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		Prologue

		

		Kris looked in shock at what the bill would be for her next semester. There was just no way. She didn’t have it. Despite her stellar grades, her scholarship hadn’t been the full ride she’d hoped for. She’d been using the meagre savings account she had to make up the difference so far, but it was gone. And, no amount of Ramen Noodles for dinner would make up for it.

		

		Still, she couldn’t give up. Not now. She just couldn’t, not after the work she’d put in, how hard she’d studied. She was too close to that elusive degree. Failure was not an option. There had to be a way…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		“Tamara? Can we talk a minute?” asked Kris shyly.

		

		“Sure, lay it on me, girlfriend,” laughed Tamara. Taking a sip of her beer, while she sat chatting with friends. Her long legs stretched out before her on the low table, her little manicured toes wiggling in her flipflops.

		

		“Um… Well, could we maybe go someplace a little more private?” she requested, her face turning a bright shade of red. The middle of the student lounge seemed a bit too exposed for the kind of questions she wanted to ask.

		

		Tamara eyed her a little warily but nodded her agreement. Grabbing her beer, the two adjourned to a quiet corner. Tamara’s long legs and lush figure drawing quite a bit of attention as they walked across the crowded room. Kris feeling like a little girl next to her. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea? But, right now, it was the only one she had.

		

		“What’s up Kris?” asked Tamara.

		

		“Well… I… Um… I mean…” Kris mumbled. Her fingers nervously peeling at the label of her beer. “Do you need another beer? I could get it for you?”

		

		“Kris? You did want to talk about something? Right?” giggled Tamara. “How about you take another sip of that beer you’re worrying to death, calm down, and ask me?”

		

		With a sigh, Kris took a long swig from her beer, her face turning a delightful shade of red. “Okay, it’s like this. I’m out of money. My scholarship alone isn’t going to be enough for next term. And, there’s no way waiting on tables at Marley’s is going get me enough to make up the difference. I was wondering about… Well, maybe if there was an opening where you…” her voice trailing off embarrassedly.

		

		A spray of beer flew across the table, as Tam coughed and sputtered in shocked surprise. “You want to strip?” she gasped. “It’s not for everybody, hon. Have you ever danced before? At all? Anywhere?” she asked incredulously. Staring at her naïve young friend wide-eyed.

		

		“Just, you know, school dances and clubs. But I like to dance,” Kris protested petulantly.

		

		“Honey, this is Texas. They expect the girls to dance nude here. You do understand that, right? Now, don’t get me wrong, you’re tiny and cute. With a dynamite pair of legs. You could get away with it, even without… Well, let’s just say that you’re not overly endowed. Okay? But I have a seriously difficult time picturing you taking your clothes off in front of a couple of hundred guys. You can barely undress in front of the other girls in the dorm, sweetie,” Tam said softly. She liked Kris, always had. She was bubbly and friendly and… Yes, she admitted it, adorable. Kris had helped her out more than once with classes she was having difficulty with, too. Generously offering to tutor her to get her through. But, the idea of her becoming a stripper? That was a stretch.

		

		Tam meant it when she said Kris was cute. She was. Five-foot-tall, maybe ninety-eight pounds? Long dark hair hanging down her back, glistening in the lights. A super pair of legs. Perfectly shaped B-Cup breasts with puffy pink nipples. Ones that hardened into thick points when she got excited. Or, embarrassed. Oh yeah, she was cute enough. But Tam hadn’t been wrong about her shyness, either. It was all the girl could do to walk down the hall to the showers in a towel.

		

		“Tam? I… I don’t have a choice. I can’t quit now, I’ve come too far. Please? Help me?” asked Kris shyly.

		

		Letting out a deep sigh, Tam looked at her. Shaking her head incredulously. “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but… Okay, there’s an amateur night coming up in two weeks. First prize is a thousand dollars and a contract. But you’ll be up against several other girls Kris. Some of them experienced. And, all of them hungry. I can give you some pointers, work with you, but I can’t promise anything.

		

		“Besides, we need to have a long talk before you actually commit to this. Some of the things that… There’s more to the job than just dancing, Kris. You have to flirt with the customers, get them to buy you drinks, do lap dances. Naked lap dances. That type of thing. And… Every so often… Well, the manager is a Class A, Number One prick. If you want to keep working there, you have to ‘take care’ of him. It’s expected.

		

		“Kris? Honey, have you ever even been with a boy?” Tam asked warily.

		

		“Yes,” stammered Kris, protestingly. Her face practically looking like a ripe tomato, the flush spreading adorably down her throat and chest. Not even able to look Tam in the face as she said it.

		

		“OMG…” sighed Tam. Rolling her eyes, she dropped her head into her hands. “Okay, I admit, the money is terrific. You just need to understand what you’re getting yourself in for, sweetie. This is not for everybody. I mean it. You just need to accept it for what it is, a means to an end. At the end of the day, pocket the cash and walk away. Forget about what you did to get the money, just concentrate on the end goal.

		

		“If you honestly think you can do it, and you’re really that desperate, I’ll work with you. But I want you to think about this. Hard. It’s an awfully big step. And, there’s no guarantee that even if you decide to enter, that you’ll win. You could end up stripping that night and get nothing for it. Why don’t you come in with me Friday night, just sit and watch? Take it all in? Get some pointers. See what all you’d have to do? Or, most of it, anyway,” she added wryly. “Then, if you still want to do it, I’ll help you. I’ll start working with you this weekend.”

		

		Kris suddenly jumping up and hugging her, a tear sliding down her face.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Tam drove Friday night. The two girls chatting casually as they drove down the two-lane road taking them the thirty miles to the next town over. Tam’s little Jeep Renegade purring as they tooled down the road. Kris was nervous, not that she was expected to do anything tonight, she wasn’t. All she was doing was watching from the sidelines for several hours as Tam worked. Watching the dancers, getting an idea of their moves, listening in as they trolled the customers to buy them drinks. Watching their body language. Seeing just what was involved in a ‘lap dance.’ Deciding if she thought she could really do it. Any of it. Honestly, not sure if it mattered? She needed to do it, that was all there was to it.

		

		Pulling up in the parking lot, Kris looked a little askance at the cement block building. There was nothing about it that was appealing. At least, not in the dwindling daylight. At night, the flashing neon lights no doubt hid the peeling paint, the weeds along the walls and the wealth of beer cans and trash. Though, nothing would mask the smell of vomit and urine that pervaded the stale air around the parking lot. Walking up to the back door of the gray painted building, she saw a sign that proclaimed, ‘Maximum Capacity 300.’ Gulp. Well, whether she got naked in front of one guy, or three hundred, didn’t seem to make a whole lot of difference. Naked was naked. Wasn’t it? She’d do it if she had to, and it looked like she had to.

		

		Inside, they passed down a long hallway lined with offices and storage areas. Tam showed her the dressing area. Wow talk about a misnomer! There was a long vanity along one wall, it was cluttered with bottles of perfume, dusting powder, tubes of lipstick and hair spray. The wall opposite lined with little lockers for the girls’ clothes and personal belongings. A heavy scent of sweat and cheap perfume hung stagnate in the air. Kris wrinkling her nose as they walked through. If she did this, this is where she’d get changed. One of the chairs along that vanity would be hers. A locker would hold her clothes as she danced naked in front of hundreds of men. Letting them see her little tits, even see up her… OMG!

		

		Kris looked around as they entered the lounge area. It wasn’t impressive. The floors looked old and dirty. They were clean, relatively. But, old enough that not all the dirt would ever come up. The table tops scarred and in need of repair in the bright lights. Sad little glass candle holders sat forlornly in the center of each table. Shabby curtains lined the walls. A heavy velvet one along the back of the stage area. The stage itself, long and narrow, the ubiquitous stripper pole front and center. It was ringed by a counter with numerous chairs seated around it, providing an up close and personal view of the dancers. Very personal, thought Kris. Swallowing hard as she thought about it.

		

		Moving on, Tam introduced her to the bartenders, asking them to keep an eye on her and put her drinks on Tam’s tab. Then, she sat her at a small table in the back of the lounge near the hall to the offices and dressing area. From there, she could see everything that went on, the stage, the tables. Everything. Tam sat with her for a few minutes, sipping on a watered-down cocktail. The club didn’t open for another fifteen minutes, and Tam wouldn’t be ‘on’ for a bit.

		

		“Kris? Remember what I said the other day? Don’t judge. The girls here, we do what we have to, and then forget it when we walk out the door. Please? Don’t look at me differently after… Well, you know. I have bills to pay, just like you. And, I didn’t rate a scholarship,” Tam grinned wryly. Kris taking her hand, staring back at her with her big eyes.

		

		“I won’t, Tam. I know the real you. You have no idea how much I appreciate what you’re trying to do for me. And, I realize you don’t think it’s a good idea. But, like you, I don’t have much choice. I understand there’s no guarantee, too. Really, I do. I’ll be fine… We’ll be fine,” she grinned shyly.

		

		The bright lights in the lounge dimmed as they sat there talking. Suddenly transforming the drab interior as spotlights lit the stage area and music began to play. A disco ball hung from the ceiling, sending a shower of sparkling light around the room. It was showtime. Tam quietly slipping away to the dressing room. Kris suddenly feeling very alone and exposed as she sat there.

		

		Slowly at first, the tables began to fill up. A few spots around the stage filling as well. A DJ announced the first dancer, Carmelita. Kris watching as an attractive girl with obviously fake tits took the stage. She was wearing a small, sparkly two piece… Something. It sure wasn’t a bikini. There were dangles hanging around it, swaying with every step she took. Her body moving to the beat of the music as she pranced around the stage. Occasionally, stopping to run her fingers through the hair of one of the onlookers. Her big tits spilling out of her top as she bent over, teasing them.

		

		Kris was watching her moves, thinking she could do that. The girl was just dancing. Maybe, flirting a little, too. But, dancing. The song ending, Kris watched as she stepped towards the back of the stage. The first beats of the next number started. Carmelita reaching back and unfastening her top, letting it drop to the floor. Then, her hands covering her swaying tits, she began to prance around the stage.

		

		Her eyes growing bigger as she watched, Kris saw her grab hold of the stripper pole, swinging around it using one hand. The other still held protectively over her breasts. At least, for one more swing around the pole. Then, with a seductive grin, she let her arm drop. Her big tits fully on display, dark nipples swelling. Kris gulped. Okay, she knew that was part of it. Apparently, so was shaking your naked tits in some guys face. The dancer treating one of the audience to an up close and personal display. His hand shoving money into the brightly colored garter high up her thigh.

		

		Carmelita was swinging around the pole now, hanging upside down. Her long legs wrapped tightly around it, seemingly defying gravity. No way was Kris doing that. Not anytime soon anyway. She’d have to keep her moves more basic. The girl was sweating by the end of the next song. Her caramel colored skin glistening, her long hair now hanging in damp curls, as she stepped to the back of the stage.

		

		Kris’s eyes never left her as the next song started. Her fingers hooking in the sparkly bottoms of her costume, deftly sliding them off as she kicked them aside. Her naked ass towards the audience. Suddenly, she twirled around and proudly danced across the stage. Kris gasped, a little shudder running through her. The girl was naked. Her shaved pussy fully on display. Ohhhh… Tam had warned her, told her that was part of it. Something that she’d have to do, too. But, seeing it was something else again. It was so… In your face.

		

		More men were pushing money into the garter around her thigh as she danced by. A line up from the audience appearing around the stage. Their hands sliding along her thigh as they shoved bills into her little garter. One that was getting very stuffed by now. But she was naked, and the men were right there. Their hands touching her. It was so… Kris wasn’t even sure what she thought it was. Filthy? Degrading? Erotic? Exciting? Um… All the above? Shivering a little at the thought of doing that herself.

		

		When Carmelita swung around the pole this time, there was a LOT more on display. Her legs spreading, the dark petals of her opening quite visible. Kris turning a delightful shade of red as she took in the erotic performance. OMG! Could she actually do this? I mean, if she did all those men would be looking up her… She’d been with a few guys before. But it was always dark and in the backseat of a car, with a condom. This would be so… So, blatant. A shudder ran through her at the prurient thought. For some reason, it wasn’t all that unpleasant of a shudder, either. She could feel herself getting wet. Was all this turning her on? Ohhh… Myyyy…

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		As Carmelita left the stage, a lackluster round of applause sounded. The audience not getting too excited. The DJ announcing the next dancer, Sherie. This one a busty blonde. At least, her tits seemed real. Or, she had a really good boob job, Kris couldn’t be sure. Her costume was just as miniscule as Carmelita’s, though. Well, Kris looked good in a bikini. She could pull that off. Her tits might not quite measure up, but she was proportional. Yes, that was it she decided. Proportional.

		

		Some of the other dancers were mingling now. Coming out in skimpy little outfits, sitting with customers here and there, encouraging them to buy them drinks. Exorbitantly priced ones at that. Kris watching as they’d trace their fingers teasingly over the guy’s hand. Or, maybe slide a high heeled foot up his leg, keeping him interested. Openly flirting, hoping for a better tip when it was their turn to dance. Or, maybe trying to get a lap dance out of him? The tips for that sometimes quite impressive according to Tam.

		

		Sherie was now topless up on stage, her tits swaying with every step. Guys stuffing money at her as the place filled up. Mostly singles, of course. But, sometimes something bigger. Tam had told her once she could make an easy thousand dollars a night, even more if the crowd was good. Kris trying to concentrate on the stage action. Memorizing some of the dance moves, thinking she could mimic them.

		

		When the next song started, Kris still felt a little shock of embarrassment as Sherie nonchalantly whisked off her bottoms. Prancing around the stage stark naked, her smoothly shaved pussy openly visible. Swollen labia hanging down, a sparkle glinting at the cleft of her mound. Kris deciding, she must be pierced. Only gasping a little when she saw her spread her legs in front of the crowd. Oh yeah, she was pierced, a slender rod running through her hood. A tiny jewel at each end. An excited murmur going up from the audience. Kris gulped. The lineup for tips grew longer.

		

		It was all so… Damn, she didn’t know what it was. She felt awkward sitting there. Essentially the only woman in the audience, watching as one dancer after another took the stage. Off to the side, she saw Carmelita led up to a table by a waitress. Money exchanging as the guy paid for a lap dance. Kris watching wide eyed as she saw her start to dance right there at the table. Her body only inches away from him. Her body swaying, hands running through her long dark hair seductively. Nuzzling her big tits right into the guy’s face, his hands gripping the arms of the chair tightly. A bouncer near by checking it all out.

		

		In moments, her top was lying on the table. Carmelita’s naked breasts only inches from his leering gaze. Her nipples dark and engorged. By the third verse of the song, her short shorts had hit the floor and she was rubbing her naked ass against his lap. Kris giggling as she saw a bead of sweat break out on his forehead, a bulge appearing in his jeans as Carmelita ran her naked butt over it. At the end of the song, she grabbed his head and buried it between her huge orbs. The poor sap nearly losing it. Then, she grabbed her clothes and pranced away. Just like that. Pure business.

		

		Kris found her attention suddenly, rivetingly, brought back to the stage as the DJ announced their next dancer, Casandra. That was Tam’s stage name. Kris felt her mouth go a little dry at the thought of watching her friend dance. Seeing her strip in front of all these people. It was sort of like invading her privacy or something, an unanticipated intimacy. Kris had never seen her naked before. In her undies or a towel, sure. They both lived in the same dorm. But, naked? Wantonly displaying herself like… Like… Some… Damn, just like Kris would be if she went through with this.

		

		She felt a little like a voyeur as Tam took the stage. Her flawless. creamy café-au-lait skin displayed in a tiny costume. She was gorgeous. Black hair, done in soft ringlets like a halo around her face. Natural breasts that swayed enticingly as she strutted across the stage. Her long legs glistening in the lights. Kris watched closely, seeing Tam work the crowd. Swaying her tits in their faces, running her fingers through their hair. Her garter was getting stuffed and she hadn’t even taken anything off.

		

		Kris gasped a little as her top came off. Tam dancing around the stage, her breasts hanging loosely. Swaying like twin pendulums with each step. Dark nipples engorged with excitement. Her dusky eyes raking the audience, daring them not to like her. Even Kris felt herself getting excited watching her. She’d never had anything near a lesbian experience, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t admire a beautiful woman. And, Tam was certainly that. The product of a white mother and black father, her features were finely carved. Her skin a light shade of brown. Like she had a deep tan. All over. Her spike heels pounding loudly across the stage as she pranced around.

		

		She couldn’t rip her eyes away as Tam slid her costume off. Her firm ass cheeks bared to the crowd. And, when she turned around… OMG! Kris found herself getting wet just watching her friend. Tam was completely shaved, a tiny butterfly tattoo just to the left of her silky-smooth mound. Dark, petaled lips graced her nether region. Kris seeing a glistening dew on her petals as she danced around. Tam was popular, the lineup of men around the stage long. Their persistence rewarded as she got down and crawled around the stage. Letting her admirers get an up close and personal view of what she had to offer. Their hands caressing her shapely leg as they slid one tip after another into her garter.

		

		Kris could only gasp, as Tam rolled to her back and scissored her legs high in the air. The dark, chocolaty petals of her pussy blossoming open. Was that a tiny glimpse of pink she saw? Honestly, she guessed she’d never thought about what a black girl might look like down there. Er… Not that she ever thought about what girls looked like, period. Not down there. Not ever. The applause and whistles from the audience growing almost deafening.

		

		Her dance finished, Kris watched as she picked up handfuls of cash from the stage. No wonder the girl made so much money, her performance was unreal next to her competition. She still found herself breathing hard, unexpectedly excited by Tam’s performance as she sat there, when another drink appeared in front of her. Kris thanking Jerry, the bartender. The waitresses didn’t come back to where she was at, understanding that she was a guest of sorts, not a paying customer.

		

		Still lost in thought, she began idly watching a blonde give a lap dance to one of the customers. Seeing the way her body grazed across his. Teasing him, but not letting him touch her. Though what was happening in his lap as she slid across it, Kris could only guess at. Trying to imagine herself doing that, letting her naked bottom slide over some guy’s swollen…

		

		She was startled as Tam slid into the chair next to her, pulling it close so they could talk over the music. Kris feeling a little embarrassed as she looked at her friend. The swell of her breasts displayed in the tiny top she had on. Her dark nipples showing slightly through the thin material. Their hard points tenting the clingy fabric. Her long legs displayed in a pair of hip-hugger short shorts. “So? How are you doing, Kris? Taking it all in or is it a little too much?” she asked. Concern in her voice. She liked Kris and didn’t want any of this to change that.

		

		“Oh… Uh… Tam! Hi. No, I’m fine. Just um… It is a little…” she stammered nervously. Her face turning red as Tam gazed at her. Kris getting a little flustered looking into those dark brown eyes after watching her dance. Maybe, more than a little if she was honest. Somehow, after seeing her displayed so… So… Intimately. She found it difficult to reconcile the feelings she had at the moment with the friendly, bubbly girl she’d tutored through their basic science course. The two of them sharing a couple of bottles of beer as they studied.

		

		Sitting close like this, Kris could detect the scent of the perfume she was wearing. The enticing aroma of her dusting powder. Maybe, a subtle hint of something else too. A slight muskiness, like Tam didn’t exactly mind doing what she was doing? Getting excited over displaying herself so wantonly. Well… Why not, Kris decided? She could understand that. Smiling at her shyly as the bartender brought them both another drink. The two of them chatting stiltedly about some of the other dancers. Tam pointing out one move or another.

		

		They were still chatting when one of the waitresses came up to Tam, whispering in her ear that she’d been requested for a lap dance. Tam walking away with her, giving Kris a little wink as she did. The table she went to was close by. Kris finding herself with a front row seat, watching in riveted fascination. This would give her some good pointers for what to do if she got the job. Uh… That was all. Sure, it was. Tam sat talking to him for a few minutes, her fingers running through his hair, teasing him until the song playing ended. As the next one began, she started to dance. Well, really, it was more like writhing, her hips swaying enticingly, hands swirling over her head, since there was little room to move right there on the main floor. Other nearby tables getting the benefit of the view.

		

		It was like watching her stage performance, but up close. And, in high speed. A lap dance apparently only lasted for one song. Halfway through the first verse, Tam untied the little top she had on, letting it slide from her shoulders. Her breasts hanging sensuously in front of his face, his eyes dancing. Like he was entranced watching her dark nipples. Tam wiggled her tits at him, slapping him in the face with first one then the other. The poor guy looking like he was about to have a heart attack. His fingers gripping the chair bottom so hard, Kris thought he might break it.

		

		As the second verse began, Tam slid her tiny shorts off. She was commando under them. Her light brown ass rubbing seductively against his crotch. Kris finding herself entranced as she saw her pussy so blatantly displayed just a few feet away. The dark petals glistening as she slid herself excitedly over his lap. By the end of the song, she was grinding into him. Hard. Her moist pussy running over his crotch again and again. Kris wouldn’t have been surprised if… Oops! Well, maybe she was still a little surprised. Tam’s victim turning all sorts of red as his hands grabbed his crotch. A very visible wet stain began to spread over his pants. Tam looking directly over at her and winking lewdly, running her tongue along her lips. Shaking her tits enticingly. Oh, fuck.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Kris was still in a slight state of shock as Tam casually grabbed up her top and shorts and strutted towards the hallway to the dressing room. She was just holding her clothes in front of her as she passed by the table. Stopping briefly to chug the drink she’d been nursing earlier. Kris could see a sheen of sweat glistening on her body. A hint of her musky scent enveloping them, sultry and earthy. “Come on back while I dress, Kris. You might as well get the whole experience,” chirped Tam. Her breath still coming fast and hard after the erotically charged lap dance.

		

		Like a meek puppy, Kris followed behind her. Unable to look away from Tam’s nakedly swaying ass, the way her long legs strutted in the spike heels she had on. Feeling a little excited herself after all of this. What was going on with her? Her face still a little red as she entered the dressing room. There were a couple of dancers in there getting ready for their turn on stage. Tam introducing her to them before tossing her clothes down on the vanity.

		

		Grabbing a towelette, she began to wipe down her body. It was so casual, so unabashed. An everyday occurrence to her. But Kris had a hard time looking away. Watching the way, the cloth swept so sensuously across Tam’s full breasts, her nipples engorging as she wiped herself. Then, sliding down between her luscious labia. A voyeur as she casually patted on some dusting powder, then reached for the perfume bottle. A dab to her throat, another between her breasts and… OMG! Well, some customers did get an up-close view down there too, she supposed. Kris almost wishing she had a towelette herself right about then.

		

		“Getting scared off yet?” giggled Tam. Turning to the other dancers, she added, “This one is thinking of trying out for Amateur Night. I’m trying to give her some idea of what she’s in for,” she laughed.

		

		“Yeah, I can see that. She could pull off cute and adorable with no problem. Probably make a mint calling the poor slobs, ‘Daddy,’” laughed Sasha, her eyes raking over her body appraisingly. Kris’s face flushing red at the unexpected attention.

		

		“Oh, she’d look great in like a school girl costume!” enthused Cleopatra. “You’d have ‘em eating out of your hand, sweetie.”

		

		“Well, first she’s got to win the stupid contest,” sighed Tam wistfully. “The competition can get pretty stiff on those nights.”

		

		A chorus of, “We’ll be rooting for you, Kris,” and “You can do it, Hon,” sounded in her ears. Kris smiling shyly at them and thanking them.

		

		While they’d been talking, Tam had started to dress. Kris realizing, she was already adjusting her full breasts into a new costume top, the bottoms snugly covering her lush curves. Thankfully, thought Kris as she let out a breath, she didn’t realize she was holding. Then, sitting back down, Tam explained that the girls picked out their own songs for when they were on stage. Going over with her how she tried to do a mix of what she liked and what the customers seemed to enjoy. After all, she was here to make money.

		

		“Uh… Tam? How often does something like… Well, that guy you danced for came in his pants!” Kris stammered.

		

		“As often as I can make it happen, sweetie. I give great ‘lap dance.’ I get darn good tips for it, too,” laughed Tam delightfully. “You know… Strangely, there’s almost a sense of power in it. I don’t know the psychology behind it, but it’s there. Trust me. It’s like I control what happens. I decide if the guy goes home happy, or with blue balls.”

		

		“Do you ever have to… Um… “

		

		“Look, I won’t kid you. You’ll get propositioned almost every night. But you don’t have to take them up on it. It’s not expected or required. The only time you ‘have to,’ is with the boss. I mean, he’s got a big cock and he knows how to use it, but… I never appreciate being told. Any other time, it’s your choice. There’s no sex with the customers on premises, but I’d be lying if I said I never went home with anybody. Sometimes… Well, there was that time my laptop died, and I needed some quick cash,” giggled Tam. “A couple of other times I just plain liked the guy.”

		

		“I don’t know if I… But I guess as long as it’s my choice?” admitted Kris.

		

		“Don’t forget Malcolm, sweetie. He’s a given,” smirked Tam. “But that’s like once a month or so. Eye on the prize, remember? Walk out the door and forget about it.”

		

		While they’d been talking, Sasha had gone on stage. Cleo heading out shortly after her, her turn next. By the time Sasha came back in, Tam was ready to go. Kris watching as the girl strolled back into the dressing room. Her body drenched with sweat and breathing hard after her set. Her garter stuffed with money, her costume in one hand and more money in the other.

		

		“Why don’t you come out with me, Kris? You can watch from the curtains, get a better sense for the size of the stage. The lights are pretty bright out there, too. It’s hard to see very far.” Kris, reluctantly, following her out to the backstage area. Cleo was still doing her set, already topless as the song ended. She was peeking through the curtain as Cleo dropped her bottoms. Her shaved pussy right there in front of her. Gulp. Kris decided she was going to have to get a lot more comfortable about being nude. Fast.

		

		Cleo exited the stage as her last song ended. Her hands full of costume and money. Strolling nakedly past the two of them, giving Kris a big smile. She could smell the sweat on her, among other things. Her body drenched from her efforts. Kris had never really thought about it before, but dancing like that had to be quite a workout.

		

		“Let’s have a big round of applause for our next dancer, Casandra!” announced the DJ. Tam’s music starting to pound as she strutted quickly through the curtains. Looking for all the world like she owned the stage. Watching her, Kris had to admit that for the next fifteen minutes, she did.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Tam knocked on her dorm room door Saturday morning at eleven sharp. Kris answering, feeling a little apprehensive. As in, she felt like she was going to toss her breakfast, kind of apprehensive. Uh… Well, if she’d been able to eat breakfast that is. Her body stubbornly not seeming to know the difference. She had her bikini stuffed in a carryall, along with a pair of three-inch heels. Tam had arranged to have access to the club for the afternoon. Letting her get used to the stage and teaching her some basic moves. Maybe even a turn or two on the stripper pole. On the drive to the club, Tam helped her pick out some music. It needed to be something she was familiar with, but upbeat and popular enough for the club setting.

		

		They had four songs picked out by the time they’d made the forty-minute drive, three to dance to for the contest and a fourth just in case she won. For her victory dance, if you will. Wishful thinking, but Kris was trying to think positive. Tam pulled her Jeep into the parking lot, Kris gasping a little as she saw a few cars scattered around the lot. “Don’t worry, we don’t open until five,” grinned Tam.

		

		“But…” stammered Kris, her face paling despite her pulse rate skyrocketing. Her head jerking from one parked car to another.

		

		“Sweetie? It’s just the cleaning crew and maybe one of the bartenders? If you can’t do this in front of them, you sure can’t do it in front of a room full of people,” Tam said consolingly. Taking her hand, she squeezed it. “It’ll be okay. They’re busy with their own jobs, you’ll hardly know they’re there.”

		

		Kris felt a little like she was trudging towards the gallows as she followed Tam across the parking lot and through the backdoor of the club. The air-conditioning causing her to shiver a little as she walked inside. Yeah… Sure, that was it. It was the cold air. Uh huh.

		

		Taking her straight to the dressing room, Tam suggested she change into her bikini while she set up the music they wanted. Kris relaxing a little at being able to change in private. By the time she was dressed, Tam was back. Her eyes running over her appraisingly. “Hmmm… We’ll have to get you something better to wear for the contest. And, those shoes will never do. You need a much higher heel, and something that won’t have you limping by the end of your set,” scowled Tam. “Those’ll work for today, we’re just doing some basics. We can work on smoothing out your moves back at the dorm.

		

		“Now, first things first. You’ll be announced by Tommy, the DJ. Oh! You’ll need a name. Have you thought of anything?” asked Tam.

		

		“No?” Kris responded hesitantly. Her quivering voice making it sound more like a question than a statement.

		

		“Um… How about… No, we have one of those. Maybe… Haley? What would you think of that?” asked Tam. Kris shrugging her shoulders and nodding her head. “Okay, so, Tommy announces the next contestant, Haley. Then, as the first beat of your music starts, you walk through the curtain.”

		

		Tam giggling as Kris immediately tangled herself in the long drapes. “That’s why I wanted you to practice here,” she giggled. “Let’s try it again. “Here’s Hayley,” she announced. Her hands starting to bang out the beat of her first song against the wall. This time, Kris made it through the drapes without half killing herself. Only to find she was almost immediately blinded the bright lights.

		

		“Yeah, stumbling block number two. You can’t see shit when you first go through those drapes. It’s even worse at night. Your eyes adjust in a couple of secs, but you need to realize you’ll be blind for the first few steps. Just wing it. The stage is there, I promise. Just remind yourself of that. By the time you get anywhere near an edge, you’ll be able to see.”

		

		Kris marveled at the actual size of the stage. It hadn’t looked anywhere near that large last night when she was here. There was room to twirl and prance around, much more than in her dorm room. She’d have to keep that in mind. Maybe she could find a spare room to dance in at the school. She could use her earbuds to practice to the music. Tam led her to the stripper pole, showing her how to use it. Grasping it and swaying around the long pole. Making it look easy after a couple years’ worth of practice. “What about hanging from it like I’ve seen you do?” asked Kris.

		

		“They don’t like to call 911 here, Kris. That takes a lot of practice. Tell you what, you’ve got a strong grip with your hands, maybe we can work out something exciting with that. But, no upside down, holding on with your legs stuff. I don’t feel like peeling your broken nose off the stage,” said Tam, shaking her head. “Now, let’s try some basic dance moves.”

		

		Tam took her back behind the curtains once again. “Now, let’s put your hands together for Haley,” she said loudly in her pseudo announcer voice. Pushing a button on her phone, Kris’s first song started to play through the loudspeakers. On the third beat, Tam pushed. Kris reluctantly parting the curtains and dancing out onto the stage. Tam following behind, watching her move to the music. At the end of the stage, Kris grabbed on to the stripper pole and promptly lost her grip, stumbling several steps before she caught her balance.

		

		“Try it again, Kris. Grip the pole tightly, it’s slick. Just use it to swing around like a support for now. We’ll get more sophisticated later, I promise,” grinned Tam. Kris trudging back through the curtains as Tam restarted her music. After about twenty minutes, Kris was moving smoothly around the stage. Her body swaying in tempo with the music, and even managing a swing or two around the stripper pole.

		

		“Okay, let’s work on song number two. End the song at the back of the stage, with your back towards the audience. Just like that,” she said, centering Kris where she wanted her. “Now, take off your top and let’s do the next one.” Kris immediately whipping around and staring at her, mouth agape. Her face paling in the bright lights as her eyes frantically sought out the cleaning crew and the bartender.

		

		“If you can’t do it today… You won’t be able to do it for the contest. Suck it up or call it quits, Kris,” said Tam flatly. Kris, reluctantly returning to her mark, facing the curtains. “Don’t worry about fumbling with the clasp today, we’ll work on that when we have your final costume. For now, just unfasten it and let it drop.

		

		Kris shivered as she reached back and fumblingly unfastened her bikini top. Closing her eyes, she pulled it off her shoulders and dropped it to the floor. Both arms automatically reaching to cover her small breasts. “No, here, just use one arm to cover yourself like this,” counseled Tam placing her the way she wanted. Kris looking daggers at her. “Okay, here we go.” With a push of a button, Kris’s next song started.

		

		Taking a deep breath, she turned and pranced along the stage. Her face so red it was like an overripe tomato. Grabbing the stripper pole, she swung herself around but didn’t move her arm away from her breasts. “Uh… Kris? You’re supposed to be a stripper. That’s the gig. Remember? Now, try it again,” said Tam dryly. Nearly laughing as Kris trudged slowly back to face the curtains again. By the third try, Tam was getting frustrated. Telling her to put her top back on, Tam pulled her off the stage and sat her down at a nearby table. “Jerry, will you bring us two screwdrivers please? Make hers extra strong,” smirked Tam.

		

		Jerry appearing at the table moments later, a twinkle in his eye. Kris choking and coughing at how strong the drink was. “Drink it, Kris,” ordered Tam. “All of it. Now, listen to me. If you’re going to try this, you have to actually do it. Trust me, you don’t have any body parts that these guys haven’t seen a thousand times before. For that matter, even the people that’ll be here for the contest have seen it all before. You’re a girl, we all come with the same standard equipment. Kris nodding her head reluctantly. She knew what Tam said was true, but still…

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Finishing her drink, Tam pointed sternly back to the stage. Kris trudging up the little steps like a truculent child. Returning to her mark at the back of the stage. Unfastening her top for the second time before dropping it and placing her arm across her chest. Tam starting the song for the fourth time. This time, Kris pranced around the stage, letting her arm drop as she twirled around the pole. Her small breasts on display to the crowd of… Six people, including Tam. Her pink nipples stiffening like hard diamonds as she caught the eyes of a couple of the men following her. Um… Her bikini bottoms were getting awfully damp, too. And, it wasn’t from sweat. Tam let her dance, suggesting the occasional change in movement as she finished the song. This time, ending up back at her mark. They repeated the song a few more times before Tam suggested moving on.

		

		“But…”

		

		“Oh, for… Jerry? Another round please,” she hollered dragging Kris from the stage. This time, refusing to allow her to put her top on. Sitting down, Tam looked at her in frustration. “Hands on the table Kris. Don’t you dare cover yourself until you go back to get dressed when we’re done. You do, and I’m walking out. I mean it.”

		

		Kris felt like dying of embarrassment as Jerry came up with their drinks. His eyes glued to her small, perfectly shaped breasts. Her puffy little nipples now hard, sticking out like granite monuments as she sat there exposed before him. By the time she’d finished her second ‘extra strong’ screwdriver, she was feeling much more confident. Sort of. Or, maybe just drunk enough not to care so much. Anyway, this time she didn’t argue when Tam pointed her back to the stage. Only pouted a little.

		

		Once on her mark, Tam looked at her expectantly. Rolling her eyes, Kris shucked her bikini bottoms. Nearly tripping herself as she tried to kick them away. “Again,” said Tam flatly. Taking a deep breath, she pulled them back on. Then, pushed them down once again, this time managing to kick them away without looking too awkward. “Much better,” smiled Tam, pushing the button for her next song.

		

		Kris closed her eyes and turned, strolling self-consciously across the stage. Her downy muff exposed to more men than she’d ever been with in her life. Tam shaking her head, her hand over her mouth stifling a laugh as she realized her friend didn’t shave. Well, they’d have to take care of that later, too.

		

		They worked on the song for about fifteen minutes. Kris getting comfortable moving around the stage nude. Or, sort of comfortable, anyway. Then, killing the music Tam pulled her towards the stripper pole. “Okay, let’s try some basic ideas,” she said softly. “Now, watch.”

		

		Tam strolled across the stage, her hands wrapping around the pole above her head. Gripping tightly, she swung herself around, sliding down the pole gracefully. One leg trailing behind her as she settled to the stage floor. Tam repeated the maneuver one more time, before suggesting Kris try it. Her heart beating like she’d run a marathon, Kris grabbed the pole and swung. Her naked bottom bouncing on the stage floor with a loud “Oomph.”

		

		“Again,” said Tam dryly.

		

		Rubbing her butt, Kris retreated before trying the move again. This time, with a modicum of success. After a few more tries, she was doing a fair imitation of Tam’s move. Not even thinking about her commando condition, and the view she was presenting as her legs parted. Not, until one of the men applauded! OMG! Kris turning a delightful shade of red before hastily retreating to the back of the stage.

		

		“Calm down. You did it, Kris,” said Tam, hugging her. “You were great, honey. We’ll practice some more, but that’s enough for today. Kris practically running through the curtains back to the dressing room. She was standing there shivering, her arms hugging herself, when Tam came up behind her. “It’s okay, sweetie. Really, it is. You looked great out there.”

		

		“But… I was naked,” she whined. “And, they…”

		

		“Shhh… You’ll be just as naked during the contest. And, a lot of nights after if you win. You can still back out, but I think you’re doing fine,” said Tam softly. Her arms giving her a big hug. “I’m proud of you. Why don’t you clean up a bit and get dressed?” she suggested. Handing her a box of towelettes. “I’m on the late shift tonight so I don’t have to be back here for a while. What do you say we go shopping? You need a costume and some decent shoes. My treat.”

		

		An hour and a half later, Kris had a new costume and an expensive pair of four and a half inch heels. Gasping a little at the price tag but appreciating that the shoes felt like she was walking on a cloud after the afternoon in her old pair of heels. The costume cleverly designed to tear away with a modicum of effort. Leaving her back at the dorm, Tam hugged her. “My roomie’s out of town this weekend. Why don’t you come over to my room about eleven tomorrow and we’ll work on some of your moves? Bring your new outfit and shoes,” grinned Tam. Then, winking at her, she headed back to the club for her shift.

		

		*

		

		Kris knocked on the door right at eleven, her new costume and shoes clutched protectively in front of her in a carryall. Tam opened the door with a yawn, her hair in a wild tangle, blinking the sleep from her eyes. “Sorry, long night. I… Uh… The manager wanted a little extra bonus for letting us use the club yesterday,” she smirked. Kris paling at the simple words.

		

		“Oh, Tam! I’m so sorry. I had no idea. If I’d realized I would never have…”

		

		“Oh, posh. It was about due to be my turn again anyway. Malcolm’s an ass, but he does have a nice big cock. He can give you quite a ride, what can I say?” she smirked. “Why don’t you change into your outfit while I make some coffee?”

		

		Tam busied herself with the coffeemaker in her room while Kris started to undress. Seeing her naked, she shook her head. “Whoa. Almost forgot, stop right where you are. There is no way you can strip looking like that. You’ve got a damn forest growing down there.”

		

		Kris looking at her warily, as Tam patted her small bed, tossing a towel to her. “Sit on this, I’ll get the razor,” she said sullenly.

		

		“But…”

		

		“Oh for… Kris, do you want to have a chance at this or not?” asked Tam testily.

		

		“Yes…” her answer sounding more like a question than anything else.

		

		“Then, shut up and spread your legs. Your equipment is no different from any other girl. Just furrier,” giggled Tam, walking over to the bed with a dish of water and some soap and baby oil. Kneeling before Kris she looked up at her, a look of doubt in her eyes. “Are you really sure you’ve had sex before? Like, more than once?”

		

		“Yes, I’m sure. Do you need references?” snarked Kris. Letting out a sudden gasp as Tam moistened her dark bush and spread some shave cream over it. Twenty minutes later, she was as smooth as silk down there. And, uh… Extremely wet. The aroma of her honeyed dew filling the air between them. Her dark pink nipples hardened with excitement. Tam patting her dry before sliding her fingers over her mound checking for missed spots.

		

		Leaning forward, Tam kissed her there. Just a light brush of her lips against her now silky-smooth mound. “All done, now you look like a stripper,” she declared. “By the way, most guys seem to appreciate it too.” Kris looking back at her, her face a bright shade of red that spread down over her chest.

		

		The next hour was spent getting Kris used to her tear away costume. Practicing the movements over and over until she could remove them smoothly. At least, with an audience of one. Then, Tam put on her music and made her dance. “I want you practicing your songs, think about what move you’re going to make at each spot. Next Saturday, I’ve arranged to let you practice at the club again. You can run through the whole routine a few times, till you get it down. It’ll give you a chance to play with the pole, too.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Kris didn’t feel as nervous today. After all, she’d done this once before. But she still looked askance at the few cars in the parking lot as Tam pulled in. Well, there’d be a lot more cars here Wednesday for Amateur Night. She’d better get used to it. Gulp. At least, it felt a little more routine today; being in the dressing room, changing into her new costume, putting on the tall four and a half inch heels and teetering along the backstage hall to where the stage entrance was at. Uh… If walking down a hallway so you could take all your clothes off in front of a bunch of people could be considered routine? As in, ever?

		

		Today, Tam was waiting for her at the stage entrance. Remote control in hand. Kris was to run through her whole routine, including trying the stripper pole. Tam watching her closely, trying to improve her performance. By this time, Kris was actually feeling hopeful. With Tam’s help, she felt like she really had a shot at this. She wanted it to be true, anyway. Otherwise, she was in deep trouble. Not to mention, enduring the humiliation of being naked in front a couple of hundred men for no reason if she didn’t get the job.

		

		As the first notes of her music sounded, Kris waltzed through the curtains. Proud of herself for not tripping this time. Her first song went smoothly, Tam only suggesting some minor adjustments. Kris ended the song on her mark at the back of the stage. Deftly removing the little top she had on, she turned with the first beat of the second song. Her face still slightly red as she pranced forward. Only her arm covering her exposed breasts.

		

		A swing around the stripper pole, and her arm fell away. Her pert B-Cup breasts openly displayed. Though, admittedly, she tried not to think about the bartender and the cleaning crew working out in the lounge area. A few more suggestions, trying to smooth out her pole work, and she was ready for the next song. Kris landing back on her mark as the song ended.

		

		Taking a deep, calming breath, she pulled her bottoms off. A flush tinting her pale complexion as the music started and she swirled around to dance across the stage nude. Her now smooth and silky pussy openly on view to anybody who happened to be looking her way. And… Um… Oh, shit. Damn, damn, damn… They were looking, too. All of them.

		

		She did a few turns around the pole, danced the length of the stage. Her body openly displayed. Tam smiling proudly as she grabbed the pole and did a split legged slide like they’d practiced. Kris’s little pink pussy totally on view. The soft petals glistening with pearly excitement. She felt very happy with herself as she ended her routine. Sweating and breathing hard but she was smiling.

		

		“I think we need to add a few moves, Kris. Just like during a regular strip routine, the contestants get tips from the audience. Be right back,” hollered Tam, racing backstage. Returning a few minutes later with a sparkly little garter for Kris’s leg. Kris holding out her foot hesitantly as Tam slowly slid it over her high heel and up her thigh. Uh… Very high up on her thigh. Did it really have to be THAT high? Their probing hands would be… Shit, shit, shit.

		

		Walking over to the bar, Tam asked Jerry for twenty dollars in singles. Then, she had Kris dress and run through the routine again. This time counseling her to edge the stage here and there. Tam sliding singles into her garter. Kris shuddering at the erotic feeling of somebody touching her leg. Her very naked leg. Even if it was only Tam. Er… Unless it was because it was Tam? Oh, damn, damn, damn. By the end of the routine, she needed a break. For more reasons than one. All that touching, being naked… The sparse crew looking on. It was turning her on. Big time!

		

		Tam let her dress again and asked Jerry to bring them a couple of drinks. Um… Same mix as last week. Kris looking at her strangely. After all, hadn’t she danced naked just like she was supposed to?

		

		“You know, there’s a couple of things we haven’t touched on, Kris. We need to practice your victory dance, that one is all in the nude. So is the judging, by the way. They’ll call all the contestants up. You’ll be standing there lined up naked. As your name is called you step forward. The other thing is, doing a lap dance. Even the wanna be’s may get called on to do one. In fact, some guys seem to get off on that. Knowing that you’re not all that much of a pro. We’ll need to practice that a few times. Kris taking a rather large sip of her drink at that announcement. And, I’m just now finding this out, she thought?

		

		“Jerry? Can you bring us another round?” hollered Tam. Jerry dutifully trudging over to where the two of them were sitting. At least, Kris had clothes on this time.

		

		“Say, Jerry? Could you do us a big favor?” purred Tam.

		

		“Sure, Tam. What do you need?” he asked.

		

		“A volunteer?” snickered Tam, biting her lip. The perfect coquette. “I want Kris to try doing a real lap dance. If you’re ‘up’ for it, that is?”

		

		“Oh, no fair Tam. I mean, I’ve got work to do. And… And…”

		

		“Oh, come now. A big, strong guy like you? You can’t be afraid of getting a lap dance from a tiny slip of a girl like Kris?” she chided.

		

		Kris felt like she wanted to die right then and there. Do a lap dance? For Jerry? I mean, he’s like six-two and two twenty. The guy had been a football player, for crying out loud. His arms were bigger than she was. And, Tam expected her to…?

		

		“Please, Jerry? She’s a sweetheart, and she’d be a great addition here. You have to admit that? We could really use your help?” Tam said softly. Her fingers dancing over Jerry’s chest, her breath hot in his ear. “Pretty please?”

		

		Jerry let out a huge sigh and pushed Tam away. “All right, Tam. I’ll do it,” he said reluctantly. Tam, giving him a kiss on the cheek and whispering something in his ear. His face turning red as she did.

		

		What? Aren’t I sexy enough for him, wondered Kris? Well… I’ll show him! He’s about to get the lap dance of his life.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Tam pulled her aside, the two of them talking quietly as she coached her. “Now, remember, you only have one song for a lap dance. So, everything has to happen in fast forward. Top off almost immediately, bottoms in the second verse. Then, really turn it on for the last verse. If the guy tries to touch you, suck your tits, feel you up… You just pull away and shake your finger at him, like he’s being naughty. You do not EVER get to slap a customer. That’s the bouncer’s job,” she snickered. “If somebody gets too friendly, the bouncer will intervene, I promise. It’s kind of fun to watch when that happens.

		

		“Remember, you’re there to turn the guy on. Big time. That’s what gets you the tips. Make him think you love him, that you’re ready to go home with him. You’ve watched me before, and the other girls. You know what to do. Shake those little titties at him, grind your ass into him, that kind of thing.”

		

		“But…”

		

		“Kris, you need to do this. Otherwise, the first time you try it, will probably be on the floor Wednesday night. Is that what you want? Because, it’s not as easy as it looks, I promise you. You’ve got a real shot at this contest, you don’t want to mess it up this close to the finish line. So… Ready?”

		

		Nodding reluctantly, Kris watched as Jerry pulled his chair away from the table. His eyes glued to her. His ruddy face looking extremely embarrassed at the moment. O. M. G. She couldn’t believe she was doing this. But, then, this whole venture had been pretty surreal right from the start. She heard the music start, it wasn’t one of her songs, but she guessed that made sense. She’d be dancing to some other dancer’s choice of music when it was for real. At least, she recognized the music, a popular Taylor Swift piece.

		

		Her eyes hooded sultrily she straddled Jerry’s lap, her torso gyrating slightly as she reached back and released her top. She looked him right in the eye. Practically daring him to not like her. Pushing her tiny breasts out proudly as she tossed her top to the table. Her nipples like hard erasers jutting out. They were so hard they almost hurt. Jerry’s face was right in front of her. She leaned in and pulled his nose between her breasts. Shaking her tits, letting them slap him… Well, as much as she could anyway. Her pert little B-Cups just weren’t that big. Then, she danced teasingly away. Her face was beet red, but she was very pleased with herself. Jerry squirming a little in the chair as he watched her, his eyes glued to her swaying curves.

		

		She was already breathing hard by the second verse. Seeing Tam encouraging her, she slid her bottoms off. Sliding into Jerry’s lap as she did, her back to him. Kicking the scrap of fabric away, she stood back up and bent over. Letting him have an up close and personal view. His eyes now glued to her swaying hips and smoothly shaved mound. Cruelly, she straddled his legs again, her tits shaking in his face. Her pussy gapping open as she slid into his lap. The aroma of her arousal filling the air between them.

		

		Kris was startled as Jerry ducked his head forward and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. Her first instinct was to slap him, big time. But, remembering Tam’s warning she just jerked away and shook her finger at him. Naughty, naughty boy. Tam applauding silently in the background. Her nipple feeling like it was on fire, she felt a little flustered. This was a job wasn’t it? A means to pay for school. She shouldn’t be getting turned on, but… Damn, she was turned on!

		

		As the next verse started, she slid her backside into Jerry’s lap again. Grinding her pussy against his… O. M. G. Big… Very big, bulge. She was getting to him. She leaned back against him, her hands around his head. Playing with his hair. His face buried against her long hair. Letting him inhale her scent. Her little ass gyrating again and again. The song coming to an end, she gave a final slide over the thick bulge in his pants leaving a trail of her dewy secretions. Fireworks erupting through her as her clit raked against the rough fabric of his jeans. Jerry groaning, his fingers turning white gripping the chair bottom.

		

		With a little smirk, she bounced off him as the last note sounded. Then, casually picked up her clothes and stared at the two of them. A haughty expression on her face, pleased with herself. Even a little proud of the damp spot she’d left on Jerry’s lap. Like she’d marked him.

		

		“You’ll do. Go get dressed,” chuckled Tam. Kris strutting haughtily off towards the dressing room. Shaking her naked little ass provocatively with every step.

		

		Back in the dressing room, Kris collapsed against the long vanity. Her fingers diving between her legs giving herself some much needed relief. She hadn’t been this turned on for a long time. But, being naked out there… And, doing the lap dance… And, Jerry sucking her nipple… Damn, she was ready to explode. Her body shuddering with a tremendous climax as her fingers flew over her hard-little button. Then, still gasping for breath, she hesitantly reached for the box of towelettes. By the time Tam came into the dressing room, she was calmly finishing up wiping the sweat from her body.

		

		“You were terrific, Kris. I mean it, you have a real shot at winning the contest. I think you’re as ready as you’ll ever be for Wednesday night,” beamed Tam.

		

		“I have to admit, I was surprised when Jerry… Well… When he…”

		

		“Yeah, about that. Please don’t be upset with Jerry. I put him up to it,” giggled Tam. “It’s going to happen when you’re dancing for real. I needed to make sure you’d handle it okay. Don’t worry, I… Um… ‘Thanked’ Jerry for his assistance.” Kris seeing a wicked little sparkle in her eyes. She had a pretty good idea how she’d thanked him, too.

		

		“So, is he as big as he felt while I was rubbing against him?” she giggled.

		

		“Every bit,” smirked Tam. Get dressed and let’s get out of here. I’m not working tonight, and we need to party.”

		

		The two of them rolled into Tam’s dorm room later that night arms around each other. Damn good thing Tam’s roomie was visiting her boyfriend for the night. They’d gone dancing at a little place off campus, surprisingly spending most of the night together. The two of them rubbing up against each other sensuously as they danced. By the time they hit the room, Kris was ready to explode. The whole thing… Being nude at the club, giving Jerry the lap dance, him so blatantly sucking her nipple, the dancing with Tam, it was like she was a loaded rocket waiting for countdown to end.

		

		Tam hugged her tightly. “I think you’ll be great Wednesday night,” she purred. “More than great. You’re going to get the job, Kris. Just keep your eye on the prize.”

		

		“Thanks, Tam. You don’t know how much your help means to me. I guess, I’ve been feeling kind of desperate. At least now, I feel like I have some hope,” whispered Kris. Her head nestled into Tam’s swelling breasts, the scent of her filling her nostrils. Tam stood a head taller than she was, and Tam still had on a pair of wedge heels. She felt dwarfed next to her.

		

		Looking up at her, her eyes wet with tears, she wasn’t even surprised when Tam leaned down and kissed her. Just a little peck at first. Their kiss exploding as Kris flung her arms around her neck and opened her mouth. Their tongues dueling passionately. Tam’s hands caressing her soft curves, sliding beneath the little sundress she’d worn into the club earlier. Fingers cupping her firm ass cheeks, pulling her tightly against her. A little gasp escaping her lips as Tam’s fingers slid between her pulsing labia, stroking her.

		

		Kris slowly released her grip around Tam’s neck and slid to the floor, pulling Tam’s miniskirt down out of the way. Her honeyed aroma strong in her nostrils as she tugged her moist thong down the long legs. Then, almost like she was entranced, she leaned in and kissed Tam’s silky, milk chocolate mound. Her tongue slowly exploring between the darkness of her blossoming nether lips. Tam’s soft petals parting, her honeyed dew exploding on Kris’s tongue. The taste of another woman exciting her for the first time. A passionate whimper sounding above her as Tam gripped her head, holding her there. Her body shuddering in orgasm.

		

		She was new to this, but it just seemed so natural. Her tongue sliding deep inside Tam’s velvety canal. Then, flicking out to tease her tight nub of nerves. Tam finally pushing her away and pulling her top off before drawing Kris towards her bed. Clothes flying as she undressed before they fell into bed together. The two of them twisting around into a sixty-nine, Kris gasping as she felt Tam kiss her… Down there. Her body shuddering uncontrollably as Tam’s tongue began to drive her insane.

		

		Their cries continuing, tongues buried deep into each other, they exhausted themselves. Finally falling asleep nestled together.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Kris was nervous, there were nine other girls there tonight. All vying for the single contract to dance at the club. There was a big crowd out there too, she’d peeked. The place was packed. It wouldn’t be just Jerry and the cleaning crew watching her this time. Looking at her competition warily, she had to admit they were all attractive. Every one of them stood a good head taller than she was, and uh… They were better endowed, as well. She’d have to dance her tail off if she wanted a chance to win this.

		

		Tam had snuck in earlier, kind of checking out the situation. Advising her to pull out all the stops tonight. Even encouraging her to do some of the things they hadn’t practiced all that much. Like Tam’s scissor leg move. Gulp. But she was right. If Kris wanted to win, she’d have to give it her all. And, she wanted to win. She’d done all of this for nothing if she failed.

		

		She was up early in the contest, number three to dance. Tam had said that was both good and bad. It was early enough that the audience might forget her performance by the time the contest drew to a close. But, at the same time, it might give her a chance to be requested for a lap dance or two. Allowing her some extra exposure. The in-house crew keeping their fingers crossed for her. She’d have their vote, at least. As long as she didn’t screw up.

		

		One of the earlier contestants had already been called for a lap dance. The girl looking like a deer in the headlights as she followed meekly behind the waitress. Another of the contestants sneering a little as she walked by. Okay, at least she wasn’t the only one that was a novice at this. Kris eyeing each of the other dancers warily. Trying to pick out the mix of newbies and seasoned performers.

		

		“Next up is… Haley,” called Monique. She was emceeing the contest tonight. Kris had met her last weekend, but just barely. With a shy smile she followed her down the backstage hallway, waiting quietly while the dancer before her finished her set. She wanted to peek through the curtains. See what the girl was doing. But, she didn’t. Kris had been counting the songs. She knew the girl was on her last one, the crowd applauding as she came through the curtains. Her body sweaty, a wad of cash stuffed in her garter. Monique giving her a hug and wishing her well, as she stared at the curtains in front of her.

		

		As the announcer came over the sound system, Kris took a deep breath. “Our next contestant is Haley, let’s give her a round of applause guys!” On the first beat of her music, she pushed through the curtain into the blinding lights of the stage. Thank goodness Tam had made her do this before. The lights seemed even brighter tonight, more blinding than ever. The house lights now being dimmed during regular business hours.

		

		She danced along the stage smiling at the invisible audience, grabbing the stripper pole as her eyes began to focus. Taking a wild swing around it, she pranced along the other side of the stage. Her legs strutting forcefully, high heels pounding the stage. She even stopped to jiggle her small tits in somebody’s face, her long hair draping across him teasingly. The guy getting all flustered and red faced as she did. She was already sweating by the time the song ended. But she managed to be on her mark at the last beat. Her eyes closed making a silent wish, hands going deftly to the clasp of her top and pulling it free.

		

		One arm teasingly covering her breasts, she twirled around on the first beat of the next song. Doing her best to not think about the couple of hundred men staring at her bare tits. Prancing across the stage, a big smile plastered on her face. A grab at the stripper pole, taking a swing around it before doing another and dropping her arm. Her perfect little B-Cup tits bared to the whole room. An appreciative round of applause sounding, but not like what some of the other girls had gotten.

		

		This time when she stopped to wiggle her tits at some guy, she let them nakedly slap his face. A howl going up around the room. A line started to form around the stage as men lined up to give her a tip. Kris pausing to stick out her leg, her spike heeled toe pointed at them. Their fingers tracing hotly over her thigh as they slid one bill after another into her garter. Damn, it was high on her thigh.

		

		Kris repeated the move on the other side of the stage, wanting to give everybody a chance to see how enthusiastic she was. Hoping that, somehow, that would make up for her lack of certain physical attributes. Her nipples felt like they were on fire, her costume getting damp as she strutted around the stage. This was getting her hot. Slapping her tits against the customers. The lineup of men touching her, the ones out in the audience staring at her. Topless.

		

		Excited, she ended the song on her mark. Not hesitating as she slid her bottoms off and kicked them away. She was breathing hard, Tam had told her she needed to pull out all the stops… Her mind churning, she made her decision. Stomping her legs apart in a wide Vee, she bent over grabbing her ankles. Her naked ass exposed to the room, her pussy brazenly on display as a howl went up around the room. Wantonly, she winked at them between her legs. Her hair dragging sensuously along the stage floor as the first beat of the next song sounded. Swiftly straightening up, she twirled and pranced down the stage stark naked. Her pussy glistening with excitement. Tiny breasts thrust out proudly.

		

		Grabbing the stripper pole, she twirled around it. Letting her body slide to the stage floor, legs open. Her pink pussy shamelessly exposed to their leering eyes. Her performance accompanied by a huge round of applause. The lines around the stage grew longer. Since she was already down on the floor, she just crawled along the edge of the stage. Men shoving money into her garter, each of them copping a little feel as he did. Their eyes inches from her pulsing nether lips, her scent hanging in the air.

		

		OMG! She was so embarrassed, behaving like this. It wasn’t like her. Not the way she was brought up. But she couldn’t believe how hot it was making her. She could feel her excitement starting to drool down her thighs. Her admirers probably getting a very interesting view. She wondered if they could smell how excited she was? They were so close… This was supposed to be a job, right? She hadn’t expected to get this… Stimulated? Oh, fuck it. She was turned on something fierce. Damn, she needed to get off, somehow.

		

		Back at the head of the stage, Kris rolled to her back, her legs high in the air. Then, crossing her ankles, she winked at them and spread her legs into a wide Vee. Her pussy blossoming open, the soft pink petals glistening with her dew. Hopping up, she grabbed the brass pole, leaning into it. Sliding down, her pussy running blatantly along the heavy shaft as a shock raced through her. Her long hair tossing wildly, body shuddering in a thunderous orgasm as the crowd erupted.

		

		The song ending, Kris weakly began to pick up the cash that had been thrown onto the stage. Applause deafening in her ears as picked up her costume and slipped back through the curtains. Monique looking at her with huge eyes. “If you don’t win this thing, then somebody’s nuts,” she grinned. Kris standing there, her face beet red, gasping for breath as sweat rolled down her body. A shy little smile on her face.

		

		“You need to get cleaned up, sweetie. I have a feeling a few guys will want a lap dance after that performance. I still can’t believe you humped the damn stripper pole?” she laughed shaking her head. “Good luck; hope you win.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		She was still gasping for breath as she entered the dressing room. Sweat running in tiny rivulets down her body. Grabbing the box of towelettes she began to run the damp cloth over her body. The cooling caress of it teasing her nipples, letting it soothe her passion charged figure. A few minutes later, she patted some dusting powder on and a few dabs of perfume before dressing.

		

		Kris was still dressing when one of the waitresses poked her head in. “Haley?” she called uncertainly. Spotting her over at the vanity, she continued. “You’ve been requested for a lap dance. Take your time, I can wait till you’re ready.”

		

		As they walked down the hallway to the floor area, the waitress chatted with her. “I’m Carly, I’ve got to say, that was one hot performance up there. I gather you’re Casandra’s friend?” she asked, using Tam’s stage name.

		

		“Yeah, we go to school together. Some of the same classes and we’re in the same dorm,” admitted Kris.

		

		“Well, here we are,” grinned Carly leaving Kris in front of a heavy set, older man sitting towards the back of the lounge. The song playing was only part way through, so Kris introduced herself and took a few minutes chatting till the song finished. At the first notes of the next song, she began to dance. Her hips swaying as her hands slithered over her head. Straddling his lap, she reached back and unfastened her top, setting it on the table. Her little tits only inches from his lustful gaze.

		

		Leaning forward, she brushed her soft globes against the side of his face. Dancing away as he tried to reach for her pink nipple. The next time she sat in his lap, she ground herself against him. Her little body writhing like a snake. A low groan escaping his lips. As the next verse started, she quickly shucked her bottoms, bending over and giving him an up close and personal view of what he was paying for. Her enticing pink petals glistening in the lights.

		

		Straddling him again, she pulled his nose between her breasts, holding him there as she ground herself against him. The bulge in his pants rubbing against her little clit, sending shock waves racing through her. As the song ended, she pulled away leaving him sitting there panting and red faced. His pants sporting a wet stain… Um… Well, okay, that was from her. Oops! The thought making her blush. Grabbing up her costume, she leaned over and gave him a peck on the cheek before heading back to the dressing room.

		

		She had barely finished wiping herself and dressing, when Carly stuck her head in again and wiggled her finger for her to follow. It was getting late; the contest was almost over with only one girl still to dance. This time, Kris was led to a table near the front of the stage. The announcer had just called the last dancer to the stage, Kris taking advantage of her first song to do her lap dance. She’d be the only nude girl in the room for that one dance, all eyes focusing on her not the dancer. And, she intended to make it memorable.

		

		Her victim looked like a college student, or about that age. One of her contemporaries. Kris slithering into his lap and unfastening her top. Biting her lip, she pulled it aside, tossing it to the table. Her pert breasts standing proudly as his eyes devoured her. She wrapped her hands around his head and pulled him between her small globes. Shaking her body, she let her little tits slap his face teasingly. This time when he lunged for her nipple, she let him have a taste before pulling away and pointedly shaking her finger at him.

		

		With a giggle, she twirled and planted her butt in his lap. Screwing herself down on his bulging crotch. Leaning back into him, she pulled his head down to her hair, rubbing herself along his body. Her tits standing out proudly to the rest of the room. With the second verse starting, she quickly pulled down her bikini bottom. Kicking it away, sending it sailing. One of the other men catching it. Kris gasping as she saw him put it up to his nose, inhaling her essence. Then, wickedly, she twirled again and straddled her poor victim. Her little pussy wide open before his leering gaze, as she rubbed it along his thickening bulge. Rocking herself over his hardness, a low groan emitting from his lips as sweat broke out on his forehead. His hands gripping the sides of his chair, desperately trying not to touch her.

		

		She twisted and squirmed, grinding herself into him. Hard. Her clit raking over his crotch again and again. Her little tits bouncing in front of his face. With her hands wrapped around his head, she jiggled her tits. Her breasts slapping him again and again as she ground herself into him. His face turning beet red. With a sudden gasp, he pushed her away. Grabbing his crotch, he raced for the restrooms, a stain spreading over his pants.

		

		Kris standing there naked, biting her finger cutely. Then, she turned to face the audience. Drawing herself up to her full five foot, she spread her arms wide and bowed as the crowd erupted. Grabbing her costume, she scurried back across the room. Not even trying to cover herself, shaking her ass the entire way.

		

		*

		

		Kris didn’t bother to dress this time. Just wiped herself off and primped a little before having to go on stage for the judging. She was nervous, it was all or nothing. This wasn’t the life she imagined for herself, but she’d learned to roll with the punches through the years. Determined to come out a winner, whatever it took.

		

		Monique came in and called them all to the stage. The girls all filing out together in the order they’d appeared on stage. As each girl was called forward, applause would erupt showing their pleasure at her performance. When her name was called, Kris stepped forward doing a little pirouette. The crowd erupted. Applause, whistles… She saw Tam applauding like crazy, as well as some of the other dancers. Even Jerry was behind the bar pounding on the counter in appreciation. Her face flushing red as she stepped back into line.

		

		The other girls all got applause, too. Some of them quite a bit. Kris waiting nervously as they announced the third-place winner of a hundred dollars, then the first runner-up and winner of five hundred dollars. The girls waiting as Monique fumbled with the final envelope. “And first place, our winner of the thousand-dollar prize and a contract to dance here at the club, goes to… Haley!” cried Monique excitedly, clapping her hands together.

		

		Kris gasping. She’d done it. She could pay for school. Even more, from what she knew from Tam, she might even graduate debt free. The other dancers filing off the stage leaving her standing there in the spot light, naked. Monique announcing her victory dance and disappearing between the curtains as her last song played. Kris dancing into it on the first beat. A huge smile on her face.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		By the time she got back to the dressing room, the other girls had already vacated it. She was still a little stunned that she’d actually done it. Um... Any of it. What she’d done tonight… Well, it wasn’t the way she was raised. But that was a lifetime ago. Before her world fell apart, her parents separating. Mom becoming an addict and finally dying of an overdose. She hadn’t seen her father since he’d left them. She had no idea where he was, or even if he was alive. But she was. And, she was determined.

		

		Kris had just finished wiping herself and slipping into the little sundress she’d worn in tonight when Monique came in. “Congratulations, Kris. Welcome aboard. If you’ll follow me, the manager has your check and the contract for you. He always likes to ‘welcome’ the new dancers personally,” she added softly. Not really looking her in the eye as she did. Her voice full of meaning, sure that Tam had warned her of Malcolm’s demands.

		

		Her bubble bursting a little at the news, Kris followed her meekly down the hall to the office. She knew this was coming, but tonight? All she wanted to do tonight was party. Um… Okay, not that kind of party, but party! Then again, she really was awfully turned on at the moment. With a knock at the door, Monique opened it and ushered her inside. The door closing quietly behind her.

		

		The room was fairly good sized. A big desk taking up one side of it. Two chairs setting in front of it. Along another wall was a small table and chairs for conferencing. A two-way mirror looking out over the stage lined the wall behind the desk. Oops. He’d been watching her.

		

		Kris got her first look at the elusive Malcolm as he came around to shake her hand. Gulp. Tam had never mentioned… Well, why would she? Tam was black herself. Or, half black, or whatever. It was just that Kris had never… You know. Not with a black man. His thick dark shaft splitting her open, breeding her. She didn’t think of herself as racist or anything. After all, she and Tam had… You know. Several times. But this was different. Wasn’t it? Tam had warned her he didn’t like condoms. He’d be emptying his thick black cum inside of her, breeding her. The term alone giving her chills. He was just not any black man, either. A good six two or three, he towered over her. His arms bulging with muscles. A good-sized bulge pressing against his jeans as he looked her over, practically undressing her with his eyes.

		

		After congratulating her, he handed over her check. Pointing to the contract, he indicated where she should sign. It was a three-month agreement, with a clause making it go evergreen after that. At least, until canceled with notice by either party. Kris had no intention of exercising the cancelation clause. Not until after she’d finished school, anyway. Though she was nervous as Malcolm stood over her… Towered over her would be more correct. His cologne strong in her nostrils. Kris signed the agreement, quietly slipping the check into her purse next to the tips she’d made tonight.

		

		She shuddered a little as she felt his hand slide slowly down her arm. Goose bumps popping up as her pulse rate climbed. What was it Tam had said? ‘A big cock and he knew how to use it?’ Yeah, that sounded right. But… Oh shit. Just what did Tam consider a big cock? Kris had only been with three boys before. And, she had a feeling that they wouldn’t measure up, not under the circumstances. Not if the stories about BBC’s she’d heard were true. And, did she really want to… I mean, he was black. And, um…

		

		Kris gulping as she felt him slide the strap of her dress off her shoulder. A tremor running through her. “You were quite something out there tonight,” purred Malcolm softly. “So hot, a real little firecracker.” His voice deep and seductive. She could feel the heat of his breath against her neck as he slid her other strap aside. Her eyes closing as she felt her zipper slide down her back. The little sundress falling away, puddling around her spike heeled feet. His black hands sliding around to cup her small breasts.

		

		She whimpered as he pinched her nipples. Little electric shocks running through her as her rolled his fingers over the sensitive points. Turning her around to face him, he pushed her down. Guess there wouldn’t be any kissing involved. Kris finding herself staring at his jeans. A thick bulge developing at his crotch. Her fingers trembling, she reached out and unzipped his pants. Working the buckle loose as she tugged them down. His thick black cock springing up in front of her. Fuck, he really was big! That monster dwarfed her vibrator, and it was way bigger than any of her boyfriends. What was that thing going to feel like?

		

		Kris leaned forward, her tongue snaking out to lick the swollen head of his dark shaft. The taste of him bursting in her mouth. Well, at least he tasted like other men. Her fingers looking so pale against his black cock, she began to stroke him. Her tongue dancing along his length. Shit, he was a good nine inches. Never… Never… Never… OMG! She opened her mouth and slid the bulbous head inside. Her tongue swirling over the sensitive pole. Only able to slide him in a couple of inches.

		

		She was doing her best, but he was just too big. That monster was not going any further inside her mouth. Not happening. Malcolm let her work his shaft for a few minutes before reaching down and picking her up. She felt like a feather in his arms. Kris finding herself bent over the edge of the table. A shudder running through her as he kicked her feet apart. Her spike heeled toes scrambling for a foothold as he stepped behind her.

		

		Kris screamed. The sound deep, guttural, almost feral as his thick shaft spread her open. Almost tearing her in two. So big… Oh, so big… Another scream as he pushed forward, driving his whole length into her. Her body sprawled across the table. The long, thick shaft sinking deeper inside her than anyone ever had. Hitting places she didn’t even know she had. Her head lolling back and forth, her body shuddering with every thrust, he drove into her relentlessly. His thick cock ramming into her again and again. Sparks flying through her with each lunge.

		

		Sweat glistened on her body as he used her. Small breasts crushed against the hard top of the table. His black hands wrapped in her long hair. Her cries becoming incomprehensible, as she shuddered through one orgasm after another. Her little fingers clawing ineffectually at the table top. Drool sliding from her mouth as she mumbled incoherently with every thrust. With a wild shudder, she felt him swell inside of her, his thrusts becoming erratic. No… No…

		

		Fuck! Her eyes rolled back in her head as she screamed. His lava hot seed jetting into her, breeding her. The thick shaft pulsing again and again, as she shuddered beneath him.

		

		Kris was still lying across the table, spent when he pulled out of her. His thick cum spilling from her ravaged pussy and drooling heavily down her thighs. Weakly, she pushed herself from the table. Brushing her damp hair from her face and picking up her little dress. She began to dress. Malcolm watching her as she zipped up the little dress. “You start Friday night. Six O’clock shift. Get yourself some costumes. Tam can help you pick them out. And, Kris? No more humping the stripper pole,” he grinned.

		

		*

		

		Tam was waiting for her in the dressing room, hugging her as Kris cuddled against her. Helping her clean herself before they left. The two of them slipping into the dorm after hours, Tam pulling her into her room. And, into her bed…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Kris waited quietly backstage, Carmelita still finishing her set. It had been quite a ride so far, but this term was paid for. With her newfound wealth, she and Tam had gotten a small place off campus. It had two bedrooms, but she only used hers when Tam had a date, or she did. The rest of the time, they slept together. Cuddled cozily, Tam’s honeyed scent filling her nostrils. Her thoughts only coming back to the present as Carmelita exited the stage.

		

		“Now, put your hands together for our favorite little ‘Pocket Rocket,’ Haley!” exclaimed the DJ. Kris pushing through the heavy drapes at the first beat of her music. A large round of applause sounding in her ears…

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about the adventures of Kris and Tam as much as I did writing about them. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well.

		

		Many Thanks,

		

		Richard Carlisle
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