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		To my readers, always

		

	
		

		CHAPTER ONE

		

		Juana

		

		Dancing wasn’t my top choice. I fell into it like all the other ladies who worked here at Mitten Showgirls. Our tips were better than what the fast-food joints down the street paid. There weren’t many options in inner-city Detroit, so we did what was necessary to survive.

		

		My girl, Amanda, got me the job here. She went by Kitten and was a favorite at the club. Larry, the owner, adored her. He didn’t think twice when Amanda said to give me a job. It was a topless bar. There was no full nudity, so Larry didn’t think there would be any problem with the dick between my legs.

		

		The men didn’t seem to notice when I gave them lap dances. Not a single one had complained since I started working at the club a few months ago. They loved me. I even had regulars. I didn’t question it. All I did was dance and move to the beat of the song. I was learning pole tricks, but my confidence to execute them was minimal. I didn’t want to fall on my face or bust my ass in front of the guys.

		

		A clock was ticking to my right, reminding me of the seconds I had left before gracing the stage with my presence. I lined my eyes and powdered my face one last time before running over to the clothes we had in the corner. I put on a short skirt over a pair of white, virginal panties after tucking and taping my dick.

		Nobody would believe it, but I was a virgin. Dancing never went past the occasional inappropriate grope. Men invited me to go home with them, but no amount of money was worth selling my flower. I wanted to love the first man who got inside of me. Before my transition, I never felt beautiful enough to date, but that had changed.

		

		A smile crossed my face every time I looked in the mirror. The woman staring back at me was gorgeous, confident, and who I always wanted to become. She was me. I was her. I shed my name of the past and adopted Juana, but the men in the club knew me as Sugar.

		

		I put on an open vest with no bra on beneath it. The men loved when I teased them. They loved my breasts, and I planned to show them. They cost a lot of money, but my tips were paying back what I owed. Soon, I’d have enough for nursing school. Treating patients and helping others was my dream job, but dancing would suffice in the meantime.

		

		I went back to the mirror, pinning my bleached hair into a bun. The boys loved when I shook it out. Shoes were the only thing missing. Five-inch platform heels killed my feet, but they also made me feel like the sexiest woman in the world.

		

		People looked down on dancers, but I was doing what I needed to survive. My parents were broke, and they left me to fend for myself the day I turned eighteen. I didn’t have anyone to help me but myself, so I would dance until my ankles broke if that was what it took to make my dreams come true.

		

		“Sugar,” my manager yelled. “You’re on in one minute. Come get in place.”

		

		“Coming,” I called. I lifted my eyes, looking at myself once more before running to take the stage.

		

		***

		

		Clarence

		

		I didn’t make my riches overnight, but they doubled and tripled that way sometimes. I was an inventor first. A businessman second. Major corporations used many of my inventions in their bestselling products. Every time they sold a unit, I got a little wealthier. My financial team invested the earnings, and they grew in the stock market. I had several rentals around the city to diversify my passive income.

		

		My money grew every day, and it was growing into a beast. What man didn’t want that?

		

		Life wasn’t always so easy for me, though. I grew up in Detroit. I heard gunshots every other night, ducking under my bed. Many nights I didn’t sleep because I was afraid a bullet would fly through the house and hit me in the heart. It happened to our neighbor.

		

		The first thing I did when I got rich was move my mother out of the ghetto. We still lived in the city, but we lived in its nicest areas. We had water views. She was in a condo. I had a mansion. Detroit was my city, and I was becoming its king. At thirty-five, few had as much success as me. Not many knew my name, but those who did knew how powerful I was becoming.

		

		My phone rang. It was my man Tristan calling. He was my business partner, and he was my best friend. We grew up together. Survived the hood. He started as an employee of mine until I convinced him to save enough of his money to go in with me on some investments. They paid off, and Tristan was becoming a rich man.

		

		“What’s up, man? I’m headed to a meeting,” I said. It was Friday night, and a house I wanted was hitting the market in the morning. I wanted to see it before someone else snatched it up.

		

		“Meet me at the club when you finish,” he said.

		

		We used to hit up the strip clubs around the city every weekend when we were in our twenties, but I’d wasted far too much money in those places. I wanted more than a woman to dance on my lap. I wanted a woman to love. Someone to share everything I had. What was the point of making so much money if I couldn’t provide for a beautiful lady?

		

		There was a problem, though, because I was picky. After a wild time in my twenties, I discovered I didn’t love the ordinary woman. I loved trans women, especially ones who still had a tool between their legs.

		

		I was twenty-one the first time I slept with a trans woman. She was gorgeous. She surprised me when she dropped her skirt and whipped out her dick, but it was the most revolutionary moment of my life. I dropped to my knees and crawled across the room to her. She only let me suck her dick, but her cum. My goodness. Her cum. Fuck, it was the most incredible thing that ever slid down my throat.

		

		She disappeared and never called me again. I had met her at a club, and we went back to my place. Tiffany. Black and beautiful. I was never the same after that night.

		

		I woke up the next morning, desperate to find Tiffany. Detroit had never seen a man search it so thoroughly. No matter how many rocks I turned, Tiffany never appeared.

		

		The years passed. I met a couple of other trans women. They were great in bed, but we didn’t connect on an emotional level. Tiffany and I had spent the entire night at the club making conversation before we went back to my place. Before she made me drop to my knees and take her juicy seed.

		

		“I don’t know if I can meet you, man. I need to work.”

		

		“You work too much. Don’t you remember how much fun we used to have? We don’t celebrate enough.”

		

		“I remember how we used to blow through money.”

		

		“We can set a cap. What’s a couple hundred dollars to you, anyway?”

		

		“Money is money. You better learn that if you want to survive in this business,” I said.

		

		Tristan sighed into the phone. “Come on, man. Lighten up and celebrate all the success you’ve had. Spread the love. The honeys need money.”

		

		I laughed. Tristan was a fool, but I loved him. He had always been the one pushing me out of my shell when I got too serious. “Fine. I’ll meet you, but I can’t get there until nine.”

		

		“Bet. See you there,” Tristan said. He sent a link to the club in a text message and added that he’d be there a few minutes early to get us a good spot.

		

		I went to the house showing and made an offer in cash above the asking price before it could even get to market. It was perfect for a rental, and I already owned a house around the block. It would need a few repairs to get the top rate, but people paid it in the school district.

		

		Tristan was relaxing at a table when I arrived at the bar. Waitresses were walking around in their underwear, looking sexier than sin. I licked my lips as I walked past them, noticing a few who had eyes on me. My dream was a trans woman, but women were still sexy. If I were younger, I’d decorate my house with posters of them in their bathing suits.

		

		Tristan stood from the booth facing the stage he’d gotten to greet me. A woman with long black hair and skin the color of almonds was twirling in circles. She was watching me. I ignored Tristan to throw a twenty on the stage. She dropped to her hands and knees to grab the money, stuffing it into the tiny panties she was wearing. They barely did anything to hide her goodies.

		

		I turned to Tristan when the woman broke eye contact with me, twirling around the pole. “I feel like it’s the old days.”

		

		“Yeah. What’s with that, though? She was paying me attention until you walked through the door.”

		

		I shrugged. “What can I say? I have a certain charm over the ladies.” I licked my lips and rubbed my knuckles.

		

		“Whatever,” Tristan said. He raised his hand to call over a waitress. “What do you want to drink?” Tristan asked me as the waitress walked our way.

		

		“A brandy on the rocks. Pick your favorite,” I said.

		

		The woman lifted her eyebrow. “Okay,” she said, with a hint of sass in her voice. “Anything else?”

		

		“Another Manhattan for me, princess.”

		

		“My name is Sylvia, honey. Get it right,” she said.

		

		“Don’t mind him, Sylvia. He’s a fool,” I said.

		

		Sylvia laughed, leering at Tristan before she went to get the drinks. When Tristan and I returned our attention to the stage, the woman with dark hair was gathering her cash. She winked at us before standing and leaving the stage. A hip-hop song played as the DJ prepared everyone for the next dancer, but I wasn’t ready for who came out on the stage. The DJ said her name was Sugar.

		

		I wanted to snatch her off the stage and protect her from the gaze of the surrounding men the second she appeared. Her eyes landed on mine. I was staring at her and didn’t care. She was exquisite. Her olive skin. Her blonde hair. I didn’t care if she had dyed it because her hair looked incredible.

		

		Sugar grabbed the pole, spinning before jumping to wrap her legs around the pole. She looked right at me as she held the pole. She secured herself with her legs, releasing so she could drop her head toward the ground. Her hair hung, and she stared at me before pulling herself upright.

		

		I didn’t know how she moved with such grace wearing those tall heels, but she danced around that stage as though nobody were there except us. We were alone in the club. I didn’t even notice the jealous faces of the other men.

		

		Before she finished the dance, I went to Sylvia, who directed me toward their general manager. His name was Harold. He was a beefy black man with a soft voice.

		

		“How can I get a private dance from Sugar?”

		

		“She’ll be free in a few minutes, and then you two can have a room.”

		

		I paid Harold what he requested. Tristan said something when I returned to my seat, but I didn’t hear him. Sugar’s eyes were locked on mine, and I couldn’t wait to have her to myself.

		

		It felt like forever until the song came to an end. Harold came and got me and took me to a private room. Tristan hollered after me, but I told him he could leave if he didn’t want to wait. I loved Tristan, but did he really think he could compare to Sugar?

		

		Sugar appeared in the doorway a few minutes later. She looked nervous. I told her there was no reason to worry. “Come sit,” I said.

		

		Sugar crossed the room and took a seat. She glanced at me for a second before she lifted her hips to straddle my legs. She placed her hands on my chest, lifting and sinking her hips. I moaned at her touch, mesmerized by her brown eyes.

		

		I reached around and touched her ass, but she slapped it away. “No touching. Please,” she said.

		

		“I’m sorry. It’s hard to keep my hands to myself when you’re so beautiful.”

		

		Sugar stood and walked halfway across the room, turning her ass to me. We were in a closed room, but the music was still loud. She bounced her ass to the beat before dropping it toward the floor. Sugar stood and bent over in front of me, and that was when I saw her delicious cock for the first time. Sugar had it tucked well, but her panties were too damn small to hide it when she bent over. There was no pole covering her womanhood, and I whimpered at the thought of wrapping my lips around it.

		

		Sugar turned to face me. She wasn’t wearing any top, so her breasts swayed as she moved.

		

		“Come over here and give me a lap dance,” I said.

		

		Sugar locked her eyes on me as she crossed the room. She sat on my lap, facing me. Her arms were around the back of my neck. “What do you want me to do, handsome?”

		

		“More than you know,” I said. I wasn’t touching her. As much as I wanted to squeeze her ass, I resisted. “Tell me your real name.”

		

		Sugar shook her head. She moved her finger to my ear, rubbing it. Her touch teased me. I wanted more than she was willing to give, and I knew I would drive myself crazy thinking about her the second we were apart.

		

		“Why not?” I asked.

		

		“If I tell you my name, that puts me in a dangerous position.”

		

		“I promise, Sugar. You can trust me. You don’t really like when I call you Sugar, do you?”

		

		“I don’t mind it,” she said in a voice so soft I thought I might melt into a puddle. There was no way she couldn’t feel my hard dick pressing into her ass, searching for her tight little hole to stretch. “You can call me Sugar all you like.”

		

		“But I want to call you by your name.”

		

		Her gentle smile hit my heart. She was too sweet and precious for a club like this. I didn’t know what to do about leaving her, but I knew she wasn’t coming with me if she wouldn’t even tell me her name. How would I be able to live knowing she was dancing for other men? I didn’t want any of them to have her. I wanted her to be my private dancer.

		

		“What would you do if you weren’t a dancer?”

		

		She ran the back of her hand along my face. She wasn’t dancing, but I had her exactly how I wanted her. Sitting on my lap. If I looked down, I could see her dick begging to escape the tape holding it. I wanted to tell her how much I loved her cock. How I wanted to wrap my lips around it.

		

		“If I weren’t a dancer, I would be a nurse.”

		

		I’d much rather have Sugar wearing scrubs around strangers than no bra. There was no way I could live without her now that I knew she was trans, intelligent, and sexy.

		

		“A nurse? What’s stopping you?”

		

		“Money,” she said and scuffed. “I bet you don’t have to worry about money.”

		

		“Not anymore,” I said. I opened my wallet and pulled out all the cash I had. It was two thousand dollars in hundreds. “Take this. Save it for school.”

		

		“After I pay my rent,” she said. “Thanks, handsome. What’s your name?”

		

		“Clarence. Now, will you tell me yours?”

		

		“Juana,” she said.

		

		“It was nice meeting you, Juana. Stay safe,” I said. Her time was up, and I had to let her free, or I would snatch her up and take her home with me. I went back to the floor. Tristan was still sitting at the table, but he hopped up when I walked past him without stopping.

		

		“Hey, where are you going?” Tristan called, running after me.

		

		“Home. I can’t be here with these people,” I said.

		

		“These people? What’s that supposed to mean?”

		

		“Don’t be sensitive, man. I’m going home. Stay if you want. We’ll see each other soon. It’s not like we don’t do business together.”

		

		Tristan glanced across the room at Sylvia, who was watching us with interest sparkling in her eyes.

		

		“Are you going to make a move?” I asked.

		

		“Nah. Let’s go,” he said. We walked out the door together and went our separate ways. All I could think about on the drive home was how much I hated Juana working in the strip club.

		

	
		CHAPTER TWO

		

		Clarence

		

		Days had passed since I saw Juana at the club. I couldn’t get her soft voice and gentle smile out of my head. She was an illness, and I wasn’t looking for a cure.

		

		There was nothing I needed but the image of Juana’s beautiful face. I’d touched myself more times than I could count since I met Juana, and I never masturbated. It was beneath me, but she drove me wild. I thought of my lips around her pretty feminine cock every time I closed my eyes, and it always made me hard.

		

		It drove me wild.

		

		How would I survive without her? I couldn’t even concentrate on my work without Juana crossing my mind. I had to run to the bathroom to shoot a load in the toilet when my cravings got too intense. She was sexy. Seductive. I wanted her on my arm. Would she let me parade her around town? Didn’t she know how many people would be jealous of us together?

		

		I was lying in bed, stroking my dick. I had never spent so much time lying in bed, but I needed to touch myself. The tension running through me was far too intense. It was debilitating. It tore through me and made me drop my pants every few hours.

		

		My thick, chocolate dick throbbed in my hand as my balls tightened. I knew I was wasting seed I could give to Juana, but she had to accept me first. Her face crossed my mind as the pressure became too powerful to hold. I came all over my abs, covering my dark skin with white goo.

		

		I got up and showered, watching cum swirl down the drain. I dried off before spritzing my favorite cologne on my wrists. It had citrus and sage scents with woody undertones. I got dressed and headed to Mitten Showgirls, unable to resist the draw I felt.

		

		***

		

		Juana

		

		I was spinning around the pole when Clarence walked through the door. His eyes went directly to me, shooting me down like an arrow. I dropped to the floor, crawling toward him on my hands and knees. He walked across the room until he was in the chair closest to me. I caught of whiff of his cologne, excited by its scent.

		

		Clarence had dark skin and soulful eyes. Thick lips. A scruffy beard. I’d been thinking about him nonstop since he cuddled me in the private room, spoiling me with two thousand dollars.

		

		“Hey, sexy.” I turned after saying the words, showing Clarence my backside.

		

		He wasn’t supposed to touch me, but he reached on stage and smacked my ass. The sound of his hand hitting my cheek echoed around the room. It almost made me hard enough to break my tape, but I was a master of control. I’d spent years learning how to hide my dick from the untrained eye.

		

		To men in the club, it looked like a fat pussy mound. One they wanted to fuck. Not that any would ever get so lucky. That was what I used to think until I met Clarence and gave him a dance. He was different. When I told him to stop touching me, he listened, even though he’d just smacked my ass.

		

		I crawled to the pole. I grabbed it and pulled myself to my feet. My heels were five inches, and I had already shed my top. I spun around the pole, watching Clarence. He had his attention on me, but I could also see him looking around the room with suspicious eyes.

		

		I spun quickly before jumping and wrapping my legs around the pole. I was getting a lot more confident with my pole tricks. If it weren’t for Clarence, I wouldn’t push myself, but I wanted to give him a show. I held myself with my legs as I spun in a circle, keeping my eyes on Clarence’s.

		

		He wasn’t looking anywhere but me. I could still feel the sting of his hand on my ass, giving me the thrill that I needed to try what I’d been afraid to do.

		

		I lowered myself to a standing position before doing a little dance on stage. I went back to the pole and did the splits, going all the way to the ground. The pole was between my breasts. They hugged it as I moved my hips up and down, as though I were riding Clarence’s dick. I’d never ridden a dick, but I could fantasize. I imagined he was beneath me, sliding in and out of my untouched hole.

		

		Would it hurt when he stretched me? I moaned as I thought about him, biting my lip and closing my eyes.

		

		Clarence rushed onto the stage. He pulled me off it before I could do the trick that I’d been psyching myself up to perform. The manager, Harold, ran toward us. Clarence had his arms wrapped around me, whispering how he couldn’t let me dance like that in front of strange men. I didn’t know how to feel about his possessiveness. Who was he to tell me who could see me dance?

		

		“Is everything okay over here?” Harold asked.

		

		“I need to speak with Sugar, please. In a private room. I’ll pay whatever you want.”

		

		Harold pulled out his taser, looking like he might use it on Clarence. I shrugged Clarence off my body and put up my hand to Harold. “It’s okay. I got this. Charge him triple,” I said before pulling Clarence to a private room.

		

		I threw open the door and stepped inside. He closed it behind us. I turned to him and jutted my arms in the air. “What’s wrong with you, Clarence? You can’t just pull me off stage like that. You’ll get yourself shot if Larry sees you.”

		

		“I don’t care if I’m risking my life, Juana. I can’t have you working here,” he said.

		

		“Excuse me?”

		

		“You heard me, Juana. I’ll pay you whatever it takes for you not to work here. How much do you make in a year? I’ll double it. Please, baby. I can’t concentrate knowing you’re in here dancing like that for strange men.”

		

		“Clarence,” I said with my hands on my hips. His words were everything I’d ever wanted to hear, but I couldn’t sell myself to Clarence. It didn’t matter how sexy he was, or how much money he had. I had to make it myself. If some man provided everything for me, what would that make me? “I don’t know what has gotten into you, but you’re also a stranger. A generous one, but I don’t know shit about you.”

		

		“Quit. Date me. I’ll give you everything you ever want. If you leave here right now, I’ll deposit eighty grand in your account tomorrow. The only thing I want is for you to go to school. Become a nurse. Live your dreams, baby. Maybe, if I’m lucky, you’ll give me a chance to take you out on a date.”

		

		I turned my head to the side, gazing at the floor. This man was crazy, telling me he was going to deposit eighty thousand in my account. How could I trust him? “How do I even know you got it like that?”

		

		“I got it. I only have a grand on me right now, but I’ll give it to you the second we get outside. We can head to the bank together. Right when they open. I’ll give you my address, if you need it to trust me.”

		

		“I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” He wasn’t fooling me. I wasn’t about to become desperate for him. For his attention. “Why don’t you leave and not come back, Clarence? I’ll be just fine without you, thanks.”

		

		Clarence said nothing as I turned away from him. I thought he was going to listen until I felt his hand around my wrist. He pulled me toward him. I squealed and slapped his chest. “Calm down, Juana. I’m not going to do anything to you, but you need to listen. You’re better than this place. I can help you. Don’t you want to quit working here?”

		

		I scoffed. Who was Clarence to come into my place of work and judge me? “Get your hands off me,” I said and pushed his chest. Clarence took two steps back. “These girls are my family. They take care of me. I make better money than I ever have, and I don’t need to sell myself to you. Please leave before I have Harold kick you out.”

		

		“Fine, I’ll leave, but I want you to come with me. Wouldn’t you rather make eighty thousand by quitting for me over shaking your ass for those fools?”

		

		I shrugged. It was a tempting offer, but I’d heard of men becoming crazy after giving substantial amounts of money. I wasn’t trying to get caught up in something foolish, even though Clarence’s smile was seductive. I often thought about it when I was back at my shared two-bedroom apartment.

		

		Clarence walked past me to the door of the private room. “I’ll wait outside for fifteen minutes. Make your choice.”

		

		He left me in the private room, wondering if I was crazy for refusing his offer. I’d been thinking about Clarence all week. Then he jumped on the stage when I was humping the ground. I didn’t hate my job, but I had dreams. I wanted to work my way up to nurse management. They made better money than I’d ever make at the club. What was wrong with taking an express lane to get there if Clarence was willing to offer help?

		

		I ran to the dressing room, hoping he hadn’t left. Larry, the owner, stepped into the dressing room. He was an older white man who grew up in Detroit and never left. He loved the city. “You okay? That man do something?”

		

		“No, Larry. I’m good.”

		

		“What are you doing? You have two more sets tonight.”

		

		“I’m sorry, Larry. You’re an amazing boss,” I said. I tossed my hair over my shoulder to look at him. He was wearing a suit that did little to hide his protruding belly. He drank beer like it was water.

		

		“What are you saying, Juana? You’re my rising star. You can’t leave,” he said.

		

		I couldn’t stay at Mitten Showgirls forever. Larry took care of us as best he could, but Clarence was offering me more. “I’m not feeling well. My stomach hurts.”

		

		Larry frowned. “We both know that’s a lie.”

		

		“Larry, please. Don’t make this difficult,” I said. I threw on a sweater over my braless chest. Jeans protected my legs. Boots would keep me warm against the chilly weather. Winter in Michigan was brutal. I only hoped fifteen minutes hadn’t passed.

		

		Larry watched as I gathered my things. I ran to him, kissing him gently on the cheek. “I love you, Larry. Promise you don’t hate me.”

		

		“I don’t hate you, Juana. You’ll always be family.”

		

		“I’ll call you soon.”

		

		Larry nodded once as I ran past him toward the door. To my relief, Clarence was standing outside of a car wearing a dapper coat. I went to him. He wrapped his arms around me. “I knew you would come. Here,” he said. He gave me the thousand in cash he’d promised.

		

		I took it and stuffed it into my wallet. A middle-aged white man came around to open the back door of a black car with tinted windows. “This is William. He’s my driver.”

		

		“Nice to meet you, miss.” William offered a friendly smile as he held the door open.

		

		“Thank you, William,” I said as I climbed into the backseat.

		

		Clarence got in next to me. He took a deep breath as he placed his hand on my thigh. “You’ll make a great nurse.”

		

		“You said no strings,” I said and looked at his hand. His hand on me was making me hot, but I couldn’t give away my goodies so quickly. I had a strong feeling Clarence would get me to give myself to him, but it wouldn’t happen tonight. Not until I got my eighty thousand and knew him better.

		

		Clarence lifted his hand as William got into the front seat. “My bad,” he said with a sly smirk on his face. “Where are we headed, Juana?”

		

		I told William where I lived, cursing myself the second I did it. How would I ever get peace if Clarence knew where I lived?

		

		We pulled up to the apartment complex seven minutes after leaving the club. It wasn’t far. I lived with a woman named Lisa. We watched TV together sometimes, but we didn’t interact much. She was older, no kids, had a steady job at the convenience store down the road, and she kept to herself.

		

		“This is you?”

		

		“This is me,” I said.

		

		“I’ll be thinking about you,” Clarence said.

		

		“And the eighty thousand?”

		

		“I’ll swing at eight thirty, and we can go to the bank when they open. Does that work for you?”

		

		I wanted to slap the smirk off Clarence’s face. “Eight thirty works,” I said. He leaned in for a kiss. I wanted to give it to him, but he wasn’t getting my prize with ease. I turned my face at the last second. His lips hit my cheek.

		

		“You did the right thing by leaving that club,” he said.

		

		I opened the door on my side. William rushed to help me. “I’ll see you in the morning, Clarence. Sleep tight.” I thanked William before walking toward the building with my shoulders held high, not once turning around to see if Clarence was watching because I knew he was.

		

	
		CHAPTER THREE

		

		Clarence

		

		I gave Juana her eighty grand two weeks ago, and she still wouldn’t agree to a date with me. She told me she was preparing what she needed to start nursing school. She thanked me for the money, but she told me she didn’t want strings. Juana evaded me at every turn.

		

		Who was I to blame her? I was happy as long as she wasn’t dancing for strange men. Seeing their eyes on her that night drove me insane. I’d given no one so much, but Juana was worth eighty grand and more. I only wished she’d give me a chance to show her what we could have.

		

		Ever since the night I took Juana home, I knew where she lived, but I hadn’t returned since the day we went to the bank. William and I went to her apartment the following morning and took her back to the club to fetch her car. I hadn’t realized we left her without a car. Having her next to me in the backseat made all my senses fly out of the window.

		

		I picked up my phone, ringing Juana for the second time that day. She hadn’t answered a single call of mine in days, and it was driving me crazy not hearing her voice.

		

		To my surprise, Juana answered on the second ring. Her loud voice rocked my eardrums, but I still loved its sound. She sounded like honey, no matter her emotion. “You need to stop calling me Clarence. Thank you for the money, but I told you no strings.”

		

		“Come on, Juana. Give me one chance to show you what we could have.” Juana didn’t know it, but I’d been using every ounce of willpower I had to resist going to her apartment and banging on the door. “I think about you day and night. Don’t you think about me?”

		

		“Only because you call me nonstop.”

		

		I knew it was a little pathetic. No other woman had made me feel like Juana. I needed her the moment I saw her dancing on the stage. My desire only increased when I discovered the package between her legs, teasing me to no end. Didn’t Juana know how amazing my lips would feel around her cock?

		

		“You’re right. I’ll stop calling,” I said and hung up.

		

		I didn’t call Juana for five days.

		

		On the sixth day, Juana called me.

		

		“Hello? Who is this?” I asked, playing like I didn’t know it was Juana.

		

		She scoffed into the receiver. “Don’t play like you don’t know it’s me.”

		

		“You who?”

		

		“Clarence, stop actin’ like a fool. Why did you stop calling me?”

		

		I smiled to myself, knowing damn well Juana was going to come after me if I gave her distance, but I didn’t want the distance. I wanted her next to me at night. She could hang off my shoulder at every dinner party. Every event where people brought dates, but I always went alone.

		

		“You told me to stop calling you, baby. I was only doing what you said.”

		

		“I’ve been missing you. When are you going to take me on a date?” Juana asked.

		

		“We could go somewhere this weekend. Do you like dancing?”

		

		“I could dance,” she said.

		

		“I’ll pick you up on Saturday at eight in the evening.”

		

		“Don’t be late, Clarence. You wouldn’t want to miss your chance,” she said.

		

		I reached into my pants, wrapping my hand around my hard dick. Her voice sounded so sweet. I wanted to hear her moan my name as we made love. Would she whisper to me when we cuddled?

		

		“I won’t be late,” I said and hung up the phone. Now that I had a date locked down with Juana, I could focus on my work. I flew through assignments the rest of the day and caught up on everything I needed to do by the time Saturday morning came. I couldn’t wait to shower, change, and pick up my woman for an amazing date.

		

	
		CHAPTER FOUR

		

		Juana

		

		I pinned my hair to the side, pulling blonde curls over one shoulder. I stared at myself in the mirror, excited about my date with Clarence. He was such a sexy man. His swagger was infinite, but I never told him I was trans.

		

		When I used to dance, I always tucked and used medical tape to hold it down. Sometimes I would even tape a piece of flesh-colored cloth over my dick to hide it, but I got lazier about the extra step the longer I worked with the Mitten Showgirls. I couldn’t remember if I was wearing fabric the first night Clarence watched me dance. He’d taken me to a private room, and we cuddled more than anything.

		

		He was gentle, so I wasn’t afraid that he’d hurt me when I told him my truth, but I was nervous about what he would say. What if he left me? What if he said terrible things? It would break my heart if he turned me away for being trans, but it happened to friends I had in the community. We shared our stories, and some of them were downright awful.

		

		I was wearing a black dress and matching heels. They weren’t tall because Clarence had mentioned dancing. I grabbed my clutch purse, double checking that it had everything I’d need for the night. My purse was ready, and I was as ready as I’d ever be.

		

		Clarence arrived a few minutes later. He was in the parking lot of my apartment complex, his car nicer than any of the surrounding ones. William stepped out of the car, opening the backseat door.

		

		“Thank you, William.”

		

		“You’re welcome, miss.”

		

		Clarence had his eyes focused on me when I glanced in his direction. He was wearing a tight-fitting button-up shirt. It was white with orange accents, looking extra sexy against his dark skin. He licked his lips as we stared at each other. “Damn, you look good.”

		

		“Is that so, Clarence?”

		

		He reached out and touched my hair, sending goosebumps across my body. My dick was tucked and taped, but I could feel it twitching. Not only was Clarence looking amazing, but he also smelled it. I wanted to lick from his balls to his neck and back, desperate to give my innocence to him.

		

		“You look incredible, baby.” Clarence said.

		

		He looked like he wanted to eat me whole, and I loved it. I ran my fingers through my hair and batted my eyelashes. He growled. William was driving us through the city, but we saw nothing but each other. Lost like hikers without a map, only I never cared if we found where we’d began. I wanted to get lost in the possibility of a future with this man, but he had to know me. All of me.

		

		“Where are you taking us?”

		“We can’t dance without a meal. I thought we could eat somewhere with a view,” he said.

		

		“I can’t wait.”

		

		We arrived at a building with a huge terrace overlooking downtown Detroit. It had a glass enclosure. Clarence took my coat when we got inside, revealing my tiny black dress. I looked over my shoulder, and he had his eyes on my ass. “Eyes up here, mister.”

		

		Clarence bit his bottom lip as he gazed into my eyes, looking like he wanted to rip off my dress. I smiled at him before turning to follow the host. Clarence had gotten us the best table in the restaurant.

		

		“What do you think?” he asked.

		

		I moved my foot under the table, rubbing it against Clarence’s calf. He reached across the table and took my hand. We gazed at each other, and I could feel my lips falling into a frown. Clarence reached forward and cupped my face.

		

		“What’s wrong?” he asked.

		

		I didn’t know how Clarence would react, but I had to tell him. After I had a drink. I lifted my hand to call over our server. “Would you mind bringing me a glass of white?”

		

		“Brandy on the rocks for me,” Clarence said.

		

		The server disappeared. I stared out the window, avoiding Clarence’s gaze until he returned for our drinks. I didn’t need alcohol to cope. It was liquid courage. If Clarence rejected me, it wouldn’t be the end of the world. His check had already cleared, and I was on my way to starting nursing school the following fall, so I had my life in order. It could be better with a man like Clarence by my side, but I wasn’t holding out hope for a man to save me. I wanted love above all else.

		

		The server returned. I grabbed my wine and took a big gulp. “There’s something you don’t know about me, Clarence, and I have to tell you before we take this date any further.”

		

		“What do you have to say?” Clarence asked. His eyes softened, telling me he could handle whatever I had to say.

		

		I leaned forward and put my lips close to Clarence’s ear. “I’m trans.”

		

		Clarence leaned back in his chair, and his smile hadn’t faltered. If anything, it looked like it had intensified. He lifted his hand and wagged his finger for me to lean toward him.

		

		I did as he requested. He put his mouth next to my ear. “I know, baby. I saw your perfect cock when you bent over in the private room. It was the tiniest glimpse, but I knew, and I’ve wanted it ever since.”

		

		My body exploded into a ball of fire. He already knew. I couldn’t believe he had noticed I had a cock under my panties, and he wanted me. He had called me nonstop for days. He knew how to ignore me, too, but I never wanted him to ignore me again. Those days he stopped calling were some of the hardest of my life.

		

		“You knew?” I asked.

		

		“Yes.” Clarence leaned back in his chair, gazing at me with nothing but desire in his eyes. I couldn’t believe he had gone so long without telling me what he saw.

		

		The server returned, and we ordered dinner. It didn’t take us long to eat once the food arrived. We talked about Clarence’s business and what I needed to do for nursing school, but there was a tension beneath every word we said. I knew he wanted me, and I was dying to have him. Clarence refused my money when I tried to pay for the meal, telling me he needed all the credit card points he could get and that I wasn’t allowed to pay when we were together.

		

		“Not even on your birthday?”

		

		“Maybe I could make an exception for special occasions.”

		

		“You better,” I said. “Which club are we going to?”

		

		“You’ll see once we get there,” he said.

		

		We got up, and William was waiting for us when we got outside. He opened the backseat door. I got in first, and Clarence slid in after me. He held my hand the entire drive to the club. I told him he needed to give William more time off, but William assured me that he had plenty of free time and enjoyed his job.

		

		“What? You think I don’t take care of my people?”

		

		“I don’t know. I’m getting to know you, aren’t I?”

		

		“Yeah,” he said and wrapped his arms around me.

		

		The music was bumping when we arrived. Electronic music was playing. We crossed the parking lot toward the entrance of the club. The music wasn’t my favorite, and I thought Clarence had lost his mind for bringing me to such a place. “What is this? A rave?”

		

		“Give it a chance, Juana. They’re fun parties. The music is amazing once you ride the bass. I don’t listen to this on the regular either, but it’s different at the club.”

		

		“Whatever. We’re already here,” I said in a sassy voice. I wanted Clarence to know I wasn’t pleased with his choice of music, but I wanted to dance. Images of his body pressed against mine had been floating through my head since he mentioned dancing.

		

		Clarence took my hand. He showed his phone at the door, granting us entry with the two tickets he’d purchased. We went up a dark staircase. It led to a massive ballroom. People crowded the space, dancing however they pleased.

		

		The music sounded much different inside than it had outside. The bass was hitting me, making me feel my soul. My hips moved, having a mind of their own. Clarence twirled me in a circle before pulling me close. Our faces were inches apart. The world around us melted into the void, leaving just Clarence and me.

		

		“You’re beautiful, Juana.”

		

		My soul unraveled as I looked into his eyes. It was as though everything in life had led me to this moment. Clarence and I, in an old warehouse on the dance floor. “Come on, handsome. Let’s dance.”

		

		I took Clarence and led him toward the crowd. We stayed on its edge, moving our bodies to the electronic music. The sounds transported me to a safari. They sent me to outer space. Clarence and I were astronauts, floating among the stars.

		

		Clarence hugged after a few minutes of dancing, turning me so that my ass faced his front. He held his arms against me and scraped against my backside as I pressed my ass into him. Our coats were at the door, so there was nothing stopping him from placing his hands on my thighs.

		

		I moaned as his fingers pressed into my legs. They creeped higher, making me moan louder. My taped and tucked dick was throbbing and begging to come free. I could have taken Clarence right there on the dance floor. Between the bass shaking my body and his lips on my neck, I was rolling down hills of lust.

		

		Clarence and I danced like we were making love for at least an hour before we stopped for a drink. I glanced down. It was dark, but I could still make out the outline of Clarence’s hard manhood. He turned me toward the bar when he caught me looking, walking with his hand on the small of my back.

		

		We ordered drinks. I got a vodka tonic. He ordered a beer. We spent the rest of the evening slow dancing, avoiding the grinding we’d done when we arrived at the club. I noticed a few people glance at us. I had no idea what we’d looked like before, but our moves had gained a few admirers.

		

		“I’m ready to go whenever,” I said. We’d been there for a couple hours, and I was tired of electronic music for one night.

		

		“I’ll send William a message,” he said. I snatched his phone when he pulled it from his pocket. “What are you doing?”

		

		“Why don’t you give William the night off? We can take a taxi.”

		

		“I gave William some money to gamble. He’s at the casino down the street. He’s waiting for us there,” Clarence said.

		

		“Oh,” I said. “Fine. Here’s your phone.”

		

		Clarence snatched the phone from me. William was waiting for us twenty minutes later. Clarence grabbed our coats, and we headed outside. It had gotten a lot colder since we went inside the club, so Clarence held me close on the walk to his car.

		

		“Win anything?”

		

		William smirked, telling us he’d won something. Clarence patted William on the shoulder as we climbed into the backseat. I leaned into him. He had his arms wrapped around me, keeping me warm. Clarence only asked once if I wanted to go to his place, but it wasn’t the night.

		

		“Tonight was fun, but you’ll have to wait.”

		

		“I’m okay with that,” Clarence said. He gave me a long kiss as we sat in the parking lot of my apartment building. William waited as Clarence walked me to the door, but he didn’t try to come inside. He kissed me softly on the cheek and waited for me to step inside and lock the door. I watched him walk back to his car through the window. I went straight to my bedroom to touch myself and release the tension coursing through me.

		

	
		CHAPTER FIVE

		

		Juana

		

		Weeks flew by, and I was falling madly in love with Clarence. We spent several nights a week together. We visited many places in Detroit that were new to me. Clarence showed me his mansion near the water one day, but I had yet to spend the night. We did nothing more than kiss and cop the occasional feel. I hadn’t seen his dick, but I’d felt it enough times to know it was big.

		

		I even let him reach up my skirt one day to rub mine. It was the hottest thing that’d ever happened in my life, but I knew hotter days were on the horizon with Clarence as my boyfriend.

		

		He made me promise to be exclusive. I wasn’t dating anyone else and had no plans to, but it was fun making him squirm by teasing him with imaginary boys. Clarence promised to be exclusive, and I did the same after he’d asked the fourth time.

		

		My phone rang as I was looking over my application for nursing school. There were options in the area, and I wanted to apply to all of them. I’d already sent out one application but had more to finish. Clarence was calling, so I stood from where I was sitting to give him my full attention.

		

		“Hey, handsome. I’m missing you,” I said when I answered the phone. I curled my legs under my bottom as I sat on the couch.

		

		Clarence’s deep voice hit my ears. He always sounded so happy to talk. “What are you doing?”

		

		“Working on applications for nursing school. Thinking about you,” I said. I got crazier about Clarence with every day that passed. He was my man. My everything. The person I used to be would hate who I had become, but Clarence filled me with a love I never knew was possible.

		

		“Be ready at seven. I’m taking you out and have a surprise,” he said.

		

		“Okay,” I said. “See you then.”

		

		We hung up. I knew Clarence was busy. He gave me more than enough time when we were together. We didn’t have to message all day. We trusted each other. I worked on my applications for a couple more hours, not yet ready to send them.

		

		I went to the bathroom to get ready for Clarence when I got bored with that. I shaved my legs. Powdered my skin. Spritzed myself with perfume. I put on a red dress that went down to my ankles and had long sleeves. I placed a faux fur scarf on my bed to wear with it. My coat was thick. My outfit would look fabulous with a pair of heels. I spent half an hour perfecting my makeup, reading a magazine while I waited for Clarence.

		

		Clarence arrived when he said. He got out of the car. William didn’t. Clarence walked toward me. He lifted my arm and twirled me in a circle in the parking lot of my apartment complex. I laughed. “You’re crazy.”

		

		“Crazy for you,” he said.

		

		Clarence led me to the car after we hugged and kissed, sliding in after me. William didn’t ask where we were going, and Clarence didn’t say.

		

		We ended up at a fancy restaurant, perfect for the outfit I was wearing. Clarence took my coat at the door. We wined and dined, falling even further in love. I listened as Clarence told me about his business deals, asking him questions about technology, stocks, and real estate.

		

		“I could talk to you all night,” he said.

		

		The longer we were together, the more I wanted to give myself to Clarence. I couldn’t imagine losing my virginity to anyone else.

		

		“What if I spent the night at your place tonight?” I asked.

		

		Clarence’s eyes widened. “You mean it? I would love it if you spent the night, but only if you’re sure.”

		

		“I’m positive,” I said.

		

		Clarence raised his hand and told the server to bring us the bill. He paid. William was waiting for us outside minutes later. Neither of us wanted to do anything else but head back to Clarence’s mansion. We had tickets for an orchestra performance, but we lost interest after I told Clarence I wanted to spend the night. I only had one thing on my mind, and I was positive Clarence was thinking the same.

		

		We’d been resisting the pull between us for weeks. We had to release ourselves from the tension. If we waited any longer, our unfulfilled desires would lead to a nasty explosion.

		

		William pulled up at Clarence’s mansion. He opened the door for us. We stepped outside, thanking William and telling him goodnight before heading up the walkway.

		

		He threw me against the wall the second we walked through the door. My mouth parted, and a moan escaped my lips. He gripped the zipper at the back of my dress and pulled it down. Clarence pulled the sleeves down my arms. He kissed my neck and whispered how much he adored me as he removed the dress from my body.

		

		I was wearing nothing but my bra and panties by the time Clarence finished. I pushed him against the opposite wall. He stuck his tongue into my mouth and gripped my ass. I reached down and pulled the shirt from his body. He’d seen me in nothing more than my underwear when I was at the club, but I had yet to see Clarence without clothing.

		

		What I found surprised and delighted me. Clarence was large, but he had a hard body. He had thick abs, making me want to turn around and give him my hole. I wanted him to dominate me. Tell me where to stand. Spread my cheeks and shove his massive cock into my tiny hole.

		

		I didn’t know what came over me, but my desires clouded my judgement. I sank to my knees in front of Clarence. He looked down at me as I looked up at him. My hands on the waistline of his pants. I was wearing nothing but my bra and panties, so I wanted Clarence in his underwear. It was only fair.

		

		I unbuttoned his pants and pulled them to the floor. The outline of his dick stretched across his boxer briefs, teasing me with its size. I’d never had a man’s dick, but I knew I would never want another. Clarence was everything I needed. He was all I would ever need.

		

		“I want to suck your cock,” I said as I stared into his eyes.

		

		“My cock is yours, baby.”

		

		I returned my eyes to his cock, pulling his underwear to the ground. His cock’s size shocked me. I wondered how I would fit his girth between my lips. He was hard, but his meat was so heavy that it hung. I wrapped my fingers around his cock, lifting it. “Damn, you’re big.”

		

		“What can I say? I was blessed,” he said.

		

		“I’d say.” My cock was a nice size, but it was nothing compared to Clarence’s. He could have been a porn star. All he had to do was upload his picture, and I was confident producers would call.

		

		“Are you going to suck it or stare at it?”

		

		We were still in Clarence’s hallway. He was standing against the wall, naked. Unbothered by his nude form. I had my hand wrapped around his cock, feeling intimidated by its size.

		

		“Fine, if you don’t want to blow me, then I’ll blow you.”

		

		Clarence had me in his arms before I could think. No words left my lips as he carried me from the hallway to his bedroom. He’d shown me his room before, and I’d been dreaming of making love with him in his bed since. Clarence placed me on his bed before climbing onto it himself.

		

		“You’re so fucking sexy, baby. You know that?”

		

		“I’m glad you think so,” I said.

		

		“You’re all I think about, Juana. Day and night. I’ve been waiting for you. I’ve been waiting for this moment,” Clarence said. He stood on his knees. His dick hung from his pelvic region, thick and delicious. I wanted to wrap my lips around it, but I would follow Clarence’s lead. He had me on my back. His fingers were on my panties.

		

		“Lift your hips,” he growled.

		

		I did as he said, and Clarence removed my panties. He revealed the tape I had over my cock.

		

		“Do you want to take it off, or should I?”

		

		“You can. Be gentle,” I said.

		

		Clarence bent his body. He pressed his lips against my legs. He kissed my thighs all the way up to my covered package. Clarence worked with care to remove the tape, setting my cock free. It was plump with desire, but it would take a second to adjust.

		

		Clarence took my cock in his fingers, stroking it gently. His touch was better than anything I’d ever felt. Each brush of his fingers was like a bolt of ecstasy surging through my body. He was breaking me down, and I didn’t want to get fixed.

		

		My cock was hard within a minute, throbbing at his touch. Clarence stared at it with greedy eyes. He looked from my cock to my face, settling his eyes on my breasts. He bent his body, kissing my midsection. His hand cupped my right breast, squeezing it and making me moan.

		

		“Take off your bra,” he said.

		

		I did as he asked, removing my bra so he had direct access to my bosom.

		

		It was my first time, but I needed it. At twenty-three, it was time I had a man like Clarence. A man who could love me. Care for me. Protect me. A man who loved every inch of my body, as Clarence was doing.

		

		Moans escaped my mouth at a rapid speed as Clarence wrapped his lips around my cock. He bobbed his head, sucking my feminine cock with vigor. He played with my nipple as he sucked my dick, driving me wild with his lips. I wouldn’t last long. I couldn’t.

		

		“You’re going to make me cum,” I yelled.

		

		I thought Clarence would lift his head, but he didn’t. He kept sucking my cock as though it were his duty. I tried to warn him, but my he didn’t listen.

		

		Cum erupted from my dick and shot into his mouth. I felt it fly to the back of his throat, but Clarence didn’t seem to mind. He moaned and slurped my cock until I begged him to stop.

		

		Clarence finally broke contact with my cock, wiping his lips. He lifted himself and stood on his knees. His cock was still rock hard. It was begging for my help.

		

		“How do you want to cum?”

		

		“Can I cum in your ass?” he asked.

		

		I wanted to give him what he wanted, but I’d never had more than a couple of fingers in my hole.

		

		“There’s something I didn’t tell you,” I said.

		

		“What?” he asked.

		

		“I’ve never been with anyone. I’m a virgin, not counting what we just did.”

		

		“You are?”

		

		I wrapped one arm over my chest and nodded. “Yes, but I want you to be my first. I’m only nervous that it might hurt.”

		

		“Oh, baby. I’m sure it’ll hurt a little the first time, but you’ll learn to love it. Won’t you?” he asked. Clarence reached between my legs and placed his fingers against my hole. He rubbed my hole, teasing it with his pressure. My body twisted. I moaned.

		

		“I will learn to love it, baby.”

		

		“That’s my girl,” he said. “You’re going to love my dick. Beg for it.”

		

		“Fuck, yeah.” I imagined him throwing me around the room, fucking my hole in whatever position he wanted. Trying a new one every time we fucked. “I want you to try, but you have to go slow. Promise?”

		

		“I promise,” he said.

		

		I reached out and touched Clarence, giving him permission to try. He got off the bed and found some condoms in his closet. He had a lubricant he used to jack off.

		

		“Do you mind if I taste it first?” he asked.

		

		“My hole is yours, baby.”

		

		“Fuck, you’re sexy.” Clarence climbed onto the bed with the supplies. He grabbed my legs and lifted my hips into the air. He placed his tongue against my hole, licking up and down. His mouth moved from side to side. He fucked me with his tongue for a full minute, loosening my hole, but nothing could have prepared me for the size of his cock.

		

		Clarence dropped my hips after eating my hole. He opened a condom and rolled it over his dick, covering his manhood with lubricant. He used the lube on my hole. I thought it was going to be enough. I thought it was going to be fine.

		

		“You ready?” he asked.

		

		I nodded, feeling tense.

		

		“Relax, baby. I’ll go slow. Take a deep breath.”

		

		I did as he said, inhaling and exhaling. I relaxed, but everything changed when he pushed his fat head into my virgin hole. A shriek escaped my mouth, filling the room as I moved my hips away from Clarence’s cock. He bent his body and hugged me.

		

		It took a minute, but the pain faded. I wanted to try again. Clarence added half the bottle of lube and fingered me for minutes before pushing his head into me a second time, but it felt so much better. His prep work had been worth it. I wanted his dick, and he was giving it to me. He wasn’t using all of it, but I could tell he liked what bit he had inside of me.

		

		“Fuck, you’re going to make me cum a second time,” I said. Clarence had his hand around my cock and his dick in my ass, pushing me to my limits. I grabbed my breasts to steady myself, but it was no use.

		

		“Cum with me,” he said.

		

		“You’re going to cum?” I asked.

		

		Clarence closed his eyes, fucking me slowly with the tip of his dick. “Yeah, I’m going to cum deep in this sweet ass.”

		

		“Cum for me,” I said. I dropped my head back. My hole relaxed and opened further for Clarence. He pushed deeper inside, driving me to my limits. Hitting my spot.

		

		We screamed as we came together. He came inside of me, and I came all over my breasts. My second orgasm was even bigger than the first one.

		

		Clarence fell out of me, making me feel empty, but I didn’t know if I could handle another second of him inside of me. He was so big. He stretched me farther than I knew possible, but I couldn’t wait to try again.

		

		We lay in Clarence’s bed, naked and floating in a pool of bliss. Clarence turned toward me. He placed his hand on my side and gazed at me with soft eyes. “I love you, Juana.”

		

		I moved my body closer to his. He wrapped his arms around me. My breasts pressed against his hard chest. The heads of our cocks touched. “I love you, Clarence.”

		

		“I have a surprise,” he said. Clarence got out of bed. He pulled off his condom, tied it, and tossed it into the trash can in the bathroom. He walked across the room naked, looking so yummy. Clarence came back to bed with an envelope in his hand. He handed it to me.

		

		“What’s this?” I asked.

		

		“Open it,” he said.

		

		I ripped open the envelope and found two tickets to southern Spain. I sat up and turned to Clarence. “Is this for real?”

		

		“Why wouldn’t it be?”

		

		“Spain? I’ve never been out of the country. I don’t even have a passport.”

		

		“We’ll get you one expedited. What do you say?”

		

		“Yes,” I said. “I can’t wait.”

		

	
		CHAPTER SIX

		

		Clarence

		

		I was sitting in a hammock watching Juana splash around in the pool wearing nothing but a skimpy bathing suit. We got Juana’s passport and flew business-class to southern Spanish. We were staying in a fancy villa. Only the best for Juana.

		

		Juana was the love of my life. My girl. We hadn’t been together long, but I already couldn’t imagine my life without her. I wanted her by my side. We could adopt kids. We could foster them. If she wanted a family with kids, we would make it happen.

		

		Juana was on her way to nursing school. The pieces were falling into place. Once enough time passed, I would buy a ring and propose, but I didn’t want to rush. There was no need. I wanted Juana to be positive when she married me because divorce was not an option.

		

		Juana looked at me, swimming in my direction with half of her face in the water. She lifted herself out of the pool. Her hair matted against her head and shoulders. Water dripped from her body. She hadn’t bothered tucking or taping her dick, so all I could focus on was the outline of her gorgeous cock beneath the swimsuit.

		

		She walked over to the hammock, and I pulled her into it. My dick hardened with her wet body against mine. I wanted to dry her with a towel, so that was what I planned to do. Not until I showered her with kisses, though. I started on her lips. I had my hand on her stiff cock as I moved down to her breasts.

		

		Her body. Her mind. The combination drove me wild.

		

		I got out of the hammock after Juana and carried her inside. We went straight to the bathroom.

		

		“Take off your swimsuit,” I said.

		

		Juana hesitated before reaching behind her back to unhook her bra. I growled as it fell to the floor, revealing her perfect breasts. Her hardness was no longer hiding behind her skimpy swim bottoms. I slipped her cock into my mouth before doing anything else. I was weak. Her cock hit the back of my throat. I pushed myself to take it, holding Juana’s legs and fucking myself with her dick.

		

		I had fucked Juana countless times until she learned how to take my dick. She loved when I fucked her, but I wanted her to use her dick. I loved feeling it in my mouth, but I’d been dreaming about having Juana slide in and out of my ass.

		

		Juana moaned as I bobbed my head along her cock. I moved my lips to her tip, swirling my tongue around her beautiful head. Her tip was swollen and juicy. I loved how thick she got every time I sucked her cock. She was a grower more than a shower, and I loved how thick her cock got when I played with it.

		

		I wrapped my hand around Juana’s hairless balls as I sucked her cock, wishing her dick was in my ass. I could no longer resist the call. A butt plug had been up my hole every night for the past week to prepare for Spain. I knew before coming that I wanted her to fuck me, and the moment had arrived. I only hoped she was ready to give me that beautiful dick of hers.

		

		Juana exhaled as I lifted my lips from her dick. I grabbed a towel and dried her body.

		

		“What are you doing?” Juana asked as I pulled her to the bedroom where we slept. Our villa had three bedrooms. I’d fucked her in all of them, but it was her turn to fuck me. I needed her dick. Sucking it was incredible, but I wanted to feel her in my ass. Nobody had ever fucked me, but I knew I loved penetration. I’d used enough toys to know I would love nothing more than having Juana inside of me.

		

		“You’ll see,” I said.

		

		Juana moaned, stroking her hard cock. “Ooh, baby. My hole is still sore from this morning. Are you okay if I just blow you?”

		

		I grabbed a condom from my suitcase, along with the lube. I tossed the condom and squirted lube on my fingers. Juana gave me a strange look when I reached around to my ass and put the lubrication on my hole. “What are you doing?” she asked.

		

		I climbed onto the bed, getting to my hands and knees. “Put on the condom and fuck me, baby. I need it.”

		

		Juana hesitated until I encouraged her again. It was so sexy watching her roll the condom over her dick. She climbed on the bed behind me. Her blonde hair hung over her shoulders and down to her breasts. Her brown eyes focused on where her dick ended, and my hole began.

		

		I reached behind me and grabbed her thick, solid dick. “You got this, baby. Give me that dick.”

		

		Juana nodded. She added more lube to her dick. She moved my hand and took over. I moved my ass up and down on her dick, slipping my hole over her cock to guide her.

		

		“Fuck,” she moaned.

		

		“You like that?”

		

		“It feels so good,” she said.

		

		“Wait until you get inside of me,” I said. I moved her hand. She wasn’t working fast enough, and her cock was teasing me to no end. If she didn’t slide her dick into me, I would lose my mind.

		

		Juana whimpered as I moved my hole over her dick, covering her with my warmth. Her dick felt so thick in my hole. It was more than my fingers, but the lube made it easy to handle. I needed it too much to let the minor pain stop me.

		

		“Shit,” Juana said. Her voice sounded broken. “I’m going to cum.”

		

		I grabbed my cock. It was stiff. My hand was wet from the lube, making each stroke feel more intense. Juana stretching my hole felt so incredible I had to stop rubbing my cock after a few seconds. The pressure was threatening to make me cum.

		

		“Fuck, I might cum too.”

		

		Juana reached down and grabbed my hips, taking control. Her dick slid in and out of my cave with ease, giving me everything I’d hoped for and more. I had my hand around my cock. If I stroked it, I would cum.

		

		“I’m cumming,” Juana hollered. She lifted my body as I’d done to her many times before. She was fucking me slowly. I moaned as she reached around to touch my cock. Her breasts pressed against my back. “Damn, your hole feels good.”

		

		She fell out of me, and I flipped over to my back. It took two strokes before I shot loads of cum, covering my chest.

		

		Juana lay by my side, running her fingers through the goo on my abs. It didn’t matter. We’d eventually take a shower.

		

		“You enjoy fucking me?”

		

		Juana purred. “It was amazing. How could I not love it?”

		

		“I’m glad. How did I get lucky enough to meet you?”

		

		“I ask myself the same question every day,” Juana said. She rested her head on my shoulder. I wrapped my arm around her. We lay there, ignorant of the outside world and hoping to stay that way as long as we could.

		

	
		CHAPTER SEVEN

		

		Juana

		

		Every vacation had to end, but I’d never forget the time Clarence and I spent in southern Spain. We had a villa with a private swimming pool and courtyard. I’d never stayed anywhere so fancy in my life, but the house didn’t compare to the sex we had all over it.

		

		Clarence and I fucked each other more times than we could count. We took walks along the beach. I stripped for him when we got home, doing cute dances. We tried a different restaurant for dinner every night. We swam naked in the pool and had oral sex outside. He wanted to fuck me outside, but I chickened out. He had no problems doing it in the bedroom, though.

		

		“Are you sure you have everything?” Clarence asked. We were standing at the door of the villa. We had to get to the airport to fly back to Detroit. Going back to the States was bittersweet after such a luxurious vacation, but Clarence was going with me. If we were together, life was fine.

		

		“I triple checked,” I said. “To be safe, though, I’ll stand outside with our luggage to wait for the taxi, and you can do a final walkthrough.”

		

		“Bet,” he said.

		

		I fluttered my eyelids as I grabbed the bags and headed to the villa’s gate. The taxi was already waiting. The driver helped with my bags. Clarence returned a few minutes later with a phone charger and outlet adapter in his hand.

		

		“Glad you did the final check,” I said as he got in the backseat. I kissed him on the cheek and put the charger in my purse.

		

		The driver took us to the airport. We didn’t speak much as we drove through our last taste of Spain, but I kept stealing glances of Clarence. I thought about our future. We might have met at Mitten Showgirls, where I used to dance, but we’d come a long way.

		

		Clarence and I had a long way to go as well, but we would walk the road together. Our journeys had crossed paths and merged into one intertwined trip through life.

		

		We got through security and were waiting for our flight. It was business class across the Atlantic and back to Detroit.

		

		I took Clarence’s hand in mine. “This trip was amazing,” I said. “I’ll never forget it. The pool. The villa. It was incredible.”

		

		“It’s only the first of many, my love.” He lifted my hand to his lips and kissed it.

		

	
		FIND ME ON PATREON

		

		

		Thank you for reading this story! If you enjoyed it, please consider subscribing to my Patreon page where you will discover exclusive crossdressing and feminization stories that you won’t find anywhere else. These Patreon-exclusive stories have audios as well for you to sit back, listen, and enjoy! Of course, you can just read the stories if you prefer! You’ll also get downloadable copies of the books and their audios.

		

		In addition to the Patreon-exclusive stories, I’ll give away some free books that have been previously published along with a bunch of other goodies. The more my page grows, the more subscribers will receive. If you’re willing to contribute to my Patreon, I’ll do my best to make it worth your money. Everything listed above is available for one low price! Your support would mean a lot and help tremendously with the sustainability of my writing endeavors!
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		THANK YOU FOR READING

		

		

		Thank you for reading His Private Dancer. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed this story. Explore my website to find other sweet and steamy reads and everything else you need to know. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they happen. Find new books of mine for free before they are released on Booksprout in exchange for a review. You’ll need to follow me on Booksprout to see which books are currently available to read because I keep most of the review copies private and exclusive for my readers.
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