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Synopsis: The Full Monty For His Wife, is an
erotic romance about a rookie male stripper who needs the job,
which pays well, but has no idea how to tell his wife what he does
every night.

 


“I just want to make one thing clear, man,”
Brock said. “I’m only doing this for the money.”

Rhys laughed. “I’d be shocked if there was
any other reason,” he said. “Relax. We’re all in it for the money.
Now, do you want to learn how to earn some or not?”

Brock felt sheepish. Of course, everyone was
in it for the money. He nodded and Rhys clapped his hands, which
seemed to fall somewhere between a signal of approval and a nervous
tic.

“What are you planning on doing for a
costume?” Rhys asked. “I have a couple of extras that you can look
at, but costumes are pretty … intimate. You might not want to share
one with everyone else.”

Brock sighed. Costumes, of course. He didn’t
know what he’d been thinking. He couldn’t do this gig without a
costume. He had just guessed that he’d strip down to his skivvies
or a speedo or something and be good to go.

“Do you have any recommendations?” he asked,
feeling crestfallen.

“This way to wardrobe,” Rhys said, laughing
and waving Brock over to a closet.

Brock felt like throwing up. There were more
feathers and sequins than he cared to see. Didn’t women want to see
manly men strip down; men they could almost have a chance with? All
of these seemed a little … frilly.

“What do you do for costumes?” Brock asked,
looking Rhys up and down discreetly. They were built alike — bulky
in the shoulders and trim in the midsection. Brock tried to fit at
least thirty minutes at the gym every day. It helped him stay in
shape and helped nip away at the stress that built up in his
life.

However, Rhys seemed to make the gym as much
as a job as this. His arms bulged with muscles, cut and defined.
Brock looked good, but not that good.

“You know, regular stuff,” Rhys said.
“Construction worker. Army dude. Safari guy. Manly stuff.”

Brock was glad that Rhys had seen fit to
elaborate. Brock wasn’t sure what “regular stuff” would entail for
a male stripper.

In fact, Brock wasn’t at all sure just what
he was doing here.

He needed money. That was the bottom line to
everything. He needed money and he couldn’t get a regular job — a
nine to five office stint with a suit and tie and carpool. Brock
was attending classes during the day, on his way to apply for
medical school and become a registered nurse like his wife,
Kim.

Together, they’d make enough money to be
comfortable — comfortable, not just scraping by. They were in their
thirties. They wanted to have a home some day instead of the same
apartment they’d been renting for four years straight. In addition,
Kim had told him something recently that had broken his heart,
something that had lit the fire beneath him to start earning extra
cash.

“I want to have a family with you,” she said,
looking up at him after they’d had sex. He’d worn a condom, as she
always requested.

“Then let’s ditch the condom and start trying
for it,” he said, taking the offending slip of wet latex off and
kissing her.

Kim squirmed away, making Brock stop.

“I want to have a family with you,” she
repeated, “but I don’t feel secure enough right now to start.”

That had been a real wakeup call. Brock knew
that Kim loved her job, that she was excited that he wanted to
pursue a career in the medical field, too. Nevertheless, he’d never
finished college when he was a kid, dropping out in favor of
getting a job, earning some quick cash to help with rent. When he’d
met Kim, he was always in awe of her drive. She was a real
enterprising person, and had inspired him to return to school.

However, the path to medical school was one
fraught with expenses. Brock tried hard at his classes and most of
his free time was spent doing homework. He tried to do the majority
of the housework, but Kim as the sole breadwinner in the family was
making her tired and stressed out. They scrimped and saved, but
they always worried about the rent and bills.

Brock had gotten some sweet grants to attend
school, but medical school would be different. They were going to
be faced with some rotten loans.

“I’ll get a job,” he told her. “I’ll work all
night. Who cares? I can sleep when I’m dead, right?”

“It’ll be too much,” Kim said. “You won’t be
able to keep up with your studies. In addition, forget it when you
get into med school. You’ll need all the time you have to study and
do your residency.”

“How about I work really hard through the
rest of college?” Brock asked. “Then, I’ll have some money saved up
for tuition by the time med school comes around. Think about it,
Kim. It makes sense.”

“It does make sense,” she said, her eyes
strangely bright. “I just want to have a good future, Brock. I want
to feel secure and not have to do without whenever rent’s due and I
— I want to have a baby. I want to have a family with you.”

And that was the very reason that had driven
Brock to try to get any and all jobs. However, with the economy in
the dumps and his options limited, he’d stumbled upon the strip
club and its posse of male strippers.

“So, costume ideas,” Rhys said, dragging
Brock painfully back into the present. It was one thing to vow to
do anything for his family, to get Kim the future she wanted. It
was another to be standing in a strip club, pondering what kinds of
clothes he was going to be tearing off his body for money.

“Maybe a doctor?” Brock asked. “I could get
some scrubs really easy.”

“That’d be pretty sweet,” Rhys said, mulling
it over. “You could have a stethoscope bit.”

“So, am I hired?” Brock asked, feeling a
mixture of dread and hope.

“Hell, yeah,” Rhys said. “We need an extra
ass on stage. Shit gets scary sometimes, there’s so many
women.”

Brock agreed to meet back at the club at
opening, around eight, and went to get his supplies. He stopped at
home to cook Kim dinner; she’d be home later, and left her a
note.

“Got a job,” he said. “Don’t wait up.”

Hopefully, that would give her something to
smile about. He’d seen less and less smiles out of her lately, and
he knew financial stresses were taking their toll on their
relationship.

It was up to him to bring home his share of
the cash. In addition, even if it took being a stripper, Brock was
ready to work to make that happen.

Thinking that was one thing, of course.
Showing up at the club, a plastic shopping bag in hand as other
strippers filtered in, was something different entirely.

“You ready for this?” Rhys whooped, as soon
as Brock walked into the dressing room. The man was wearing the
shortest jean shorts Brock had ever seen on a member of his gender.
They left precious little to the imagination.

“Well, saddle up,” Rhys said as Brock tried
to retrieve his jaw from the floor. “Let’s see what you’re
packing.”

Brock realized that Rhys wanted him to get
into the costume he was planning on wearing. Making himself believe
that this was nothing more than the locker room at the gym, Brock
stripped down to a pair of black briefs he’d had to purchase for
tonight — he was more of a boxers man — and pulled on a pair of
matching black scrubs. Complete with a black surgeon’s cap and
facemask, he thought he looked kind of dashing and mysterious —
like a surgical ninja or something. A stethoscope around his neck
finished the costume off.

“Excellent,” Rhys said. “This is a good
start.”

“Good start?” Brock asked. “What should I do
to make it better?”

“I gotcha,” Rhys said, fishing a pair of
scissors out of his duffel bag. He sliced the sleeves off the shirt
and without any other warning, cut into the pants at about mid
thigh. Brock held his breath and prayed that his new coworker had a
steady hand.

“Now there’s a sexy doctor,” Rhys said,
stepping back to admire his handiwork. Brock moved to a mirror to
examine himself. He was showing a lot more skin than he was usually
comfortable with. He didn’t own a pair of shorts this short.
However, he figured he’d be stripping down to not much else, so he
might as well get used to it.

“Lemme tell you about what you’re going to be
doing tonight,” Rhys said, as more and more strippers entered the
changing area, laughing and joking around as if they weren’t all
about to get nearly naked for cash.

“I’d appreciate all the help I can get,”
Brock said honestly.

“We rotate who dances on the main stage,”
Rhys said. “There’s a pole, but don’t trouble yourself with it
unless you know how to use it. Just shake your ass, smile like
you’re having a good time, and make eye contact. The ladies love
eye contact.”

“So, dancing,” Brock said, feeling
uncomfortable. “Is it just … whatever dancing?”

“Make sure your hips are moving to the beat,”
Rhys said, demonstrating and making Brock blush as he complemented
his swaying with tiny little pelvic thrusts. “Walk around, skip,
jump, whatever. The higher the energy, the higher the interest in
you. The higher the interest in you, the higher your paycheck for
tonight.”

“How much do you usually earn per night?”
Brock asked, curious.

“Varies night by night,” Rhys said. “Try to
attach yourself to a cash cow. That’s a lady who’s out and feeling
lonely, like she wants to maybe have a little company. If you get
in good with a cash cow, she’ll be giving money all night long.
I’ve had some sweet paychecks thanks to them. Never be too proud,
man.”

Brock was nervous, peering out onto the stage
to watch his compatriots do their routines before it was his turn.
Some of them were legitimately good dancers. Others did
mind-blowing tricks on the pole. One did the splits — and were
showered with dollar bills for his efforts. Brock could do this. He
could.

When his name was called, he took to the
stage, waving his arms like an idiot and trying to get a rise out
of the crowd. Brock couldn’t do the splits to save his life, but he
was a fair dancer. He tried to remember what Rhys had said and made
as much eye contact as he could stomach.

One woman had eyes only for him — a wrinkly,
white-haired lady who looked old enough to be his grandmother.

The old woman leered at him and Brock had to
tamp down both a nervous giggle and a shudder. Rhys caught his eye
and gave him a nod. Brock knew that nod meant that he should go to
the old woman and try to earn a little cash, but he was rooted to
his spot on stage in fear.

He knew this job wouldn’t be glamorous, but
this was too much. Did he really have to do this?

Even as Brock asked himself these questions,
he knew the answer. Did he want to pay rent? Yes. Did he want to
pay tuition? Yes. Did he want to earn money that he could sock away
into his savings account to ensure a brighter and more secure
future? Yes. Yes to all of these things.

So yes to the old lady, then. Brock had to
give himself over to all of this whether he liked it or not.

Shaking his hips to the beat like Rhys had
taught him, Brock approached the old woman. She squealed and
clapped her hands, nearly upending the drink that perched
precariously on the tiny table in front of her. Women all around
him reached out, grabbing what they could, slapping at him.

What had happened to the no-touch rule they
always enforced at the strip clubs he’d gone to? Here, it seemed
like women were encouraged to try to cop a feel. Brock was going to
start enforcing a fee every time some drunken, sex-starved woman
made a pass at him.

“Hey, sugar,” the old woman said coyly as he
approached. “How are you feeling tonight?”

“Probably not as good as you,” Brock said,
forcing his hips to continue their shaking and swiveling. He could
use a drink right about now.

“I have something for you,” she said,
dangling a five-dollar bill. Five dollars? Really? Brock should
require no less than a twenty. He had to remind himself that every
little bit added up, that this was five dollars on its way to
making his future a reality.

However, when she slipped the end of the bill
into her mouth and puckered up, Brock almost turned his back on
that future. Screw this. Screw everything. He’d rather remain
unemployed and undereducated.

Rhys caught his eye again from across the
club and nodded, a little more firmly this time. Yes, yes. Brock
knew what he had to do. They were all in this for the money; all
with different futures they needed the cash to achieve. He wasn’t
the first man who’d done this, and he was sure he wouldn’t be the
last. Hell, Rhys would probably step in and take it if he
didn’t.

Brock leaned in and bit the other end of the
bill yanking it from the woman’s mouth with just the slightest
brush of lips touching. She squealed anew, clapping for all that
she was worth, and Brock shimmied around, waving the bill until he
jammed it in his shorts.

“There’s another five for you if you take
those off,” the woman purred, staring at his legs. Oh. She wanted
him in his briefs.

Brock remembered what Rhys had told him about
the cash cows — women who would ply you with money for sticking
around. Was this old lady going to be his cash cow?

Keeping in mind all of the things he was
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