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With my beer in my hand, I wove through the
men on the dance floor, looking for a jock to score. This bar
wasn’t the greatest — the pounding music was some overplayed club
hit that I didn’t even know the name of, there were far too many
old trolls here, and the décor was so 1980s — but being so close to
the college, it had all the hottest young men packed into one tiny
room.

At twenty-one, five-ten, and one-forty, I fit
in perfectly — and I’d found over the four months I’d been coming
here that I had what it took to bag the beefiest jocks and the
skinniest twinks. I never left here without at least one guy to
keep me company. Sometimes I took them home for a hot fuck, other
times I just sucked them off in the back alley, or some guys just
wanted a little mutual tug at the urinals. I was game for it all,
as long as the guy was young, hung, and full of come.

There — I sighted my prey. A cluster of five
jocks, all of whom looked like they were on the football team,
danced in a tight circle. All except for one. One jock stood
several steps back from the group, grooving to the beat just like
the rest of them, but far enough away from his buddies that he was
easy prey for a guy like me.

I started dancing seductively, hoping to
catch his eye. He looked at me and I winked at him — and he smiled.
Fuck, yeah. I was gonna score.

I felt someone brush up against me and I
turned to see the fucker who was messing with my game. An older
douchebag, like fifty or something, with a grey beard, looked at me
with lust in his eye. He bobbed his head to the beat like he was
dancing or some shit like that.

“Hey. I’m Brent,” he said,
like I cared.

“Not interested,” I said,
and turned my attention back to the jock. I saw him glance away
with a smirk on his face — he must’ve seen this troll hit on me and
thought I liked it or something. I ain’t no daddy chaser, but I had
to prove it to the jock.
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