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"Nervous?"

Stephanie appraised her outfit in the mirror. The dress clung to her like a second skin, stretched over her body down to the middle of her thighs. The top was loser, showing considerable front and side shots of her breasts. She slipped on her heels and turned right and left, examining herself in the door length mirror, trying to get an idea of what people could see.  She smiled at Nate, "Hell, yes. I'm as nervous as the night I lost my virginity."

Nate laughed, "You didn't seem nervous that night."

They both laughed, knowing she lost it years before they met. He lay back on the bed and smiled at the dress. It was slutty, men would know she was open for action, but it wasn't so slutty they would think she was pretending to be half her age. 

She spun around and put her hands on her hips, "So, what do you think?"

"I think you look fucking amazing."

She winked at him, "Flattery will get me right out of this dress."

"Then I'll stop. I want somebody else to do that tonight."

Stephanie laughed, "God! I'm so fucking nervous! But, I'm also so fucking turned on right now. I hope this works out."

"I do too. Because, the thought of you fucking another guy is really getting me turned on."

"I told you, I don't know what I'm going to do..."

"I know, it's all up to you. But, I do have my fantasies."

She shot a lascivious smile at him, "Whatever I do, you won't be disappointed and you might be surprised."

––––––––
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NATE DROVE THEM INTO LA via the I-10 freeway. It was a Wednesday night and traffic wasn't that bad,  at times they went as fast as 40 miles per hour, practically speed demons by LA standards. He picked one of the tallest hotels near the airport and parked in a nearby parking structure. While he went inside and scoped out the bar, Stephanie walked around the gift shop. She knew men, and a couple of women, were appraising her as she meandered through the shop and toyed with the overpriced soaps and trashy souvenirs.  

Nate walked into the shop, "Let's go. This place is dead. Kind of surprising, but there's nobody hanging out in the bar."

Stephanie said, "Come on, I need to tell you something."

They walked back to the car and she turned to him. "Look, to be honest. If I'm going to do this, I want it to be with somebody I choose. And, to be honest, dicking around with some businessman isn't my idea of a good time."

"Well, who or what do you have in mind?"

"I want to be around some men, real men. Like construction workers or mechanics, you know, guys that work for a living. Guys with rough hands and dirty minds. Fuck, I want guys who will know what to do with me, not treat me like a princess or an unpaid whore."

Nate stared at the steering wheel, "OK, I can take you to one of those places but to be honest, it can get rowdy there. And, once these types of guys get going, I mean...you can't turn them off. They get or take what they want, and if you don't like it...they don't care."

She leaned back against the door and smiled, "Sounds perfect. Let's go."

They drove out of LA and to the San Pedro docks. It was almost nine and the sun had long set, but the ocean breezes kicked things around the nearly deserted streets. As they took the bridge into the docks the street lights shined into the car, casting a glow on Stephanie's smooth legs. Nate's cock stirred and the butterflies swirled in his stomach. He glanced at her full red lips. Soon, they would be wrapped around another man's dick, or her freshly manicured hands would be stroking the hard cocks of the men she really desired to be with. 

He spotted the bar about a half-mile away, it was 25 years since he had been there but it still looked the same. Worn wood plank walls were framed by rusting trim and the ocean air had slowly beat it down. He cruised by and saw a couple of the dock workers standing outside smoking cigarettes. He passed the parking lot and pulled over to the side of the road. 

"OK, this is the place. Nobody goes here but dock workers, ships crews, and a shit ton of alcoholics. Chances are the only people in there tonight are the workers, maybe a girlfriend or two, and the bartender. This place is filled with nothing but hard drinking, hard playing guys."

Stephanie glanced at the old sign, "The Crusty Anchor?"

He smile, "Quaint, huh?"

"Yeah, and you used to go here? Really?"

"Yup, this is the first bar I ever had a drink at, first place I ever got drunk. I was 15."

"Wow, my little quiet, meek Nate has a past."

"For sure, I was a legend in my own mind."

"I'll have to learn about this side of you later."

"Right. Look, I'm not kidding. These guys are hard drinkers, they're tough. They put up with shit for weeks on end and blow off their steam here."

Stephanie purred, "Perfect."

"Hey, I'll be honest. I'm nervous. if it gets out of hand, I doubt I'll be able to help you. And it'll take the cops a long time to get here because they never come down here with less than four guys."

Stephanie lounged in her seat, leaning against the door. "I think I'll be able to handle things."

Nate nodded his head, "I hope so. Look, you get out here and walk on down the street and enter on your own. I'm going to park and then I'll come in after ten minutes. I want to see what is going on."

Stephanie smiled, "Awww, my knight in shining armor."

"Yeah, probably more like the court jester."

She got out of the car and jogged across the street. Her heels clicking across the old concrete road. When she got to the other side, she stopped and adjusted her dress that had hiked up her legs. She looked over her shoulder at Nate and shimmied her hips. Turning, she walked confidently down the sidewalk, stepped over a chain barrier and walked through the parking lot of the trashy bar. 

Nate waited another minute or so and figured it was enough time for Stephanie to get inside the bar. He drove up the street, circled a block, and drove back to the bar. He pulled into the lot and parked in the back, away from the crush of cars parked close to the door. A feeble attempt by the alcoholic regulars to get into their car before they walked into a pole or somebody's car. 

He got out of the car and breathed in the heavy salt air that was tinged with the odors of metal and oil. The docks never smelled like the ocean, more like a tainted version heavily sprinkled with diseased salt. Making his away among the cars he passed a couple of grungy men smoking cigarettes out front and drinking from a paper bag. He walked into the bar and his eyes were assaulted by the glaring back lights and mirrors surround the actual bar. The edges surrounding the bar were dark save for a few low-lit sconces on the walls. People sat around tables and talked, more than a few of them looked at him hard when he walked in. He paused to let his eyes adjust to the light, giving himself a chance to locate Stephanie. 

She was sitting at the end of the bar waiting for the bartender to get her a drink. Her legs were crossed, pulling the dress high up her bare thigh. A few of the men kept glancing at her. No doubt trying to figure out if she's alone, thought Nate. Or, trying to figure out if she's a hooker. He walked to the middle of the bar and sat down and waited for the bartender. he was clearly one of the worst bartenders in LA, he was talking to a couple of dockworkers and wiping the same glass, his back half-turned on the two new arrivals. 

Nate spun around in his bar chair, facing Stephanie. She ignored him and kept glancing at the door. Her hands resting on the counter. More men turned their heads towards his wife, eyeing her solid body and enjoying the sight of her cleavage, the way her breasts moved when she shifted her arms or shoulders. Still, the old bartender made no move to get her a drink or even acknowledge her for that matter. 

A woman, easily in her late forties, walked from the back carrying a box full of some type of supplies and placed it on the bar. She glanced at Stephanie and Nate, sitting apart from each other and without drinks in front of them. She scowled at the bartender lounging behind the bar.

She walked over to Nate, "What can I get you?"

He nodded his head towards Stephanie, "Go ahead and help her. She was here first."

"I think she's about to get a drink bought for her, so I'll take care of you first."

Nate glanced over at Stephanie and saw the back of a very large man. His t-shirt stretched across a wide back and tapered down to a tucked in position inside his jeans. Shoulder length hair rested on his shoulders. His muscular arms draped on each side of him, but it was the forearms and bowling ball hands that stood out. Clearly, he worked hard labor for a living. 

The woman smiled at him, "Sorry, looks like you waited too long."

"Yeah, I guess. A shot and a beer."

She patted his hand, "You gotta strike fast when a number like her comes in." She walked away to take care of his order. She pushed the arm of the other bartender and motioned him towards Stephanie and her new friend. 

Nate moved one bar stool down so he could hear their conversation. 

Stephanie admired the physique of the man in front of her. The t-shirt pulled tight across his body left little to the imagination, there wasn't a wrinkle in it. Hard manual labor had sculpted his muscles, he looks real she thought. He had earned them with manual labor
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