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Chapter 1: Cass
 

 

F
uck!
Well, there went my second drink of the night. Yet another order coming out of my paycheck. I bent over with a bar mop to soak up the cheap liquor. What I was more worried about was that Bob was finally going to fire me—and then there wouldn’t be a chance in hell of me going back in the fall to finish my degree.

When I looked up, my eyes automatically traveled to the table in back. He was staring again, and it was creeping me out. I couldn’t even see his face, but I knew he was watching me—and had been all night. Sure, my “job” was to get ogled by sleazy fuckwads, but that didn’t mean I was required to either A) like it, or B) go home with any of them.

Technically, I wasn’t a stripper, but close enough. I was about a click away from the cliché—college student/stripper. More accurately, I was serving alcoholic libations in a strip club, but I still tried not to tell people what I was doing to save up money for books, rent, groceries, and the other necessities of college life.

I might have been wait staff, but that didn’t mean much when you wore a naughty-schoolgirl outfit to your place of employment. When people found out you worked in a strip club, they assumed you took your clothes off for money—because for most people, working in a strip club was essentially synonymous with stripping. People who found out about my last-ditch effort to make enough cash for school fell into two groups: A) the ones who didn’t want to hear about shit that didn’t fit into their rosy perception of the world and B) voyeurs.

The people in group A were the ones who didn’t want to hear about real life because it made them uncomfortable. They were usually disgusted or delusional. Those people said things like:
what’s wrong with working at a fast food restaurant?
Please. People who said shit like that had never fucking worked in the service sector.

Like I was going to make enough money to finish my degree without tips.

The voyeurs, though, were worse. If you gave them one little nugget of information, they would pump you for information because they got off on it, they liked telling other people about it, or they generally liked feeling like they were better than you.

By definition, guys visiting a strip club in the wasteland that was the space between my college town and the state capital fell into the voyeur category. Obviously. They liked to watch. And they liked to touch. I had learned that lightning fast on my second night of wearing pigtails and a naughty-schoolgirl outfit.

While I had been standing at the bar, hoping I wouldn’t spill my latest drink order, some lecherous, balding, sweating, and probably sociopathic sleazeball had thrust his meaty hand under my obnoxiously short plaid skirt.

“Does the carpet match the curtains, girlie?”

He hadn’t been completely off. I was probably the only female in
Fantasy Land
who wasn’t waxed from the neck down. Plus, my dark-red hair was natural, a recessive gift from my grandmother on my mom’s side. My father’s side? Who the fuck knew? I had met him all of once at the age of five.

Mom generally kept her stories about dear old dad to the “
Your father was a fucken asshole
” variety. They had divorced before my first birthday, and he had been too busy paying alimony and child support to his first wife to bother with my mom or me. Then he had gotten thrown into prison, but that was another long story.

Yeah. Dad was a real charmer. I had a picture of him from not long after I was born, and apart from one ill-fated childhood meeting, that was pretty much the extent of my relationship with him.

At one time, my relationship with my mom had been great. She had been my closest friend, maybe because I had always been a quiet, shy, kinda weird little kid. Then, during my junior year of high school, she had remarried, and in another fantastic fucking cliché, my stepdad had turned out to be a real dick.

Well, that wasn’t entirely true. Michael wasn’t a complete dick. He just treated me like some unfortunate add-on to his marriage to my mom that he wished would disappear. And my mom, like some quintessential 1950s housewife, bent over backwards to make sure Michael was happy at all times.

It was kind of nauseating to be in the house with them, my mom running around catering to his every need and. After seventeen years of her telling me “
It’s you and me against the world, kiddo!
”—suddenly I had turned into a burden.

I knew things could have been worse. After all, how many fucking movies have been made about the evil stepparent? Still, my mom’s compromise with Michael had been: if they paid my rent and tuition to the public university I had been accepted to, then I was on my own for everything else.

That had lasted up until the last term of my junior year. Beginning of spring quarter, they had announced that I would be on my own for my last year of school. Not only that—but the payment for my spring term had never made it to the university’s Bursar’s office, forcing me to drop classes and beg my summertime boss at the fairgrounds to give me some hours at the ticket office to keep me afloat while I survived on a credit card I had applied for freshman year.

I had worked other jobs in the past six years—all of them low-paying—but
Fantasy Land
was my ticket to finishing undergrad. Even though I wasn’t getting jack shit from Mom or Michael now, their joint income had repeatedly disqualified me from being awarded any federal grants. Basically, the government had assumed my nearest and dearest would give me money for school, even though they had cut me off. When I had found out that Michael was still claiming me as a “dependent” on their taxes, I had nearly lost it.

Nothing I could do about it now, though.

The only saving grace for me was the Affordable Care Act, which was subsidizing my health insurance payments. Without that, I would have gone broke by now trying to afford both rent and groceries. As it was, I was pretty damn close to flat-out broke, depending on what week of the month it was.

By the time I got back to the bar, there was a lowball filled with an amber liquid and sitting on top of a
Fantasy Land
paper napkin. Charmingly, the napkins came complete with a cartoon caricature of a stripper with enormous tits.

And that was another thing—well, two—that separated me from the rest of the females working at this establishment: stripper tits. In other words: I didn’t have two spray-tanned round orbs of gravity-defying perfection. Mine were B-cup, snow white—not stripper material.

I frowned when I realized that my name—Cass—was written in red marker on the napkin. My full name was Cassia, but nobody but Mom and Michael ever called me that.

“
Jerry
!” I yelled at the bartender over the ear-bleeding stripper rock.

He turned around.

“Are you giving me free drinks?” I smiled.

“You wish,” he grinned back at me. “You don’t even want to know how expensive that glass of hooch is.”

My stomach twisted, and I started to get a bad feeling.

“Then why’s my name on it?”

He pointed.

“Table ten asked for you.”

I frowned.

“That’s not my area,” I said stubbornly as I shook my head. “I switched with Jenna.”

“Doesn’t matter, sweetie.”

He actually looked sympathetic, maybe because he knew I wasn’t cut out for serving drinks—given my atrocious memory and horrid balance. That was actually my biggest problem with the job: I sucked at it. But I needed the money more than I needed my pride.

My next biggest problem with the job was the fact that no matter how clear I was—
I’m not a fucking stripper
—it didn’t stop people from assuming things about me that weren’t remotely true.

They assumed I was eager to do lap dances.

They assumed I was eager for some “work” on the side.

They assumed I would trade sex for drugs.

They assumed I wouldn’t mind having my ass squeezed when the bouncer wasn’t looking.

I had been working at
Fantasy Land
since my highly lucrative summer-time stint of working cash control at the fairgrounds had ended. Since freshman year, that job alone had paid for most of the stuff Mom and Michael wouldn’t cover—like car insurance. Three weeks of sixteen-hour days counting and recording cash and receipts in a stuffy basement room surrounded by a bunch of retired cops serving as security—it had been the best job I’d had in college.

One of the women I had worked with in cash control had mentioned
Fantasy Land
. She had been a single mom living and working in the capital until her ex-husband had stopped paying child support. To make ends meet, she had worked at the club for a few months.

I had held out for as long as I could—almost two years—before realizing I would never be able to afford going back to school working a couple of minimum-wage jobs.
Fantasy Land
was my chance to make the money that would let me finish out undergrad debt-free. Admittedly, I was pissed that what should have been four years of undergrad had turned into six years, if I accounted for the past two years of working shit jobs just to pay rent.

As a result, I would be twenty-four soon, with no degree and no real job prospects until I finished school.

It bothered me, even though it seemed like it had taken half my freshman class five years to finish school. Now, though, all my good friends except Vicki had already graduated and moved on to professional jobs that didn’t involve naughty-schoolgirl outfits and booze. The difference between me and most of the people I knew who had taken an extra year or two to finish undergrad was that their parents were financing them, whereas mine had bailed just short of three years into my college education—without telling me.

Now I was so close to finishing that I could almost taste it.

So far, during my month-and-a-half tenure at
Fantasy Land
, I had made great money in tips—at least compared to what I had been pulling in with the two other jobs I had been working. Bob, the club’s sleazy manager, helpfully pointed out at least every other night that I would have been
making way more if I would
“
just take it off, honey
,” as he put it.

I had my doubts, but I’d definitely gotten my fair share of “table requests.” Basically some scummy asshole who had been watching me all night would request I be sent to “service” his table. To be honest, I couldn’t understand it. Or maybe I could, and I didn’t
want
to.

Why else would some guy who’s literally up to his eyeballs in D-cups and G-strings request the presence of a server with relatively smallish breasts wearing pigtails and a schoolgirl uniform?

Oh, yeah—a fucking pedophile. Shifty-eyed, sweating, and offering to slip me a few extra bills for a private lap dance in the back.

Part of me was actually relieved—thankful even—that these pricks were in this club on an awful stretch of I-80 instead of out defiling little kids. The other part of me that had to deal with them sizing up my schoolgirl uniform wanted to take a belt-sander to their nuts.

Of course, by now I had realized why Bob had hired me—for the perverts. It was the only explanation for why he would hire a clumsy twenty-three-year-old aspiring college student with no experience waiting tables.

Gritting my teeth, I picked up the glass of “expensive hooch” and began walking toward table ten. It took me all of five steps to realize where I was headed.

Seriously?

Table ten was the guy in the suit sitting alone in the very back. Why did I always have to get the creepy ones? Scratch that. I already knew the answer. Because I had always been a magnet for weirdoes, even before the club. It was like I sent off a signal to the mentally deranged segment of the male population.

I walked very carefully. The last thing I needed was to have my wages docked, again. Seeing as I sucked at waiting tables, I had spilled more than my fair share of drinks in the past six weeks. On multiple occasions, Bob had said—in the most chivalrous way possible—that he should have fired me for being such a lousy server, but he got asked too often when I was going to get up on stage.

“You’ll be up on stage by month three, I promise you, sugar,” he had said.

Feeling surly, one morning at the end of my shift, I had asked him why he thought featuring a dancer with small tits who couldn’t
dance
seemed like a wise business decision.

“Different strokes,” he had said with his hand placed firmly over his junk.

I had been to my fair share of frat parties in college. Crude was not shocking to me, which meant that Bob’s bullshit never really fazed me. On that particular morning, I had simply smiled at Mr. Sleaze, grabbed the stuff from my locker, and walked outside—hoping there wasn’t a fog-induced fifty-car pileup on the interstate.

Tonight, as I walked away from the main stage and approached table ten, I realized that I hadn’t actually seen this creeper’s face. Didn’t matter, though. I knew he had been staring all night. How? I felt it. I could literally feel his eyes on me like a beam of heat from across the room, which was why I had switched areas with Jenna—to avoid the night’s requisite psycho.


        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	20
	...
	30
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Beneath These Lies by Meghan March



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        We Are All Crew by Bill Landauer



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Hero's Companion (The Hunter Legacy) by Timothy Ellis



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Not Dead Yet by Pegi Price



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Lords of Arden by Helen Burton



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Brood by Chase Novak



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Passionate Ink by Springer, Jan



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Perspectives, An Intriguing Tale of an American Born Terrorist by Jeffrey Shapiro



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Bad Girls in Love by Cynthia Voigt



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Trial by Larry D. Thompson


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    