’s. “Joe showed me how to use these. They’re more security screens.” She pushed a button and a control panel slid out. Soon all twelve screens were on. I was impressed by the way she kept her head in an emergency.

We stood in the middle of the room and scanned the monitors. “They’re all going in different directions,” I said. “They know there’s a safe, but they’re not sure where it is.”

“Nobody is close yet,” Andrea said. She grabbed a remote and switched the monitors to other cameras. “How long do you think response is for the Vegas cops?”

Before I could answer, she ran over to one of the monitors and stared at it like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. A red convertible had pulled into the parking lot. 

“Fuck!” she cried. “It’s my brother Kenny.” She grabbed the cell phone from my belt clip and dialed. “Shit, it went straight to voicemail. I have to go warn him.”

“No!” I glanced around at the monitors. The six men were spread out all over the club. “I’ll go,” I said.

*****
 

Andrea

I knew Rick was more qualified to save my brother than I was, but the idea of sending him out to face six armed criminals was terrifying. Within minutes, I could easily lose one or both of the men I loved most in the world.

Rick glanced at the monitors, then pushed the button to open the door.

“Wait Rick,” I said as I realized he would have to go through two of the gunmen if he went straight to Kenny right then. There would be a shootout. “Listen, Kenny is sort of OCD about certain things. He’ll have to go through a whole series of rituals before he even gets out of his car.”

“How long have I got?”

“A couple of minutes on the phone call he has to make, then at least five minutes wiping down the dash and so on, plus he’s got a broken leg, so he’s probably on crutches.”

“Okay.” Rick started to leave, but I grabbed his arm and dragged him to Kenny’s desk. I opened the top drawer. 

“Here, put this on your ear so you can hear me through the walky-talky.” I handed him an ear piece.  “I’ll watch the monitors and talk you through.”

Rick look surprised, then…proud? “Got it,” he said. “Now lock yourself in the safe room. Don’t worry. I’ll save Kenny.”

“Save yourself, too,” I replied. He nodded and turned to go. There were still no cops outside. The idea of Rick going it alone made my insides shake. I wanted him to know how important he was to me. Damn, where was that Vegas police force?

“Rick,” I whispered before he got to the door.

He turned.

What did I want to say? Something that let him know how much I appreciated this. Something that would protect him from the armed gunmen. Just something…

“May the force b—“I realized how lame that sounded in this situation.

He chuckled. “I’ll be back,” he said, an admiring sparkle in his eyes. “Don’t worry.”

I ran to the safe room, pushed the button and scanned the monitors. Just as I expected, Kenny was still in his car. There was a chance his frustrating little idiosyncrasies could save his life.

I counted criminals, then grabbed the walky-talky. “Rick, don’t go out the front. There’s one looking behind the counter right now. Turn around.”

My eyes were glued to the screens. It was like watching the scariest movie I’d ever seen. A wrong direction from me could get Rick killed.

“Princess Lay’s palace is clear,” I said. “There’s one in Darth Vadress, but he’s searching the walls. Wait until I say ‘go’.”

Rick paused at the entrance and glanced up at the camera. The clear view of his face made my heart lurch. The crook was at the far wall with his back to the entrance. 

“Go, now!” I cried.

Rick dashed across the entrance and waited at the next.

“He didn’t see you. Hands So Low and Jabba are clear.” I glanced over the monitors. Kenny was still in his car. I counted crooks—one, two, three, four, five… Five?

I remembered more of Joe’s instructions and pushed the button, changing the views. 

Oh shit! “One is coming up the hall from the dressing room.” I’d been planning to send Rick out that door. “Another is at the Asaj Mistress stage. You’re trapped.” My heart stopped as I watched Rick throw himself against the wall and wait. On the screen next to him, a criminal as big as Rick was walking through the hall toward him.

As he emerged from the hallway, Rick clocked him with his fist. The guy went down and Rick seemed ready for more action, but the crook was out cold. Rick looked toward the camera and shrugged. Either his fists were like bricks or he was lucky enough to get a criminal with a glass jaw.

Glancing at the monitors once more, I said, “Okay, go through the dressing rooms and get out of the building. Asaj guy may have heard something, he’s moving your way.”

When I saw Rick at the north exit, I switched the camera views back. Kenny’s car door opened. A crutch flailed around clumsily, but I couldn’t see Kenny. Apparently, he hadn’t figured out how to get out of his sports car with the broken leg yet.

Rick raced across the parking lot, showed his badge and talked into the driver’s side of Kenny’s car. Then he grabbed the crutch from the ground, threw it into the car and slammed the door shut.

As Kenny’s car raced out of the parking lot, I breathed a sigh of relief. I scanned the monitors for Vegas Police Department cars but saw none. Hadn’t Carl or the security company called this in? I grabbed the phone to call 9-1-1 again, but froze when I saw two of the thugs come out of the front entrance.

Rick immediately raised his gun and they saw him and put their hands up. Then suddenly Rick raised his hands and dropped his weapon.

No! Three thugs had come from around the side of the building. I’d been so concerned about Kenny, I’d forgotten to keep tabs on the other men. All six of them closed in on Rick. They seemed to be shouting angrily at him. He dropped to his knees and put his hands behind his head.

One man held a gun to Rick’s head, his free hand flailing around wildly as he spoke. Were they questioning him? It didn’t matter. Any moment he’d be dead.

Panicked, I remembered something Joe had pointed out to me. The buttons on the console were labeled, so I scanned the board until I found the one that said, “Outside speaker.” I pushed it and scanned the white buttons on the far right, labeled “Announcements.”

I reached for that button and held my breath.





Chapter Seven
 

Rick

“Who sent you? Vere are you from?”

I skimmed through the options. If they were mobsters, saying I was a cop would get me killed. If I said I worked here, they’d want me to take them to the money, but I’d be taking them back inside where it would be harder for the police to get to them. And would Andrea freak out and open the safe room to try to save me? 

I didn’t want to take that chance.

I thought I heard a siren in the distance. If I could stall for a few more seconds, maybe—

One of them kicked me in the stomach and I doubled over. The intense pain echoed through my body. Bile burned at the base of my throat.

“Are you vork here?” another said. It sounded like that guy was newer to the English language than Byron and Viktar, but at the moment, all I could see was legs. “Do you,” I said, trying to stall for time. The sirens got a bit louder.

One of them said something in Russian and the same leg kicked me in the chest. I guess they told him I was correcting his grammar.

I felt the gun barrel press against my head. “Do you vork here?” another voice said.

The adrenaline had drained out of me. All I could feel was fear and anticipation of a bullet slicing through my brain, just like it had Danny’s. I had to decide. Die now or take a chance with Andrea’s life? Her angel face and sweet blue eyes flashed through my mind. I couldn’t risk her.

I swallowed hard. “I’m a co—“

“Bow down to your Mistress!” The voice was loud and clear and seemed to come from everywhere at once.

The thugs startled and looked around in confusion. I had a chance to look up at them and identify one as either Byron or Viktar. I became aware of multiple sirens blaring around us.

The crooks scattered as I grabbed the chosen one around the legs and took him down. I jumped on him before he could recover, gave him a fist to the face, then smashed his gun hand against the pavement until he released his weapon.

I could hear cops shouting all around me and knew they couldn’t tell me from a bad guy, so I stood with my hands up and kicked the crook’s gun and mine away from us.

“I’m LAPD,” I said as soon as a uniform came close. “This guy shot my partner. There’s an unarmed female civilian inside.”

I guess I sounded like a cop because the uniform relaxed and let me show him ID.

“Don’t hurt him! He’s a cop! He’s a cop!”

I turned and saw my sweatpants in a blur, high-tailing it toward us.  Andrea threw her arms around me. “I’m sorry!” she said. “I’m so sorry! I was watching you and Kenny. I forgot to keep an eye on the other guys!”

I didn’t know how to tell her that feeling her bodacious tits pressed against my chest was apology enough for me—probably for any guy. 

“You did great, Andy. You saved your brother and that announcement was just in the nick of time.” As she held me tightly, I looked around and counted six guys in handcuffs. “And we got the bad guys.”

A whimper vibrated through her and she started to shake. I pulled her face back so I could look into her eyes. Tears ran down her cheeks. “Everything’s okay,” I said.

She buried her face in my chest again, still shaking. I leaned down as close to her ear as I could. “You know? You’re the smartest stripper I’ve ever kidnapped.” She shook harder and I realized she was laughing.

She leaned back and gazed up at me. Even wearing my sweats, she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

“Do you know that I was every bit as scared for you as I was for Kenny?” she asked. “What do think that means?”

I remembered the moment I’d made the decision to let them shoot me rather than risk her life any further. “I know exactly what it means,” I said.

A suit approached us. “I’m Detective Vionetti,” he said. “Could you two explain what happened here?”
 

*****
 

Andrea

Rick had talked the cops into letting us give our formal statements in the morning, but meanwhile, we’d had a practice run with Kenny. Joe had shown up for work to find cops everywhere—his worst nightmare—and the club was closed down for the night.

Joe kept throwing me grateful glances, since I’d left out the part about him turning me into the Asaj Mistress. Rick and I also left out the whole kidnapping story and Joe didn’t ask any questions. We simply told Kenny that Rick had come looking for Anastasya, who was the girlfriend of one of the men who shot Rick’s partner, and the mobsters showed up to rob the place.

I’d had one more shock in the parking lot after the cops came, when they opened a trunk to find Anastasya Petrova—alive and majorly pissed off. It seems that when she’d refused to help her ex-boyfriend and his brother, they’d held her against her will, taken her cash card and insisted she tell them where they could find more money. She knew there was a safe with money in it at the club. They threw her in the trunk to bring her along in case she was lying.

Once we’d finished recapping the events and commenting how we were all lucky to be alive, exhaustion set in. Kenny was the first to throw in the towel because he was on crutches and it was his first day out of the hospital.

“I need to get some sleep. Do you want to come home with me, Andy?” he asked.

I’d been hoping Rick and I could get some alone time together. “No, I’ll be fine,” I said.

“But after what’s happened, I don’t want you to be alone.”

“She won’t. I’ll stay here with her,” Rick said.

“Yeah.” I must have been smiling from ear to ear. “What he said.”

Kenny eyed Rick suspiciously. Maybe we were giving away the fact that we knew each other a little better than we claimed. “I don’t know, Andy, I—“

“He saved your life, Kenny.”

“So I have to give him my sister?”

I laughed. “No, I’m giving him your sister,” I replied.

Joe’s eyebrows went up. Kenny waved his hands around in surrender. “Okay, I don’t want to know and I’m too tired to argue. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“I’ll help you get to your car,” Joe said. “Good night, Andrea.” His eyes shifted from Rick to me to Rick again. “And goodnight, Detective. Thanks for saving my boy here.” He opened the door for Kenny and helped him hobble from the room.

“Yeah,” I said, turning to Rick. “Thanks for saving my brother. He’s kind of a goof sometimes, but—”

“He’s your brother.”

“My twin, in fact.”

“You two are twins?” Rick wore the same surprised expression everyone got when they found out Kenny and I were twins. We didn’t look shockingly different, so I always assumed it was the personalities.

“Yeah, but don’t be getting any ideas,” I said. “I know you men and your twin fantasies.”

Rick laughed and pulled me against him.

His cell phone rang. He looked at the caller I.D., released me and answered quickly. 

I went into the closet in the safe room to see if there was anything I could put on that would make me look any better than Rick’s clothes did. There wasn’t. I really needed to do some shopping.

“Andy!” Rick said.

I stepped out to the office and his face held a brightness I hadn’t seen on him before.

“Danny woke up! My partner—”

“Really?”

“This morning. And he’s already made progress. He recognizes his wife and he’s talking.” Rick looked down at his phone as if he was making sure he hadn’t imagined the call. “I thought he was gone.”

“I’m so glad he’s—”

Rick pulled me to him. He squeezed me tightly and held me like that for a good, long while. 

“Have you got a shower?” he finally asked.

“I’ve got everything,” I said. I led him by the hand into my safe room. I pushed the button and the door closed.

Rick invited me to shower with him, then insisted I act out the same shower scene I’d teased him with back at the apartment.

Afterward, I stretched out on the bed naked while he shaved with one of my brand new razors. He stepped into the bedroom, drying his face with a towel. Another was wrapped around his waist.

His eyes skimmed my body. “You’re right,” he said. “This place has everything a man could want.”

“Oh, if you’re hungry, there’s some food in the fridge and a microwave right over there.”

“You know, I can be kind of a picky eater, but I like to try everything once.” He had a sly smile on his face as he approached the bed. “And it just occurred to me, I’ve never tasted accountant.”

What I intended as a chuckle, came out as a giggle.

“Well, now you’re just irresistible.” He crawled up from the foot of the bed, pushing my legs apart as he did.

“You’re not going to torture me and leave me hanging again, are you?”

He slid his palms under my ass and squeezed, causing me an involuntary pelvic thrust. He took advantage of my position, holding me high as his mouth closed in over my pussy.

“Ohhhh!” I moaned when he made contact. He pushed his tongue in and wiggled it around on my clit. It tickled and sent pleasure waves through me at the same time.  I giggled again. “More.”

“Did I ever tell you I love the sound of your voice?” he asked.

My heart squeezed. I usually got “tit” comments or nothing at all. “Well, keep doing what you’re doing and you’ll hear a lot more of it.”

He swirled his tongue inside my pussy lips until I was about to explode, then stopped. 

“Please,” I said. “Don’t stop.”

He plunged his tongue inside me several times in a fucking motion. I sucked in three staccato breaths and couldn’t let them out until he ran his tongue up my clit and I sighed in relief. His lips locked on and he sucked gently. A little harder and I would come.

He stopped. “Andy?” he said. It was nice how that nickname already sounded normal coming from his mouth, but damn it, he was driving me crazy.

“What?” I exclaimed.

“I’ll let you come if you tell me something.”

I lifted my head and gave him a dirty look, then dropped onto the pillow. “You evil fucking bastard from hell!”

He burst out laughing. “I can’t believe those words came out of that angel face.”

“What now?” I asked with exasperation.

“Promise me you’ll come with me this weekend to L.A. Your brother owns this place. I’m sure you can get a long weekend. Maybe a week.”

“I just started the job.”

“But you saved his life. Surely, he’ll be grateful.” He dipped his tongue between my pussy lips, barely skimming my clit.

“Yes, yes. I’ll come with you to L.A.!” I practically yelled.

“That’s all I wanted to hear.” He latched onto my clit and sucked as he slipped a finger inside me, hitting exactly the right spot.

I was slammed by a double whammy orgasm that came from my clit and pussy at the same time. Wave after wave of liquid electricity pulsed through my body.

“Oh God, Rick,” was the last intelligible thing that came out of my mouth.

When the jolts stopped and I finally took a deep breath, Rick moved up, pressing his chest against mine. Holding a little of his weight on his elbows, he pulled a stray strand of hair from my face and smoothed it back with a gentle caress.

“You have the sweetest face I’ve ever seen,” he said. “Has anyone ever told you that?”

“No, I’ve mostly gotten  boob comments.”

“They are hard to ignore,” he said as he maneuvered his cock to the entrance of my pussy. “But I’ve seen it all and there’s really not a bad spot on you.” 

As he entered me, tears sprung into the corners of my eyes. I felt truly beautiful for the first time in my life, and I wasn’t hiding myself or parading around in the Mistress’s clothes. I was just me, Andrea Pearson. I was beautiful and I was with the man of my dreams.

As he stretched and filled me, I smoothed my hands over him from his hair down to his gorgeous tight ass, glad the handcuffs were gone this time—although I thought we might want to play a little more cop and stripper sometime in the future.

He groaned and his thrusts quickened. My eyes were closed from the ecstasy of having him all over me, inside me.

“Mistress?” Rick murmured. 

My eyes flew open. “Hmmm?”

“I’d kidnap you all over again.”

“You can kidnap me anytime,” I said, as I met him thrust for thrust. His fingers intertwined with mine as he kissed me for a long time.

Then, suddenly his movements got more intense. His fingers squeezed into mine as his cock slammed into me harder and faster. My mind went fuzzy, my body nearly exploding from the heat.

Rick stiffened and groaned out part of my name. He took in a shaky breath, then shuddered over me. 

And, I couldn’t help but go with him…wherever he took me.
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