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	Heads-up

	This Interracial/ Multicultural Dark Romance book contains 

	Very Adult… Themes

	so please be aware of this before making a purchase. 

	 


TWs

	This Book is chalk full of
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		On Pg. Explicit Graphic Sexual Situations 

		 On PG. Dubious Consent-(But Pleasurable)

		On PG. Stalking…

		Home Invasion (as in he lives there-but she doesn’t know it)…

		In-House-Spying…(he’s a ghost)

		Lots of Profanity



	please adhere to Advisement.
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	Once Again…Rated R…Reader Discretion is Advised 18++++

	This Book May have “Triggers” due to Dubious Consent, and may be inappropriate for sensitive readers, so please be aware of that before you choose to read or purchase this book. 

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!
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Chapter One

	Los Angeles California

	West Hollywood...

	Black Bush's Gentleman’s Club...

	WTF Happened…
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	I sighed… 

	as I walked to the stage's curtain, killed the drink to numb myself, then pictured myself in dance class from years ago. I strutted onto the stage, then attempted to ignore the catcalls, but this was my current job, so they came with it. I swayed my body to Eric Bellinger ft. Mila J & Tink’s Ain’t Ya Ex, closed my eyes. and tuned everything else out. 

	I swung around the pole, slid down, rolled onto the stage raising my body to the beat of the music, then closed my eyes as I allowed the beat of the song to take me somewhere else. I drew my legs into the air, fanned them out, brought them back in, then drew my knees up.

	“Damn.” I heard someone say, but I tuned it out. I swear...I was lucid dreaming. I rolled over to my knees, sat back on the balls of my feet, took my hair down, shook it, then crawled to the edge of the stage. 

	We both huffed up at the same time. 

	His eyes were wide as he watched me, and even though I knew I shouldn't have, I looked him in his eyes as if I were dancing especially for him. 

	He was a beautiful specimen of a man, and what I felt shocked me.

	Shoulder length dark brown hair that feathered as he ran his fingers through it. He appeared to be a huge ass country boy, but the lips were what drew my attention, full and sexy as fuck. I couldn't tell what color his eyes were, because the club was too dark, but they were glued to me. He sat back in the chair watching me intently, when I sent him my sultriest grin. He took a deep breath, when a smirk appeared to grace his lips. 

	He appeared to be about my age, maybe a bit younger, and I guessed what I was doing was affecting him because he rose, took off his sports coat, then sat back down frowning as the song morphed into H.E.R’s Avenue. I began to grind the stage and he bit his lip. I crawled to the edge of the stage once more, he drew forward to watch me, and for some strange ass reason...against all things in me...I drew him in... then kissed him. 

	He stilled for a moment, then returned it. 

	Something shot through me…and I assumed it did him as well, because he gasped against my lips, and I his! It was like something from him latched onto me, it shot straight to my cunt, I moaned, then drew back from him shocked and wide-eyed. The look on his face was one of surprise, then confusion. I jerked up my robe, then shot off the stage. 

	What the fuck was I thinking? 

	I never did that shit! Hell, I didn't even give lap dances! 

	Let alone take off my top! 

	It was the reason Dan had billed me as the Virgin Stripper, because when I took the job, I told him that I was not stripping, but I needed a job. 

	He was reluctant to hire me, until he saw the burlesque routine I did. The men in the club stopped what they were doing to actually watch wide-eyed, when he sighed conceding. 

	I’d never done that once in the six months that I'd been working here. 

	I scowled, kicked off the stilettos, then groaned as I threw myself into my chair.

	"What the hell was that?" Wendy cried surprised, I exhaled noisily, moaned dropping my head to the table banging it, then looked up at her.

	"I have no fucking clue Wen! There was just something about him that called to me. I didn't even realize that I'd kissed him until he kissed me back!" I groaned for a second time as Dan walked into the dressing room glaring.

	"What the hell Jo!" He yelled, when I exhaled deeply. 

	"How the hell can I bill you as the Virgin Stripper if you're gonna be doing shit like that?" He griped back, his face scarlet.

	"I'm sorry...it was probably just the tequila. It won't ever happen again." I said, when he sulked.

	"It better not, or you're gonna be taking that damn pole for real." He snapped, then walked his portly ass out of the dressing room, as I sent him the finger behind him. 

	"You're good. I got your back. Plus, you only have one dance left. But I can guarantee cutie will be out there waiting. The look on his face after you left was comical." Wendy laughed, and I grinned. I exhaled deeply, snatched up my next costume, then dressed as Wendy kept me company. 

	Wendy and Helen were the top billed strippers at Bush’s Gentleman’s Club, but Wendy had taken me under her wing. She got a kick out of the fact that I wanted a job as a stripper...but wouldn’t strip. I smiled as Carlos brought a round of drinks, but when I reached out to take the tequila Wendy smacked my hand shaking her head no, then handed me her Cosmo.

	"Aaah no... you don't need no more tequila." She laughed, her blue eyes twinkling. I laughed too, then looked up as Paris walked through the back door.

	"Hey bitches!" She called, and I grinned. Both Paris and I were Blacktinas, Karey was Biracial, Donnette and Koretta were Black, but the rest of the girls here were Caucasian. It felt weird sometimes with all the Caucasian men out there, because we never knew if they found us attractive, actually liked what we did, or even thought we were sexy. But then Dan's nasty ass said snatch was snatch no matter the color to a horny man. I just gave him a dirty look wrinkling my nose, when Donnette sent him the finger.

	Speak of the devil I thought as she slammed into the back door.

	"What's good?" Wendy asked, when Donnette scowled.

	"Remember the corporate model dude I'm fucking?" She asked, I laughed, when we nodded. 

	“He just fucking asked me to marry him!" She fussed, they gasped, but I couldn't stop laughing.

	"Well shit, why is that a bad thing Donni? Do you not love him?" I laughed for a second time, when she tried not to grin.

	"I do...and it isn't that...it just annoyed me for some reason." She breathed out throwing her long auburn hair over her shoulder, there was a twinkle in her brown eyes, when she grinned as she held up her hand and my eyes bulged at that fucking rock.

	"Oh My God Donni!" We cried, then rose embracing her.

	"We totally need to celebrate." Paris shouted with glee, and I smiled nodding.

	"Hey hay hay!" Koretta called as she slammed through the back door.

	"Donni's getting married Kore!" Wendy cried, Kore gasped wide-eyed, then squealed with delight as Donni raised her hand. We looked up as the door opened for a second time, when Helen walked in. We each frowned, because if ever there was a haughty bitch, it was Helen. She cut her grey eyes to each of us, noticed Donni's ring, then smirked.

	"Sure...who marries stripper. It will not last...promise." She jeered in that thick Romanian accent of hers glaring at us.

	"Why you always gotta be a fucking bitch?" Kore snapped back, when she glared at Kore.

	"How is telling truth being bitch." She said, then threw her blond locks over her shoulder as she walked from the dressing room towards the bar.

	"Don't pay any attention to her Donni. Her looks will fade, and all she'll have left is that bitchie ass attitude, which no man will ever want stripper or otherwise." I retorted, and they laughed.

	"What the hell are you doing Joaquina! You're on next!" Dan fussed, I exhaled, then frowned taking off my robe.

	"Oh shit...I forgot...Jo kissed some guy!" Wendy cried, I huffed up, then sent her a look.

	"Damn it Wendy!" I cried back, when they laughed.

	"Who?" Donni cheered laughing.

	"He's sitting in the front row...and hella big!" Wendy nearly yelled, when I groaned as they rushed to the stage curtain to peer out. I could see over Kore's tiny ass, and he was seated with like six other guys now. 

	They were each very handsome men. 

	However, even though she was a bitch, and it so wasn’t called for; most of what Helen said was true. 

	Men didn’t see us as the marrying type, no matter what our circumstances were in life. She could be a lawyer who had a fetish…a doctor who got off on men watching her…or a judge who liked handcuffs…. all they saw was a woman who took her clothes off for other horny men; so, she couldn’t be trusted. And the hilarious part to me, was the fact that these horny bastards…most of them were married, with a wife and family…but we…were the ones who couldn’t be trusted? 

	Or you had the near stalker, who was so obsessed with the stage persona, that he didn’t seem to understand that it was fantasy; and expected everyday of your relationship to be spent on the pole! It had given me such a weak opinion of men in the last six months, that I was disgusted and swore off them. 

	My thing was I’d get what I needed from them, dick basically…then kick them to the curb…just like they did us. I inhaled as I continued to peer out the stage curtain, and despite his country boy looks, and the “real”, kiss he gave me, I was sure he was just like all the rest.

	"Oh my God! Where the fuck did they come from?" Kore hissed shocked. I turned away from the stage then, because there was no point in wishing for something we each knew was bullshit, because to them; we fit into one of those categories. It was the main reason that I kept what I did on the side to myself.

	"I have no clue. They just showed up out of nowhere when Jo was on stage, and the Clark Kent look alike is the one Jo kissed." Wendy laughed, and I exhaled loudly. 

	I would never live it down now.

	"Joaquina...get your ass out there now!" Dan yelled, when I moaned.

	"Alright Dan... shit!" I fussed back. 

	I so didn't want to go back out there now. I took off the robe, Donni adjusted my pixie wings, I snapped the garters, then moaned for a second time. 

	"You got this. Just picture yourself at home in the mirror." Donni laughed, when I grinned. Donnette was the reason for the job in the first place. She was friends with my ex-coworker Lilly, and Lilly knew that I was having financial issues. She introduced me to Donnette, she put in a word for me with Dan, and he auditioned me. 

	But I refused to strip! 

	I had been a dancer my entire life until I tore a ligament in my calf, and it pretty much ended my dream of dancing with the New York Ballet Company. I taught fifth graders for a while, did my stint as most dancers do with the dance companies as an understudy, then three years ago I realized that dream wasn’t going to come true. But I taught each of my girls here to burlesque, new routines, and titillation. 

	Anyone could take their clothes off, but if you did it right, you didn’t need to remove as many, and the dividends from that, was why Kore paid off her entire tuition at Cornel. 

	I taught them the sensuality and sexuality that went with it. 

	I also showed them that if you did it just right, you could tease without having to take your clothes off, go through an entire routine, then simply take their tops off. I exhaled, then winked at Donni. I groaned then as the DJ cued up Lyrica Anderson’s Freakin.

	It was the first time I regretted making a routine to that damn song! 

	I snatched up the Cosmo, killed it, squared my shoulders, then blew the breath out as I walked towards the stage. I swung around the pole, then slid down, and sure enough he was watching me intently. I noticed his friends were gaping. The Jessie Williams look alike leaned into him and said something. He nodded grinning slightly, but he never took his eyes off me. I did the splits, then used my hands to propel me forward on my stomach. 

	I rolled, fanned my legs once more, brought my knees up, turned over, took my hair down, rose to my knees, threw my hair to the side, placed my finger in my mouth as I leaned back on the balls of my feet, then began grinding the sage as it morphed into Lyrica’s Panties…as I held his attention. I crawled to the edge of the stage, he did the same thing, sat forward in his chair; when I gave him the same look and the breath left his chest in a visible whoosh. He gave me that sexy ass smirk, I reached for him, then winked as I turned and crawled the other way. 

	I heard his boys yell Oooh. 

	He exhaled, I rose, then walked off the stage. 

	As I got to the back I felt my heart racing. 

	Donni snatched off the wings, jerked the skirt off so that I only had the garters, spankies and pixie top on, then propelled me and Paris onto the stage with her as Lyrica Anderson's Hashtag seeped from the speakers. I scowled at her...but the men in the club began to cheer, so I had to run with it. 

	Damn her, because he was still seated in the front! 

	We'd practiced a routine to this song, but it wasn't ready yet! But regardless…I had to roll with it. We dropped to the stage at the same time, rolled our hips, then rolled it up. We turned, formed a chorus line, smacked each other's ass, then drew the palm of our hand up the back of the thigh to smack ass again. 

	Donni was such a freak as she rolled her hips, placed her finger in her mouth, and I tried not to grin as the Chris E look alike appeared as if he was about to bust a nut right then. Proper my ass, because although he was a perverted old bastard…I’d learned in the last six months that Dan was correct in his hypothesis. 

	Pussy was pussy to them…no matter the color. 

	Paris turned me, ran her fingers through my now loose hair, pretended to kiss me, then dropped to her knees and placed her face in my crotch and they went crazy. I laced my fingers through her hair, jerked her head back forcing her to look up grinning, then shook my finger at her. 

	She grinned wider, then crawled across the stage towards me as I turned and walked the other way throwing my hair, when Donni caught me, turned me, bent me over, smacked my ass, then ground her hips into my ass. 

	They watched us with wide-eyes and open mouths.

	Clark Kent’s mouth hung wide…when I winked…the song ended…and we strutted off the sage.

	"I should kick yo ass Donni!" I fussed laughing as I heard the yelling from the stage area, she laughed too, then jerked me towards the stage curtain nodding in their direction. He was biting his knuckles, then laughed as the Daniel Henny look alike shoved him laughing too.

	"That's all you Kore right there." I grinned, because she had a serious thing for Asian guys. She grinned...tilted the Stetson...snapped the whip as Ginuwine's Pony sang into the club...and I couldn't help laughing. 

	We watched from the curtain and the Daniel Henny reflection watched her with open mouth; especially when she snapped the whip, then lassoed it around his body drawing him to the stage. She brought her lips to his but rolled away when he tried to kiss her. 

	Which was what I was supposed to fricken do! 

	I inhaled, turned away, then wound my hair up.

	"Well chicas...I'm off. Mama's expecting me tonight." I said as I snatched off the costume, then dressed quickly in my jeans and tee. I used the make-up removers to take off some of the make-up, embraced each of them, snatched up my bags, then waved as I went out the back door.

	 


Dude…I need this…

	I swear
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	“So… 

	what happened before we got here?” Kevin asked grinning, and Clay laughed.

	"I have no fucking clue. You guys were late as usual. I sat watching her, when she came to the edge of the stage. I was shocked as shit when she kissed me. I seriously state something between us swapped." He moaned, and David shook his head.

	"You do realize that she's a stripper, right? Not sure if I would touch that." David said dryly. They each glared at him, Kevon's brown face scrunched up, when he shoved David.

	"Why you always bringing shit down wit cho Chris Evan looking ass! So, who gives a fuck if she's a stripper. She still fine as fuck." Kevon snapped back shoving David for a second time glaring at him.

	"Not to mention...I think he might have chosen the one stripper… who doesn't actually strip." Kevin laughed, then handed Clay the flyer. She was billed as the Virgin Stripper, because what she actually did was a Burlesque routine. Clay caught the passing waitress by the wrist then , when she sent him a face.

	"If you'd like a lap dance, I'm not your girl. I'm just a waitress." Connie stated, pulling a face for a second time, when Clay held up the flyer grinning.

	"Can I get one from her then?" Clay asked grinning wider, when she threw her head back laughing hard.

	"Not happening. Jo doesn't get down like that, why you think she's billed like that. Da fuc. Keep dreaming dude." She laughed as she shook her head walking on continuing to laugh. Clay turned to his friends then grinning even wider now.

	"Damn...a stripper who doesn't actually strip...but has all the ambiance of one. You would be the fucking lucky one...dick." Jordan laughed, when Clay shoved him laughing too now.

	"Who said he...got her?" Frenz cried looking towards the curtain, when Kevin laughed.

	"The ladies might normally find yo Puerto Rican ass fine...but she kissed him Frenz...so let it go...they don't do that shit." Kevin laughed, then moaned thinking about the tiny dark-skinned goddess he'd tried to kiss himself.

	"Well I'm out. You know I don't do strip clubs anyway ...Jordy's ass dragged me here in the first place." Clay complained, when Jordan laughed. "I need you guys in early for the presentation. Not to mention Adam has Via Corp coming in at 11am and Till Corp next week." Clay said as he rose, drew on his sportscoat, when they nodded.

	"Right boss." Eric said with a mock salute, when Clay shook his head chuckling.

	"A lil something for the tiny goddess." Clay grinned as he tossed the bills on the table in front of Kevin, and Kevin threw his head back laughing hard.

	"Think she likes Asian dudes?" Kevin grinned wiggling his brows, and they laughed.

	 


I10

	Freeway...
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	I sighed… 

	as I hit the freeway, then sulked because the traffic was still pretty heavy at 10pm. I hit the ramp for the I10, then exhaled for a second time as I settled into driving. I had no fucking clue why I'd kissed that guy! 

	I never did shit like that! I was 34 years old!

	I knew better than that! Shit I was too old to even be a stripper, which is why I refused to. I worked four nights a week at the club, and I made half of my corporate paycheck. But with my mom's care I just didn't have the finances; especially with this new passing the bill to cut Medicaid. 

	My mom had worked her entire fucking life, to have some douche come in and cut SSI, and Medicare; something she thought would get her through her old age. I exhaled once more, then scowled even more as I exited the freeway in El Monte. But I was having a hard time paying for the nursing home as well. I lost my job about six months ago after 4 years, because my boss was a fucking pervert, and I'd punched him in his face. I had a serious case to sue, but I just wanted nothing to do with him or that fucking company. 

	I'd been looking for something different anyway, I just never thought it would be as a stripper...non-stripper. I groaned, then parked. I was grateful as I got out of the car that I owned my car and my home. As long as I made enough to pay the mortgage, and keep the lights on; I didn't give a shit what it was as long as it wasn't illegal. 

	I walked into the facility, waved to the nurses I knew, chatted with the managerial staff for a few moments, then walked on to my mom’s room. She smiled as I walked in.

	“Hola mami, ¿cómo estás esta noche? Hi mommy, how you doing tonight? I asked as I kissed her grey head, then grinned as I sat down. My mom was old school Dominican and Puerto Rican, so she didn't understand why the doctors wouldn't allow her to live with me. 

	Latin people didn't put their loved ones in homes! 

	I exhaled, when began to regale me of her day, and I just listened for the next hour and a half. I hardly got to say much, so I just nodded. As long as I was there, I figured that was all that mattered to her. 

	By 12am she was asleep. 

	I kissed her forehead, grinned, pulled the new comforters I brought her last week up to her chin, then turned out her light. I waved to Contessa one of the nurses as I quietly closed her door.

	 


West

	Los Angeles

	Home...
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	I exhaled …

	for what seemed the 100th time as I kicked off my trainers, threw them in the corner of my bedroom, then shed my clothes for bed. 

	I exhaled noisily once more as I snuggled down in the bed moaning at my comfort as sleep claimed me. 

	 


In Da

	Club…
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	On Wednesday…

	my set went smooth, and I hadn’t seen Clark Kent a second time. I noticed the Asian guy was there practically every night I worked, and I just laughed.

	My only hope was that he wouldn’t break her heart. Koretta was still young and believed in that true love bullshit, despite the fact that she was a stripper. None of us came from stereotypical stripper misconceptions! 

	Kore did it because she was one of those feminists who loved and believed in her body. She was a double engineering and applied math major; social justice leader, on her way to NASA and went to USC. I thought she fucking rocked, but I wasn’t sure why she didn’t understand the fact that the label stripper had connotations to it? 

	Yet, it wasn’t my place to say what she should and should not do with her life. However, since I was the oldest, I gave my somewhat sage wisdom and just left it at that. I killed the tequila shot, Wendy shook her head laughing, when I grinned as Rick cued my music…and Drake’s Redemption sang into the club. It was a slow night, the club was barely full, but then it could have been from the rain. 

	I chuckled to myself, because come rain, snow, sleet, or shine, the regs were there no matter. I finished my set, walked off the stage, and half of them didn’t even notice.

	“Hey, what up?” I said as I took a seat, then pulled a face, because she sighed.

	“So, that one guy who looked like Chris Evans asked me out?” Paris said frowning, my breath caught, when I laughed.

	“Really, the prissy looking one? He appeared the least likely who actually wanted to be here?” I laughed for a second time, when she grinned nodding.

	“I know, right, weird huh?” Paris chuckled.

	“And are you?” I asked as we both dressed for our next set.

	“I’m not even sure. You know how it is for us. He’s looking for that fantasy.” She said shrugging, when I nodded. I tried dating someone when I first began working, and it was the same. He hadn’t even seen me at work, I simply told him what I did for a living, and it was like I’d flipped some kind of switch in him. Yet, when he found out that I was nothing like he’d imagined, he suddenly stopped calling. I exhaled, then thought about Clark Kent. Damn, did he affect me though! 

	It was like that kiss struck something in me that was long dead from years of dating the wrong assholes.

	“Yes, no?” Paris asked, when I sent her a blank look.

	“Huh?” I said brows knitted, when she laughed.

	“I asked if Clark Kent ever ventured back?” She said grinning now.

	“Not that I know of or seen. Like his type would. I would swear he was straight the fuck outta Kansas. Just his size alone says corn fed country boy.” I laughed, and she did too.

	“Joaquina, get your ass out there!” Dan suddenly yelled, I groaned, then picked up the feathers. Paris’ brow rose, when I laughed.

	“My new prop.” I grinned wiggling my brows, and she laughed nodding as Carlos brought a tray of drinks in.

	 


Chapter Two

	Thursday...
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	I pulled a face …

	as I walked into the club on Thursday and only Helen was there. I was surprised that she was even fucking sober, because Helen hated everything and everyone on top of it.

	"Hum." She said, when I sent her a look.

	"Why are you always so bitchy…have a fucking drink or something." I griped, she grinned, but there was no mirth in it. Helen kept a resting bitch face constantly, so it was weird and a bit creepy to see her grin.

	"Do not act as them Jo...you are the only one I truly respect." She muttered, then walked off. My brows and eyes widened, as I looked after her surprised. I placed my stuff on my personal lounge, then walked out to the bar area and asked Carlos for a beer as the crew was setting the club up to open. 

	Thursday began our actual cash flow. 

	Take home was sometimes upwards of $1,100.00, which was why Donnette dragged me in here in the first place. I did it because, one, I needed the money, and two, it wasn't like I was dating someone who would be opposed to it. I handed Armand my new music, he nodded, then gave me thumbs up as he checked his D.j equipment. 

	I walked back to the bar, then sighed. I took out my phone, then clicked on the video. I mimicked the moves, frowned at my misstep, then did it once more. I already had the routine, and I was just making it worse. 

	I took a deep breath, then drew the beer to my lips. As I heard VEDO's Four Walls seep into the club I grinned as Armand gave me thumbs up for a second time as he tested his equipment on my mixtape. I looked up at the clock, exhaled deeply, then rose to head to the back. The doors would be opening in about twenty-minutes. 

	It was one of the things I did, like about working a gentleman’s club. They had a set time for performances, so it wasn’t like a normal strip club that was open all day, so that part of the seediness was missing. As I cleared the stage curtain, I was surprised to see Kore.

	"Hey, whas good?" I asked, when she grinned from ear to ear. She lifted her phone, then showed me the picture on the screen. I threw my head back laughing, because it was the sexy Asian dude flexing. "Wow, so how did that happen?" I laughed once more, and she grinned.

	"He waited until we closed. We didn't do anything, but we did have a night cap at my place." She sighed, and I could see that she was stuck already.

	"Okay, just be careful. You know yourself…to them it’s all about the fantasy; they forget that we're actual people." I said as the back door opened and Paris sailed in.

	"What up chicas." She called as she kissed us both.

	"Kore might have a new boo." I laughed, her breath caught, when she grinned.

	"Who, the Asian dude?" Paris laughed, and I did too nodding. Kore only grinned. I heard the music key up, so we knew Gerard had already opened the doors.

	"Aren't you on first?" I asked Paris, when she shook her head no.

	"Nope…Ms. Bitch is tonight. I'm actually not on till after Kore." Paris said as she walked to her locker and took out her three costumes. I nodded, then realized it was why Kore was here so early.

	"So, is your boo thang coming to see you tonight?" I grinned, when Kore returned it nodding.

	"Yup, it's why I'm doing the nurse routine." She smiled and I nodded. 

	It was the only one she did where she didn't take her top off. 

	I’d taught her how she could be more seductive, especially because someone always had a fantasy about a nurse. I thought that was cute though that she liked him that much that she wouldn’t do it while he was here. 

	I just hoped he had the same respect. 

	I smiled at her as I walked to my own locker, took out my costumes, then changed into the first one. After Kore and Paris were done, I exhaled as I killed the beer, then walked onto the stage. My first routine went well to Omarion's Playlist, and some old man over in the corner was enjoying the saxophone in that song way more than he was enjoying my dancing. I laughed hard as I walked off the stage. 

	Kore’s next routine was seriously dirty, but she didn't strip all the way, when I heard Dan talking shit.

	"Give her a break Dan. For one night these pervs can do without a lil Kore boob." I sent back, when he glared at me, then stormed out of the dressing room. Helen was next, and I pondered what she'd said to me earlier. 

	I guessed that was her idea of trying to be nice. 

	I was the oldest woman here. Helen was twenty-eight, I knew, Paris twenty-seven, Donette twenty-eight as well, and Kore was the baby at twenty-four. Paris did her mermaid routine; she got the crowd seriously riled up. I grinned as Donni came through the door then.

	"Hey boo." Donni said as she kissed my cheek.

	"Hey, you...so how's soon to be hubby?" I grinned, when she pulled a face, and I laughed.

	"Good, but he wants me to quit." Donni sighed, and I laughed for a second time.

	"Of course, he would want you to! Thems his goodies, why would he want other men ogling them!" I cried laughing once more, when she finally sighed, then grinned.

	"I guess, but he knows what I do for a living." She moaned, when I nodded agreeing.

	"Yes, this is true, but would you really want to remain here being married Donni?" I countered, when she exhaled for a second time.

	"I guess not, but what will I do for kicks then?" She fussed laughing, and I did too.

	"I don't know...maybe… your husband." I laughed back shrugging, when she smacked me laughing.

	" Joaquina get your ass on the stage!" Dan yelled, when I rolled my eyes. His ass gets on my last nerve! 

	As I took the stage, I was shocked at how crowded it was. The crowd didn't look like the usual perves, so I wondered what Dan was doing, and how he was billing the shows. As my dance came to an end, some jerk tried to grab me, when  

	I gasped as Gerard seized him, then threw him across the room. I bit my lip, then tried not to grin as I walked off the stage. Paris' stupid ass couldn't stop laughing, so much so that she could barely do her routine, and it made me laugh. Kore finished hers, then Helen with the rotation switch because of Donni. As Donni came off the stage she grinned widely at me. She barely had time to say anything to me as Dan yelled my name, but my brow rose at the wink she sent me. 

	As Armand cued the music I took a deep breath as Chris Echols' Your Sex is So Good seeped into the club, killed the beer, then walked onto the sage.

	I huffed up, because he was seated at the front of the stage again. I did the splits, tilted forward, then used my hands only to propel myself forward. I rolled onto my back, fanned my legs, then flung myself up to my knees, then realized then why Donni winked. 

	Why was it that he was seated there at my dirtiest songs...I thought as I crawled towards him? He smirked just like before too, and this time I noticed that he was dressed in a sweater and jeans. 

	I could see the top of his tee peeking out of the sweater, and it caused my brow to rise because I could see the indentation of his chest through the sweater. I paused in front of him just like the last time, he drew forward, I seized his sweater, drew his lips to mine, then hovered there for several moments. 

	He closed his eyes, then took a deep breath; but I shoved him backwards grinning as I rolled backwards into the ending of the song. I winked as I walked towards the back of the stage, and he threw his head back laughing …sending the wink back. I exhaled as I walked into the back, then plopped down in the chair. 

	"Fuck!" I muttered to myself…then snatched the beer off the tray as Carlos did his rounds. 

	For some reason he seriously affected me!

	There had been tons of handsome men in the last six months out there; but not once had I ever kissed them, nor entertained kissing them. 

	I fucking almost did it again! 

	And when he took that deep breath and closed his eyes, it was like he was waiting for me to kiss him again too! I moaned, then looked up as Kore walked into the dressing room. She placed the napkin down in front of me then grinning.

	"His name is Clay." She grinned wider, I gasped looking up at her, but she was already dressed and sauntered out the dressing room. I looked at the napkin, then grinned slightly. I rose, dressed, put my hair in a ponytail, snatched on my leather jacket, then walked into the outer club. 

	He grinned as I walked up, then held up his number on the paper napkin. He nodded, then motioned for me to sit down. I groaned, then did smiling slightly. Kore tugged his friend up and off to another portion of the club; when my eyes widened as I saw Paris sitting in the Chris Evan's look-alike lap. 

	"So..." He smiled, and I attempted not to grin. "Why did you kiss me?" He asked surprising me, when my brow rose.

	"I don't know. Maybe because I've always had a Clark Kent fantasy...and you look like him?" I laughed shrugging, when he threw his head back laughing too.

	"Would you rather go to a bar instead?" He asked smiling, and I laughed nodding as the dude behind him was getting a lap dance.

	"Totally, there's Shug’s down the block. I'll meet you outside. I have to get my stuff." I said, and he nodded, his smile widening. He threw some bills on the table, then rose nodding for a second time.

	 


No Gurl…no!

	Don’t do It…

	[image: Image]

	10minutes… 

	later we were walking up the block to Shug’s. It was pretty crowded, but we found a seat in the back.

	 "So... why Bush's?" He asked as the waitress placed the beers on the table, when I grinned placing my finger to my lip, and he laughed.

	"I needed the money. I don't have some seriously bad sob song. I already have a Master's… I'm not a single mom…I didn’t grow up in the projects…I'm not truly down on my luck; and I actually own my home." I said when the server moved away, headed to her next table, and he nodded frowning slightly; as if those were the only reasons a woman would take off her clothes. 

	The idea that she might be sexually free, made no sense to most men. They were stuck on some antiquated bullshit idea that stripping was a sin, dirty, and A-moral; and only hoes, hood rats and morally corrupt women did it. I frowned suddenly annoyed with him.

	“Then why?" He asked, the frown turning into a scowl.

	"Because I wanted to. How does that not make sense? But if you need a more convenient motive, my mom is in a nursing home, and with all the budget cuts, paying for her care and mine is getting expensive. Donni got me the job, and I just ran with it. But as you can see, I don't strip. I tease." I stated, when he nodded as we both finished the beer. He ordered another round, but with two shots of tequila to go with them this time. "And you?" I sent back.

	"I'm a mechanic." He said, and I nodded smiling.

	"Must be the reason for the smoking hot body." I said, then huffed up, as I realized I’d said that out loud, when and he grinned. "Shit, did I just say that outside my head?" I fussed, and he laughed nodding.

	"Its fine, I could say the same." He grinned even wider now, and it was my turn to laugh. We spent the next two hours just shooting the shit about everything under the sun, couldn't stop laughing, and it was the best time I'd had in a very long time. But by the end of the night, I was hella buzzed. 

	"Where are you parked?" He asked, and I pulled a face.

	"I actually took Uber today, because I had a flat tire and didn’t have the time after visiting my mom to get it fixed." I said, when he smiled.

	"I could drop you?" He said, and I stared up at him for several long moments. He stepped into me… drew me into his body… and his lips hovered over mine. "I would never...ever…hurt you." He whispered, when his head dipped, and I swear to God...I felt that kiss to the tips of my toes.

	“Wow.” I said swallowing hard as I looked up
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