Dancing King

GreatBritainBill

8:57 pm, almost time for a show. The Exveemon smirked as he stepped into his dressing room. And by dressing room he meant his boyfriends bathroom. One of them anyway. It may not have been a high end club but his most recent boyfriend cleaned up, as the marble counter tops of the mansion bathroom attested.

He was mostly in here to take things off rather than put them on anyway. It was a crime to cover up a body like his anyway. When most people saw him on the street done up in a polo shirt and jeans, both of which always looked ready to burst off his body, they might think he played football. Or worked in construction, or something else that involved being huge and strong and getting hot and sweaty. 

Well they were partly right. His favourite hobby did get him good and worked up, and it certainly left anyone watching feeling overheated. With a chuckle to himself the Exveemon pealed off his skintight shirt and pants. He wasn't wearing any boxes or anything underneath, those would just get in the way. reaching into the discarded pants pocket he pulled out his uniform, so small it could be crushed down to smaller than his fist.

Shaking it out he gingerly stepped in, one leg at a time. When people learned he had a boyfriend they usually assumed him carrying around some twinkish little thing that he would bend over his knee. Not true at all, with all things in his life he preferred to be on top. Most of all when riding cock. The gym wasn't the only way to get thighs this good. 

Perhaps the only thing the sling actually covered was his taint in the rear but in the front it only served to lift and display his balls and cock. Like he always said it would be a crime to hide any of this away.

With his (very minor) dressing done it was time to get down to business. It wasn't that often his boyfriends had their own stripper pole pre-installed in their house and he was going to take full advantage of it.

Striding out into the living room he saw his boyfriend fiddling with some sort of video game controller, he'd have his hands elsewhere in no time stat. 

He started classic, grabbing the pole and spinning around once before dropping down into a low squat, the best to show off his 'assets'. The floor shuddered as he impacted which made him smirk. Whoever had installed this thing had better have used some hefty bolts to hand him. 

It was a good thing this wasn't an apartment building cause his moves would have the place evacuated for an imminent earthquake. Every time he landed from a spin or hold the floor would shake. Not that the floor was the only thing shaking. Looking over to the sole chair in the room he had to lick his lips. Poledancing was exhausting but he could go for hours. After all, this was only his warmup, the real fun would come after.
