
  
    
  


  Book Description:


  LOVE ON THE LINE—EVERY NIGHT.
 
Tonia dreams of a life beyond the velvet ropes of the strip club. Her nightly performances are both a prison and a platform—a way to provide for her children, yet a chain to a world she longs to escape. When Jeff enters the club, his unassuming presence strikes a chord within her, sparking a delicate dance of intimacy and understanding against a backdrop of societal judgement and internal turmoil. 
 
Bruce, a seasoned club regular with a penchant for manipulation, casts a long shadow over Tonia and Jeff’s hopeful bond amid the pulsing lights and lurking shadows. Caught in a tug-of-war between fresh starts and old vendettas, they must navigate the chaos orchestrated by a puppet master intimately familiar with every corner of their world. 
 
THE VELVET DIVIDE explores the spaces between us—social, emotional, and physical—and how compassion bridges these divides. Kevin Klix crafts a gripping story about the extreme lengths we go to for survival and the heavy prices we pay for a piece of the dream.
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    Dedication is given to “Jade,” the exotic dancer I met years ago when frequenting the clubs of South Florida in the Summer of 2018. Thank you for taking the time to converse with me on the specifics of your trade within the safe confines of your place-of-employment. Wherever you are, I really hope you’re happy and healthy. . . .


    Thank you Scott Casey Geller, my life-long friend and competing writing confidant. Thank you for letting me continue this manuscript when you and I had similar novel ideas during similar time periods. Had this obnoxious manuscript sitting on my “Writings” folder for years, due to our stalemate. I don’t take your blessing for granted. . . .
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    PART ONE


    


    


    West Palm Beach, Florida.


    


    


    11:07 p.m.


    


    


    “Dogs and angels are not very far apart.”


    


    


    — Charles Bukowski


    


    

  


  
    PART TWO


    2:06 a.m.


    


    


    “There is a charm about the forbidden that makes it unspeakably desirable.”


    


    


    — Mark Twain


    


    

  


  
    PART THREE


    11:07 p.m.


    


    


    “I am convinced that human life is filled with many pure, happy, serene examples of insincerity, truly splendid of their kind-of people deceiving one another without (strangely enough) any wounds being inflicted, of people who seem unaware even that they are deceiving one another.”


    


    


    —Osamu Dazai, No Longer Human


    


    

  


  
    Far, far away, distant from our solar system, stars collide together in a cosmic ballet of an unimaginable scale. These distant realms, beyond the reach of human eyes, are places where the universe itself is in constant motion—where stars, once born in the fiery crucibles of gas and dust, now race toward their inevitable meeting. When two massive stars collide, the results are wildly cataclysmic. Temperatures soar into billions of degrees, igniting a series of nuclear reactions far more intense than anything that happens in the core of a typical star. The energy released in these moments is enough to blast stellar material out into the universe at nearly the speed of light.


    Together, the stars of our story, Tonia and Jeff, have demonstrated this celestial phenomenon, not through the grotesque vacuum of space, but mirrored in the tumultuous bowels of the club where their destinies first intertwined. Just as distant stars drew close through the vastness of cold space, Tonia and Jeff found themselves drawn together amid the chaotic dance of light and shadow cast by the club’s flickering neon lights. Rocky though it was, it continued to be, for when they exchanged contact info with the intent of a prospective date, Jeff still had to work up the courage to ask her to join him at his favorite restaurant in South Florida: Flanigan’s Seafood Bar & Grille. When he finally did, though, on Tonia’s end of the line, she was nearly jumping up and down, cheekily eeking to the stars above, because she, too, fancied Flanigan’s for nearly all her life as a native of SoFlo.


    The night they decided to rendezvous, after Tonia spent two hours getting ready by prepping her makeup and picking out the cutest dress she had owned—babysitter already there and ready to take the baton of kid-watching—Tonia realized that her and Jeff’s date night fell on April Fools day: Mostly because her son—still wide awake while his sisters slept—reminded her with a playful joke just before she headed out on the road. He held out his finger and asked her to pull it; she smiled and promptly gave a gentle tug. As she did, her son stuck out his tongue and made a loud fart noise with his mouth before he shouted, “April Fools, Mom!” This made her giggle and reassure the boy that he is a little ham, that she loves him, and that she will see him in the morning when he wakes up. She gave him a kiss before departing.


    Driving up to Flanigan’s for some reason was nerve-racking to Tonia. Thoughts flooded into her mind: like the fact that it had been years since she had gone on a date with someone who was basically a complete stranger, like the fact that she had always vowed to never date a john from work, and now that promise had been thoroughly broken. What if he doesn’t show? What if I dressed too flashy? What if he pranks me like my baby-boy did, and he just, you know, doesn’t show up? These are questions that buzzed in her mind that she could not shake. No wayyy . . . he wouldn’t do that, she rationalized, and even if he did, I damn-well wouldn’t ever give him the time of day again. No harm, no foul. The reality is the foul would be the blow on Tonia’s ego and the immediate trip, after the unfortunate news, to the gas station to pick up coffee-flavored Häagen-Dazs Ice Cream, cold and sugary goodness to heal all such wounds, mixed with a little comedic Netflix movie or two. She wanted to remain positive, though.


    And she’s glad she did. . . .


    Jeff was out front of Flanigan’s, waiting just outside the entrance doors, sat down on the long bench out front. There were one or two older couples smoking their cancer sticks, but besides that, Jeff was entirely alone. No phone out in front of him, no New Age distractions to fill his time with; the only thing he was doing was looking down at the ground, shoes tapping out a rhythm as if they had a mind of their own; his hands interchanging between being clasped together and vaguely steepling. Clearly he was waiting for his lovely guest to arrive.


    A tap on his shoulder broke his focus—


    Hey Stud, Tonia says with a teasing smile. Date stood you up, huh?


    Jeff looks up and smiles. He says, Sure hope not. Rising up, he took her hand, lifting it playfully as he twirled her in a spin, taking her in from head to toe.


    She wore a silky black dress, catching the light in all the right places, adding a quiet shimmer to her silhouette. Her diamond Tiffany earrings, untouched for years, sparkled faintly. Then, there were her shoes—black Keds. A charming, unexpected touch that gave her elegant look a youthful, approachable edge. Effortlessly cool yet casual, the choice struck a perfect balance, making her welcome in any setting and impossible to ignore.


    Absolutely stunning, Jeff comments.


    Tonia blushes. She says, Oh this old thing? Had it for years.


    I love it.


    Thank you!


    Jeff places his hand on the small of Tonia’s back, opens the entrance door and guides her in gently, slowly, as if she is precious cargo waiting to be shown to the world.


    Inside Flanigan’s, the familiar hum of chatter mixed with the clinking of glasses and the occasional cheer from the bar’s TV, where a big game was playing. Tonia took it all in, her nerves slowly giving way to the comforting nostalgia of a place she’d loved since her teens. Jeff guided her to a cozy booth in the corner, off to the side, his hand lingering just a second longer on her lower back before he slid into his seat across from her.


    Tonia laughed as she opened her menu. She said, I’ve been comin’ here forever—like, since I was a little girl—and I still never know what to get, if you can believe it.


    Jeff grinned. He said, Well, I’m a connoisseur of their “legendary” baby-back ribs. But the mahi sandwich is solid, too.


    She rolled her eyes, the teasing sparkle returning. She said, Connoisseur, huh? You say that to all the girls?


    Jeff leaned back, smirking. He said, Only the ones who make me nervous enough to forget to eat.


    They ordered their drinks—water for Tonia, a draft beer for Jeff. When the server left, Tonia suddenly groaned, smacking her forehead.


    What? Jeff asked, startled.


    I’m such a klutz. I friggin’ forgot my I.D., she confessed sheepishly. I can’t even get a margarita tonight. The waitresses here are sticklers.


    Jeff’s grin widened. He said, No worries. I’ll handle it.


    Before she could stop him, he darted to the bar, expertly, and somehow, on instinct, correctly ordered her favorite frozen margarita. He came back to the table, index finger on his lips—Shhhhh—and covertly handed the marg over to her from beneath the table.


    She laughed so hard she nearly snorted—


    You’re ridiculous, you know that? she said, taking a cautious sip.


    Maybe, he replied. But I’m also very resourceful, baby-girl.


    The rest of the night unfolded wildly well—more so than either of them could imagine. They talked about everything and nothing—about her
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