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The floor was solid heat after the stage. Bodies everywhere. No spotlights out here — just the red and purple wash from the overheads. The bass louder somehow than it had been on stage. Hitting from every angle.

I started walking.

Toward VIP.

The far corner of the room. Past tables. Past the bar. Past men.

The first hand came up before I'd taken three steps.

A man at a table I had to pass. He'd been watching the stage. Saw me come off. Reached out and caught my wrist as I walked past. Pulled.

I almost stumbled into his lap.

A second hand from the table behind me — on my hip. Pulling the other way.

"Hold up, lil thing."

"Come here baby."

This is what I came for, the voice in my head said.

Not them.

Him.

The bouncer from the stage-side curtain was already on me. Heavy hand on my upper arm. Pulled me out of the first man's grip. Pulled me back from the second.

"Move it."

His voice low. Bored. Not asking.

I let him move me. He walked me through the floor with one hand on my arm. The other warning the crowd to step back. Men still reaching as I passed. Hands brushing my thighs. Brushing the wet spot on the shorts. Brushing the bare strip of skin between the crop top and the waistband. Brushing the wig.

A different bouncer joined on my other side. Bigger. Equally bored. Equally efficient.

The two of them walked me. A V-shape with me at the point. Crowd parting around them whether the crowd liked it or not.

I felt the eye on me from the corner of VIP the whole walk.

I didn't have to look.

I knew he was watching.

My wedges click click click on the sticky floor. Bass shaking through my ribcage. Sweat sliding down between my shoulder blades. The pre-cum running down inside my thighs in actual lines now — not spots — wet streaks all the way to my knees.

The cage was soaked. The shorts were soaked. The inside of my thighs were soaked.

My head was somewhere quieter than the bass. The mush from the stage hadn't gone. If anything it was deeper. The wedges hurt and I felt them hurting but it wasn't quite me feeling it.

Heat off the crowd from every side. Eyes. Hands. Voices.

I let it all wash over me.

The bouncers walked me toward the VIP rope.

I let my eye drift up to the corner.

Terrence.

He hadn't moved. Still on his feet. Hand on the back of the empty chair. Elbow on it now — leaning. Watching me come the whole walk.

The chair is for me.

His mouth lifted at the corner when our eyes locked.

He's not sitting back down until I'm in it.

He'd been standing for me since I'd come off the lip.

The bouncers reached the rope.
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The escorts let go of my arms at the rope.

They turned back toward the crowd. Their work was done. The handoff complete.

I was inside VIP now. On my own.

The wedges hit the polished floor different up here. Cleaner. Less sticky. The bass quieter — the boom kept out at the rope. I could hear my own breathing for the first time all night.

Every step. Every breath. Every drip of sweat falling from the wig down my neck.

Somewhere under the steel of the cage a small microphone was picking it up. The wedges. The breathing. The pre-cum push through the slit. Tomorrow the squad would hear this walk.

I started across the floor.

The two VIP dancers already working tables clocked me as I passed. The bent-over one — darker, shorter, working a man in his fifties — caught my eye and looked away fast. Her face said it. Pity. The straddling one — light-skin, long lashes, big tits in a halter — gave me a small nod. New sissy walking past her toward the back corner.

I made it to the back corner.

Five Black men sat around a round table. Mid-thirties. Sharp shirts. Heavy gold on three of them. One had a chain hanging into the V of his shirt, sitting on dark chest hair. Another had a watch you could see from across the room. One had a phone face-down on the table next to a thick gold pinky ring.

All five turned when they saw me coming.

Terrence was the only one standing.

He was taller than I'd thought from the stage. Six three. Maybe six four. Black blazer open over a black tee. Gold chain hanging in the V of the tee, dark on his chest. The kind of body you don't build in a gym. Wide shoulders. Heavy hands. A face that had probably been handsome ten years ago and was something harder now. Jaw clean shaven. Eyes that didn't move when they were on you.

My clit pushed against the steel just looking at him. The pre-cum bead I'd been holding since the curtain finally broke and ran down inside the cage. I felt it slide. Hot. The shorts soaked another inch.

His shoulders were wider than mine were tall. The width of him filled the head of the table. His chest in the open black shirt was thick — chest hair showing in the V, dark, threaded with a chain that disappeared under the fabric. When he breathed I could see the lift of the chest.

My mouth fell open a half-inch.

I closed it. The gloss was tacky on my lips. The slick from Reyna's black cock was still coating the back of my throat. My mouth started to water around the slick. Saliva pooling under my tongue.

I knew what my mouth was getting ready for. My mouth knew before my brain did. Three weeks of Lauren practicing on her toy in the apartment. Reyna's black cock in my throat twelve minutes ago. Now this. My mouth wasn't waiting for an instruction anymore. My mouth was just waiting.

His hand was on the back of the empty chair next to him. The chair he'd had his hand on the entire time I'd been on stage. The chair he'd been holding for me.

I walked the last ten feet.

The crew didn't talk while I crossed it. They watched. Eyes raking me top to bottom. The wig. The lipstick. The crop top showing my ribs. The shorts riding up high. The dark slick at the front of the shorts. The bare strip of pale skin between waistband and crop top hem.

I stopped two feet from him.

Couldn't meet his eyes. My head tilted up — wedges trembling, the wig shifting at the lace — and I made it as far as his jawline before my eyes dropped back to the floor.

"Look at me, lil bitch."

Lower than Reyna's. The kind of voice you didn't say no to.

I dragged my eyes back up. Past the jaw. To his eyes.

His eyes hit me and held.

"Sit yo' ass down, Krystal."

He didn't pull the chair out for me. He hooked his foot around the leg and shoved it back. I sat. Wedges trembling. Knees together. The way Lauren had drilled me for three weeks.

The leather was cool through the booty shorts. My bare ass cheeks where the dancers had pulled the shorts up high hit the cushion and the leather felt sticky under the drip that had already soaked through the back of the fabric.

His chair scraped over. Inch. Inch. Inch. Until his thigh was pressed flat against mine and our hips were touching.

The crew exhaled.

Like they'd been holding it.

"Daaaamn, T. Where you find this one, my nigga? Where you find this lil snowbunny faggot?"

Light-skin. Goatee. Gold chain.

Terrence didn't answer. His arm came up behind me. Slow. The inside of his forearm settled on the back of my neck. Not the shoulders. The neck. His hand hung down past my far shoulder. Fingers tapping on the leather. Slow.

The cologne hit. Heavy. Black wood. Underneath: clean sweat.

His other hand came across his lap. Onto my thigh.

Palmed it.

Wide hand. The pinky almost touched the bare skin of my hip where the shorts had ridden up. The base of the thumb pressed down on the inside of my thigh. His grip was heavy enough that my legs wouldn't have closed if I'd tried.

He squeezed.

My pre-cum pushed out through the slit. Soaked another inch of the shorts.
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The light-skin man was looking at the front of my shorts where the dark patch had spread visible to the whole table.

"She drippin' already, fam. Lookit them shorts."

"Yo. Yo. Yo, lemme see her chest. She got nothin' under that crop top, my nigga, I'm tellin' you."

The man across from me — heavier, beard, the gold pinky ring — reached over the table edge. Grabbed the crop top hem at my ribs. And yanked.

Up.

The fabric tore over my chest in one move and bunched under my armpits.

The whole table saw it.

Flat. Pale. Two pink nipples sitting on a boy's ribcage. No swell. Nothing. The peach-fuzz patch in the middle of my sternum the dancers had powdered over.

The air hit my chest cold. The polished VIP floor was air-conditioned. My nipples went hard in two seconds. Pink. Pointing up. Pointing at the crew.

Five sets of eyes on the flat boy chest. Two hard pink nipples sitting on white skin. The peach-fuzz patch not as covered as I'd thought when the dancers were dabbing foundation on me in the dressing room.

Three weeks ago I'd cried at this chest in a stolen padded bra. Now the bra was gone. Just the chest underneath. Bare. Flat. Wet at the collarbones from sweat and glitter mixing.

My face went hot all the way down to my throat. The blush ran past my collarbones and stained the chest itself — pink crept down to the nipples and made the pale skin go red around them.

The crew watched it happen. Watched a sissy's blush travel down a white chest.

My pre-cum pushed out through the slit again. I heard it drip onto the floor between my wedges.

The light-skin man laughed. Quick. Sharp.

"Oh damn, nigga. White boy got nothin' up top."

"Like a damn ironing board, fam."

"Where they tits at, lil bitch? Where they tits at, faggot?"

"Sissy ass white boy out here flat as me, my nigga."

I tried to bring my hands up. To cover. Terrence's hand on my thigh tightened. Pinned. His other hand — the one on the back of my neck — came down. Two fingers under my chin. Lifted my face. Made me look at the crew while they were looking at my flat boy chest.

"Hands stay down, Krystal."

I dropped my hands.

The heavier man's hand stayed on the crop top hem at my armpits. Holding the fabric up. So the table could keep looking.

"Pinch one. See if it pop."

The man on my other side reached. Quicker than I could move. His fingers — long, three rings on the index — closed on my left nipple and twisted.

Hard.

"AH —"

The sound came out high. Cracked. Femme. Loud enough that two heads at the nearest VIP table turned to look at us.

Terrence's hand on my thigh slid up another inch. Toward the cage.

His hand reached the cage.

Through the shorts. Wide palm flat over the steel. He squeezed.

The cage
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