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She waits behind the curtain for her cue.

It’s OK to be nervous, she tells herself. As long as you keep it back here. Once you’re out there, you’re in charge. You’re in control. You make them want you.

The first time was always the hardest, or so one of the other performers – a legal secretary named Susan from two towns away – had told her. Susan had attended Amateur Night a few times before, and it showed: of all the women who had gathered behind the stage an hour earlier, she was the only one who didn’t seem nervous. When it had been her turn to dance, she had moved with an easy, natural grace – none of the halting moves that the other girls had shown.

‘Why are you here?’ she had asked, and the more experienced woman had just shrugged.

‘Why are you here?’ Susan had replied. ‘I like the thrill of it. Their eyes on me. You’ll see once you’ve done it. It feels like a drug. You won’t be able to get enough of it, I promise.’

Waiting for the call, that’s hard to believe. And yet...

And yet part of her can already feel that thrill. Part of her knows this isn’t going to be her last time, even before it has technically been her first. The thought excites her, makes her feel sexy and desirable.

Good, she thinks. It’s a nice thought to cling on to.

Time seems to have slowed down to a stop. The last girl finished what feels like an age ago. What’s taking so long? Have they forgotten about her? She’s last on the list, but still...

If it carries on for much longer, the crowd will get bored. They’ll start to disperse, and then all of her worrying will be for nothing.

Suddenly, a voice comes over the PA system. ‘... and now, ladies and gentlemen, it’s my pleasure to announce...’

There it is. The music is playing. She feels Susan’s reassuring hand on her shoulder, and one of the other girls is giving her the thumbs up.

Too late to back out now.

‘... Krystal!’

She throws the curtain aside and struts onto the stage, her chosen name for the night suddenly sounding ridiculous to her ears. Krystal. Who the hell would be called Krystal, anyway? What kind of a name is that?

Krystal is someone else – someone a world away from her. It is Krystal who dances her way seductively onto the stage, who flashes a cheeky smile and tilts her hat to the stag party in the front row, who grips the pole seductively and shimmies her body down it. All of this comes so easily to Krystal, as though she was born to do it.

Perhaps she was, she thinks.

And so she lets Krystal take over. It’s Krystal who takes off her hat and flings it seductively into the crowd, to cheers and catcalls and catcalls from those watching her. It’s almost as though a stranger is driving her body: when her coat slips off to reveal a scandalously lacy black bra underneath, it comes almost as a surprise to her. Then again, that’s Krystal through and through.

Wild. Crazy. Impetuous. Anything can happen when Krystal takes the wheel.

She isn’t far into her routine before she begins to feel the wetness growing between her legs. Somehow, this feeling – being on stage, being watched and lusted over by a crowd of angry men – is exciting her in a way that nothing has before.

She liked to be watched. She had always fantasised about it, but the reality is so much more than she ever could have dreamt of.

And then, as the music draws to its crescendo, it is over.

She had been instructed by the management to keep herself at least semi-decent, but in the throes of it all she hadn’t even managed to get down to being topless. The skimpy outfit she had started with has mostly been cast aside, but a cut of black lingerie still covers her nipples and some small percentage of her breasts, and the thong-backed panties she had bought especially for her performance – knowing how thrilling it would be to have her shaved pussy almost visible through the mesh fabric – are still firmly in place.

The catcalls from the men, some encouraging and some accusing her of being a tease, persist as she gathers up her clothes and heads quietly offstage. It is time for the next girl to perform, and as the girl in question slips out from behind the curtain – a buxom redhead named Kelly, wearing a rough facsimile of a police uniform complete with handcuffs – the crowd of men find their attention better served elsewhere.

Fickle, she thinks.

She considers leaving, but the bar is practically empty and she could use a drink to help counteract the adrenaline that courses through her body. The only other person sitting at the bar is a man in his mid-thirties in a sharp fitting suit. He barely pays her any attention as she sits down, but as she orders her drink he gives a slight nod to the man behind the bar.

‘No charge,’ the bartender says as he slides the drink across to her.

‘Because I was a dancer?’

‘Because he paid.’ He gestures to the other man, three or four stools away, who still hasn’t acknowledged her.

She likes that. She wasn’t sure how she would feel being bought a drink by a stranger in a place like this, but now that it is happening... yes. She could get used to it.

She takes a sip of the vodka and cranberry juice and raises a glass in his direction. ‘Thanks,’ she says, and for the first time he smiles.

There’s a danger in his grin, and for a second her breath catches in his throat. He’s not like the other men, the ones closest to the stage. They were falling over themselves trying to get her attention – or Krystal’s attention, anyway – but this one has made no effort to show off. The suit and his calm sense of power speak for him, striking a powerful comment even over the music that accompanies Kelly’s gyrations. Instead, he is just watching, and waiting – for what, she doesn’t know.

‘It would be a shame not to reward a dance like that,’ he says simply.

‘I’m glad you think so.’

‘I haven’t seen you here before.’

‘I’m new.’

‘It doesn’t show.’

His words shouldn’t have been a compliment, but they were – somehow, in some way, she was happy for him to effectively be saying that she was an acceptable stripper. Why was that?

Of course, it’s obvious. It means he was watching her. Even from his spot at the bar, she had had his attention. The tingling between her legs seemed to intensify at the realisation, throbbing at the knowledge that this man had been focused on her and her alone. But why him? Why does she care? Precisely because he seems not to. He is aloof and distant – at least, to the girl currently dancing on the stage. 

But not to her.

‘So what brings you to a place like this?’ she asks. He doesn’t fit in here, but he doesn’t seem awkward about it. He’s happy to keep himself above the throng.

‘I’ve booked the Champagne Room for the night,’ he says, as though the money he must have dropped on that was nothing at all. ‘I was hoping for some company.’

The implication is obvious. He’s not looking for conversation.

She means to say no – of course she does – but somehow the word sticks in her throat. Krystal wouldn’t turn down his offer, would she? Krystal would take his gorgeous man back to the room he booked, probably leading the way. Krystal would love every second of it.

And isn’t this Krystal’s night?

She nods. ‘OK,’ she says. ‘I think I’d like that.’

He smiles. ‘After your performance up there, I think I’m going to like that too.’

There’s something about the lascivious glint in his eye that fails to put her at ease. What exactly is he expecting? He doesn’t seem to be any stranger to the ins and outs of the club; he must know what services are on offer. What if he asks her for something she’s not comfortable with, beyond a private dance? She considers coming clean, telling him that she’s not what he’s looking for, that he might be better off with one of the other girls who are milling around the bar looking for clients – but it’s too late. He has finished his drink, and is heading towards one of the back rooms. Now, there is only one choice left.

Stay, or follow?

Tick, tock. Tick, tock. Time’s a-wasting.

She follows.

By the time she slips through the same door he entered, he’s already sitting down, legs spread wide, his wallet resting next to him.

‘Dance for me,’ he says. ‘I want to see more.’

It starts in her hips, swaying back and forth to the distant movement from the main room of the club. It’s different, now, and harder to focus; before, she could switch her attention from one patron to another, but now there is only one pair of eyes watching over her, and their gaze never falters. Even as she turns her back to him to grind against his lap – and the large, hard bulge that is there waiting for her – she can feel that stare.

Strangely, even though it feels slightly intimidating, she finds herself enjoying his attentions. It feels good to be adored, to be wanted, to be desired. When he runs his hands across the firm curves of her buttocks, she pushes back against them, desperate to feel his skin against her own. He doesn’t hold back, and she’s glad of it.

She turns towards him, her face inches away from his, and wiggles seductively. Her thumbs reach up to the straps of her bra, and she slips them down with what feels like no effort at all. A twist of the clasp, and her breasts fall free.

He reaches out to touch them, but it’s not in the same way she could imagine some of the animals out in the main bar reaching out, their hands greasy and their fingers nicotine-stained. He maintains eye contact with her while he moves in for the kill, persistent and yet looking for the first indication that she is not happy with where the evening is going. He finds none. In fact, as his fingertips make contact with her nipples, she lets out an appreciative moan whose origins she can’t quite place. Did it even come from her?

Maybe. Maybe it was Krystal all along.

He runs his hands over her body, in rampant disregard for the club’s no-touching policy, but she finds the feeling of his skin against hers – his hands possessive, dominant, and yet tender – too alluring to resist. She laps it up, and she finds her dance becoming ever more intimate. When he pulls away, she is disappointed by their absence; her eyes follow them as they reach into his pocket and pull out a wallet, full and heavy.

‘I want more,’ he says as he thumbs the notes out onto his palm. He stops when he reaches three hundred, but by that stage his point is well-made: he can afford her, if she is selling. No matter what her price is, it can be met.

The tone of his voice makes it clear that he doesn’t just mean another dance. He wants more from her. More than she is willing to give? Doubtful; he has drawn her in, somehow. There is something about him that she craves already. If she had met him in a bar – she, not the daring and adventurous Krystal – she might have dreamed about bedding him right then and there, with everything that involved. Now she has the chance.

‘What do you...?’ Her voice disappears behind a fog of doubt.

‘Your mouth,’ he says. ‘I want your mouth. For one night only.’

That settles it. Immediately, the image flashes through her mind: her head bobbing up and down as he moans, one hand stroking her hair, until...

Until...

‘I know you’re not a regular,’ he says, breaking her focus. ‘But isn’t that why you came here tonight? To do something naughty? To walk on the wild side?’ He pushes the notes towards her. ‘Here’s your chance.’

‘If I take this...’ she says, incapable of finishing the thought for herself.

He nods, somehow understanding her. ‘That’s right. You’ll be mine for the night. Bought and paid for. My girl. My toy. My whore.’ The way he says it sounds exotic rather than sleazy: there’s filth attached to it, but no shame.

She’d do it for free, but this way...

This way he’s buying her co-operation. He’s buying her complicity.

He’s buying control.

She reaches out a hand, but he stops her. ‘No,’ he says firmly. ‘Open your mouth. Let’s start as we mean to go on. If you want it, come and get it. On your knees.’

She does want it – not for the money itself, but for what it represents. The decision to drop to her knees is almost too easy, and as she positions herself in front of him her mouth falls open seemingly of its own accord. It only closes once the notes are in place, and he gently strokes her hair. ‘Good girl,’ he says. ‘Now earn it.’

She hesitates for a moment, wondering how to continue: the whole situation is so far removed from what she had expected the night to be that she finds herself struggling with enormity of it. As she reaches up to the zipper of his trousers, she finds herself willing the Krystal side of her to take over, but Krystal is nowhere to be seen.

This is on her. This is all on her.

The second his penis emerges, something else takes over: a deep, primal sensation of longing. She doesn’t have to fake this, the way she did with Krystal. This comes from deep within her, always there but somehow repressed in the daylight, hidden away until it was needed.

Until now.

She falls on him hungrily, wrapping her lips around his cock as though it is the only thing that matters to her. As she teases the head with her tongue, he lets out an approving moan; rather than guiding her head with his hand, he spreads out along the couch, his arms wide apart. She doesn’t need guidance. He trusts her skills.

Suddenly, she is overcome with the realisation of how much she feels like she needs to please him, to impress him – not just for the money, but also to prove herself. More than with any of her past lovers, she wants his approval. She needs it.

She relaxes her jaw and loosens her throat, taking more of him into her mouth. Her motions pull him in a little deeper every time, inch by delicious inch, until she can’t take anymore: she fights her gag reflex, letting him use her body. She loves the faint trace of sleaze that surrounds the situation, loves the fact that he barely ever looks down at her, content to lose himself in the sensation. She doesn’t need to be anything more for him than a moist hole.

It’s... liberating, almost. Out there, in the world, she can be smart and classy and a paragon of society. Here, all she needs is to be his whore.

The thought alone makes her wet. As she sucks, she begins to rub herself through the flimsy lingerie she purchased for her act. It doesn’t take long before she’s as close to an orgasm as he is.

He breaks first. With a shudder, she feels her mouth fill with his load, the slight sweetness of his precome suddenly overwhelmed by the powerful tang of a full orgasm. ‘Fuck,’ he moans softly, almost to himself. ‘Fuck.’

She knows how he feels. Being used like this – an anonymous encounter with a total stranger – is intoxicating. Susan was right. It is like a drug, and now she needs her own fix.

As she moves her mouth off his cock, her hand moves faster, pushing her to the orgasm she craves so desperately. The feel of his salty load sliding down her throat pushes her over the edge: she collapses forward, one hand supporting her body weight as the pressure builds and explodes inside of her. It’s only once she swallows that she is able to make a sound: the noise that emerges seems to have been building up for years, and yet it only barely scratches the surface of the sensations that are flowing outward from her pussy.

The feeling lingers, but has to fade eventually. Through deep breaths, she finds herself back in the room, back at his feet, back with her soaked hand between her legs. He looks down at her and the show she has just put on; it might not have been designed for his amusement, but the glint in his eyes and the wry smirk on his face tells her that he enjoyed it nevertheless. Suddenly, she feels herself blushing. Did she really just do that? Did she really just debase herself in front of a stranger, all for the desire for an orgasm?

Yes. Yes, she did. And for him, she would do so much more. The daringness of it all only adds to her arousal.

The night is still young. It seems almost a shame to waste it.

‘What next?’ she asks.


Want more?
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