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Chocolate Thunder

 


“Choco you ready?” A deep growling
Irish-accented voice boomed through the thick black curtain.
Russell McGregor is my manager/director for Showboys, a male strip
club located on W 11th St in Los Angeles. I was half way
through my press ups getting a pump to go on stage with the other
guys. Three of us prepare meticulously for our routine, Antonio, Julius and
me.

My ears strained to the cheers and screams of
the women in the audience. Tonight is titled: Men in Uniform and we
are all dressed up as Navy sailors. I flinch when Russell pulls the
curtain across more, his eyes are red and he is anxious as
hell.

“Did you hear me lad?” he says.

“Try calling me by my proper my name,” I say, “Cody.”

“Not when you work for me.” I shrug when the
boys brush past me to line up. I'm behind them slipping on my white
gloves. Russell hurriedly grabs the white navy hat and slams it on
my head. He smoothes his shaved head, his beady blue eyes
make direct eye contact with me.
His index finger presses into my shoulder. “Chocolate, remember!
The mature woman with the tiara is the one you bring up from the
crowd to do your routine.”

I nod. I visualize the actions, the moves we
spent days rehearsing. The music begins to play, Antonio and Julius
in front me start getting pumped up. As always, the first few
minutes the adrenaline strikes us. Russell peeks out the curtain
for a split second before he gives us the thumbs up. We march
forward to the sexual beat. I become consumed by the fantasy, I
transform into character as Chocolate Thunder.

Boom.

The machine billows out thick smoke as we
walk onstage. The blue neon spotlight moves in multiple directions.
We all stand in line on stage hearing the screams. We turn facing
the audience with our salute, white-gloved hand by our temple. Our
white navy suit shimmers with the light.

We wait for the smoky haze to dissipate, we
step forward to the edge. In the corner of my eye, a woman claws at
my leg. We perform the body roll in sequence. We push our arms out
making a fist. We thrust. The movement of our hips shunting sexual
energy to a crowd of titillated women. Our backs are turned, we
peer up at the glaring spotlights as we drop out coats to the
floor. All us bare-chested and chiseled like Greek gods. We flex,
as our ripped muscles cause screams out in the distance.

The atmosphere is hot and humid. My skin
begins to form with the dew of light sweat, as we walked single
file through the crowd. The guys
in front in of me get clawed grabbed and scratched as they
interact. I'm the last one to dive into the sea of females when I
remember to keep an eye out for the girl wearing the Tiara.

I turn to my left, a group of older women
waves at me. To my right where the
machine billowed out smoke, I caught a glimpse of a shiny headband.
I stop, squinting when everything cleared to a woman wearing the
piece. I lean back a bit, because
she is damn gorgeous. I make my way to her. The excited ones
beside her point to me as I chase her down. She tries to walk back
into the crowd away from me, I hold my hand out. Her friends shove
her towards me. She's a brunette about five foot seven. I tower
over her, her cheeks are rose red. She covers her face. I whisper
in her ear. “C'mon don't be shy. Let go. Enjoy your night.
Chocolate Thunder will make your night one to remember.”

I inhale smelling the scent of her perfume. I
close my eyes for a brief second as I remove her hands from her
eyes. The moment she took them away, her eyes and face made me step
back to admire her beauty. Like a painting in a gallery. A
masterpiece…

This intricate moment made time slow down, the thumping beat
of the music went null and we engaged in deep stares. The birthday
girl had a heart shaped face, green eyes and the most succulent,
kissable lips. Her form and physique were adorable, full hips a
guitar-shaped body, and I desperately want to play her strings. She
bites her lip and brushes aside her hair. She nods.

I smile. I take her hand to take her on the
stage, her friends cheer and clap. The spotlights change direction.
The brazen blue neon lights focus on the seat. She sits as the machine again blows out smoke
obscuring the crowd.

She is wearing black denim skinny jeans. With
black open toe heels, my seductive stares make their way up to her
black sleeveless top. Her breasts are bunched up. The haze clears
when I make eye contact with her. I half crouch as I take her
plastic tiara to replace with my hat. My shoulders are moving from
side to side with the beat. I
kneel at her feet. Staring deep into her eyes.

My hands run up from her ankles to her knee
cap. My fingertips caress her calves and the underside of her
knees. I grasp them, then in jerking motion, I push them wide open. She flinches and blushes
as I jump up to stand. I take her hands to feel my butt. She
squeezes them. Her inquisitive fondling sends tingles down to the
center of my spine. Turning around I close her legs. Her arms fall,
hands clutch the chair. I sit. I
sense her hardened nipples as I sway my back rubbing against them.
I arch my back my jaw brushes the side of her face. I catch a
glimpse of her green eyes. Her sultry stare making me lose my
rhythm. My rehearsed move begins. I rip at the Velcro sides to
flick away the pants.

She tugs at my G-string when I turn to face
her. Her palms rub against my biceps. I spear my fingers through her hair. Silky. I hold the back
of her neck.

She raises her head. Her mouth is slightly
open, her lips glisten. I grind on her slow. Sensual and in time
with the music. I do not hear the cheers anymore. I ignore the
people around us only me and this beautiful woman, I'm dancing to.
I arc back as she places her nails on my chest her touch is cold.
Her skin soft. She traces her fingers on my abdominals stopping
before my belly button.

I couldn't help but become aroused
by her caresses. I lean forward
again and I can't control how my body is reacting to her. My
hardened cock grinding against her body. Deep down inside, I wanted
to make love to her. I part aside of her tendrils and whisper in
her ear. Asking for her name.

She doesn't respond only to wipe the sweat
from my chest. I stand slightly with knees bent, the pelvic thrust
begins, bringing the Thunder. In the corner of my eye my manager
signaling to me to cease. I raise a brow when one of the guys
dances next to me mutters, “Wrong
woman you idiot!” I stop when the brunette smirks as she stands to
join the ladies in the crowd. She puts the Tiara on the older woman
who does come hither with her finger.

***

 


At the end of the night, we line up
by Russell's office to collect our
pay. I'm the last one as usual and I step into what he calls his
territory. Surrounded by promotional posters of our nationwide
tour. Pictures of himself in his heyday when he had hair and
muscles. He used to wear a
hairpiece in his later years, but an embarrassing situation when a
lady pulled it off in a gig made him hang up his boots and work
behind the scenes.

I think to myself I’m working for a modern
day slave trader. He stares at me for second as before he counts
five lots of cash for my services rendered. He holds back three
hundred. “C'mon Russell,” I
say.

He points at me with his gold ring finger,
“I'd give you more if didn't fuck things up dancing with the wrong
woman.” He said, “Did you not hear what I said, lad?”

Raised my hands, “You said the woman with the
Tiara!”

“I said the mature woman!”

I shrugged to take the cash from him,
“Whatever...”

Excuse me?” he said, “Don't give me attitude
son. Remember you would be nothing without me.”

“I know.”

“You begged me for this opportunity to dance
and I gave in. Do you want to be back as the topless waiter
again?”

“No Russell.”

“Then for gods sakes listen. That is why God
made us with two ears.”

“Sorry, won’t happen again.”

“Hey, before you go Antonio wants to talk to
you in the lockers. Something about giving him a hand with some of
the gym equipment.”

I leave Russell's office to head past the bar
to the stage. The cleaners are mopping ready to prepare for the
next weekend. I brush aside the curtains and head down the steps to
the lockers. I catch a glimpse of Antonio, who is throwing a few
outfits into his gym bag, along with his trusty penis enlarger. I
raise a brow. Wincing.

“Yo, you wanted help with something?”

He smirks holding the glass tube giving me
the handle, “Yeah I need you to squeeze the pump for me to make
sure it’s working.”

He cracks up laughing when he puts the damn
thing away and sits. He had shoulder length light brown hair about
six foot. He was a doppelganger for Ricky Martin, but with
muscles.

He says, “Russell told me because of your
fuck up, he's gonna dock your pay.”

I exhaled, “He did.” I said, “I'm three
hundred short tonight.”

He took out a business card and showed me. A
woman's name.

“So?” I said.

“She asked me if I do private functions.
She's organized a work party in
the next couple of weeks and needs topless waiters, maybe we do
routine or two to get the tips?”

“Are you crazy? Russell will shoot us if he
finds out we are moonlighting on him.”

“Stuff him. He's robbed us long enough, we
should be earning our worth.”

I shook my head, “I can't Antonio. I can't
risk my job for something on the side.”

He comes up to me smoothing his head, “Hey
don't be such a chicken shit. You need the money and this isn't
about paying back the loan for
your college education.”

I paused when the reality of my bills and my
mortgage payment reared its ugly head. The bank had been calling
every day to settle the arrears. With the amount I made tonight, I
need that extra.

“How much for the gig?” I ask.

Antonio purses his lips and nods. “Eight
hundred dollars for the night,” He said, “Each.”

My brows raise. I lean back.

“I take that as a yes?” he says.

“I don't know man,” I say, “I'll think things
over.”

“The woman who you grinded on is gonna be there...”

“Her business card?”

“No. Her mother's...” My eyes dart from side
to side, so I was dancing with her daughter. He nods, “Well?”

“I'm out man.”

“C'mon,
topless waiting like you use to do. Nothing else. Russell
will never know.” I stare at him and he is so hard to read. I got
sucked into one of his schemes before, but this time. I'm so
broke.

I agree

***

 


I wait outside my house for Antonio. The
night is cool, the wind chill
blows right through my jacket, but it's a
welcoming one since we are in the middle of summer. I
couldn't get that girl I danced to out of my mind. Her reactions,
her body language. I'll be honest I would
of given him a flat out no, but I had to meet her again.
Maybe I'll get her name this time...

I hear the toot from Antonio's car. He drives
a late model white convertible Mercedes with shiny 22” rims. He had
the drop top down, he smiles wearing his black tracksuit, gold
chain around his neck. I throw my bag in the back seat and I jump
in like they do in the movies. He raises a brow.

“Why can't you open the door like normal people?”

“It looks cool. So what?”

“For who?” He looks around then shakes his
head and we head off to the work party.

***

We are driving down the motorway when Antonio
rubs his jaw. He does this when he begins scheming. He had this innate ability to think five steps
ahead. The only problem is for to get to the last step he always
starts at three.

“What is it?” I say.

“I was thinking man if we branched out you and I. Chocolate Thunder and
Antonio The Man. Think of all the money we can make...”

“Let's entertain the idea for a second,” I
said, “How are you going to finance a club of your own?”

“We don't.”

“What?”

“Think about all the hens' parties out there
in the whole of L.A. Imagine a dial a stripper service where they
book online or by
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