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	This was the third night in a row that the ogre and the man in the expensive suit had come to my strip club.

	I work at a human establishment. We rarely get monsters here, so the ogre stood out. Especially since humans and ogres tend not to get along; ogres are known for being rough and aggressive. Nonetheless, I smiled at the pair as I slid my hands down my hips, swinging them to the music. They both had their eyes glued on me. The ogre was at least three feet taller than anyone else in the club. He had greenish-gray skin and sharp tusks, massive muscled shoulders and a big belly. He wore a brown tunic over coarse trousers. The man was handsome, with blonde hair and high cheekbones. They were a strange pair.

	When I finished my set, I gathered the bikini I had dropped and the cash that customers had tossed around my feet, turning it into part of the dance. I deposited my cash in the dressing room. I checked my phone and scowled when I saw a reminder from my landlord that the rent was past due. I know it’s past due, I thought angrily, I just don’t have the money. 

	I put the phone away, put the bikini back on, and plastered a seductive smile on my face. I went back out to the floor, weaving between men, making lots of eye contact and swinging my hips as I went to the bar. I was hoping opportunities for further cash would present themselves. Yeah, it’d just be a drop in the bucket that was my bills, but something was better than nothing.

	As I leaned against the bar, the man in the expensive suit sidled up next to me, the ogre just behind him. The man’s eyes reflected strangely in the low lighting.

	“Can I buy you a drink?” he said. 

	“How sweet of you,” I said. “A cosmopolitan, please.”

	He flagged down the bartender and ordered my drink and a scotch for himself. I winked at my coworker behind the bar; the man in the suit would never know, but I was going to get simply cranberry juice with a squeeze of lime in a martini glass. I don’t like to mix work with drink.

	“I’m Leander,” the man said. “And this is Krath.” The ogre nodded from his great height.

	“I’m Éclair, so good to meet you.” I gave them a winning smile. My real name is Clara, and by day I’m a pastry chef at a French restaurant. Éclair just made sense for my stripper name–and it makes men think of cream filling.

	“How long have you worked here, Éclair?”

	“Two years.” Ever since I’d graduated college and monthly bills for student loans had started appearing in my inbox.

	“Have you ever worked at a monster club?” Krath asked in a gravelly voice, speaking for the first time.

	“No,” I said, smiling like this was a delightfully naughty idea. The truth was that not only had I never worked at one, I’d never even stepped foot inside a strip club in Little Tartarus, the monster part of town. Why would I have? I didn’t really see the appeal of ogres and dragons and mermaids.

	“Would you give me a lap dance?” Krath asked.

	I bit my lip coyly before saying, “Anything for you, big boy.” His tusked face remained expressionless. If he was anything like his human friend with the expensive suit and great hair, then he could afford premium service, so I named a high price. The ogre didn’t bat an eye, just walked over to an empty sofa and sat down; he was too big for our chairs. Leander pulled up a chair, apparently intent on watching.

	I slunk towards the ogre, running a hand through my long brown hair. I circled the couch while sliding a hand across his wide shoulders. When I was back in front of him, I put my hands on his knees and leaned forward, displaying my cleavage. I gave a small smile, like I knew all the best secrets. I crawled onto Krath, my legs spread wide around his burly thighs. I had to reach high to get my arms around his neck. I undulated my body against his, the thin fabric between my legs rubbing against the coarse fabric over his crotch.
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