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Legacies

Strippers:

Sydney ‘Delight’ Thompson

Emersyn ‘Sky’ Wilkes

Waitresses:

Hope ‘Heaven’ Kent

Tabby ‘Dream’ Kendrix

Kait ‘Fawna’ Vaughn

Emily ‘Gabby’ Vaughn

Delight

Sky

Bartenders:

Colt Johns

Thorn ‘Vanish’ Alexander

Logan Johns

Maddox Wilkes

Bouncers:

Zander ‘Breaker’ Williams

Timothy ‘Crave’ Bennett

Killian ‘Bounce’ Graves

DJs:

Trey Kingston – Day

Kevin Edwards – Night

Managers:

Tonya Johns

Axel ‘Blood’ Johns

Kings Vengeance MC

Officers:

President: Axel ‘Blood’ Johns

V. President: Timothy ‘Crave’ Bennett

Secretary: Anthony ‘Specs’ Adams

Treasurer: Randy ‘Ledge’ Coleson

Sgt. At Arms: Zander ‘Breaker’ Williams

Enforcer: Killian ‘Bounce’ Graves

Road Captain: Lance ‘Carver’ Hilton

Members:

Thorn ‘Vanish’ Alexander

Patrick ‘Digger’ Lewis

Shayne ‘Grunt’ Carter

Thomas ‘Greek’ Carter

Colt ‘Scathe’ Johns

Logan ‘Ace’ Johns

Prospects:

Levi Bennett

Charlie Wilson

Ol’ Ladies:

Tonya Johns – Blood

Sydney ‘Delight’ Thompson – Bounce

Emersyn ‘Sky’ Wilkes – Colt ‘Scathe’ Johns

Blayke ‘Ember’ Mathison – Logan ‘Ace’ Johns

Paislie ‘Goldie’ 

Sweetbutts:

Tempest

Ginger – no longer a sweetbutt

Carrie

Needa – no longer a sweetbutt

Lynne

Connie
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Goldie is dedicated to my children. Without you I wouldn’t continue living my dream and writing. I love you all to the moon and back!! 
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Paislie ‘Goldie’ Andrews

My past is just that, mine. Until one day changed everything. I went from being loved and happy to supposedly owing my mother every penny I have. When I take a stand, she takes drastic measures. Now, I have to do whatever it takes to finish school. Will I become too distracted to finish school?

Thorn ‘Vanish’ Alexander

Kings Vengeance MC is my life. Blood, the President, is my uncle. I’m an asset to the club because I can get places no one else can. The best part is no one remembers me. My goals change when I meet Paislie. Can I help the club and get what I want?

Will this new threat destroy everything? Will I destroy everything or get my head on right in time?
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GROWING UP, I had the love of both my parents. My dad, Gerald, worked as an accountant while my mom, Denise, would stay home with me. He’d leave first thing in the morning after having a homecooked breakfast with my mom and me. Then, I’d leave for school while my mom spent the day working around the house, shopping, or whatever else she had to do for the day. Our family of three spent hours of our free time together doing anything we wanted to.

On the weekends, it was rare for us to be home. Unless the weather was horrible. We’d be off on some adventure. Going to the lake, amusement parks, camping, and several other destinations my mom and dad thought I’d like to go see or do. We enjoyed spending time with one another, and my parents encouraged me to do whatever made me happy. I was taught to chase my dreams and never let anything get in the way of following them.

Suddenly, without warning, my father passed away. I was seventeen when he had a heart attack and didn’t make it. My mom slowly began to lose herself. There were no more baked goods after school, dinner or breakfast made, no help with my homework, or attending school functions. It was like I simply wasn’t there most days whether I was in school or home with her.

It took a few weeks before my mom got paid the money from my dad’s insurance policy. I’m not sure exactly what she did with the money, but I started finding empty alcohol bottles all over the house. Vodka, whiskey, it really didn’t seem to matter to her what she was drinking as long as she was drunk. While I was silently crying over the loss of my father and mom even though she was still alive, she was numbing her pain in a bottle. 

At one point, things started looking up. My mom got a job. She managed to get hired at a bar, so she was gone most nights. When she first told me about it, she was excited and seemed ready to begin living her life again without my dad by her side. Groceries were brought in the house again and bills were paid. Until they stopped being taken care of. In a matter of weeks, she was rapidly sliding downhill faster than before.

The bills stopped being paid because my mother couldn’t find it in herself to get sober long enough to find a job. Having power, food, necessities for the house and other working utilities were things my mom no longer cared about. Every single cent she got her hands on went to buying her next bottle, or three, and going out to find her next meal ticket. Our front door became revolving as she brought one man in after another.

These men were vile and didn’t care if they were chasing after my mom or me. As long as they were getting laid, it didn’t matter if I was a minor to them or not. It quickly became a source of contention between my mother and me. She was angry if the men she brought home paid me any attention. Told me constantly I was leading them on when she wasn’t looking because I was nothing more than a slut, whore, and every other name she could think of to call me in her drunken and drugged state.

Yes, she became that woman; the one who didn’t give a shit what was numbing her pain as long as she couldn’t feel the loss of my father. Finding drug paraphernalia around the house soon became the normal for me as I would creep around my own house and try not to get poked by some random needle or ingest some powered substance on every solid surface available. I wasn’t safe in my own home between the drugs and men coming in and out.

My home turned from a safe haven to a nightmare. I had to buy a deadbolt and install it myself just to ensure no one would come in my room. At this point, I was working a part time job for the slightest amount of money to buy food and personal items. Locking my room and hiding my money from my mother also became a normal thing for me. She would steal it with no remorse since I was her demon spawn, her words.

Other than work and school, I didn’t leave my house. I would study for hours on end, getting ahead on my schoolwork and projects. There was no dating and no way I wanted to get involved with other kids since they would want to come over to hang out. That’s never going to happen unless my mom straightens her act up. Since I don’t see it happening, I remain alone and don’t talk to anyone other than in group settings in class. If there’s a group project assigned, I make sure to work at school during study halls and things.

For two years all I did was study. I went from being an average student to having straight A’s. There was no way in hell I wasn’t going to get into college because there was no money for me to go. I just don’t want to start life after schooling with a ton of debt. My hope is to get a scholarship to go to a school. Any school at this point will do as long as I can stay on campus in a dorm and get away from my mother and her endless line of men.

Over those two years my mother got worse with her drinking and drugs. When she was passed out from whatever she had smoked or shot through her veins, the current man in her life would try to seize his opportunity to make a play for me. More than once, I was almost raped or had drugs forced on me. My life was a living nightmare that I wanted to escape from. The only thing I knew I didn’t want was to turn into my mother and use drugs or alcohol to numb the pain or block out my reality. It was up to me to change my life and I was going to do it one way or another. 

School became my focus and it paid off. I ended up getting a full ride to college. It wasn’t far enough from home for my liking, but I could live on campus and finally get away from my mother and her carousel of men. My excitement level went through the roof when my acceptance letter arrived. Then again when I got all of my papers for the dorm room and other things I’d need while at school. Things were once again looking up for me; I finally had a way out.
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COLLEGE IS NOTHING like I was expecting. My illusions were shattered the second I stepped foot into my first class. I spend all of my time alone in my room either studying or just sitting around. I’m not into the party scene, I got more than enough of that with my mother. Part of me doesn’t know how to put myself out there so I can make friends because I’ve shut myself off for so long now. It’s hard to break a self-imposed cycle you put yourself in to protect a life you’re forced to live. My only saving grace is my mother is no longer in my life on a regular basis. She only calls when she wants me to give her money. 

I have a small fund my father setup for me. Its only use is for schooling. There’s a small stipulation I can spend money on things for my dorm so I bought a small refrigerator and microwave with groceries I can keep in my room. Other than that, I do work a few hours a week in the cafeteria here on campus. It’s just enough to keep me out of my room for a little while and see people. Not that I interact with any of them. Students have a meal card and all they do is swipe it after I put in their total. None of them say hi or anything when I first tried to greet each student coming to my small table.

The only other time I’m ever with anyone else is when I’m sitting in the middle of class or in the bathrooms. Our bathrooms are coed, so I never know when I go in for a shower if it’s going to be just girls in there or not. Needless to say, I’ve seen more dick in a few months than I have my entire life. With my mother and her men, that’s really saying something. These guys have no shame in leaving the shower without a towel wrapped around them. I’m the only one I noticed so far who actually gets dressed within the small shower stall. No one here needs to see my tits and ass unless I give them permission and I’m not for anyone here.

After class today, I add something else to my already packed schedule. I’m going to begin working out. Not because I need to, but because I want to. With eating junk food and prepared foods I can quickly toss in my microwave, I want to work out in order to take a break from the monotony of my day. There are better things to do than study and remain alone in my room. As long as I maintain my GPA and don’t get in trouble, I should be okay.

Another thing about college is, for the first time in my life, I’m completely alone. I don’t have a roommate to share a room with or worry about being locked out so she can fuck some guy while I try to find somewhere to study. At times I’m relieved there’s no one to bitch about me studying until two in the morning and then my alarm going off at six or seven. Other times, I’m so lonely I don’t know what to do. This is not how I believed my college experience would go. If my dad didn’t die, I hope things would be different in my life. There’s simply no point in wishing for things to be any different. I’m going to play the hand I was dealt and prove to myself I can finish my degree.

This morning starts out like many other days. I wake up late and have to rush through showering and dressing before heading across campus to get to my English class. I’m grateful there’s no one in the bathroom when I run in to take a quick shower. After dressing in a pair of jeans full of holes in the legs, I put on one of my dad’s old tee-shirts. Stepping out from the stall, I quickly brush out my hair and toss it up in a messy bun. There’s just enough time to race back to my room to drop off my basket full of toiletries before grabbing my bag to sprint to class.

As I rush out of my dorm, my phone begins to ring from my bag. Pulling it out, I groan out in frustration. It’s my mom. Again.

“Mom, I don’t have time for you today. I’m already running late,” I inform her, knowing she’s not going to give a shit either way.

“Listen here you ungrateful bitch,” she tells me, her voice slurring and as hard as she can make it. “You’re going to give me money. I need a grand to get me through the rest of this week. Next week, it might be the same and it might be more.”

“No, I’m not giving you anything. I don’t have money to give you.”

“Don’t fucking bullshit me, Paislie. I know your useless father left you money. You’re going to leave school now and meet me in an hour with the money. Take it from the account and you can pay it back at some point in time. If you don’t, you’ll fucking regret it,” she threatens me as I hear a man’s voice in the background. “I’ll tear your entire world apart and you’ll have no choice but to come crawling back home. You’ll get me the money I want then. Even if I have to put you up for sale to earn it.”

“Really mom? You’re going to pimp me out to get money for your drugs and alcohol. Along with the fucking idiot you’re fucking today. Leave me the fuck alone. I’ll be changing my number so this is the last time you’ll be able to call me,” I tell her, hanging up the phone and shoving it in my bag once again after putting it on vibrate.

Trying to push thoughts of my mother out of my head, I quicken my pace to get to class. Today is going to be a shitty day. Hopefully I can get through classes and make my way to the gym for my first class. I’ve heard pole dancing is a great exercise for someone’s core. I’ll try it and see if I like it. You never know unless you try something.

Just as my Professor, Mrs. Stilts begins her lecture for the day, I slide into my seat. Quietly, I pull out my notebook and pen along with the book we’re supposed to be reading for class. Since I didn’t have a chance to grab a coffee this morning, it’s not long before my eyelids begin drooping. 

Mrs. Stilts drones on and one in a monotone voice about our book. Towards the end of her lecture, we’re given instructions for a large assignment we’ll turn in as part of our midterm grade. It’s a huge essay we have to use our class book along with several other sources to compare and contrast the different writing styles of at least three authors in a certain era. She hands us out papers of the era we’ll be doing before dismissing us. 

Everyone around me is packing up their belongings as I finish jotting down my notes. It might be easier to buy a small recorder so I can be positive I don’t miss anything as I’m writing away. I’m the only student in class who doesn’t bring a laptop with me to each class. I take my notes by hand and then transfer them to a file on my computer. My laptop is brand new, and I don’t have the funds to replace it if something happens to it. It’s not necessarily smart to leave it in my room either, but I keep the door locked. And I hide it from anyone who may choose to break in to see what they can take from me. I’m not saying it’s going to happen, it’s just a possibility.

Yes, I can be pessimistic at times. It comes from having your world torn apart so abruptly.

I have ten minutes before my next class. Walking out of the English building, I have just enough time to grab a coffee before heading over to the math building. These are the two classes I hate the most because I’m not going for an English degree. While I do need math for my business degree, I’m not looking forward to this class either. Algebra and I do not get along. I’m currently studying to get my degree so I can have options as to what I can do. By the time I graduate, I’ll be able to run a business, work in investments, insurance, or several other areas of business. 

After grabbing my coffee, I pull my phone back out to see if anyone other than my mother has called me. There are several calls from the financial aid office. Putting my code in, I unlock my phone to call Michelle, my worker back. She answers immediately, asking me to come in for a meeting. My nerves are shot. It’s never a good sign when you have to go into financial aid or see anyone else from the powers that be.

Changing my direction, I make my way to the office building where the Dean’s office, financial aid, and several other offices are located. I’m shaking by the time I get to Michelle’s office and knock on the door, letting her know I’m here. She calls me in immediately.

“Paislie it’s good to see you. I wish it were under better circumstances,” she tells me, pulling a notebook from the other side of her computer. 

“What exactly is going on?” I question her as my palms sweat and I can’t catch a breath.

“Well, we received a call about a few things regarding you. It seems you have a large college fund which you’re abusing the use of. On top of that, your scores to get the scholarship giving you a full ride for school were reported to be gained from you cheating on several tests. There’s a suspicion of drug use and possible cheating while you’ll be attending our school. Not only does the company you received the scholarship from not condone cheating, we do not either. Paislie, these are some very serious accusations,” Michelle informs me, her voice filled with sympathy.

“What?” I shriek, my voice raising several octaves. “None of that’s true, Michelle. I’ve never cheated in my life on anything. My mom is a drug addict and there’s no way I’m going to follow in her footsteps. I can guarantee she’s the one who called you because the money I have in a college fund is used for just that. It’s stipulated I can’t remove any funds from my account without someone knowing exactly where the money is going. My mother wants what little bit I have left and is upset I told her no. What can I do to remain here at school?”

“Do you have enough money to cover this semester?” she asks, pulling out a piece of paper with the total cost for this semester showing.

“Yeah. I might not be able to get it until tomorrow, but there’s enough in my college fund for it. What else?” I question, knowing with the allegations of cheating and drug use there has to be more to remain in school.

“We’re going to launch an investigation into the accusations. Until it’s complete, you will not be allowed to sit in class. You may remain in your dorm room and get the work for the next two weeks from your professors, so you don’t get behind. We’ll let you know as soon as we finish the investigation into everything,” Michelle lets me know, her voice still sympathetic as tears begin rolling down my face. “I’m so sorry, Paislie. If there’s anything I can do, please let me know. Take this paper with you for proof of what you need the money for.”

“Thank you,” I murmur, not bothering to stop the tears as I leave her office and the building. 

Making my way back to my room, I keep my head down and don’t stop for any reason. Hell, I don’t even have my coffee anymore after leaving it behind in Michelle’s office. Quickly unlocking my door, I toss my bag on the bed before closing my door and sitting down at my desk. I send off emails to each one of my professors to let them know I am unable to sit in class for two weeks, but I’d like to get the work they’ll be covering so I’m current when I go back to class.

Calling the lawyer in charge of my college fund, I explain the situation. Mr. Delmante knows what’s been going on with my mother, so he doesn’t hesitate to send the necessary funds to the school to cover tuition for this semester. He also lets me know she’s been trying to get her hands on the money to no avail. She’s not going to stop until I’m not able to finish my degree at this point. I’m not stupid enough to believe she’ll let me finish my degree because it means she can’t have my money or me under her thumb.

I’m going to need to search for a job to help give me money to pay for food, tuition, and books before my money completely runs out. Right now, I’m not in the right head space to fill out applications online or go walking the streets from one potential job to the next. Today is just going to be a day for me to try to get a workout in before I check for my classwork. Or, for sleeping. I’m not sure what just yet after the clusterfuck I find myself in.

With nothing more to do, I change before making my way to the gym. If I’m there early, I might be able to get an earlier class for a few days. At the very least, I’m hoping it will take my mind off things. Putting a pair of sweats on over my workout gear, I grab my keys, phone, and a bottle of water. The gym is toward the back of campus where the sports fields are located. It makes sense for the jocks to be close to the gym when they need to go from the field to get a workout in. For me, not so much. 

It’s getting colder out as I pull my sweatshirt tighter around me. The wind is whipping around as the sky darkens to a stormy gray. Fat clouds swirl in the sky as I continue to keep my head down while walking down the many intertwining sidewalks until I’m at the field house where the gym is. Going inside, a loud clap of thunder vibrates through the air. I jump with the loud boom echoing through the air and fieldhouse.

“Can I help you?” a young woman asks as I step up to the counter.

“Yes. I was wondering if you had a pole dancing class earlier than the five o’clock one,” I tell her, handing over my student ID I keep in my phone case.

“We do. One is starting in about five minutes,” she answers, a smile on her face. “I’m Jasmine and I’ll be teaching the class. If you want to head to the large room directly back, I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

“Perfect.”

Heading for the room, I step through the door to find one other girl there. She gives me a small smile as she warms up. I quickly set my things down and pull my sweats down over my legs. I wasn’t sure what to wear on my feet, so my sneakers are going to have to do for today’s class. With my things against the wall, I make my way over to a mat to warm up myself. It’s not long before Jasmine makes her way in the room and warms up with us.

When we’re done, she turns on some music, a song I’ve never heard before, and begins showing us a few simple moves on the pole. At the end of the hour, I’m covered in sweat and know already I’ll be sore. However, my mindset is a lot better than wanting to throw myself a pity party as I wanted to after leaving Michelle’s office. Jasmine is a great teacher, and I can’t wait to come back again.

“Remember, I’m here every day for multiple classes. My schedule is up front on the desk if you want to grab one,” she informs us as we leave the room together.

Outside, it’s still storming. I’m debating walking back to my dorm room when Debbie, the girl from class, walks up to me. She’s eyeing the storm like I am. Looking at one another, we laugh before taking off through the rain. Lightening fills the sky with loud claps of thunder following closely behind it. Not the best way to get back to my room, but I’ve got no other choice. Staying in the fieldhouse is not an option as the football team makes their way inside.

I stop in my room long enough to grab my toiletries before hitting the showers. My body sags in relief as the hot water soothes my aching muscles. If I feel like this on day one, I can’t imagine what I’ll feel like the longer I go to class. However, it’s not going to stop me, I’ll be there every single day. The moves are easy to pick up and I want to keep going.

The rest of the day, I check my email and print out papers I’ll need to stay up to date with classes. Instead of starting my work, I call the phone company to change my number before putting a DVD on to veg out to. Tomorrow is a new day and I’ll go out hunting for a job before making my way back to the gym for class.
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THE LAST TWO weeks have been extremely frustrating to say the least. I haven’t been able to find a job and I’m not allowed to attend classes just yet. Michelle has let me know they’re close to wrapping up the investigation, but aren’t quite done. I’ve emailed my professors to get more of my work sent to me while turning in the completed work at the same time. I’m at my wits end because finances are draining rapidly and there’s no end in sight.

Every single day I attend Jasmine’s class at the gym. Debbie and I are the only two there. We’ve progressed quicker than she thought we would. We can now climb the poles and swing down them, do dance moves to the beat of the song playing, and put routines together. Jasmine is an amazing teacher. I’m sore as hell after each class, but my body is thanking me for it. The baby weight I could never seem to get rid of is melting away slowly. Though nothing is making my ass any smaller.

Sitting at my desk, I pull up the local newspaper to search the help wanted ads. There really isn’t anything I’m qualified to do. Though my eyes keep darting back to one ad in particular. A local strip club, Legacies, appears to be hiring dancers. Sighing, I plug the address into my phone, change clothes into my workout gear, and head for the club. Tryouts are today and I might just make it in time if I hurry up. 

It’s a few miles from the campus. There’s no way I’ll be able to walk or run there in time. Taking the last of my cash on hand, I hail a cab. I won’t be able to catch one home; I’ll have to walk back to my dorm. Not exactly what I’m looking forward to, but my pockets are empty and I’m going to need to start saving for future semesters of school.

Waiting outside, I don’t pay attention to anyone around me as I wait for the cab. It should be here any minute, if the dispatcher gets them here on time. I’ve taken cabs before and they were horribly late. Today, it seems as if luck is on my side as I step back for the cab to pull up to the curb. Opening the door, I give the driver the address as I close the door. He looks over his shoulder at me before putting the car back in gear and heading off campus to the strip club. 

I hand him the money in my wallet, including a tip, before getting out. From the outside of the club, it doesn’t look like much. Though the man standing outside the door with a cigarette hanging from his mouth tells me I’m in the right place. He’s tall with broad shoulders and a leather vest on. I’m looking at his profile as he guards the door. I’ve never been around a motorcycle club before; though I know enough to know they don’t like to be called gangs. I might have binge watched several documentaries and things over the last two weeks. Or developed a fascination for the men and women involved in clubs. They seem so free and as if they don’t give a fuck about the world outside the one, they’ve created for themselves.

Squaring my shoulders, I walk toward the door. He looks over his shoulder at me, his gaze travelling down the length of my body and back up again. A smirk covers his face as he turns to fully look at me. When I get closer to him, the patch on his vest lets me know his name is Breaker. Well, his road name. 

“Here for the tryout?” he asks me, crossing his large arms over his chest after tossing his cigarette into the can by the building.

“Yeah. Am I too late?”

“Not at all. I think you might be the only one here for this round. Head on inside, they’re waitin’,” he tells me.

Nodding my head, I slip through the door when he opens it for me. The interior of the club is dim as a group of men and one woman sit at a large table in front of the stage. They all turn toward me as I walk closer to them. Each man sitting at the table is wearing the exact same thing; jeans, boots on their feet, a tee-shirt, and their leather vest. Even sitting down, I can tell they’re all tall as hell and will no doubt tower over me. Most people do. One man in particular catches my eye as I get closer. He’s sitting at the end of the table. 

The man at the end of the table has pitch black hair so dark in this lighting parts of it look midnight blue. It’s short on the sides and back while longer on the top. It’s almost long enough to cover his blue eyes. His eyes aren’t a piercing blue as I’ve seen on some people, but they aren’t dull and lifeless either. Maybe more a cornflower blue if I had to describe them. Strong, muscled arms are folded over his chest as he leans back in his chair on two legs. The tee-shirt he’s wearing appears ready to split at the seams instead of covering his body. I stop my gaze from travelling down his body any further. There’s no reason for me to know what his lower half looks like. 

“You done eye fuckin’ him?” one of the men asks as everyone begins laughing. 

“I wasn’t eye fucking him, just appreciating a good-looking man,” I reply setting my bag down on the floor.

“Are you here to audition?” the woman asks me, her eyes sparkling with laughter at my reply.

“Yes, ma’am, I am.”

“Honey, I ain’t no ma’am. Get up there and show us what you got,” she orders me.

Nodding my head, I climb up the steps to the stage. A spotlight hits me, making it hard to view anyone at the table. Wicked Games by The Weeknd blares through the speakers of the club. Blanking my mind, I begin moving my body to the beat of the music. I don’t let my gaze travel to the table of men in front of me. Moving closer to the pole, I incorporate it into my dance. Using every single technique Jasmine has taught us so far, I keep moving, trying to use my body to entice the men and woman as the beat flows. As the song comes to an end, I stop my body on the edge of the stage on my knees.

A round of applause fills the now silent air. Opening my eyes, everyone at the table is standing on their feet. Some of the men are whistling while others are simply staring at me. I feel as if I’ve grown a second head with the weight of their stares hitting me. My eyes are locked on the sexy beast of a man at the end of the table though. For some reason, his opinion of my dancing matters. I’ve never given a shit what a man thinks before right this second.

“Mom, tell me you’re gonna fuckin’ hire her,” one of the guys practically pleads. “She can already fuckin’ dance and no one that’s come in for a tryout can hold a candle to her.”

Looking around the table, I notice another woman standing behind the group as they all take their seats again.

“Why are you looking to start stripping?” the woman asks me. “And what’s your name?”

“My name is Paislie. I need to have money to pay my tuition for school. Some things happened and I need a job in the worst way. I’m hoping this will work with my schedule,” I answer her question.

“What are you takin’ in school?” the man who has captured my attention asks, leaning forward to prop his arms on the table as he rests his chin in his hands.

His voice is like smooth whiskey. It’s deep and strong while completely setting me at ease while simultaneously setting my body on fire. He’s not asking to make fun of my decision or try to mock me in some way; this man genuinely seems to want to know what I’m taking.

“I’m going for a business degree. So I have a variety of options to choose from once I graduate,” I answer, keeping my voice steady as his gaze remains locked on my own.

“So, you only want to work your way through college?” an older man questions me as he places his arm on the back of the woman’s chair.

“Yes, sir. Paying my own way and earning my degree without ending up with a ton of debt to start my life is what I want.”

“Come on down here,” the woman holding court at the table demands as I walk down the stairs. “My name is Tonya. This is Blood, Vanish, Scathe, Crave, and Bounce. Heaven is standing behind me. She’ll be working with you. Each man, with the exception of Blood, work here on a nightly basis. Scathe switches out with his brother. You’ll meet him later. All of you get outta here and let us talk.”

Without a word, the men all get up and leave the table. Blood leans down to give Tonya a kiss before they all file out of the club. Well, the man named Vanish heads behind the bar. Seeing him standing at full height, the man is over a foot taller than I am. His entire body is filled with muscles. The man is sex on a stick, and I want to climb his damn body. His ass fills out his jeans in a way that lets me know it’s firm and tight. Vanish actually has an ass and I wonder if it’s really as hard as it appears. I wouldn’t be surprised with how hard and muscled the rest of his body is. He works as my eyes keep darting in his direction. Several times, our gazes clash and I look away quickly.

“What kind of shit are you dealing with?” Tonya asks, being blunt instead of rude.

“My mom lost her way when my dad died of a heart attack. She’s an alcoholic and drug addict. I have a college fund being watched over by a lawyer. She wants the money to feed her addictions. When I refused and cut all ties by changing my number, my mother decided to call the school with a bunch of lies after threatening to make me come home and pimp me out for her money. I lost my full ride and won’t have enough money to cover my entire education. Not to mention the things I need to survive,” I answer her, giving her a brief description of events. 

A glass shatters from behind the bar. We all look over as Vanish bends down to pick up the pieces. Heaven and Tonya look at one another before turning back to me.

“Okay. We don’t do drama here. If your mom finds a new way to start causing trouble, you find me, Blood, or any of the men in the club. We’ll take care of it. We don’t usually take on anyone under the age of twenty-one. Lately, we’ve been making exceptions for the dancers. You cannot work the floor until you’re nineteen. We give you the option of earning extra money by giving lap dances. You can be as selective as you like. You’re also given the option of how naked you want to get on stage,” Tonya tells me. “You’ll wear a wig and contacts while you’re here. The club supplies those items for you. You’re responsible for buying your costumes and keeping them maintained.”

The color from me drains as I realize I can’t work here. I don’t have the money to spend on costumes to strip in. Or keeping them maintained until I earn money. Turning my eyes toward Vanish again, he’s staring at me. Giving him a small smile, I avert my gaze to look at Tonya.

“Um, I’m actually twenty. But, I’m sorry for wasting your time. Thank you for the opportunity,” I tell her, beginning to stand from my chair.

“What’s the matter, honey?” Tonya asks, her voice going soft.

“I don’t have any money to cover the expense. Like I said, I’m sorry to have wasted your time. Thank you for being willing to give me a job.”

“We’ll cover your costumes for now. You want to make something of your life and I’m not gonna stand in the way of that. You’ve got a good head on your shoulders and I want to see you succeed. Heaven here will take you shopping for a few things. Can you be here tomorrow afternoon to work with her?”

“I don’t currently have classes since I’m still being investigated. Um, depending on the time I could walk here,” I answer her, thankful she’s giving me an opportunity.

“From the campus?” Heaven pipes in, staring at me with shock and disbelief.

“Yes. I don’t have a car. My mom crashed the one my dad left me. I used the last of my money for a cab here.”

“Fill out these forms and Heaven will take you shopping. We’ll slowly get the money back when you begin working. I don’t anticipate it being long before you’re on the stage shaking your ass and earning money. If you want, we can keep some of your pay in the safe here, so no one touches it. Not sure if your mom will try to steal it from you,” Tonya lets me know.

“Yes please. I’d really like that. I had to have a dead bolt on my bedroom door when she started stealing for me instead of letting me have the basic necessities. Among other reasons,” I tell her, taking the papers to fill out with the pen she gave me.

It doesn’t take me long to fill the paperwork out. Sliding everything back across the table, Tonya gives me a paper with the rules of the club on it before asking for my phone. She puts her number into it before sliding it to Heaven who also inputs her number. 

“Make sure you get Vanish and any of the guys standing around outside too. If you have any problems at all, make sure to get ahold of one of them,” Tonya orders, her voice becoming harsh the way I imagine a mama bear would sound when protecting her children.

Standing up, I grab my bag off the floor before heading over to the bar. Vanish takes my phone and types in his phone number before pressing another button. I’m not sure what he’s doing. Giving him a small smile, I head outside with Heaven. Most of the men from inside are still standing around the parking lot. Each member takes my phone to put his phone number in the contact list.

“Welcome to the family,” Blood states, giving me a nod after handing my phone back.

“Thank you.”

Heaven leads me over to a brand-new cherry red Challenger. Getting inside, I make sure not to scuff the seats or leave any dirt in her car from my shoes. 

“You’re really good. How did you know to use the pole already?” Heaven asks after we pull out onto the road.

“I take a pole dancing class at school,” I answer her, not feeling any shame at my new job or choice of workout.

“Jasmine your instructor?”

“Yeah. She’s really good. I can meet you there if it’s easier for you. Jasmine will let me in the fieldhouse. I used to teach there a few times a week. We can tighten up your routine and get you on the stage by this weekend,” she informs me, her voice matter of fact. “So, your mom’s a real piece of work huh?”

“She used to be completely different. My parents were loving, we were always taking trips and spending time together. As soon as we lost my dad, she lost herself. On top of the drugs and drinking, there’s been a constant revolving door of men. They’re as bad as she is with their drug use and shit. Most of them don’t care if they’re fucking her or trying to get in my pants,” I tell her honestly. “But I’m going to make myself a good life and my mother will either get the help she needs or won’t have me in her life anymore.”

“Tonya’s right. You really do have a good head on your shoulders. Very independent.”

“Thank you. It’s a lonely life, but it’s mine.”

The rest of the afternoon, Heaven takes me from one store to the next. I’ve got matching underwear and bras made of lace and not much more than that. A few costumes to dance in. One of them is a pair of leather daisy dukes with a matching leather vest. Chains are the only thing holding the vest closed with a matching pair of high heeled boots. I’m going to have to walk around in those things to get used to them. And practice dancing. 

After spending hours shopping, Heaven drops me off on campus with several bags. I’m stubborn enough to get them all in one load and not have to make multiple trips out to her car. Heaven lets me know she’ll meet me at the fieldhouse at nine tomorrow morning before roaring out of the parking lot. For the first time in two weeks, I have a genuine smile on my face.

Walking in the dorms, my resident advisor Carol, hands me a letter. It’s a sealed envelope with the school’s emblem on the front. My steps quicken as I rush to my room so I can dump the bags before opening the letter. I have to read it twice to ensure I’m seeing the words right. The investigation has cleared my name of all accusations. While I am unable to get my scholarship back, I can resume classes as of tomorrow. It’s a good thing my first class isn’t until noon so I can still meet with Heaven and workout before going to class. Today is definitely my lucky day.
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WITH ALL OF my work being caught up for this week’s classes, I actually had a good night’s sleep and woke up earlier than normal. I was able to head to the cafeteria to eat a good breakfast before taking a shower and getting ready for my meeting with Heaven. I’m honestly excited about having her work with me on ways to tighten up a routine or my moves even more than before. It’s going to be fun as hell.

I honestly don’t have any feelings about being on stage and removing my clothes for random, horny strangers. None of them can touch me. No, I’ve never had sex, but I know how to move my body to a song. I’m not one of those girls who are holding out for any particular reason, or looking for the guy I’m going to spend the rest of my life with. With my mother’s revolving door of men, and turning my focus on school, I didn’t go out on dates or anything. Plus, I’m still not dating anyone or going out to meet any guys. 

As far as I feel, every single woman has tits and an ass. Some are small while others are bigger. There is no right or wrong. Men want to look and watch women dance. If I can have fun dancing and shed some clothes while doing it, there is no shame in it. Not as far as I’m concerned. How many single mothers are dancing just to provide a better life for their children? Putting themselves through school? It’s a job to take care of myself and make my dreams turn into my new reality.

Walking in the bathroom, it’s full of guys this morning. They’re all in various stages of undress as I try to find an open shower stall. There aren’t any.

“Look what we have here boys,” one of the guys taunt me, getting his friends to circle around me. “What are you doing in here?”

“Taking a shower to get ready for the day. Just like all of you,” I tell him, trying to push past the circle of guys.

“You’re not going anywhere. We want to have some fun,” another guy says, pushing up against me from behind as another one crowds me in from the front.

“You’re not going to be having fun with me. I’m leaving,” I state, my voice harsh as I try to fight past the six guys who are surrounding me on all sides. 

They all push in on me, groping me and grabbing me to the point pain is filling my chest and between my legs. I scream and lash out, dropping my toiletry basket so I can hit and kick at any part of their bodies within my reach. Nothing stops them from practically raping me as my fight or flight instincts try to overcome everything else I’m feeling right now. My heart races, I can’t breathe in, and darkness is beginning to consume me. If I pass out, there’s no telling what they’ll do to me.

Ripping fabric fills the air as my clothes are being torn from my body. Finally, another guy comes in the bathroom. One I’ve never seen before.

“What the fuck is goin’ on in here?” he yells out, his voice echoing off the walls.

Tears are coursing down my face as I look at him. This guy, whether he knows it or not, just saved me from being raped. I have no doubt in my mind that’s where this was heading. I take a look around at the guys surrounding me. They’re all football players. I’ve seen them enough around campus in their jerseys to know I’m looking at the starting lineup. Fuck my life!

“None of your business, Rollins. I suggest you get the fuck out before your second-string ass turns into a third string quarterback,” the leader orders him.

“Not happenin’ McCord. Leave her the fuck alone. Go on Paislie, get out of here,” he tells me, holding out his hand for me to pass him by. “Are you okay?”

Nodding my head, I hold my shirt together as I race from the bathroom. I keep my head down as I race to my room and slam the door shut behind me. There is no stopping the tears from flowing down my face as I peel off my torn clothes, tossing them in the garbage can just under my microwave. Putting on a sports bra, a pair of shorts, and sweats on overtop of them, I grab my bag from the floor holding my shoes, water bottle, and towel. Grabbing my keys and phone I head out to the gym.

Keeping my head down, I run to the fieldhouse, hoping I don’t run into McCord and his friends again. Racing into the gym, I quickly flash my student ID at the front desk before running into the back room where the pole dancing class is. Jasmine and Heaven are standing in the front of the room talking when I rush in. Tears are still running down my face as I drop my bag down on the floor by the wall.

“What’s wrong, Paislie?” Heaven asks, hurrying to my side.

“I-I-I w-w-was attacked in the bathroom when I went to take a shower,” I stutter out as I try to catch my breath. 

“By who?” she questions, her voice hard as she holds me in her arms.

“I don’t know,” I answer, looking at the floor. “It’s okay. I’m not going to report it or anything.”

“Why the fuck not?” she asks as Jasmine walks up with a cold bottle of water.

“I don’t want to cause problems. I just got done with the investigation from my mom. Now, I have to buy all new toiletries and everything. The only thing I want to do is work and go to my classes,” I tell her, shrugging out of my sweats so we can get to work. 
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