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​Easing out of her sky high heels and removing her jewelry, Kloe went over the ways she simultaneously was and wasn't a hood cliché. She was a high school drop-out but she hadn't gotten pregnant during her teens. She was a stripper but she wasn't a single mother. She was trying to 'make it out' but she didn't have the means, talent or wealthy sponsor to do so. The only reason she wound up performing in the first place was because when she had left school and home at 15, she had needed money and she had needed it fast. 

It was just gross, the number of men who came to the club and watched her, no doubt thinking about all kinds of crazy shit they wanted to both do to her and make her do to them. She was practically a child then, and every time she had tried to tell that to one of the men who tried to get fresh with her, they'd simply smiled and made a lewd comment. Her breasts, hips and ass had been round and full by the time she was 12. It had aged her and elicited a lot of male attention. Too much. She could dance, though, and it made her enough money to start paying for a place to live and start putting some money away as savings.

There was no shame in Kloe's game but she was sure that she wouldn't be a pole dancer if she wasn't so limited in her choices and opportunities. She didn't find the act of taking her clothes off on stage degrading. The power she had to turn men on was a trip for her. It didn’t matter if the guy was just another dude from the block or a suit from the financial district; knowing her body and words could have them eating out of her hand was intoxicating. She didn’t really feel that selling sex was low level shit, but she had learned very early on that men regarded strippers  somewhat‘one dimensionally.’

For a lot of them, the amount of respect you had to show a woman was equal to the amount of clothing she had on. No. being a stripper itself was not degrading; the words and grabbing hands of the drunker, more shameless men were. They behaved like starved pit bulls trying to eat her alive when she was up there. The real problem, however, was her boss. 

Over the course of her current time and the club his policies had been getting more and more draining. He had started by demanding 20% of the dancers' total nightly earnings; that was 8 months ago. A couple nights ago, counting her money and sectioning off 60% for her boss, she had had enough. It was robbery! He wasn't a pimp, he couldn't take their tips. How many crowds had he riled up? How many lap dances had he suffered through? How many men had he allowed to put their dirty hands on him?

None, and that was not enough to take money from the bitches who were being felt on and catcalled by strange men every night of the week.

She wiped her face clean of her stage make up and carefully peeled her wig off. It was 20 inches of honey colored Indian Remy in big, bouncy curls. She fluffed out her natural black curls and secured her hair in a bun, ready to go home. Her boss had told her that the all-natural look ‘ain't sexy’ and she'd have to 'do something about it’. Her medium brown colored skin was clear and bright, and her almond shaped eyes and oval face were definitely money makers for her. 

Being cute in the face wasn't really an essential requirement for strippers but at the end of the day, patrons gave you more if they thought you were bad. Selling lap dances and hours in the champagne rooms she would smile, giving them the charm and dimples, letting them be as loose with their change as they dared. Her boss had welcomed her onto the roster, saying they 'need a dark skin girl on their team'. Big Ron looked like something out of a cartoon. He was easily over 300lbs and walked around looking like a cross between Big Werm from the movie ‘Friday’ and Kat Williams from his ‘It's Pimpin' Pimpin'’ days. The only reason anyone respected his ass at all was because they knew he was strapped and had itchy trigger fingers.

He was an HR nightmare but since the club didn't have human resources, the dancers just took their l's every night. They were already in there because they had nowhere else they could work. Some of the girls sold pussy alongside dancing to pay the bills. At one point when she was younger, Kloe had seriously considered turning tricks in order to earn more money on the side but she knew there was a line she wouldn’t be able to cross with a man and that was it; not for money.

Ron would wait for the girls in the locker room where they changed and kept their things and stand over them as they counted their full shift earnings, waiting for them to give him his 60%. His ungainly bulk loomed behind Kloe: she saw him in the mirror. She deliberately slowed down counting her money. She had sold a number of lap dances and one full hour in the champagne room. With the money off the pole she had collected a tidy $500, $350 of which she had to hand over to Big Ron. He wasn’t a patient man and was visibly agitated by the time she was done.

"How much you make tonight?" he asked her. Everything about his body was round and bloated. His speech was gruff and mumbled which he claimed was because of a gunshot wound.

"$500," said Kloe, looking at him in the mirror instead of directly.

"You had the suits in the champagne room tonight didn't you?" he laughed "Cleaned up good tonight Ebony," he teased, calling her by her stage name. "Run me an even 70% and we'll call it a night." Kloe whipped her head around.

"Excuse me?"

"I know you dropped out Ebony but I know you ain't deaf. 70%," he repeated.

"You can't raise your cut just like that Ron, you have to tell us! Some of these girls got kids," she protested. Ron sighed, looking bored.

"Bitch, I'll take 90% from you if I want to. Run me my fucking duckets and leave, unless you dancing another shift," he said. Kloe split the money and handed it over. Big Ron was one of those men that would, and did hit females. She sunk back into her seat, defeated. The nerve of that motherfucker. She knew that the girls' money wasn't cut equally. If you slept with him you could earn back some of your cut but everything about him cringed her the fuck out. Her pussy would dry out like Spongebob whenever he went to Sandy’s house if she was ever put in a sexual scenario with him. 

A lot of other jobs were out of the question; she wouldn’t stand for working 13 hours a day and still living in poverty, and besides, who was gonna take on a dropout with such a shady past? She finished getting dressed and started on her way out. She stopped, her body telling her something before her mind could clock it, and walked back towards Big Ron's office. It was empty. It was also where he kept his safe; his safe that was full of her money. She was through the door attacking the combination dial before she could formulate any excuse not to try. The money was hers. She would just take back what she had given him that night. It wasn’t theft if the money was yours.
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​Kash pulled the car into the alley alongside the strip club. It was an unlikely target but if Deandre's information was correct, the owner was rinsing his bitches for over half their money. That meant every night with roughly 10-15 girls working the floor and pole, he was sitting on thousands, all in cash. Kash's crew ran 6 deep. They had all started early and fallen into company with each other. His right hand man was his cousin Deandre, a young thug who had been in juvenile hall with him.

Omari and Odell were brothers who had joined him a few years ago. They specialized in car theft, sometimes boosting cars at 3AM and having them stripped down or outside American borders by noon the next day. Chris, 19, and Kash's own brother Kendrick, 17, were the youngest members of the gang. Two of his boys, Deandre and Omari, had been to the club a couple nights and had asked about the owner and his dancers. Kash knew he was a thug himself but if that's what he was, Big Ron was a straight gangster. He owned several establishments around town where he ran both his legitimate and illegitimate hustles. He did it all, cars, drugs, heists, as well as the one thing Kash and his boys would not touch: hoes.

He covered his face and headed out. He and another of his homies would go in through the back and try to find the safe. They got the signal from Deandre in the front of the house that Ron was there and they could make their move. Kash slid in through the back door and looked around. The locker room was on the left so he headed right. A couple doors down he spotted the office. He motioned to Chris to take the office as he made sure the women wouldn't be a problem. Chris pushed into the room leading with his gun and started when he saw a woman bent over the open safe.

"Aye!" he said, loud enough to startle her. 

She turned quickly to see who had caught her and her eyes widened seeing the gun. "Say one word and I shoot," he threatened. Kloe froze, rooted to the spot. The split second of relief that it wasn’t Big Ron who had caught her trying to steal from him was immediately killed by the presence of the weapon. The man's face was shrouded by a balaclava but he was tall and well built. He advanced and pushed her out of the way. He emptied the safe and turned on her before heading out. She was cute. Real cute. They didn’t trade in females but that didn’t mean he couldn’t have some fun with this one before he left.

"You one of Big Ron's bitches?" he asked. Kloe's mouth was dry and her hands shook. "Are you deaf bitch?" he demanded pointing the gun at her.

"Y-yeah," she stammered. "I dance here," she said. He took
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