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  You fucking hipster.


  I love you.
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  “Get on stage and show me what you can do. I have to put another girl up in two songs,” said . . . a guy whose name I didn’t know yet. I wasn’t sure if he just didn’t introduce himself to me, or if he did introduce himself and I didn’t hear him over the blaring collection of Top 40 hits from three summers ago. It was 11:30 a.m. on a Tuesday in Midtown Manhattan, and I was surrounded by carrot juice and naked women.


  Let me explain how I got here.


  Approximately three hours ago, I was two hours deep into my shift at Fix, an incredibly average coffee shop in Hell’s Kitchen, NYC. Despite the oddly adventurous name that sounds like a Halloween theme park, Hell’s Kitchen is an incredibly unexciting neighborhood, which explains why I was able to easily find a job opening for a barista. I lived in Brooklyn—where the coffee is always amazing, the tip jars are always empty, and all the barista jobs are taken.


  One year ago, I was living in Singapore, eating some of the world’s freshest dumplings, and working on a documentary film about a film. I wasn’t a Singapore local—I’d learned about three sentences of the language and thought I had respect from the locals, but everyone knew I was just one of the college kids on the NYU campus, very much part of the U without the NY. My graduation thesis was a documentary film about a lost film in Singapore. After researching all year . . . I never found that film. It was definitely fucking lost.


  The result of my research led to an underwhelming C+ grade. At least if I had failed out of film school, I could have made up some anti-establishment reason, like I was just too avant-garde for even an avant-garde film school. But that wasn’t the case. I was declared incredibly average by the world of academia, and that’s not exactly something you can put on a resume.


  While I never mastered the art of finding, or documenting, a lost film, I did learn that I had a strong passion for drinking coffee. Unfortunately, after a few weeks at Fix, I’d learned that I had very little passion for making coffee for other people, particularly people who insisted on ruining a perfectly fresh Ethiopian bean pour over with an entire cup of full fat milk. That was the order I accidentally spilled all over a woman in a crisp, white pantsuit. Fortunately for her (or me?), the cold cup of lactose swimming inside my cup of perfection stopped the coffee from third-degree burning her, but it certainly didn’t stop the beverage from staining the suit. I didn’t like this woman’s taste in clothes, or her taste in coffee, but alas. I was fired . . . from a job I never really wanted, but needed . . . and rent was due in a few days.


  I left the coffee shop and walked right past the train that would take me to another train that took me home. I was in no rush to go home, or anywhere for that matter. Walking through Manhattan with a determined expression on my face always felt productive. Everyone always looks like they have such a clear purpose in New York. I strutted the streets, not showing any of the guilt of someone who’d just spilled a cup of coffee on a customer and gotten fired from a minimum wage, under-the-table job. It felt like I’d just committed a murder and was comfortably walking the streets with blood on my hands.


  Oh yeah. Let’s get back to what got you excited in the first place—the naked women. See, I cleverly put that in the first paragraph to rope you in. I probably lost you somewhere along the way with the pantsuit and Singapore and whatnot, but don’t worry. I’m getting closer to the part about the naked women, and I promise you that the rest of this book will have lots and lots of naked people in it.


  My aimless walk led me out of Hell’s Kitchen and into Times Square. It’s very un-cool for a Brooklyn hipster to be in Times Square, passing things like Guy Fieri’s restaurant and shops that sell very illegal not-endorsed-by-the-team-whatsoever Yankees hats. At least Times Square embraces the fact that it’s completely douchey, and doesn’t attempt to be a “neighborhood” like Hell’s Kitchen. You have to respect that. Times Square never even tried to be hip. It doesn’t care. It laughs at hipsters all the way to the bank.


  Hopped up on caffeine and hypnotized by the oddly striking, bright blue Chase Bank advertisement above me, I tripped and fell on my own vintage kitten heels, and was helped up by the hand of a heavy-set guy with olive skin and a thick mustache who had been handing out flyers outside of a door that said “Club 42.”


  “Are you okay?” he asked.


  “Yeah! I’m fine!” I answered. “Thanks, I’m sorry.”


  “All good!” He smiled. “Be careful out there.” He handed me a Club 42 flyer, which seemed rather pointless considering I was standing in front of the club already. Wouldn’t it have made more sense to go to a different part of town? Or literally stand anywhere except right here?


  Oh. The flyer said “free admission” on it. That was the point of this flyer—to make sure the people passing by wouldn’t just pass by. This trick worked, on me at least.


  Club 42 was an unoriginal name, to say the least. This was literally a club, on 42nd Street. Well, a strip club, that is. I wondered if this was the place where Cardi B used to work? I knew she used to work at a strip club in Manhattan, and since this was the only strip club I had ever been to in Manhattan, there was a very good chance this was the same one. I walked in, without any entrance fee, and no one asked to see my flyer.


  A girl with a greased-up high ponytail sat in the entrance of the club, furiously tapping away on her phone with long acrylic nails that sounded like raindrops on a rooftop. She was sitting in front of an empty coat room, which was lined with lonely wire hangers swinging back and forth in the short gust of wind that resulted from my swift opening of the door. It was eighty-five degrees with about 400 percent humidity. No one this time of year had a coat.


  “Auditions are in the back,” she said, barely looking at me. I tried to hand her my flyer, and she didn’t care even in the slightest. I walked toward the back, because this ponytail lady had directed me to the back, and it felt like the right thing to do.


  A tall, stocky man in a suit opened a heavy door for me and motioned me to come inside. I felt like I was being led to some kind of high-end drug deal. As he opened the door, the muffled sounds of outdated pop music became loud and clear. I tried to hand that same man my now crumpled flyer. He didn’t want it either.


  The room was filled with neon. Neon signs, neon LEDs that lined the stage, neon lights around the bar, neon light-up floors, but different colors of neon that flashed intermittently between blue, pink, green, and yellow. Apart from that, it felt like an intimate dining room with lots of little tables and seats—and a stage with a pole in the center. A handful of women walked around in lingerie, drinking coffee, and shoving their breasts into men’s faces.


  I gravitated to the bar. The “bartender” took a freeze-dried egg sandwich and put it in a convection toaster oven. I was familiar with this device because they had the very same one at Fix.


  “Are you new here?” the girl behind the bar asked. She was short and skinny with long, straight brown hair and short bangs, and she was wearing a blue corset (holding tiny, perky breasts that didn’t quite seem like corset material), little black shorts, fishnets, and sparkly Ugg boots. It was one of the strangest outfits I’d ever seen.


  “Yes,” I said. I reached in my pocket to hand her my free admission flyer—perhaps she could redeem it for a free toaster sandwich? I was determined to use this for something.


  “Auditions start in a few minutes—should be easy. I think you’re the only one.” She smiled.


  Well that was very sweet. Now I felt bad that I’d internally made fun of her outfit.


  But what audition was everyone talking about? I kept thinking it was a code word for something that happens in the afternoon at strip clubs, or perhaps it had something to do with the “free admission” flyer. Admission sounds a lot like audition.


  “Can I get you a drink?” the bartender asked. It wasn’t like me to drink before 5:00 p.m., but since I was recently unemployed, I figured what the hell, why not?


  “A um, a PBR?” I shrugged. I had no idea what they served here. I couldn’t see any alcohol at all by the bar, but I assumed it was hidden somewhere. She laughed. Was she making fun of me for drinking PBR? I really needed to get back to Brooklyn. What the fuck did they drink in this part of town?


  “It’s full nude here—no liquor,” she replied, and she pointed at the stage. A blonde, buxom woman crawled around the stage on all fours, and yes, her vagina was just inches away from a man in a suit, who I’d thought was drinking a beer, but looking more closely, I realized it was actually just a bottle of root beer.


  “Have you worked full nude before?” the bartender asked me.


  “No,” I replied. I mean, I wasn’t lying. I’d certainly never worked at anything in the nude.


  “The girls all say it’s easier—the guys got only one thing to spend their money on!”


  Just then, a man in blue jeans and a blue button-down shirt came up to the bar and asked for a carrot juice. The bartender opened a minifridge and handed him a Naked brand carrot juice, which I found . . . fitting. In this establishment, “Naked” applied to juice without preservatives and to exposed vaginas.


  A tall, fit, dark-haired man wearing a black suit, with a coiled earpiece behind his ear, came rushing over. He exchanged a few words with the bartender, and they both pointed at me. I couldn’t hear what they were saying—the music had just been turned up several decibels. But I smiled and waved. Should I attempt to hand this guy the flyer?


  “Get on stage and show me what you can do. I have to put another girl up in two songs.”


  “Huh?” I replied. Wait. What? Get on . . . what? Me? Excuse me!


  In retrospect, maybe this should have been obvious: they thought I was here to audition to become a stripper. This was why I was granted free admission sans flyer. I was about to open my mouth and explain that this was a giant misunderstanding, and like, order a round of carrot juice for everyone and laugh or something.


  But I held my breath. In this moment I thought to myself, well . . . maybe I should audition to become a stripper? I had nothing to lose. There were about twelve guys in here, and I didn’t know any of them. There was something very comforting about that “bartender,” and I felt like she wouldn’t steer me wrong. She told me industry trade secrets like “girls say it’s easier.” Just the other day Cardi B came up on my Pandora playlist, and no other music I listen to sounds anything like Cardi B—that had to have been a sign.


  I’d spent a year looking for a lost film that I never found—and I’d been unemployed for the past eighty plus minutes. Life had felt very much without a purpose lately. Maybe this was a purpose.


  I took a big swig of root beer (in retrospect that was actually a bad idea) and looked at the man in the suit with determination on my face. “I’m ready.”


  “Okay. Go get changed, quickly.” He pointed to the general back of the club and said, “Dressing room is back there.”


  But the truth was, I didn’t need to use this dressing room, because I had nothing to change into. I mean, it was a strip club, did I really need clothes? I thankfully did have a matching bra and panties set on because I’d planned on getting laid later. That’s a whole other story.


  “No thanks,” I replied. Maybe he’d appreciate how resourceful I was?


  “What?” he said. He just looked confused.


  “I don’t need the dressing room!” I replied.


  “You can’t get changed on the floor,” he said.


  “That’s fine! I’m fine,” I yelled over the music.


  “You’re going on stage like THAT?” he said.


  No one else here was in a polka dot summer dress and kitten heels. This could be part of my . . . brand. I’m sure Cardi B had her own signature thing—this could be mine! There was no law anywhere that strippers had to wear neon and sparkles and shiny stiletto heels, right? My dress was from Marc Jacobs (well I didn’t buy it there, I found it at a thrift shop and I was rather proud of the find), and I was happy to flaunt it on stage.


  “Where did you work before?” he asked.


  “Fix!” I proudly answered.


  “Never heard of it,” he said. I mean, I wasn’t going to lie about my previous employment, but I hoped they wouldn’t call and ask for a reference.


  The man in the suit shrugged and rushed me toward the stage—like, the same stage the other dancers were on. I’d imagined I’d be taken to some back room and a couple people would judge me, à la American Idol, but that was not at all what happened. This was technically not even an “audition”—I was just . . . working?


  A slender girl walked off the stage, fully nude except for gold stiletto heels, holding a gold bikini in her hands. I looked at the way her calves tightened up when walking in the heels, and how that tightness continued up her body to her perky ass. Her heels magically made her long legs look longer, and they arched her feet in such an elegant way I instantly developed a foot fetish. I could now see how these stilettos made more sense than my one-and-a-half-inch heels from a thrift store, made of worn leather that I’d attempted to fill in with a black Sharpie. I pranced toward the stage and smiled at the girl walking off, and in exchange, she gave me a mean look and didn’t smile back at all.


  There was no turning back now. “Work It” by Missy Elliott came on. Apparently, it was time for me to work it!


  The businessmen by the stage seemed intrigued. One of them put down his root beer. I could see them all looking at me—I mean, they were in chairs surrounding the stage, and I was on the stage, so they had to look at me. First and foremost, I swiftly unclasped my fanny pack, which was cinched onto my waist, and let it drop to the ground. It made a loud thump on the stage because of all the loose change in there. Oh well—I’d made my presence known. I lifted my dress up, and two guys walked away. At the start of the song there had been six guys watching. The chorus hadn’t even kicked in yet, and now there were four. Ouch. I’d dealt with rejection before, but usually I was just ghosted in text messages—I’d never seen it happen so blatantly and so quickly.


  The song kept going and the lights beamed. I put my hands against the pole and did whatever form of twerking I could do. It had always felt ridiculous when I’d attempted to do that at random bars (only when enough alcohol was in me and the right hip hop song came on), but something about holding onto a pole made my ass gyrate in just the right way. My dress only had a handful of small buttons in the back, and it was totally impractical for this situation. I was beginning to understand why bikinis were the preferred wardrobe, but I had to just keep shaking my ass. Hopefully no one would notice me painfully trying to wrap my elbow around my head to unbutton the dress that was stuck around my torso.


  One of the guys near the stage laughed and motioned for me to come over. I got down on my hands and knees and crawled over, attempting to do so to the beat of the music. He smiled, motioned for me to turn around, and unbuttoned my dress as the other guys hooted and clapped. I pulled the dress over my head, so excited for it to be off that it took away any anxiety I had about undressing in front of strangers. Everyone seemed so happy for me— and by everyone, I mean the four people.


  “Is it your first day?” one of the guys asked.


  “Yes it is!” I replied. He slipped a twenty-dollar bill in the center of my bra. Holy shit! It took me several grueling hours to make that at Fix. I felt a rush. A guy in a paisley tie pointed at my bra with a circular motion. I held onto my tits, and he threw some dollar bills on the stage. Soon, all four of the men were showering me with money! If I had to estimate, there was a good thirty-four dollars surrounding me (with big help from that original twenty-dollar bill that had started everything off).


  I’d heard this song many times before, but I was hearing it differently now. I got on all fours and arched my ass. I peeked my head over to the side of the stage and saw the boss man over there with his arms folded. I cracked a smile at him. I could grin and shake my ass and win anyone over right now—I just knew it. He glanced at his watch and yelled, “I need to see you naked before you get off the damn stage.”


  “What!” I yelled, still gyrating. I didn’t want my precious new fans to know what was going on.


  He came closer to the stage, and I stood up. If I’d been in a movie, there would have been a record scratch, and silence. I was upset because we were at the breakdown part of the song, and I had big plans for that part.


  “I need to see you naked—take that off!” He pointed at my bra. My twenty-dollar bill guy clapped his hands, shouting, “Yeah take it off!” Like my bartender friend had told me—this was a full nude club, and there was only ONE thing to spend your money on. So I walked back to center stage, stripped out of my matching Amazon Prime lingerie, and . . . shook my money maker. I bounced my Bcup breasts as best I could. I got back down on my hands and knees, but this time my pussy was completely exposed to the men nearby. It was inches away from them, and I felt . . . free.


  They threw more money. I rejoiced. I was actually having fun. I wouldn’t necessarily say that I was shy, but I’d never thought of myself as the type to throw their pussy centimeters in front of someone’s nose with confidence. Right now, I felt confident enough to try just about anything.


  The song ended. The crowd cheered—or, four people cheered. My twenty-dollar fan shouted, “You’re gonna do great! Congrats!” I picked up my clothing and the money on stage, and I felt like Miss America, waving and smiling and blowing kisses, picking up crumpled dollar bills instead of bouquets of roses. I walked off the stage and back to the bar with my tits and ass and not very groomed pussy exposed. The bartender chuckled.


  “Tony will kill you! You can’t be on the floor naked— put something on!” Of course his name was Tony.


  “What?” I replied, which seemed to be a recurring response of mine here. “So, I have to be naked on stage, but I can’t be naked here?”


  In the past five minutes, I had definitely become an exhibitionist, and I truly enjoyed being naked at a bar. One of the men who had watched me on stage now walked toward me. I smiled and waved at him, feeling like a celebrity kindly acknowledging one of my adoring fans. Tony intercepted him, his expression not nearly as excited as mine. I was fumbling to throw my dress back on, which, I realized, was just as inconvenient to put on as it was to take off. Marc Jacobs could have thought more of strippers when he created this dress.


  “Well that was . . . something,” said Tony. “I’m guessing you haven’t done this before.”


  “Well, technically no,” I said.


  “Well, I’m short on girls . . . so I guess I can put you on the day shift. Any day Monday through Thursday. Shift starts at 10:00 a.m. and ends at four. Definitely can’t use you on weekends. You can start—”
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  To see what happens if Naomi starts her shift today, turn to page 13.


  To see what happens if Naomi starts her shift tomorrow, turn to page 119.
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  “Follow me downstairs and get me your ID, and I’ll go through the rules,” said Tony. Everything was happening so fast. I’d never known strip clubs even had day shifts. Perhaps this was when the more dignified customers came in, and Tony totally sensed how smart and sophisticated I was, and therefore wanted me to be with other people like myself.


  I’ll just keep telling myself that.


  I followed Tony into his office with my dress still only half-buttoned. On stage I’d felt like an empowered naked woman, but here I felt disheveled, like I’d arrived at a job interview hungover. I reminded myself that this was not an interview—I already got the job—and I was also one of the only women in this building with clothing on.


  The office was small, with exposed brick and pipes, an old PC that didn’t look like it had been turned on in a long time, and a desk covered with random phone numbers written on yellow Post-it Notes. I’m not sure why these weren’t just entered into a cell phone? There were stacks of cardboard boxes full of bottled waters and sodas, and a giant safe about half the size of one wall, with a state-of-the-art keypad on it. It was by far the most modern piece of equipment in here.


  He took my ID and thoroughly inspected it with various lights and scanners and such. He then had me fill out some incredibly unofficial-looking paperwork, a stack of stuff that was photocopied (some pages even handwritten) and that required my signature, all of which more or less spelled out that I was over eighteen and I fully understood that I had to be nude.


  “What’s your name?” he asked. He talked the way people think everyone talks in New York, but barely anyone actually does.


  “Naomi,” I said. “It says it right here on my ID!” I pointed out, as if he couldn’t read, or as if he wasn’t aware that legal identification clearly did, in fact, state people’s names.


  “You want to use your real name on stage?” He looked at me, slightly puzzled, and slightly disgusted I think.


  “OH!” I replied. “Sorry. Yes. No. I wouldn’t do that. I understand now.”


  “Yeah, most girls pick the name of their favorite movie star or something. But do whatever you want. Just tell the DJ whenever you think of it,” he said.


  “Okay. Got it.” I didn’t really . . . but I assumed this would all be explained later.


  “Well,” he looked at his watch, “there’s a few hours left of the day shift. You can stick around till it ends.”


  “Thank you.” I smiled, as if this was an extreme act of kindness to allow me to expose my genitals to strangers drinking carrot juice and staring at pussy in lieu of eating lunch.


  “House fee is forty-five dollars,” he said.


  “Excuse me?”


  “Did you not hear me?” he asked.


  “No, I heard you, I just don’t know what a house fee means. I’m sorry,” I added, though in fact, I don’t think not knowing that was worthy of an apology at all.


  “Oh, oh yeah. Well, THE FEE TO WORK HERE IS FORTY-FIVE DOLLARS,” he said, speaking loudly and slowly and using large, nonsensical hand gestures like he was playing charades—only nothing he pantomimed resembled what I would think of as “fee” or “work” or even “forty-five.” He lowered his voice a bit and continued, “Some girls pay when they come in and some pay on their way out. But for your first month, you gotta pay at the beginning.”


  Okay, brain. Come back. I needed several moments to process this. I had to pay to work here? I’d never heard of such a thing. Was this like a resort fee at a hotel? Were Wi-Fi and snacks included with this cost? I looked at Tony inquisitively, and he just held his hand out. He was very confident in this fee. He was not going to explain it or justify it. I counted the money I had just made on stage and handed it to him—it tallied up to forty-three dollars. He nodded.


  “You can give me the rest later,” he said with a smile.


  I was now officially two dollars in debt from being a stripper. Times were tough.


  Suddenly, a girl came through the door. She was tall and thin, with hair dyed an unnatural platinum blonde, though a hint of black roots revealed its true color. Okay, maybe she wasn’t so tall, but she had very high clear heels on, so she did appear tall. She had on a neon pink little slip with a long and loose cowl neck covered in rhinestones that dripped down her chest like an icicle. I could see her perfectly pointy, seemingly unnatural tits peeking through. They weren’t huge, maybe a big C or a small D. I’d look like a bean pole wearing a neon body stocking had I put this dress on, but her breasts made this unflattering piece of fabric sit on her perfectly.


  As she stormed in, the droopy pink rhinestones jiggled from side to side. She sat herself down in a chair and took a rubber-banded wad of bright purple monopolylooking money out of a garter belt that was around her thigh. As she bent down, her right breast became completely exposed—not just a nip slip, the whole thing hung out loud and proud, and now I could confirm that they were enhanced, but very modest for a fake breast. I’d assumed everyone in the world with fake boobs had giant ones.


  “Here you go!” she said, with a thick accent that sounded like a mix of Puerto Rican and Staten Islander. She smiled, winked, and folded and unfolded her arms indignantly. I wasn’t sure if she was insulting him or flirting with him. She threw the wad of fake money on the table. Did someone pay her in Euros? Did Tony here have his own underground currency exchange program? If there was a forty-five dollar fee to be employed here, I could only imagine the exorbitant conversion rate he must charge.


  “That’s my girl, Brandi,” Tony said. He counted out the purple money and then opened his safe. He had a swift method of covering his hand while he typed in the code. Brandi might be “his girl,” but not his girl enough to know the code to that giant safe. He pulled out a wad of hundred-dollar bills, and that was such a small wad in such a large safe with so many other wads. What the hell was Tony doing in this rinky-dink club? There was seemingly enough money in there to retire on an island somewhere—and not, like, Long Island. Like, a nice one.


  He doled out $600 and handed it over to her. She asked for a one-hundred-dollar bill to be broken up into twenties and then she gave him sixty.


  “That’s for you,” she said.


  “Aw thanks babe!” Did she really just give him a tip for handing her her own money? Was that normal? There were a whole lot of unexplained fees here, but right now, I had negative two dollars to my name so I needed to get to work.


  I hadn’t opened my mouth, but it must have been clear I was asking questions because Tony started answering them. For someone who didn’t know me, and didn’t even really like me (I think), he read me pretty well.


  “If a customer doesn’t have cash, they can get this money with their credit card and then pay you with it,” Tony said, waving the purple bills in his hand.


  “You new here?” said Brandi.


  “Brand new,” said Tony.


  “What’s your name?” she said.


  “She doesn’t have one yet,” Tony laughed. I was having a hard time answering any questions here. I wasn’t feeling very empowered. Apparently I needed to go back upstairs and shove my vagina in someone’s face to the sound of seven-year-old hip hop to regain my confidence.


  “Awww, you’re like REALLY new,” Brandi said.


  “Yeah, I am,” I admitted.


  “Well, I’ve got a customer waiting for me up in VIP. He likes doing doubles. I’m sure he’d LOVE a new girl. Wanna come with?”
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  To see Naomi go with Brandi to the VIP room, turn to page 19.


  To see Naomi explore the club herself, turn to page 82.
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  “Ummm, yeah!” I said.


  Brandi pulled me through the strip club, past the stage and the DJ and the bar. We arrived in a dark hallway lit with what looked like those constellation stickers I bought at Sharper Image and put all over my bedroom in high school. There were several spaces lined with dark velvet curtains. Brandi opened one of the curtains and revealed a scrawny man sitting on a decadent velvet bench, dressed in khakis and a patterned button-down top, with glasses and dark hair. His hands were in his lap, and he was looking at the floor. I felt like we were detectives walking into an interrogation room, and this khaki guy was definitely guilty of something.


  Brandi sat on his lap and played with his hair. To say the least, her pink sparkly getup and his khaki garb did not complement each other well. There’s no other scenario in the universe where these two people would be interacting like this.


  “Scotty! Look! I brought a friend,” she said. Scotty seemed excited.


  “Oh- y-y-y-y-es. D-d-d-d-d-o you guys like to play together?” he asked.


  “She’s new here and I can’t WAIT to play with her,” Brandi said, while hamming up the hair playing a little more. It truly looked like a soothing massage—this girl knew how to rub a head.


  “Come on Scotty, I want to play! You know what you have to do.” Brandi pouted like a little girl on Santa’s lap who wanted a pony. And then something incredible happened—Scotty reached into his pocket, opened his wallet, and “ponied” up five hundred-dollar bills. He handed all of it to Brandi, and she handed two of them to me. Just like that. Scotty was far superior to Santa. Santa charges people to take photos with him and rarely comes through with anything you ask for. Scotty pays for an electric bill in the blink of an eye.


  Brandi folded up the money and rubber-banded it around her garter belt. I unzipped my fanny pack, which had now morphed into a very inconvenient clutch. I pulled out my wallet and placed my new crisp lap-sitting money next to my metro card and my long-expired student ID, which I still used to get discounts wherever I could. But if I could find myself a Scotty, I wouldn’t need a 15 percent discount on anything ever again.


  Brandi kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you!” she said. “You’re the best—you’re always the best. Love you!” She smiled at me and pulled me onto his lap, and while his knee was incredibly bony, I found a way to balance my also bony ass on him. Brandy removed her dress by untying one single tie in the back. I could see the convenience of this contraption. I must remind you, I was still in my red polka dot, polyester dress. Had anyone walked in here at this moment—with Brandi wearing nothing but clear heels, and me sitting properly with my legs crossed and my hands folded on Scotty’s leg—it would have looked like Scotty took his daughter into the strip club after taking her on a tour of a local college campus.


  Brandi gyrated her tight round ass against Scotty’s crotch, while I remained perched on his lap. I could see her ass and pussy—everything was so smooth and perfect, not one ingrown hair or pimple in sight. Scotty smiled and kept his hands at his sides. I assumed that was a protocol here, and I commended him for sticking with it because I don’t know how he didn’t reach out and grab her.


  “It’s her first day, Scotty!” Brandi said, looking at me with her piercing brown eyes.


  “Ooooh really?” he replied.


  “Yeah! I wanna take good care of her,” Brandi said.


  She reached over and slid my dress up to my breasts, while continuing to rub her ass against Scotty’s crotch. The multitasking was incredible. She smelled like lavender and vanilla and peaches all mixed together, and the scent was mesmerizing. My dress unfortunately came to a halt at my breasts. Brandi gave it a good head start, but I was aware that it was my job to continue to get this damn dress off. I had gotten paid generously by Scotty, after all.


  I was done fussing with the buttons in the back. I pulled the dress over my head and heard it tear as it slid over my ears. I didn’t care. Brandi giggled, and her adorable reaction made this entire interaction less awkward. She slid her smooth fingers up and down my body, and it felt like my matching bra and panty set just disappeared. She was some kind of magician, clearly. And now . . . I was naked.


  Brandi lay back with her ass still on Scotty’s crotch. She pulled me over and laid me on top of her, facing her, as if Scotty and I were creating a Brandi sandwich. I moved along with her, around and around. I was naked against Brandi’s naked body, but Scotty was completely clothed with his hands to his sides. It was bizarre, yet erotic.


  I could feel her pussy lips against mine. Her fingers moved over my back, and our pelvises pressed together as we went around in a circle. Scotty got more and more excited. I understood where he was coming from, because I too was getting aroused. I inhaled all her pleasant stripper scents, and it was intoxicating.


  She pushed me down until I was on my knees on the floor. And as she focused on this backward dry hump against Scotty’s crotch, she took my head and pushed it into her pussy.


  “I want you to lick me while I make Scotty cum,” she said. I appreciated how direct she was, and I thought this was an excellent plan. She didn’t even know my name . . . and come to think of it, I didn’t know my name either, and that was fine. I stuck my tongue into her pussy lips as they moved around. I did my best to follow along. I’d never had a threesome before, and I still don’t think this counts—I’m not sure what exactly the word for this was.


  I stuck my tongue deep into her, and her pussy tasted just like the rest of her body smelled. I felt like I was licking a pussy while shopping at Bath & Body Works, and I liked it. I licked and licked and inhaled her pussy as best I could. She moaned, but I wasn’t sure how much was real and how much was a performance paid for by Scotty. I wanted to be sure she actually enjoyed my tongue, so I licked her harder and stronger, searching for her clit. She could fake it for Scotty, but she couldn’t fake it for me! I wanted to give her a real sensation. I wanted to feel her quiver.


  “You’re such a dirty girl,” she told me in a high-pitched voice.


  There was a train of pleasure going on. I licked Brandi and she rubbed on Scotty. The harder I licked, the faster she rubbed. I liked having this effect on her—I felt like I was a crucial part of contributing to Scotty’s boner, even if I wasn’t in direct contact with it. I couldn’t relate this to anything I’d done in the past, so I just paid attention to what my body and my tongue told me to do, and that was to keep licking with as much gusto as I possibly could.


  Brandi moaned beautifully. She was certainly an expert at turning people on. Scotty was now moaning too, and I had my mouth full doing my thing. He breathed heavily as he moved his hands to hold onto Brandi’s hips—I could tell he was restraining himself from touching anywhere else with his invisible handcuffs. There was a musical medley of moans, and suddenly, Scotty quivered and shook uncontrollably. Then he stopped and lightly pushed Brandi off him, looking exhausted.


  I saw a big wet stain around Scotty’s crotch. Perhaps he should have worn darker pants—khakis were not the best choice of wardrobe for making a mess. I was embarrassed for him, but he didn’t seem embarrassed at all. He was proud. I had to give him credit for that.


  I wanted to keep licking Brandi, but it seemed like the paying customer got to decide how long things went on in here.


  Brandi giggled. “You bad boy.”


  “Th-th-th-th-thank you,” he said, looking drunk. He pulled out another hundred-dollar bill and handed it to her, and he walked out. She pulled two twenty-dollar bills out of the rubber-banded wad around her garter and handed them to me. I was perfectly fine with the sixty/forty percentage split. And honestly, a part of me wondered whether I could lick her again for a few more minutes if I gave the forty back.


  “You’re fun!” Brandi said. “You okay? Some of the girls here fake it when they do doubles, but I like doing the real thing.” I still wasn’t entirely sure of all the lingo here, but I thought I understood what she meant.


  “Oh, yeah, that was amazing! And thank you for including me,” I said.


  “We need to think of a name for you,” she said. I genuinely liked that she had decided she was a necessary part of this process. I naturally thought of Cardi B. She was my inspiration, even though we looked absolutely nothing alike and had virtually nothing in common.


  “Naomi . . . G. My name is Naomi G!” This wasn’t very creative. My real name was Naomi, and my real last name was Greenfeld . . . so Naomi G was just a shortened version of my actual name. But it just rolled out of my mouth, and it felt right, and it also kind of sounded like Cardi B—but not so much like Cardi B that if she ever checked in on her old strip club, she would get mad at me. I wouldn’t want to get on her bad side.


  “Alright! I like it!” Brandi said. From a distance I heard the DJ saying, “Calling Brandi to the stage . . . Brandi, come to the stage.”


  “Shit!” she said. “I gotta go on stage—I’ll see you after!” She kissed me on the cheek. I put my slightly torn dress back on and smiled. It wasn’t even 3:00 p.m., my internet bill was paid, I had been an integral part of someone else’s orgasm, and I had a cool new name. I felt like an important contributing member of society . . . or, at least, of this society. I confidently walked out of the dark room, toward the music and the neon lights, excited to see whose pants I could mess up next.
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  To continue with Naomi in this fantasy, turn to page 26.


  To go back and see Naomi explore the club herself, turn to page 82.
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  I entered the strip club part of the club. There were a few customers by the stage, and a few standing near the bar waiting for nonalcoholic beverages. It was early afternoon. Did these men have the day off? Being at a strip club in the afternoon on a weekday showed an impressive dedication to tits and ass. I’ve had men show up three hours late for 10:00 p.m. booty calls who lived four blocks away from me.


  I wasn’t sure what to do with myself at this point, so I just . . . found a wall and leaned against it, like I was the James Dean of the strip club. Brandi was now on stage, so I figured I would remain propped up against the wall, watching her.


  She strutted around the stage, demonstrating some incredibly fine-tuned twerking skills. Her body stayed still while her ass moved like a separate living organism, shaking to the exact beat of the music. The eyes of the customers tried to keep up, as they blindly handed over all the money in their wallets. She kicked her legs up and landed in an upside-down position on the pole. Somehow, amidst this sexual acrobatic display, she managed to strip off her shiny pink dress midair. The dress slipped from her fingers and fell to the side of the stage, and she laughed and glanced over in my direction. From the “oopsie” look she was giving me, I deduced that this dress falling on the floor wasn’t intentional. I’m coming for you Brandi! I’m here to save your dress!


  I grabbed the dress and attempted to hand it to her from the side of the stage. But she said, while still upside-down, “You know what, keep it! I got another one just like it!” Then she spun around the pole. While I took great pride in my thrift shop stripper aesthetic, I was also honored to have been invited into this sisterhood of the traveling pink sparkly stripper dress. Perhaps one day I too would pass it on to another stripper in need. “Take this too,” she added, as she slipped a pink garter off her left thigh and threw it at me, like I was a bridesmaid at her wedding. There was a matching pink garter on her right thigh with a stack of folded money under it, which she obviously kept for herself. She swung around the pole, wearing nothing but folded money, and I will admit, it was a good look for her.


  I went to the bathroom and did a complete wardrobe change, like I was Cher, or something. I crumpled up my Marc Jacobs getup, which was once a prized possession, but now felt like a nuisance. I slipped on the dress and slid the garter up my thigh, with the determination to fill that thing up with rent, or at least half of it. I walked out of the bathroom feeling like a sparkly pink superhero.


  I wandered around the club aimlessly, but also confidently. Brandi eventually found me, now in the same exact dress I was wearing, only hers was silver. Where the hell did one buy these outfits? Let alone multiple ones in different colors?


  “Now, you gotta check in with the DJ—I’ll introduce you!” Brandi said. I followed her blindly. I knew I had just been up on the stage not that long ago, but after seeing Brandi dance, the thought of going back myself was intimidating. This wasn’t a funny experiment. This wasn’t a weird accident or a whim. I was . . . actually at work?


  If the strip club was an ocean, then the DJ booth was the lighthouse. It was elevated, and the DJ sat at the top in a circle of enclosed glass, watching over the sea of strippers—and more literally like a lighthouse, he actually did control the lights. There was some generic techno beat playing on a loop. It was repetitive and mundane, like a specific kind of elevator music designed for night clubs instead of office buildings.


  Brandi pushed through a mini-barn door at the top of the fourth stair that led to the DJ booth. My friends in Brooklyn commonly think that “real” DJs spin vinyl, and all other forms of DJ are bullshit. While I have nodded and smiled and agreed on the issue for the sake of conversation, I never actually cared about who was a “real” DJ and who wasn’t. But I will say that this set-up looked rather legitimate to me. It wasn’t just a little booth to play music and do recreational drugs in, this was the command center for the entire strip club. A cluster of buttons and controls for smoke, a different one entirely for lights, and a feed showing security camera footage of the front door, the stage, and little rooms that must have been somewhere in this club but that I hadn’t seen yet.


  The DJ also had an impeccably well-organized desktop, with rows of folders named things like “Chevalle,” “Kendra,” “Angelina,” and “Sabrina.” While there was nothing vintage or rare about his music collection, and none of his three computers were designed by Steve Jobs (yes, I’m afraid they were—gasp-PCs), this looked very “real” to me. He was the man behind the curtain, and his random selection of Top 40 hits from different decades was the brain, heart, and courage the strippers needed. And to his credit, unlike the other DJs that I knew, this guy apparently got up in the morning. And there’s something to be said for that.


  The DJ was pale and skinny, with a leopard print shirt and long black hair. I wasn’t sure if his hair was greasy or intentionally combed through with gel to give it a bit of a “wet” look, but either way it complemented his animal print. He had giant headphones on, and he was nodding his head to the beat, clicking away on a mouse, furiously dragging and dropping folders like he was preparing for a digital battle. Brandi tapped him on the shoulder and interrupted his trance.


  “Hey TJ!” she said, yelling over the music.


  “Sup Brandi!” he replied with a smile. I saw him pull out a mini-whiteboard from behind one of the computers and write Brandi’s name down in red dry-erase marker. “Whatchu feeling like for your next set?”


  “Enough of this techno shit,” she said. “Play me some Lil Wayne, Jay-Z, maybe Travis Scott? Some old, some new! Mix it up!”


  “Aww come on. You know Tony doesn’t like too much hip hop on the weekdays.” He shook his finger at her like a parent scolding a kid for eating too much ice cream.


  “Well, tell him to suck my dick.” She took a ten-dollar bill out of her cleavage and put it in his hands. TJ the DJ took the money, but, hesitantly.


  “I’m telling him you said that if I get in trouble!” he said.


  “I’ll tell him right now,” she said, and she grabbed a walkie-talkie tucked away behind his sea of laptops, clicked the side of it, and shouted into the speaker, “Tony, suck my dick.” She and TJ giggled. And then the walkie-talkie beeped, and a fuzzy sounding voice replied, “Lick my nuts.”


  Brandi and TJ the DJ laughed hysterically at this response. What the hell was I doing here again? Should I chime in and tell someone to do something to part of my nonexistent penis?


  Mid-laughter, TJ’s expression suddenly changed. He threw his headphones back on and faded out of the looped techno and into a remix of a Katy Perry song from a few years ago. He grabbed the microphone and said, “Coming to the sage it’s Kendra! Kendra coming to the stage!” This he said in a radio announcer voice—or should I say, strip club announcer voice.


  “Alright, hip hop it is.” He immediately snapped back into conversational mode and slipped his headphones off. That was impressive. I’d been standing silently in the dark, observing all this, but suddenly I was very much not in the dark . . . because in that whirlwind moment when TJ went full DJ, he hit some kind of switch that made the lights flash, and one of them was right above my head. He saw me and did a double take.


  “Oh hey—this is Naomi G. She’s new,” Brandi said.


  “Hey! What kind of music do you want to dance to?” he asked. More stressful decisions I was completely unprepared for. I had to come up with a fake name, and then also had to come up with some kind of soundtrack to complement that fake persona. The classic punk and modern discordant alt-rock that filled my iTunes probably weren’t going to work here. I already knew from my eavesdropping that I couldn’t request any hip hop . . . Tony and I were very far from any kind of jovial dick sucking or nut licking relationship. What should it be?


  “You like rock? Techno? Top 40? R&B? What’s gonna get you moving around up there?”
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  To see Naomi dance to rock, turn to page 32.


  To see Naomi dance to R&B, turn to page 40.
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  “I’ll um . . . I’ll dance to rock!” I said. It seemed like the most vast and generic category, and it felt safe. Being a bit of a music nerd, I was suffering from second-hand embarrassment. No one used the term “rock” anymore. People said “classic rock,” or “punk rock,” or sometimes even “hard rock,” but plain old “rock” isn’t actually a genre of music anymore. Was he going to play Bob Dylan? Did rock mean Third Eye Blind? Did rock mean Marilyn Manson? Eighties hair metal? Elvis? It could technically mean any of these, and while none of these selections particularly inspired me, none of them offended me. So, rock it was.


  He nodded, and I saw him spell out the name “Naomi G” on his mini-whiteboard. TJ the DJ put his headphones back on and disappeared back into the matrix of buttons and lights. Brandi exited the booth and I followed her out. We were now on the floor, and I felt like we were two wandering kittens out in the wild, if the wild consisted of about eight businessmen uncomfortably sitting around staring at an empty stage, waiting for a vagina to appear.


  “There might not be a lot of people here now, but trust me, people here at this time are coming to spend money—and they’re gonna spend it quick. You’ve gotta get them in VIP before the other girls get to them.”


  I was taking notes, listening to my stripper mentor, but my mental note-taking was interrupted with an announcement from TJ.


  “Calling . . . Naomi G to the stage! Coming up next . . . It’s Naomi G!”


  “Shit, I guess you gotta go!” Brandi pointed in the direction of the stage. I was on my own now.


  I walked out onto the stage to the song “American Woman” by Lenny Kravitz. A song I forgot existed, but I somehow knew all the words to, without ever having owned a single Lenny Kravitz album. The men by the stage nodded their heads. One of them even mouthed the words to the chorus, and the chorus was basically the entire song.


  Okay. Here I go. I attempted to look “Tyra Fierce,” as Tyra Banks would say on America’s Next Top Model.Tyra always said the look you gave the audience when you first walked out on the runway set the tone for your performance, so I gathered up all the fierceness inside me, took a dead stop in the middle of the stage, and stared at the four men gazing at me. Yes. I know I said eight before, but four of them were whisked away by other strippers, one of them being Brandi. That was okay, though. She’d left me the Lenny Kravitz enthusiast, who was now playing air drums in addition to mouthing the words.


  I grabbed onto the pole in the middle of the stage. I had no idea what to do with the pole, of course, but my body just gravitated toward the phallic piece of metal. I leaned against it and shimmied back and forth. I turned around, used the pole to balance myself, and shook my ass slowly back and forth. As I arched my back, the dress perked up and showed off a peek of my pussy. I mean, I knew the thing was going to come out shortly, but I figured I should tease them until at least the, um . . . eighth time Lenny Kravitz said the song title.


  I felt guilty about it, but I had to admit I was enjoying dancing to this song. It didn’t fit with the genres embraced by my Brooklyn hipster culture—while listening to some modern pop songs would be considered acceptable, this hit from ten plus years ago was not ironic enough. But I couldn’t help it—something about this repetitive guitar riff made me feel sexy. I didn’t want any of these men to throw me against my bedroom wall and fuck me. I wanted them to worship me, and while I’d never considered myself a seductress, the combination of Lenny Kravitz and TJ the DJ’s skills instilled the power in me to transform. Naomi G didn’t have any doubts or weaknesses. She was confident and sexy, she existed to turn you on, whoever you were . . . and she listened to “rock.”

OEBPS/Images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/common2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/line.jpg







OEBPS/Text/opencover.xhtml

  [image: image1]




OEBPS/Images/title.jpg







OEBPS/Images/common3.jpg






OEBPS/Images/common4.jpg






OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/Images/pub.jpg





