

  [image: Cover]




A. L. Serena

Perfect Pairing


Tales From A Lapdancer- Book Two





  
    First published by A. L. Serena 2025

  

  Copyright © 2025 by A. L. Serena


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  

  
    NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s [and publisher’s] exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.




This book was written and edited by the author. Any errors that may be contained in this work are human ones. In other words, I’m not a lazy bitch who uses AI.


  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  





  This Series Is Dedicated To Sex Workers






  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Also by A. L. Serena
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 1
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 5
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 6
        
      

    
      	
        Kendra Will Return
        
      

    
      	
        Acknowledgments
        
      

    
      	
        About the Author
        
      

    
    


  




  Also by A. L. Serena



Tales From A Lapdancer Series

The Gentleman








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




“I think I change my mind.”  The gentleman’s club glared at Aaron like Goliath looming over David. Naked, trembling, armed with a pebble, the false warrior was ready to flee. Aaron had always been the exact wrong type of person for this venue. He hated attention from strangers, flirting, and, until recently, was broke.

“If you can handle a five hour flight, you can brave an hour at a strip club.” Ian unbuckled his seat belt. He’s known Aaron long enough to know that thinking he changed his mind, and did change his mind, were wildly different. “Come on now.” Ian opened his door, and Aaron became terrifyingly aware that a valet would claim the driver’s seat. He scrambled out of the car and joined Ian on the other side, watching their vehicle depart. Now he really was stuck. Ian put his hand on the small of his husband’s back. “Let’s go.” He said, guiding Aaron to the door. “Chin up hon, it’s not gonna be so bad once we find our girl.”

“Yeah, your right.” Aaron’s blood ran cold when the Ian opened the door, but he slowly shuffled inside the building. The muffled club music gripped the anxious patron and yanked him underwater. Aaron held his breath as the alien sounds overtook all senses, forcing him to break through and return to reality. When he shook off the shock of vibrations, Aaron looked around the foyer. It was bathed in cool blues and purples. An ascending staircase to his left, a cashiers window to his right, manned by a pretty young woman and a valet watching classic South Park. Ian’s arm was around Aaron’s waist, leading him to the cashier. As his husband paid the door girl, Aaron noticed the CCTV feed above her. A few screens monitored the outside of the building, one displayed the couple at the cashiers window. Aaron pressed himself into Ian’s side, trying to be as small as possible.

“I heard this place has good steaks.” Ian commented, rubbing Aaron’s back and leading him up the stairs. The shorter man attempted not to drag himself behind his collected spouse. “Let’s hope we can get a more secluded seat behind the bar.”

“You can hide at the bar?” Aaron said hopefully.

“Maybe.” Aaron deflated. “If it’s a wrap round bar, girls will still approach us, but we’ll be away from the stage.”

“But, I want to see the stage.” Aaron made himself smaller.

“Then we’ll have to get up. But finding a more private spot is a better deal.” The threshold to heaven or hell was before them. Aaron wanted to close his eyes, but put on a brave face, not wanting to seem like a virgin at a titty joint. Strobe lights danced to a  Lil Nas X song. Topless women of varying race, size, and joy moved plainly or enthusiastically on stage. A woman in a shimmering black bikini talked to a man in a midnight colored suit. Aaron admired his taste until Ian interrupted his thoughts.

“I think I found seats. Come on.” Ian guided him away from the dancer, who had a really nice ass, and the man in the suit, who also had a really nice ass. Sitting at the other end of the bar, where the music was softer and the lights calmer, and hidden by Ian’s larger frame, Aaron leaned back in his seat, and was able to view the back of the main stage and the woman who occupied it. Returning upright, he was able to glimpse the front. 

Two waters appeared before the couple. “Thank you!” Aaron shouted over the music.

“Welcome, what can I get started for ya?” Asked the attractive blond.

“Can we have some menu’s please?” The bartender nodded and whipped out two laminated menus from under the bar. The gentlemen thanked the bartender once more.

“I’m Angie. Be back in a bit, but feel free to call or wave if you need me.” She gave a friendly nod and disappeared. Ian scanned his options while Aaron watched the stage. The dancers weren’t lively enough, so he scanned the bar instead. The dancer in the black bikini was now chatting with a older man in a Tiger’s hoodie. He smiled and waved his hand. The dancer politely nodded and said something. The man replied, and turned to his dwindling glass, finishing it and waving down Angie.  The dancer scanned the bar, caught Aaron’s eye, nodded and waved a polite greeting. Aaron returned the gesture, and she turned away to find another customer to entertain. She was professional, and he liked her already.

“Hey honey you wanna dance?” A blond woman with a lot of work done and a frightening aura thrusted herself upon Ian. Aaron stiffened, behind her smile was a wealth of aggression.

“No thank you, I’m hear with my husband and we’re not looking for dances.”

“Are you sure? I know your husband won’t mind.”

“He wouldn’t, but I would. I hope you understand.” Ian said firmly.

“But-”

“No. Thank you dear. Please, have a good night.” The dancer huffed and marched away. “No wonder why she’s in a bad mood.” Aaron watched the woman approach another dancer and begin to rant animatedly. The woman pulled a disgusted face and continued their gossip. Aaron sipped his water. Whatever they were saying, especially if it was about him and his husband, could stay between the angry women.

“Sorry about her.” A new voice said. She was a friendly woman covered in tattoos ranging from the occultic and simple illustrations, to jaw droppingly beautiful pieces of feminine art. Her body was thin, her hair dyed blond with her brunette roots cutely showing, her boots screamed ‘punk’ and her belted bikini was made from leather. “As you can see, she’s very pushy and doesn’t like not getting her way. She gets real pissy the more she hears no.”

“Don’t worry about it. As long as she’s not back, we’ll be fine.” Ian dismissed the angry dancer. “What’s your name by the way?” 

“Jem.” She extended her hand Ian shook it. “Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t see you back there.” Jem rounded the bar and greeted Aaron. Oh yeah, everything about this girl was right.

“I’m sorry, I don’t know how this works, so please don’t be offended. Do you offer escorting services?”

Jem smiled. “No, not me. But I know dancers who do.”

“Maybe I’ll find you later and you can introduce us. For now, I’m looking forward to dinner.”

“How about dances, you interested in those?”

“No, no, thank you. Not for either of us.”

Jem smiled and nodded again. “I’ll let my friends know. Maybe I’ll catch you later.” She turned, ready to go.

“One more thing,” Aaron stopped her. “Do you model?”

Jem laughed. “No, and I have no interest.”

“Ah, thank you, I won’t take anymore of your time.”

“Before you go.” Ian extended a twenty towards Jem, who pulled the belt of her thong. “No thank you dear, I’m married.”

“Respect.” Jem took the money, wished them both a good night, and disappeared.

“Thank you so much ladies! And we got another round of HOT ones coming up for you! If you’re having a good time tonight, how’d about you make it better by spending quality time with a beautiful woman by taking her for a dance? Now please give it up for: Artemis, Twilight,  Cassandra, and Kitty! Meow!” A club track played and Aaron watched the stage. 

“Know what you want babe?” Ian asked.

“Oh! Uh, how about the chicken sandwich with a gin and tonic?”

“Gin and tonic? You sure that’s what you want?”

“Yeah. I wanna go easy.”

Ian hummed and nodded. Relying their orders to Angie. Aaron returned his attention to the dancers. Again, none of the girls had the vibe he was looking for. Disappointingly remaining seated, he patiently waited for his drink and made light conversation with Ian who was watching the ball game above. When his drink arrived, Aaron settled into the game. It was strange, having his go-to ballpark drink with a game playing at a titty joint. But sometime, routine demanded to be broken. The game was dull, two teams Aaron didn’t care for in a easy game of domination. Dodgers were being annihilated by the Pirates. Good, fuck the Dodgers. They’ve been on top long enough. The World Series would belong to the Tigers, Aaron could feel it! At commercial, he returned his attention to the stage. A small black girl was getting ravaged with singles. Good for her. Another seemed to be having a miserable time.

“Maybe you shouldn’t outright ask if they offer services.” Ian commented.

“Jem didn’t take offense. I’m sure the women are aware of men like us.”

“Gay or horny?”

“Both.” Aaron laughed. “Still, I could be better about asking. If I knew how to.”

“Well you better practice fast. This is your mission, not mine. I’m just here for moral support. And,” Ian reached over and squeezed Aaron’s hand. “I trust you.”

Aaron blushed. Suddenly, there was a steak dinner and chicken sandwich before them both. “Thank you!” He called to Angie who nodded in return.

“‘Nother drink for ya?”

“Refill, please.” Aaron finished his drink.

“Same!”

“Coming right up.” Angie disappeared. The couple dined in silence, Aaron taking great pleasure in watching the Dodgers get annihilated. Another round of dancers were cued, another set of beautiful women who didn’t catch his eye. Jem, however, was preforming acrobatic feats. She’d climbed up the pole, locked her legs around it, and laid back, hanging upside down, with her hands outstretched and folded behind her back. Aaron searched his wallet for a tip, found a twenty, and rushed to the stage to leave it for the performer without breaking her flow. The dancer did catch him while she spun, and smiled warmly at her admirer. Aaron smiled back and returned to Ian’s side.

Ian whistled. “She is amazing.” Aaron hummed in agreement and finished his meal. Neatly stacking their empty plates for Angie to take away.

“I’m almost ready to go.” Aaron announced.

“Alright, but let’s make the most of our money and give it three more stage sets. If your still not impressed, let’s bounce.”

Aaron nodded and returned his attention to the ball game. Patiently waiting for the DJ to announce the next round of dancers. When he did, Aaron watched for a song, and returned to the TV, disappointed. He checked his phone, 9:47 PM, and left it on the bar, screen down, to avoid distractions. Another inning, another group of dancers. Some women did approach Ian with offers of company, but they were tipped and turned away. Aaron rested his head on his husband’s shoulder, grateful for the invisibility he provided. 

“Looks like their almost done. We’ll head out after a song for the new girls.” 

“Sounds good.” Aaron replied dryly. He wished he was one of those guys who enjoyed being here. Guys who visited regularly and had his favorite group of women. Guys who liked attention from strangers and tits in his face. But Aaron was far from that. He hated parties, loathed loud music, detested overpriced drinks, and constantly having to turn dancers away because, at his core, he didn’t want to be there. Try as he might to remind himself that he was “shopping”, Aaron couldn’t help but feel like the gay bestie dragged along to a tit joint for a bachelor party. Out of place and everyone knew it. 

A lackluster club bop ended and the DJ announced the next group of dancers taking the stage. The opening cords of Blinding Lights by The Weekend strummed and coursed throughout Aaron’s body, reviving him from his funk pulling him into a minor groove. He tapped his fingers against bar and his foot bounced to the beat. It couldn’t hurt to watch the stage again. Aaron leaned back into his seat, and spotted a dancer, her eyes closed, shaking her hands in the air as if she was brushing off the night. Her tall heel tapped against the stage, head bouncing to the rhythm. Slowly, her body was awakened with the music. Legs, torso, arms, all swayed and vibed until the beat swelled to the song’s opening lyrics.

She opened her eyes, made the hand gesture for a phone, and held it to her head. Lip syncing to the words, her shoulders moving up and down like a tipping scale to the beat. Aaron tapped Ian and pointed at her, he joined in watching the performance . Her face became melancholic, fingers touching her chin and turning her head as Able reflected on his loneliness. Then, she was facing the couple again, legs spread, forearm covering her torso, elbow resting on her wrist and fingers curled on her chin, rocking her hips in playful flirtation as she asked a lover to join her for the night.

“I’m going through withdraws,” Able sang. The dancer tilt her head back, fingertips running down her chin, crossing at her throat, releasing at her collarbone. They slid down her breast, her waist, and then-“You can turn me on with just a touch,” her hand was on her pussy and Aaron’s cock stirred.

“Oh, she’s good.” Ian commented.

“Sins city’s cold and empty.” Her arms extended gracefully like wings. She gasped with the lyrics and held her hand at her forehead as she searched the crowd. Her hands hovered over her face, fingers parting, revealing her delighted eyes. The dancer raised her arms overhead and twirled them in mighty circles with her body. Gone, gone, gone. When she completed her turn, she was facing Aaron and Ian again. An arm dropped, a hand extended towards the heavens, before crumbling down at the blinding light of the stage. A hand swiped across her collar, the opposite repeated the motion, until hands came to her hips and slid upwards as her waist swayed with the music.

“Oooooooo, I’m drowning in the night.” The dancer’s legs spread shoulder width apart, she flexed over one, hand on her ankle and gliding to her thigh. She straightened with a pop, her hair flicking and swaying before returning to her shoulders. Her body swayed and moved to the music, until she struck a pose, fist in the air, smiling victoriously, and pumping and shouting with Able. “Hey, hey, hey.”

“HER!” Aaron sprang from his seat and rushed to the stage. When he arrived, he realized forgot his money. Quickly seizing it from his wallet, he waved a twenty in the air, and the dancer smiled, ceased whatever move she was about to preform on the pole, and approached the edge of the stage. She bent down, knees apart, and rested her chin in her palm.

“Hey handsome! Couldn’t take your eyes off me?” She coo’d.

“Absolutely not!” Aaron guffawed, and realized this woman was the same one he saw when they’d entered and politely nodded to him at the bar. “Look, I’m here with my husband,” Aaron hitched a thumb behind him. “We love your vibe! And would love it even more if you could visit us when you’re done.” He smiled.

“Of course.” The dancer grinned. “Are you able to slid that lovely bill into my bra?”

“Oh, no, here- it’s yours.” Aaron handed it to the woman who gratefully took it and secured the money in her thong. “I’ll be over as soon as I’m off stage.”

“Amazing! Thank you!” Aaron blew an air kiss at the performer and hurried back. Practically crashing into his seat, forcing himself to recollect his calm before making an ass of himself at a titty bar.

“So…” Ian smirked. 

“She’ll be here as soon as she’s done with her set.”

“Alright, let’s hope she’ll have what we’re looking for.” Ian returned his attention to the stage and Aaron followed. Blinding Lights was replaced by a song far less fun. And while the dancer’s enthusiasm lowered from another miserable club track, if she was having a bad time, it didn’t show. She dropped her top near the end of Blinding Lights and had yet to be tipped again. Aaron wanted to go to her, but waited patiently. After the last song, a soulful Sam Smith track that flowed through her like the gospel, the dancer left the stage, and quickly jointed the couple, still topless.

“Nice to meet you.” She extended her hand towards Ian. “I’m Lavender.”

“Ian. And this is my husband, Aaron.”

“Hiya!” Aaron waved.

“Good to see you again!” Lavender beamed. She set her clutch on the bar and began to put on her top. “How long have you two been married?”

“Never! We call each other husbands to make it easier. Don’t believe in marriage.”

“That’s dope, neither do I. Not for me at least.”

“Yeah, other people can have it.” Aaron agreed.

She sighed, relieved, when her stubborn top was secured, then smiled again. “So, how can I be helpful to you lovely folks tonight?”
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