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Part 1:

​ Bump
and Grind


 


LIAM

 


We’re the go-go boys of Club 21. We
dance, we fuel fantasies, and we give ourselves to the beat. We
bump, we grind, and before each shift we have a jerk off
competition; the order in which we come determines who gets the
most desirable dance platform.

Normally, I shoot first, earning me
the prime spot by the DJ. Ken usually comes shortly after me; he
claims I get him excited. Lance, our new guy, he’s always last and
ends up with the crappy spot by the pool tables.

Today, I decided to try
something different — a strategy, if you will — to teach Lance an
important lesson about being a go-go boy. I yanked down the front
of my shorts and let my cock hang out, then grabbed it in my fist,
stroking up and down the shaft. In front of me, Liam and Ken stood
with their shorts tucked under their balls as they pumped with
vigor.

I held back, loosening my grip just a
bit, but still keeping it tight enough to stay hard and throbbing.
I grunted and faked an impending climax, hoping it would give the
other guys incentive to rush to completion.

The faking worked. Ken groaned and
numerous rockets of hot, white cum launched from his cock. His load
splattered on the tiled floor, like some abstract painter’s
creation, a wad of it dropping on my toes.

“Sorry, Liam,” Ken said as
he came down from that high of orgasm. I doubted Ken was actually
sorry — he was definitely the bad boy of our trio. He drank,
partied, and had a high-octane sex drive.

I looked at the cum on my feet and
then winked at him. “Ken, you sick fucker. You can lick it
off.”

He stuck his tongue out at me, then
crossed his arms and watched Lance and I battle to the finish. I
kept stroking, making my effort look convincing. Lance fixed me
with his usual cocky stare. Lust glazed his eyes too, no doubt
fuelled by the actions of his fist.

“Uhhh...” Lance groaned as his cock
fired off a dozen good bullets of cum, showering across the
diamond-tile floor. Fuck, he could shoot a mean
load.

Lance had joined us three
weeks ago and I didn’t know too much about him. He was a quiet
jock, a much better fit than Aaron, the airhead twink who he’d
replaced. Having a jock in our small group was good for bringing in
more customers. Ken and I were well-toned and we all had boyish
charm — it was part of the job, after all — but Lance’s body was
hard and toned, and packed with an impressive array of muscle. And
boy, could he dance.

I didn’t realize I’d stopped stroking
until Ken said, “You planning on coming?”

I shrugged, letting go of
my cock. “I don’t think it’s happening tonight ... probably
shouldn’t have tugged it this afternoon.”

Ken snorted. “Whatever.” He swiped a
bead of cum from his dick and licked it off, then tugged up his
shorts and headed to the staff bathroom to grab paper
towels.

Lance and I pulled up our shorts too.
I smiled at him, trying to give my best look of sheepish
defeat.

“That was on purpose,
wasn’t it?” He asked.

I leaned in close to him. “Yeah. Now,
why do you think I did it?”

“Hmm ... are you trying to
teach me another one of your go-go boy secrets?”

I grabbed my thick bulge and gave it a
shake for him. “See this?”

Lance looked down at my basket and bit
his lip, then reached in his shorts and adjusted himself. “Mmm. I
get it. Don’t come so you’ve got a bigger bulge.”

“The bigger the bulge, the
bigger the tips, no matter where you dance. I’ll prove it to you. I
plan to make a killing tonight. Tomorrow, you can try and do the
same. I bet you’ll make more than your usual thirty-seven
bucks.”

Ken came back with the paper towels
and started wiping up the cum. He paused and looked up at us. I
think he knew we had cut off a conversation upon his return.
“Boys?”

I looked at Lance — he
would keep a straight face if I lied. “We’re talking about bulges,”
I said.

A wicked grin crossed Ken’s lips as he
wiped more cum up from the floor, then from my foot. “Bulges are
one of my favorite things to talk about.” He tossed the paper
towels in the wastebasket. “Are we talking about a particular
bulge?”

Lance looked as if he’d been caught
red-handed with porn. “Liam’s.”

“Oh ... in that case,
that’s definitely a bulge I like.” Ken grabbed the front of my
tight shorts, groping my cock and balls.

I swatted his hand away. “No touching
unless you’re tipping. You know the rules.”

Ken laughed and swiftly turned around.
He slapped my ass as he passed me. “I like your butt better than
your bulge, anyway.”

I playfully flipped the bird at Ken’s
retreating back as he walked out the door. When I looked back at
Lance, I caught him staring as well. “You too, Lance. Eyes up here.
Unless you’re tipping.” I flashed him my best devilish
grin.

Lance blushed, his cheeks darkening
more. “Sorry, Liam.”

I shook my head
slightly. For a jock, Lance was one of the most polite guys I’d
ever met. He was damn fine and had what it took to own the dance
floor. In fact, the first time I’d seen him he’d been a customer,
grooving to the beat, about a month ago. The go-go platforms were a
different thing altogether, though. He always seemed slightly out
of place up there — yeah, he had the looks and the sexy moves when
the music was pumping, but I always felt he was lacking the ...
well ... sluttiness that makes a true go-go boy.

“Showtime, boys!” Ken
shouted as he leaned back in the doorway.

I adjusted my bulge again —
my cock was still stiff, tenting my shorts. Lance looked perfect,
as he always did, with his bulging muscles under his smooth skin,
and the tan that gave him a healthy glow, but still, he fretted
over his hair. And Ken looked sizzling as he turned around and
sauntered down the hall in front of us, his tight spandex-clad ass
swinging from side to side. It was his trademark seductive walk —
it got all the guys wild and riled up before he even made it to his
platform.

The DJ announced our entry and the
room filled with cheers and whistles. We strutted our fine
physiques through the crowd. Ken launched over the rails of the
highest-profile platform right in front of the DJ, between the two
speakers. Instantly, guys swarmed close, reaching out to touch him
and shove singles down his shorts.

Lance and I pushed our way
through the crowd toward the back of the dance floor, the sea of
people parting for us like water for Moses. Even with a clear path,
my ass and bulge got groped more than once. Lance and I split — he
went toward the platform by the bar, and I went to the shitty one
by the pool tables. I slipped through the bars and assessed the
crowd from my perch. Gorgeous men leered at me — or the part of me
that mattered. There were lots of them, more than usual.

The DJ turned up the
dial, lacing in his usual magic. I started moving, a little, but I
made sure I met Lance’s eyes once before I really got into it.
Putting my hands around my glossy spandex bulge, I nodded at
him. Watch and learn, I would have told him, if he could have heard
me.

The music thumped, unleashing an
irresistible beat. It was time. I closed my eyes, threw my hands
up, let the rhythm take over.

When I danced, I got deep into the
beat, the pulse of the bass, the drone of synthesizers. Our DJ knew
how to channel the kind of vibes that made me move my body in ways
that drove men wild. I shook my hips, arched my back, stuck my ass
out, and let my round cheeks wiggle. My cock stayed thick, and I
made no point of leaving it out of the action. I leaned back a lot,
thrust my pelvis up, trailed my fingers over my crotch each time
I’d hold a to-be tipper’s gaze for more than a heartbeat. Sweat
soon poured down me as I ran my hands up and down my body, rubbing
my nipples and thumbing my cock.

It worked. The area by the
pool table was crowded. Lance was looking at me with envy, and Ken
could have shot fire with his glare. Money made its way into my
shorts, then into the safe box on my platform. So much money, I
lost count at seventy dollars. There were some women — fag hags, no
doubt — but mostly my devotees were sexy men and wannabes. They
swarmed me, eager to touch, and I let them so long as I saw bills
in their hands.

Some time went by. At
one point, when the DJ was playing Get
Your Junk Up — the one that got the crowd
chanting — a nerdy sort of guy pushed his way through the men. He
was skinny and had glasses that were a bit steamed up. He wasn’t my
type, but I could tell by the look in his eyes that I was his. I
put my hands on the railing surrounding my circular podium and bent
over, dancing seductively, just for him. He blushed, but came
closer.

About a foot away he slowed to a stop
to watch me, his eyes wide, a shy smile forming on his lips. I
squatted down with my legs open and ran my sweaty hands from my
nipples to my inner thighs, pausing near my cock.

The poor boy was stunned. I
blew him a kiss and that seemed to jolt him back to life. He
reached into his pocket and pulled out a bill — it looked like a
five in the low light. He held it out for me, as if waiting for me
to take it.

“You’re hot,” he mouthed —
barely audible above the thumping bass.

I winked, bit my lower lip, and pushed
my hips and bulge forward until my meat was inches from his face.
His eyes widened with yearning behind those fogged spectacles and
his mouth dropped open, as if to let me in. He still held the five
in front of him. Seriously, this had to be his first time in a gay
club; I almost chuckled. This one was wasn’t really my type, but he
sure was cute.

I brought my pelvis closer still, my
cock barely an inch from his lips. “Tuck it in here,
baby.”

Achingly slow, he moved his hand
closer to my crotch. He seemed stunned that he could touch me.
Carefully, he nudged the edge of the bill into the front of my
shorts. Before he could pull his hand away, I gently wrapped his
fingers in mine.

“Push it in deep.” I guided
his hand down the front of my shorts, brushing his slender fingers
against the side of my sweaty cock. I let them linger briefly
before rising to my feet and resuming my dance.

He walked away, backward,
watching me, eventually swallowed by the crowd. Discretely, I
slipped the five out of my shorts and shoved it through the hole on
the floor, into the safe box. That box below my feet was going to
be full tonight — just like it always was. Later, I’d be sure to
count it all in front of Lance and Ken, to prove once and for all
that it wasn’t the spot that determined the tips.

I closed my eyes and gave
myself to the music again. I raised my arms above my head and swung
my ass from side to side, my bulge still protruding. I kept watch
for the next tipper in the crowd. As the night went on, several
more guys, less timid than the nerd, came up and gave me small
bills, copping feels with each donation. I gave a little more to
the bigger tippers — anyone with a twenty or more got to feel me up
while I danced for them; the bigger the tipper, the more they got,
since it meant there might be more to come.

It was nearly break time
when I noticed a small crowd of men around the pool tables, one of
them definitely eyeing me up. I turned around on the platform,
swaying with the music, hoping to entice them to tip — and just
about stopped in my tracks when I made eye contact with one of
them. The hottest, most macho hunk I’d ever seen in this club was
staring me down. Now this was a guy I’d dance for, tip or no
tip.

He was two tables away,
playing pool with three of his buddies — they kept playing on while
he just rested a hip against an empty table, his arms crossed over
his chest as he watched me with a smile on his face. God, he was so
fucking hot.

The music pulsed with a new wave. I
got into the rhythm, doing my finest moves, every one I could think
of. I squatted down low and ground my ass against the platform,
working my way up, embedding my crack in one of the
bars.

I sensed a smoldering heat in his gaze
as he watched my ass. His eyes were locked there, following my
every movement.

Time slowed down, the beat
reverberated, and this hunk and I were the only two things that
existed in the room. All my go-go boy training went out the window
as I tried to seduce this older man. I wanted him, more than anyone
I’d ever wanted before.

But then one of his buddies nudged him
to take his turn. Still, his eyes were on me. As he lined up his
shot, I knew he had me in the corner of his eye, so I got a little
more direct and pushed down the top of my shorts, showing him a few
inches of my crack.

The ball skipped, rebounded
off another, and went straight to the sewer. His buddies laughed at
him and slapped him on the back — they were looking at me too, no
doubt because they saw where his eyes had been. One leaned in to
tell him something, then they all laughed harder.

A hand groped my ass,
jerking me back to the reality of my dancing cage. I swallowed
anger at this interruption. I pushed my ass into the mysterious
hand and looked behind me to find a bear of a man — in every sense
of the word. He was hairy, tall, and very large. He gave my ass
cheek a hard squeeze, like he was playing with a dog’s toy. I bit
back my frustrated growl. If only that hunk from the pool table was
the one with his hand on my ass.

I looked at the bear,
putting on a pretend smile. “You like?” I couldn’t muster the
enthusiasm for a sultry voice — I wanted this over with. I glanced
back at the hunk, hoping he wasn’t thinking this bear was my
type.

The bear even growled
like one, his low baritone breaking through the pounding beat that
filled the club. “What I’d like
is to take you home, boy.”

I glanced once more at the pool table
hunk, then back at the bear. “Mmm,” I faked.

A big, hairy hand showed me a twenty.
I focused on the bill as both the bear’s hands roamed over my body.
His fingers glided through the sweat running down my lower back,
and he brought those fingers to his face, licking off the salty
dew. Then his hand with the twenty slid up the back of my shorts,
leaving the bill flat against my cheek. He took a swig of his
drink, then ambled back through the crowd.

I quickly tucked the bill
into the money slot and spun around to face the stud at the pool
tables. Thankfully, he was still watching — still smiling at me, as
though he’d been chuckling to himself. I thanked God or whoever
lived upstairs that he hadn’t lost interest.

He continued to
ignore the game he was playing with his friends and instead focused
on me. Beside him, one of his buddies let out a whoop as he sunk the eight ball. My
hunk handed his cue to a buddy and came closer, leaning against an
empty table. Now I could see him better. Fuck he
was my dream-come-true —
a body to die for, smoldering good looks, and a package that was
full and round. I needed him to slip me a ten, anything to get his
hands on me.

The game was on. I knew it. My blood
was hot for this guy and I forgot all about the club and my job. I
grabbed the bar in front of me and leaned forward, swaying my hips.
I puckered my lips and blew him a kiss. His smile broadened and he
pushed himself to his feet.

I caught Rachel, my boss,
tapping her wrist from the back of the room — it was time for a
break and she was militant in making sure we took one. I ignored
her and kept dancing. Going on break could mean losing this guy and
I couldn’t take that risk. But she waved at me, catching my
attention, then tapped on her watch again. I wanted to keep
ignoring her, to keep going further with this guy, but Rachel
wasn’t going to give up.

I was seething inside, but
nodded at her anyway before slipping through the bars. I wanted to
tell the guy I’d be back in fifteen ... or maybe invite him to the
back alley for a few minutes. But as soon as I stepped through the
bars, his friends pulled him away. He followed along, laughing, and
didn’t look back at me once.

Who was I kidding? I was never
anything more than eye candy to him, and anyway, I was a go-go
dancer, being eye candy was my job. It was best that
way.

“Fuck,” I muttered as I
wove through the crowd and stalked down the long hallway to the
back room.


 


KEN

 


Break time.

The washroom door
clatters closed behind me. I admire the hot asses packed in tight
denim, lined up along the urinal wall like grocery store
merchandise. I saunter to the lone empty urinal at the end,
admiring. I’ll have a lick of that, a bite of him, and
good God, I’ll bury my
face in that one!

As tempting as each ass is, I’m not
here to rim or fuck. No time for that and no way to clean up before
going back out to dance. All I’m here to do is guzzle some fucker’s
hot, salty cum.

I swivel on a heel as I
stop at the final urinal and steal a glance at the cock beside me.
It’s thick, semi hard, and has a fat, delicious vein snaking up the
shaft. It unleashes a golden stream that splatters against
porcelain. I look up at him and take in the rest of his gorgeous
body. He’s all muscles and body hair and sweat; he is one hundred
percent man — exactly what I lust for ... except for his douchey
ball cap, but I’ll let that slide.

He notices my stare of seduction and
gives me the nod that says, “Game’s on.”

I recognize him from the dance floor.
He knows how to use his body, how to move it in all the right ways.
I’ve had my eye on him for most of the evening.

Around us, a symphony of flushes and
footsteps fill the air, but neither one of us moves until the
washroom empties out. Alone. Mmm.

Ball Cap finishes pissing,
shakes his cock until it’s dry — and hard. Wide, not too long to
take in my mouth, this is gonna be good.

I hook my shorts under my balls. My
sac sticks out and pushes my hard prick upward. Now my to-be
cum-donor’s stroking his rod, entranced as I let out a stream of
piss.

A golden arc like half a
McDonald’s “M” lingers in the air, reminding me of a particularly
exciting hookup. When I’m done pissing, I shake it too, hand hard
around my cock, enough to make it tingle. Ball Cap wants to make a
move, but he’s holding back.

“Touch it,” I command. I
back up half a step, angling my protrusion toward him.

He looks over his shoulder, checking
that we’re alone. Wide-eyed and open-mouthed, he reaches out and
grasps my cock. Poor boy is probably stunned that he gets to touch
one of the go-go boys. We’re the stuff of dreams. His hand is warm
and soft on my dick.

“You’re really great out
there,” he says, barely above a whisper. “You’re so hot when you
dance. I’ve watched you so many times.”

I reach out to tug his dick. He moans,
closes his eyes. This is his fantasy, I can tell. I bet he’s beat
of fifty times thinking of this very moment.

Leaning in close, I lick his earlobe
and whisper, “It’s your lucky day.” No more watching and
fantasizing. Time for real stuff. “I’d love to get a taste of you.
Do you think you can feed me?”

He shudders. I lick down his jaw line
and nibble at the skin on his collarbone. This boy definitely has
pleasure points; he gasps, his knees wobble.

I grab his bicep — fuck,
he’s jacked — and push him into a stall. He stumbles backward,
crashing through the stall door, wood rattling and echoing. He
falls ass-first on the toilet and I fall to my knees in front of
him, slamming the door shut behind us.

The moment I set my lips on his cock
head and slide it into my mouth, Ball Cap groans now like the
animal that he is. I use a hand to stroke the base as I slurp the
chubby length in like an uncooked noodle. He’s delicious. I suck in
my cheeks so that every bob of my head pulls the skin of his cock
up and down, making him harder, making him louder. He bucks his
hips, tickling my throat with his stubby cock head.

He puts his hand on my head, pushing
me down more, but I swat his hand away, gripping his thigh hard in
punishment; I don’t let no fucker tell me how it’s done.

I just want his cum, and I’m gonna get
it. I suck deeper, harder, fiercer, swallowing, suctioning like an
Electrolux. His head’s wedged now in the back of my throat and I’m
kissing his bushy pubes.

Time to finish him off. I bob
lightning-quick and he loses his shit. Moaning, panting, grating,
wailing like a fucking seventies porn star. It’s like I’m torturing
him or something.

I have three options — tell
him to shut the fuck up, gag him somehow, or just get him off
faster. The third option is my favorite; it’s something I’m
particularly good at. I press my lips together tighter and bob
faster, pulling everything out of my cocksucking bag of tricks. I
massage his nuts, squeezing and tugging them.

“Oh,
fuck, yeah. Keep doing that. Fuck! Fuuck! Fuuuck!!” So he
does know how to talk
when the pants come off. But he follows it up with more of that
stupid moaning of his. I give his balls a sharp tug — the littlest
passive aggressive part of me wishing I was wrenching them off, and
if there was some way I could talk with my mouth full, I would have
told him, “Come on buddy, feed me your seed and shut the fuck
up.”

He’s close. From years of sucking
hundreds of cocks, I know when a guy is about to shoot. Fuck, this
is the hottest part, wailing banshee recipient or not. I put my
free hand on my cock and start to beat it.

Beneath my grip, his balls rise and
hug closer to his body. I clamp my lips harder, creating a
cum-tight seal. Ball Cap shouts like this is the Inquisition, then
a salty geyser blasts against the back of my throat.

Mmm. Cum. Fuck yeah, I swallow him,
filling my stomach with his juice.

The flood, the taste, the
knowledge — it pushes me over the edge for the third time today. I
beat my meat harder. I grunt around a mouthful of cock and my sac
empties in thick shots that spatter Ball Cap’s shoes.

“You’re good,” he says,
after I’ve sucked him dry and let his stub flop against his thigh.
“I’m glad I ran into you.”

I chuckle and stand up. His eyes
follow my crotch until it hangs limp and spent in front of his
face. Before he gets any ideas, I pull my shorts up.

He stands, bringing his face close to
mine, like he’s gonna fucking kiss me or something. “Do you want to
grab a drink sometime? Maybe after your shift? We could go to my
place—”

“It’s just a blow job,
buddy, it ain’t a date.”

I open the stall door and push him
out. These boys are all the same, thinking us go-go dancers are
looking for dates. We live for the heat of the moment, nothing
more. I grab some toilet paper, wipe my lips, then clean the mess
on the floor.

Back to work.


 


LANCE

 


Liam and I sat on rickety
plastic chairs amongst shelves of holiday decorations and boxes of
booze. I studied the labeled, organized décor that Rachel kept
stored for every holiday possible. She really had a lot of spirit,
something I found odd for the owner of a bar that employed go-go
boy dancers. I looked at anything — anything but Liam.

Damn, he’s cute. My
eyes were drawn, as ever and always, to his crotch. I wanted to
unwrap it like a candy and suck on it. I wanted to fondle it and
stroke it. I wanted ... fuck, I wanted Liam, nothing more, nothing
less.

“Do you like it?” Liam
asked. He idly clicked on a gay chat app on his phone while we sat
mere inches from each other.

I tore my eyes from his crotch and
blushed and stammered. “Uh, what?”

He smiled and looked up at me. “The
job. You do like the job, right?” He’d been bragging about his
tips, telling me all about how to be a pro go-go boy, but I’d
nearly forgotten the conversation the moment my eyes glazed over
and I started thinking about what I wished I could do to
him.

I chuckled and tried to force my blush
away. “Oh, it’s okay. I like the club.”

“I sense a ‘but’
coming....” Liam got up, stashed his phone back in his locker, and
sat down across from me again. I tried — and failed — to fight the
swelling in my cock as those beautiful eyes looked at me and only
me.

“But ... I have to say I’m
having trouble with being a sex object. It’s not just about making
tips.”

He laughed. “That’s basically the
whole job description. You should’ve known that when you
applied.”

“I, uh,
actually didn’t apply for this job. A friend submitted my pics and
resume. She told me about it a day before Rachel called me for an
interview. At that point, I figured I’d just go with it and see
what happens.” I left out the part about how that friend did it all
behind my back after I had spent half the week going on about how moonstruck I was
over the cute go-go dancer — it was so surreal to think I’d gone
from distant longing for Liam to sitting right next to
him.

Liam crossed his legs underneath him,
pushing his bulge up in my direction. “So that’s all you’re doing?
Seeing what happens?”

“Yeah. Go with the flow,
that kind of stuff.”

Liam winked at me. “That’s what you
need to do. It will get easy soon.”

The conversation kind of died off
there and I was desperate for it to continue. I wanted to keep him
talking, to keep learning more about him.

“Uh ... so what do you do?
Do you go to school? Have another job?” It was a lame question. I
really wanted to ask him if he was seeing anybody, but I couldn’t
get the words out of my mouth.

“I work — I’m not smart
enough for school.”

“Aw, that’s not
true.”

He stuck his tongue out at
me. “I work in a bookstore full time — mostly stocking shelves and
running the till.”

“That’s cool ... that’s
cool....” I searched for something else to ask him, but thankfully
he saved me from asking him more stupid questions.

“No, it’s not cool. It’s
lame. But what about you? What do you do?”

I smiled at him. “I just finished my
chemistry degree, so I’m looking for a ‘real job’, but until that
comes around, I’m working here and refereeing kids’ soccer
games.”

“Aw, that’s so
sweet!”

My smile widened — I
couldn’t help it. “Thanks. I really love that job. I hope to
continue with it even after I find that elusive ‘real
job’.”

“Real jobs are
overrated.”

I tried to figure out what
he meant by that, but decided not to pursue it. I really didn’t
want to get caught up in talk about our day jobs. We’d been alone
like this a few times already — sitting so close, the perfect
opportunity to ask him — and I always chickened. Fuck, this
couldn’t go on any longer. I took a deep breath and blurted out the
question I wanted to ask before I could talk myself out of it
again.

“Is there someone special
in your life, Liam?” Cold sweat prickled the back of my neck. I
desperately wanted an answer, but was also terrified it would be
one I didn’t like.

“No,
there isn’t. I haven’t had someone special since I was sixteen. He broke
my heart, so I told myself I won’t get into a relationship unless I
know I really like the guy. I don’t want to risk going through that
again.” He avoided eye contact.

While I was glad to hear he wasn’t
dating anyone, I knew I’d have to work a little harder and get a
little closer before asking him out. I pushed that challenge aside
and clung to the hope that he could one day deem me worthy of
giving his heart to. Fuck, I sounded like an obsessed stalker. Liam
was so damn cute, though. I just couldn’t get over him.

I should have asked a follow-up
question or something, but my tongue was tied up. I knew I’d trip
over it if I tried to come up with something else to say; that one
question had taken so much work.

Liam finally looked at me
and I could see he was still hurting over that breakup five years
ago. That guy must have been really special to him — the bastard
didn’t know what he had. “What about you?” Liam said, breaking the
silence and removing the onus from me to come up with something to
say. “You got a boyfriend?”

I shook my head. With the stress of
finding a question now gone, my tongue loosened up a bit. “No, me
neither. I was seeing a guy back when I was at university, but it
ended pretty badly. He was semi-closeted when we were going out,
but I found out that back home in Indiana, he was ‘straight’ and
had a girlfriend. When he finished his degree, he went back to
her.”

“Wow, what a
douchebag.”

We lapsed into uncomfortable silence
again. I bit my lip and ran through the same thing that had been
going through my head since the day I met Liam. How could I ask the
guy out for coffee? He hadn’t shown interest in anything other than
us being casual work friends, and now knowing his past hurts with
relationships, did I even have a chance? Was he even ready to give
love another try?

He looked up at me through his long
eyelashes and my heart fluttered.

I decided to finally just plunge in.
Nothing ventured, nothing gained, right? If he seemed put off, I
could just play it off as a friend outing.

I opened my mouth to finally utter the
words I’d been dying to say for what felt like forever.
“Liam?”

“Yeah?”

“I, uh...”

We were interrupted by the door
opening. Rachel rushed in. She was a lovely woman, really, but her
timing sucked.

“Liam, you’ve got a
customer!” Rachel cheered as she came up to us. That was her way of
saying that someone bought a private dance. I’d not yet been
“purchased”, and the other guys said it only happened about once a
month. I still wasn’t sure how I felt about the whole thing — on
the surface, it seemed almost like prostitution, even if it was
just a dance and no touching was allowed.

Liam’s eyes lit up and a smile curved
the corner of his mouth. “I bet it’s that guy.”

“What guy?” I
asked.

“There was a smoking hot
guy by the pool tables — typical tall, dark, and handsome, but all
that magnified by a hundred. Short-cropped hair, blue V-neck,
delicious chest hair poking out...”

I felt a twinge in my heart. I knew
this was all business, but it still hurt to see him so worked up
over the guy.

“That sounds like him,”
Rachel said. “His name’s Ryan.”

“Mmm ... a name as hot as
his body.”

Rachel chuckled. “When you’re done
your break, he’s waiting in the Executive Room.” She turned to
go.

“Wait,” Liam said. “Just
him?”

“Yeah,” she said over her
shoulder, but she continued toward the door. “Seems he doesn’t want
to share you.”

After the door closed and I was alone
with Liam again, I decided to just put all this Ryan stuff aside
and try asking Liam out to coffee again.

“Shit, the guy must be
loaded.”

I frowned. Liam was still obsessing
over this creepy guy. “What do you mean?”

“A private dance is, what,
five hundred or something like that? It’s usually a small group
that gets together and pays for the private rooms — but this guy
can just drop five hundred on a Saturday night on a whim?
Shit.”

Really, I couldn’t blame Liam for
getting a little excited. We weren’t a strip club, which meant
getting hired for a private dance meant a huge bonus for the dancer
and usually loads of tips. But there was more to this than Liam’s
excitement for cash. I noticed the way his crotch bulged; he was
absolutely rock hard for this Ryan person.

As I watched him get up and go to the
bathroom mirror to primp and preen, I couldn’t help but wonder if
the problem was me, not Liam. If I were a true go-go boy, shouldn’t
I be as excited as Liam?

Ken finally came in — who
knows where he had been all this time. “Ready for more dancing,
boys?”

I liked Ken, he was fun ...
but he had a bad boy edge to him. I always wondered if that was his
attitude or if go-go dancing made him that way.

Liam came out of the bathroom and put
his hands on his hips. “How do I look?” Liam’s excitement was
obvious.

“Depends on what’s up,” Ken
said.

“I’ve got a private with a
super hot dude ... and I think he’s loaded.”

“Score!” Ken threw his
hands up in the air. “Strike it rich, Liam!”

I wondered if I’d ever be a
real go-go boy like Ken and Liam, or if I’d always be an outsider.
I stood up and joined the boys, trying my best to appear okay with
everything and attempting to put up the right response. “You get
him, Liam. Drive him wild.” I slapped his butt and held my hand
there for just a fraction of a second longer than I’d intended. I’d
never touched his ass before ... the firm, damp cheeks made my cock
stir a bit.

I snatched my hand back and shoved it
behind me, out of the way, worried it had been on his ass too
long.

Ken turned and led us back through the
door and onto the dance floor. I took my place on the podium by the
bar, watching Liam weave his way through the crowd, through groping
hands, on his way to Ryan. The way he interacted with the men as he
walked, it was obvious he loved the attention.


 


LIAM

 


My heart beat a pitter-patter in my
chest as I pushed through the crowd toward the Executive Room door.
The hallway on the other side of the club was mercifully free of
people, though the pounding music ricocheted against the walls.
When I reached the end, I put my hand on the doorknob, hesitating
only a moment before turning it and entering.

And there he was.
Ryan. Oh God, he was the most attractive client I’d ever had —
fuck, the most attractive man
I’d ever seen.

The Executive Room was a dimly-lit
space with a red carpet, red faux-velvet furniture, and red drapes
that hung along the walls. Music pumped through a set of speakers
mounted high on the wall, but the volume had been turned down so
that it was just a pulsing background beat. Ryan sat against the
far wall, his legs splayed out in front of him, clad with jeans so
tight they could have been painted on his legs. My gaze travelled
over the curve of his basket, along the solid frame under his
shirt, and finally arrived at his tanned, stubbly face.

“Liam,” he said.

“Ryan,” I
responded.

There was a twinkle in his eye. “You
know my name?”

“Yeah, uh, Rachel, my boss
— she told me.”

“I’ve been watching you.
All night.”

“I know.” I smiled. Now
that we were close to each other and could actually communicate, I
found it hard to keep eye contact. I blushed and glanced away.
“I’ve been watching you too.”

I realized then that I was still on
the other side of the room, still stunned at my turn of luck for
the night. I walked over to him, swishing my hips the way Ken
always did. His eyes followed the side-to-side of my pelvis as I
neared him.

“You’ve bought me for half
an hour.” I kept my voice low, sultry.

“I did.” He reached out and
grabbed my hand, pulling me so close my throbbing cock stood right
in front of his face. His eyes never left my long bulge, but his
hands roved up and down my body, feeling my pecs, ass, abs,
thighs.

“I guess we should start.
With ... with a dance.”

He looked up at me with a
hungry gleam in his eyes. “Yes ... I’d love that.” He reached over
to the table next to him and turned the built-in dial there. The
music swelled and I let it consume me like I did when I was on the
platform.

I ran my hands up my sides,
my chest, my neck, trailing fingers over my temples and into my
hair as I swung my hips to the music, gyrating to the beat. Rachel
and her damn rules recited in the back of my head — “No sexual
contact with clients.” Sure, there were little loopholes, like
clients groping me when tipping, or some “accidental” brushing
during a private dance, but that wasn’t what I had in mind. My lip
quivered as I thought about dropping to my knees, unleashing his
cock, and swallowing it whole.

I turned around, swiveling
my ass in his face, then squatted low in his lap, but this wasn’t
for the tips — it was because I just couldn’t resist touching him.
I wanted to know how long and how thick his cock was. I wanted to
feel it inside me ... and this was the closest I could get without
losing my job.

He groaned as I slid my crack over the
bulge of his erection. Fuck, he was enormous.

I couldn’t help myself ...
I did it again, grinding harder, loving the firm pressure against
my hole.

Hot hands touched my ass
and slid up my sides, my abs, my chest ... every inch of my bare
torso burned under his touch. A moan escaped before I could hold it
back.

“You’re so hot, Liam,” he
grated, low and gravelly, his voice full of lust and need. “Fuck, I
want you. I want to suck you, lick you, fuck your ass.”

Ryan tugged down the back of my shorts
and slid his fingers into my crack, searching for my hole. I
shifted, making his efforts easier; I shuddered when his fingertip
grazed the sensitive ring of skin.

I moaned again. His hands suddenly
left me, but I was only disappointed for a second. I heard the
sound of a zipper. When I turned around, I found him leaning back,
jeans and boxers inched down to mid-thigh, his cock standing proud
and erect, dark red and glistening. A lone condom waited on the
table next to him.

“We ... we can’t...”
Rachel’s damn rules. I tried to say it, but the words
died.

Ryan grabbed the waist of my shorts
and yanked them down to my knees. He imprisoned me with his muscled
arms, pulling my hips to his face. Whatever false protestations I
might have spouted, they were lost the second his hot, wet mouth
surrounded my cock, rippling along my shaft while I glided
in.

With one hand he fondled my balls and
with the other he teased my hole. With his hands and mouth, he
bombarded me with wild sensations, teasing so many pleasure points
all at once as though he knew every one of my secrets.

Slowly, I focused through the haze of
sex. I had to get my hands on his body, I had to touch him and feel
him and do to him what he did to me. I leaned over his body and
wrapped an arm around his torso, my hand finding a nipple through
his shirt. He grunted with every twist and pinch. I slid my other
hand down to his ass, loving the firm feel of his muscular
buns.

He pulled his hands and mouth off me
for a moment to spit on his fingers. I almost shouted in ecstasy
when he pushed them inside me, plunging them deep, stretching me
wide.

“Think you’re ready to ride
me?” he grated.

“Yeah,” I whispered,
staring deep into his eyes, my heart fluttering a thousand beats a
minute.

He brought his face close to mine and
put a hand on either side of my head, pulling me in for a kiss. Our
tongues twisted together. I groaned in need.

I wanted him inside
me. Fuck, I needed him inside me.

Ryan rolled the condom down his
length, the latex stretching taut over his wide cock. He spit into
his hand again and slathered up his sheathed dick.

I kicked my shorts off and straddled
Ryan, resting my knees on the couch on either side of him. Guiding
his cock with one hand and resting the other on his chest, I
pressed his length against my hole. I took a deep breath; this was
going to be the biggest cock I’d ever taken.

My ass burned as it opened and I sank
down, taking Ryan completely inside me. Oh, fuck, I’d never felt so
full, so stuffed by another man. I loved it. He was mine. His cock
was mine, held captive in my tight hole.

“Are you okay?” he asked, a
hint of amazement in his voice. He brushed some sweaty hair off my
forehead.

“Yeah — I love this.” I
kissed him. “I’ve needed this ... for so long.”

He put his hands on my chest again and
brushed his thumbs over my nipples, sending jolts through my body.
I arched back, gasping. His hands moved reverently down to my hips,
gripping me and pulling me in tighter as I rode him by swiveling my
pelvis.

Suddenly, he grabbed my
shoulders and pulled me in for another forceful kiss. The stubble
on his chin brushed against my mouth before his lips found mine.
The scratchy hairs and tight hold of his muscular arms sent a
visceral explosion of excitement through me — I felt so safe, so
comforted I could surrender completely. I ached to drive him deeper
in my ass. I wanted to be completely his. I moaned and precum
leaked from my cock, onto his shirt.

I grabbed for the hem of
his shirt, eager to touch his bare chest. I rode him, covering his
shirt with more spots of my excitement before finally unveiling
firm pecs smattered with just the right amount of hair. I arched
forward and lapped at his nipples, making them wet and hard, then
nibbling them lightly, making Ryan cry out in pleasure. With a
fist, I stroked my own cock furiously — every time I felt his hard
cock against my hole and every time I heard his grunt, I knew he
was getting close, and that got me so fucking hot.

Beneath me, Ryan slammed his hips up,
driving his cock in deep. I swiveled my hips in time, bringing my
ass down when his cock came up. The slap of skin on skin made
syncopation to the beat of the music.

"Oh, Liam ... I can't last
much longer ... you’re so fucking hot...”

“Keep fucking me. Don’t
stop.”

I grunted with effort, pain, and
pleasure. Using only spit for lube meant I felt every inch of
friction, in and out. Sweat broke out across Ryan’s forehead and I
kissed it, tasting the salty dew.

“I’m gonna...” He grunted
loudly and thrust his hips up violently. I slammed my hips down,
grinding into his pelvis, knowing this was it — I had him. Oh, God,
I had him! Squeezing my hole, I milked out his load, loving the way
he groaned loud, the way his face contorted as orgasm tore through
him, knowing he was filling the condom deep inside my guts. His
body went stiff as he rode out the rush, and I kept driving down on
him. Slowly, the height of orgasm faded, his body softened, and he
collapsed onto the couch.

My cock was still hard and throbbing;
the excitement of knowing I was making him come brought me close to
bursting.

“Stand up,” Ryan said
suddenly. “Come in my mouth.”

Fuck, this kept getting better. Ryan,
all muscle and man, wanted to swallow my load. I got to my feet,
struggling to keep my balance on the soft cushion. Ryan wrapped his
firm hands around my hips again, stabilizing me, fingers teasing my
hole once more.

“Yeah. Shoot it. I wanna eat it all. Fill my mouth with your
cum.”

Hearing his need for me got my cock
pulsing. A tingling shot out from my balls and encompassed my
entire body. I gasped and threw a hand out against the wall behind
the couch, then stuck my cock in Ryan’s waiting mouth. My dick
rippled, releasing hot torrents of pent-up juice.

Ryan wrapped his lips around my cock,
drinking every shot. He jerked me empty, then he let my cock slip
out. He licked it clean. I struggled to keep my knees from giving
out; the aftereffects of coming were intense and continued to rock
my body. But the spasms eventually stopped and my breathing
returned to normal.

I fell to my knees on the couch,
straddling Ryan again. His limp cock rested against my taint. There
was a wet spot on his lips. I leaned close, I lapped it up with my
tongue, tasting my cum. As if of one mind, we grabbed each other
and pressed together, kissing hard.

“Liam,” he said, when we
pulled apart. He brushed the back of his fingers down my cheek. “My
go-go dancer.”

I smiled. “That wasn’t much of a go-go
dance.”

“No, but it was way
better.”

I kissed him again. “Fuck, you’re hot,
Ryan.”

His eyes shifted to the clock on the
wall. “Our time is nearly up.”

“Damn.” That half hour flew
by like nothing. This was easily the best sex I’d ever had in my
entire life. I didn’t want it to end. I couldn’t let it end. I had
to hold onto it just a little longer. But reality eventually set
in. “I guess we’d better clean up.”

Ryan peeled his condom off and tied it
shut, then wrapped it in a cocktail napkin he must have swiped from
the bar; he shoved the whole thing in his pocket. I pulled up my
shorts and Ryan got dressed too. We came together in the middle of
the room, making sure we each looked presentable. I straightened
his shirt and he patted my hair down.

“I enjoyed that a lot,” I
said.

“Me, too. We need to do it
again. Soon.”

I winked at him. If he was
going to buy another private show next week, then he must have been
super loaded. But I shoved that thought in the back of my mind —
it’s not like I was actually dating the guy and I certainly wasn’t
a gold digger. I’m sure to him I was nothing more than a cute club
boy.

“I’d like that,” I
said.

He put a hand on my shoulder and
kissed my forehead. “It’s a date, then.”

That kiss blazed hot on my forehead
and my heart fluttered once more as I turned and opened the door. I
heard the crinkle of money behind me. I glanced over my shoulder as
Ryan tucked a fifty dollar bill in the back of my shorts. I gave
him a quick kiss and we walked out the door and down the short
hallway to the dance floor and pool tables.

He quickly found his buddies and they
picked up another game of pool, but Ryan kept glancing at me
through the rest of the night. I danced and did my best to play it
cool, trying not to let on that I’d been wildly fucked by the man
of my hottest wet dreams. I turned around on the platform, facing
the crowd again, undulating in time with them, but avoiding eye
contact with anyone.

But as my gaze roved
the hot bodies rubbing together, I couldn’t help but think this was
the same-old, same-old — the same club boys, dancing to the same
beat, admiring the same go-go dancers. Ryan had been the first
truly exciting thing to happen at work in months. I couldn’t get my
mind off of him — his body, his passion, and what he did to me. I
felt ... hollow as
I looked over the club, but when I looked back at Ryan my chest
swelled with excitement.

I caught Lance staring at
me from across the room. I smiled, as if nothing were amiss. He
smiled back, but I couldn’t help wondering what that look on his
face meant. It seemed to be one of both desire and concern. He said
he was having trouble with being objectified ... perhaps he was
bothered by the thought of a private dance? If he really knew what
happened in there, he’d probably freak out. Poor guy. He needed to
learn how to live his life to the fullest. I’d work on him
yet.
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