





Club Noir's owner is powerful and fierce—a gold star mafia goddess. Selma
calls the girls her precious property, and has her sights set on Cherie:

The bodyguard, Butch, agrees that Cherie is “A nice piece of sass.”

But love has arisen, unbidden, behind the scenes—igniting passion and
sparking jealousy.




Then late one night, thinking she’s alone, Cherie bares her heart in song:

:baarut Loy, what .ﬂ want you to s

./4 My woua be too Jlty to say.
a['ucéy _ﬂ;n not a M then,

(Cmu .ﬂ want you to take me,

then take me away.

When Cherie awakens from her lovestruck reverie, she finds the married
janitor, panting along in harmony.

The star attempts to flee the scene, only to discover another watcher in
the wings. Selma’s rage is overpowering:
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j// Aaw you yat, Céaria... or lérow
you to the strects!
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Tensions rise high as a black garter on a creamy thigh until Cherie reaches
her limit. It's time to reveal her secret:
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In a place far, far away, we find our heroine; happy,
well, successful... and living like a queen.

Wt the towns most fabulus dancer, the

city; snazziest dresser, Burlesque gazaura
|

4Iu'ning star... the gorgeous, glm'oud m;'mt.
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