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Excerpt:

Any minute now…

Callie arched her back and dropped her head back, letting her auburn curls brush her bare back.  Her tiny, bejeweled excuse for underwear tinkled as she twisted her hips, shimmied her breasts and generally gave the assembled watchers a hell of a show.  The pounding, thumping music thrummed through her, heating her blood, pumping rhythmically through her veins.

She wore silk, the diaphanous fabric clinging to her oiled skin and revealing more than it concealed.  The tiny pair of panties and matching bra, both consisting of a little bit of chain and a few jingling coins, hardly concealed her modesty.

But since Callie didn’t consider she had much modesty in the first place, she didn’t reckon much would be needed to conceal it.

“You.  With the red hair.  I want a private dance.”

Yes.  The man who’d spoken wore expensive clothes and had a discreet datapad strapped to his wrist.  He was Imperial, from his neat goatee beard to his impeccably fashioned boots.  Callie knew the type.  He probably imagined he blended in perfectly with every other man in the dark, steamy, scented room, but to her, he absolutely screamed Empire.

She shimmied her hips and danced over to him, letting a sensual smile curve her painted lips.  For a second, she gave herself over to the music, the heat and the thrum and the pounding beat.  The air swam with spices and the scent of sex.

Her hands brushed the bare sides of her breasts and she shivered.

The lights flickered.

Callie forced herself to concentrate.  The trick was to look as if she was about to orgasm just from his presence—but keep herself as unaroused as possible.

When she reached him, she undulated to her knees and bowed, letting her hair fall forward over her face, then lifting her head and pouting in the general direction of his crotch.  Since he sat with his knees wide apart, this wasn’t difficult.

“My lord,” she purred.

“Your name?”

“Boudicca,” she said, allowing her lips to shape the word decadently.  She arched her back again, thrusting out her breasts and baring her throat.  “How…private…would you like this dance, my lord?”

He shifted in his seat, but not before she’d seen the stirring at his crotch.

“Right here,” he said, and she resisted the urge to frown.

“Are you sure, my lord?  We have private rooms.  I could dance,” she let her voice caress the word, “just for you.”

He cleared his throat, the thought clearly tempting.  But he said, “No.  Just here.”

She smiled.  Some men liked to watch, and some liked to be watched.

“Very well,” she purred, and rose elegantly to her feet.  Motioning to one of the pipers to play for her, she began to dance, a steamy, sensual dance that was as close to sex as she could manage by herself and with her clothes on.  She’d taken pains to learn it, to perfect every intricate step, to imbue every motion with sensuality.  Each slow slide of her arm from its loose sleeve of transparent silk, each twist of her thigh that partially bared it, each undulation of her hips, was designed to simulate sex.  To make a man’s pulse race, to make his temperature rise, to make his cock swell.

And the Imperial in front of her was, after all, just a man.
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