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Chapter One













Have you ever set out to reach a dream and then discovered when you got there that the dream was just a fantasy, and that the reality was nothing like what you'd hoped? Well, that's me. I killed myself in school to get top marks, to get into a good law school, to get top marks there, to get hired by a top law firm, to become a lawyer. I didn't just want to be any old lawyer, though. I wanted to be a lawyer like all the ones on television, and in the movies, a brilliant lawyer who defended the innocent and took the powerful and guilty to task.

Well, guess what? Being a lawyer is about taking whatever you're assigned and most of what you're assigned is deadly dull and has nothing to do with innocence. It's also about sucking up to the partners, about doing favors for them, about back-stabbing other associates to try and make them look bad and yourself look good, and working your ass off day and night in hopes of getting that all important partnership offer.

Such offers don't come easily in the powerful firms, you know. You can toil in obscurity for years, decades, before the princes of the company deign to notice you and consider you worthy for invitation into their ranks. After I graduated from Harvard Law School, I started working for Mitchel and Cardazio as a junior associate. I worked seventy and eighty hour weeks for much of my first year, with no vacation time.

I'm not sure at what point I realized how dead my dream was, how pointless. Maybe in my third year, when it all came home to me just how tiresome, how dull, how pointless it all was. I was making an okay salary, though nothing special, but had a huge student loan to pay back. I graduated at twenty six, so there I was, three years later, toiling like a sweatshop worker, living in a cheap rental apartment, taking the subway to work, most of my money going to pay my student loan.

Boyfriend? Husband? Please! Who had time for that!? I'd been working my ass off for ten years. While I'd had some dates, on occasion, I'd been too fixed on the prize to put the kind of attention into a relationship needed to make them succeed. I'd always told myself there'd be time for that later, when I reached the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow.

But after more than two years as a lawyer I'd begun to realize that pot of gold was easily ten or more years away; likely more. And I was coming to hate my work, too. Life was so tedious and stultifying at the firm. It was one contract after another, always elbowing against my rivals for the better jobs, to please the more important partners, always desperate to make myself look good. What I didn't spend on my student loan I spent on my wardrobe.

And what a wardrobe it was. It consisted of very expensive clothes done in as bland a fashion as possible. No bright colors. No fashion on the cutting edge. In fact, the less feminine the better. It's ironic, but the fashion mavens at the firm weren't the female lawyers, but the legal secretaries. They, at least, were allowed to dress like women. Most of my wardrobe consisted of blue and gray suits, cut in a loose, mannish fashion, with either long skirts or trousers and black leather shoes.

Hair was a problem too. Many of the female lawyers wore their hair short because they hadn't the time to deal with it, and because long hair looked too feminine and got in the way. I had tried pulling my hair back in pony tails but that apparently was considered too informal. So my hair was pulled up and back into a loose, bun behind my head. I also wore glasses, not because I needed them, but because I thought they gave me an appearance of intelligence.

I hated my hair, hated my wardrobe, and hated the stupid glasses. I hated the work, hated the atmosphere, and hated being poor all the time. I hated not having a man in my life, or, for that matter, anyone else. I didn't even have time for a dog or cat! I was lonely, and angry, and starting to realize how badly I'd fucked up my life, and that there was no real prospect of change in the near future.

The funny thing was that before college I'd been something of a wild child. I'd partied, gotten drunk, done drugs, and yes, had sex, and lots of it. I looked back at that time as the only fun, the only enjoyable time of my life, the only part of my life that had any LIFE in it.

And then, one afternoon, into my life walked Veronica Rawlins, otherwise known as my 11:15 appointment.

Veronica Rawlins was one of those women who momentarily take your breath away. I walked into the meeting room, holding the contract for a low-rise building she was purchasing, and came face to face with what looked like an old time Hollywood starlet. She was gloriously blonde, five foot ten, wearing a sleek blue Prada dress which hugged her many curves like a second skin – but without being slutty. She had a Gucci handbag and wore Chanel. There was a Rolex on her wrist and a diamond necklace dangling casually from a gold chain, pulling the eye to the top of her cleavage.

She knew how to dress stylishly, and to apply makeup to look beautiful and even sensual without looking cheap. Facing her in my formless gray suit and pulled back hair, I felt like a man by comparison. I felt gauche, low-rent, and because of the way the firm was so strictly segregated along who was and who wasn't important, I found that I felt very much out of my class, and I mean that literally. It was like old world, where you had the nobility and the peasants. And I was one of the dime a dozen peasants of no real importance. I felt like I ought to genuflect before her.

My first thought was – Wow!

My second was that someone had made a mistake in guiding an important and wealthy woman like this to little old me. Surely one of the higher level associates, perhaps even one of the partners, ought to have met with her! That, in turn, made me anxious. If I screwed up or offended her someone important would hear about it and I'd be in major trouble. That made me nervous as I gave her a timorous smile and a limp handshake as I sat down across from her.

She seemed amused, in that lazy, superior fashion, and that made me nervous again, and also irritated. I couldn't afford to show either, however, so clamped down on them as I concentrated on explaining the terms of the purchase agreement, and what the firm, that is to say, I, thought about those terms.

Her questions revealed a sharp mind, and a determination that she understood each and every clause of importance, and its implications. She sure didn't hesitate to demand further clarification or to pose questions. I'd known senior lawyers who weren't as precise and determined. The contract was fairly routine, and so the appointments secretary had set aside just 45 minutes for it. But we were still going at it at almost 12:30, which meant I'd missed lunch.

And you didn't get to reschedule lunch. I had another appointment. I was checking my watch furtively, but apparently it wasn't furtive enough.

“Am I boring you, Ms. Stephens?” she asked dryly.

“Pardon? No, of course not, Ms. Rawlins!” I exclaimed guiltily.

“You keep checking your watch.”

I blushed a little. “I have another appointment scheduled for 12:30, I said apologetically. “The appointment secretary felt that 45 minutes would be suitable to discuss this type of routine contract.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Let me guess, so I was supposed to be a good little girl, accept everything without much questioning, and be out of here in time for, I'm guessing your thirty minute lunch break?”

“Well...”

“Which you'll eat at your desk while researching another contract, I'm guessing,” she said, leaning back in her chair.

“I don't – .”

“Tell your appointments secretary to give your 12:30 to someone else, please,” she said.

It wasn't a request. I smiled hesitantly, then excused myself and hurried up the aisle to where Mrs. Bentley sat. She was an arrogant biddy, who, despite the lowly title, had considerable power, and the ear of the partners. She presided over several clerks, and decided how most incoming appointments were awarded. Many, of course, were specifically directed to certain partners, while others came from those partners and were directed towards certain associates. It was the less important, less connected clients, the new ones, which she decided on herself.

Of course, this meant the younger associates fell all over themselves to flatter and please her, and that she treated us all like peasants. Given we were lawyers and she was a mere secretary that was somewhat disturbing, but it was the way things were.

“Mrs. Bentley, could you please reschedule my 12:30,” I asked. “My 11:15 is still here and still asking questions.”

She raised her head, pulling it back so she could look down her long nose at me with disapproval, then checked her computer.

“Your 11:15 was a simple real estate sale contract which should have been routine and easily handled within the time frame I set,” she said.

“Ms. Rawlins has a lot of questions,” I said.

She snorted disdainfully. “Have her sign the contract and tell her goodbye,” she said. “The longer that woman is here the lower our reputation goes.”

“Excuse me?” I said in surprise.

She eyed me piteously. “We're only taking on this routine task as a favor to an important existing client,” she said. “And I can imagine why. It does his reputation no good, although it's already in tatters, and does our firm's reputation no good either.”

“She seems like a uhm, important woman,” I said uncertainly.

Again she gave me that piteous look. “She has a consulting agency,” she said, giving me a significant look which sort of put quotes around 'consulting'. “I suppose that gives her influence with certain sorts of men, but I wouldn't call that important. I will assign your 12:30 elsewhere, but see to it she is gone before 1:00, please.”

I returned to the office, trying to figure out her attitude, and it was just as I opened the door and looked at Rawlins that I realized what she must be suggesting.

Rawlins was a prostitute! Although, from the looks of her, she was of that higher echelon that people called 'escorts'. And if so, there must indeed be a lot of money in that sort of thing because she was buying a three million dollar building.

I'd never met an actual prostitute, never spoken to one, and I guess I was looking at her as furtively as I had been checking my watch because she frowned at me in irritation.

“Is it the dress or me?” she asked.

“Pardon?”

“You're staring.”

“I wasn't!” I protested.

“I'm beginning to wonder if I should tell Harry that the next time he recommends a legal firm it shouldn't be this one,” she said.

And wouldn't THAT make me look good!

“But... I'm sorry but I don't understand the cause of your unhappiness,” I said stiffly. “I've done my best to explain the purpose of each of these clauses to your full understanding and...”

“How long have you been a lawyer?”

“I assure you, Ms. Rawlins that all the attorneys employed by Mitchel and Cardazio are fully qualified in the area of specialization which – .”

“Spare me,” she said, waving her hand dismissively.

She pointed a long, perfectly manicured finger at me. “You, look like you're fresh out of college”

“I've been here almost three years now, Ms. Rawlins,” I said firmly.

“Have you? You look younger than that. You act like a virgin, in fact.”

“I'm neither young nor virginal,” I said, flushing a bit. “I'm fully capable of handling a routine real estate contract. Now if we could get back to the details We're almost finished.”

“No, we're not. I want clauses eight through eleven taken out.”

“But they're routine...”

“Not for a building this size. And given the market and my generosity on the price, I think they'll be willing. I'd suggest you contact their lawyer and arrange for it. Be persuasive, Ms. Stephens.”

“I'll discuss it with them, of course, but I can't make any promises,” I said, my heart sinking.

If she really was some sort of escort I wanted as little to do with her as possible. The other associates, some of them, at least, would do their best to play up any such association to make me look bad. But there was no easy way out of it. She was determined, and left soon afterward. Bentley saw no reason to reassign the case, so I was stuck with it.

I wasn't as firm with the lawyer for the company selling the building as I could have been. I was sort of hoping they'd refuse. Then I could call Rawlins, tell her that, and she'd refuse to buy the building. That would conclude our business, and hopefully, when she found some other place to buy she'd take her legal business elsewhere. Unfortunately, Rawlins was right about the economy, and the other party seemed desperate to sell, so they agreed.

But instead of agreeing to come to the office she insisted I go to her office, and the firm was happy to oblige since they billed for every minute of my travel time. I think Bentley was happy to not have Rawlins come to the office, too.

I was wary, to say the least, when I got out of the cab before the building she was currently renting an office from. It was a perfectly respectable office complex, however, and I began to wonder if perhaps Bentley might have let her overly suspicious mind get the better of her. I rode up in a sleek, mirror lined elevator, and walked along a softly lit, tastefully painted corridor to an oak door with a small brass plaque which said 'Rawlins Consulting'.

Inside was understated elegance. The carpeting was thicker and richer. There was mahogany paneling on the wall and a sleek looking receptionist behind an ultra modern desk. It all looked like any upscale office, though the receptionist was awfully pretty. She was an Asian girl with a slender face and long, long silky black hair spilling over her shoulders. She was stylishly dressed in a blood red silk blouse over a shortish black skirt and gave me an inquiring look as I stepped inside.

Rawlins' office was a match for that of any of the partners. It was a corner office with large windows. But in place of the dark, masculine wood furniture in most of the partners offices her furniture was mainly glass, steel and leather, with a lot of flowers and plants around to soften the effect. Her large desk was of green marble with a glass top, and a built in screen just beneath the surface.

She was wearing an Armani outfit today, and I sat before her desk, tense and uncertain. No matter what Bentley might think this was the office of an important person. I felt like a chastened young girl called into the principal's office, even though I'd done nothing wrong. In fact, I had gotten her the terms she wanted.

“You have the contract there, Stephens?”

“Uhm, yes, Ma'am,” I said, opening my briefcase.

I handed it across to her and she sat back in her large, executive chair and began to read it – clause by clause. I fidgeted uncomfortably, looking around, and out at the city beyond. Few clients actually read through their contracts after you approved them. That was what the lawyer was for, after all and if you didn't trust your lawyer why on earth were you paying them?

“I'm paying by the hour, Stephens, so relax,” she said, without looking up from the contract.

I opened my mouth to protest, flushing a bit, and cursing myself as I wondered how this woman read me so easily.

She smiled thinly. “Don't worry. You won't catch anything. We dust regularly.”

“I-I don't know what you mean!” I exclaimed.

She smiled and returned to examining the contract.

Now that she mentioned it, though, I wondered if anything... well, nasty... had gone on in the chair I was seated in, or perhaps on her desk, or maybe on the sofa in the corner, or... did she uhm, entertain clients in here? Was she really a hooker!? Surely not! Yet that crack about my catching something would seem to imply that she thought I knew that.

She put the contract down after a couple of minutes and looked at me with what I interpreted as amused tolerance.

“It seems to be in order,” she said.

I nodded and she raised an eyebrow and sat back in her chair.

“How old are you... Hannah?”

I felt a resurgence of my earlier irritation, and didn't like her using my first name. “I can't imagine what difference that would make, Ms. Rawlins. As I said, I'm fully capable of – .”

“Just curious,” she said.

“I'm twenty nine,” I said, somewhat stiffly.

“I understand you got very good marks at Harvard.”

“I... did, yes.”

I wondered who she'd been talking to. Had she called the firm to complain?!

“That must have taken an awful lot of work.”

“It wasn't easy,” I said.

“And now you work for that... awful place.”

“Mitchel and Cardazio is a fine law firm,” I said, “one of the city's most reputable and – .”

“Yes, I know. But law firms are wretched places to work, especially for a woman. Not that you look much like a woman in that outfit.”

“I dress as the firm requires,” I said indignantly.

She laughed lightly. “Really? And if the firm required you to wear a tube top and plastic miniskirt would you wear that? I doubt it. You dress to minimize your femininity. You dress to look bland and asexual. Which is a pity. You're a very pretty girl.”

I felt a measure of indignation, and was flustered. The firm was rigid in its application of sexual harassment rules. Nobody ever called me a girl, and certainly nobody ever commented on my attractiveness. I was slightly distracted trying to remember the last time anyone had suggested I was pretty, and then by a strange feeling that I should have noticed that. I used to like it when I was a teenager, after all, used to like it a lot.

“My... attractiveness is irrelevant to my ability to draw up an effective contract, Ms. Rawlins,” I said firmly.

“I was told the firm thought well of you,” she continued. “You put in a satisfactory number of billable hours, which means you probably have no life. Your next of kin is listed as your aunt in Denver.”

“I... how do you... whoever you've talked to should not have told you any of that,” I said in consternation.

“Do you know my sister has a masters in business finance?”

“I... no,” I said in confusion, wondering why I would be expected to care.

“I went to bar-tending class, then took modeling lessons. I went to college, but mostly took classes like literature, art appreciation, psychology and acting – liberal arts courses. My sister made thirty five thousand dollars her first year after graduation. I made three hundred and eighty five thousand.”

I stared at her in confusion.

“My sister worked long hours, nose to the grindstone, working on financial deals. She put in almost as many hours as you do. I worked about twenty hours a week.”

God! She was talking about hooking, I realized!

“By my third year, I was still working twenty hour weeks but by then I was pulling in eight hundred thousand a year. While my sister was sorting through papers and attending three hour meetings in board rooms I was lounging on yachts in the Mediterranean, attending charity balls in Paris, and accompanying wealthy men to the finer casinos in Monaco and Hong Kong.

I stared at her, not knowing what to say, or why she was telling me all this.

“You look a lot like my sister,” she said. “I suppose I feel sorry for you.”

Resentment rose. “I can't imagine why you would,” I said indignantly. “I'm a Harvard educated attorney and will likely make partner one day.”

“Yes, when you're middle aged. How much fun will you have along the way? How much fun have you had the last ten years?”

“That is not your concern, Ms. Rawlins,” I said tightly.

“No, of course it isn't. I do apologize. I'm being unconscionably rude,” she said, giving me a sympathetic look. “I'll sign these and you can be back to your... firm.”

She took up a gold pen and began to sign the various pages of the contract, then handed them back to me. I examined them to make sure each was signed appropriately, then put them back into my briefcase and stood up.

“I suppose as I approach middle age,” she said, “I feel somewhat maternal and hate to see young girls like you wasting your lives away.”

“I don't consider I'm doing that, Ms. Rawlins,” I said.

Not that it's any of your business! - I thought.

“You strike me as smarter than that,” she said, getting to her feet. “In any event, if you ever want to think about a career change, as I said, you're quite lovely. And we have a quick training program to bring you up to speed.”

I stared at her in astonishment. Was she actually suggesting – !?

“I could start you off at a quarter million the first year, and you'd probably be making twice that by year two.”

“Thank you. I-I have to go,” I gulped, turning for the door.

I wasn't sure whether to be angry or flattered, and I guess I was both!










Chapter Two













My apartment is so small it doesn't even have a bedroom. It has what the landlord euphemistically calls a loft bed. What that means is that it's an old building with high ceilings. So what they've done is construct a sort of half floor above where my tiny kitchenette, closet and bathroom are. Since the apartment wasn't big to begin with, there's only room in the 'loft' for a mattress. The ceiling is too low up there for a whole bed, so they constructed a kind of frame around where the mattress goes to make it look like you didn't just throw a mattress on the floor.

Since there's no room for furniture, they did some built-in cupboards and shelves along the wall at the foot of the bed and off to its left hand side. It's actually kind of neat, but once you're out of your twenties the idea of climbing down a ladder in the morning kind of gets old. I wasn't out of my twenties yet, but to be honest, it had gotten old pretty quick.

I had a window that looked out on an alley, and a bathroom with a shower, not a tub. The shower was the size of a phone booth, and my refrigerator was smaller than your average dishwasher.

I sat on the edge of my 'bed' that evening counting underwear to see if I'd gotten it all back from the laundry room. I didn't have the time to sit and watch it roll around in the washer and dryer, and sometimes people, I presumed men, took some. I had no idea why. It wasn't like I was washing a lot of sexy lingerie. It was mostly just plain cotton.

While I was thinking this I remembered some of the hot little thongs and bras I'd bought at Victoria's Secret when I was a teenager, and how sexy they'd made me feel. I remembered the looks on the guys faces when they saw it, too. It had been exciting to be lusted after, to be wanted, to have everyone turn and look at me when I entered a room. It had been a bit embarrassing, too, of course, but it had been a pretty good ego trip.

People didn't tend to look at me that way now. Maybe it was because of how I had to dress for work, and maybe it was because I rarely went anywhere else unless it was to the laundromat or grocery store. It was, I thought unhappily, like I was some middle-aged woman, or maybe an old widow, with no kids, no husband, and no life.

Shit.

I needed to start dating. But it couldn't be anyone at work. And again, that left me with the problem that I didn't go anywhere else, so had no other place to meet them. I wasn't about to go wander around in bars and let strange men pick me up.

The idea, mind you, wasn't all that terrible, once I considered it. Maybe a hot one night stand with some sexy guy I'd never meet again, some crazy monkey sex on the floor, and I'd start to feel more human again. I'd never really been one for one-night-stands, mainly because I didn't want to get a reputation as a slut, but I wasn't at school any more, and there were a million strange men out there who would likely be delighted with a one night stand with me.

I was only wearing loose track pants and a tank top. I slid down the ladder with practiced ease and slid out of them, then opened the bathroom door. It swung around and back, and there was a full length mirror on the back. I looked at myself doubtfully. My body was in pretty good shape. That was partly because the elevator in this building wasn't. I was on the sixth floor, and it was usually faster and safer to walk than wait for it.

To get to work I could walk up three blocks and down two and wait for a bus which would take me to the subway station, or I could walk to the station. Between waiting, the traffic, and the circuitous route the bus took it was usually faster to just walk to the station – and back. That meant a brisk twenty minute walk each way.

I wouldn't exactly call myself toned, but I was still as slender as I was in college, I thought, with forlorn pride.

Not that anyone got to see it but me. And I was rarely interested in looking.

With my brown hair loose I arched my back and vamped for the mirror, turned and presented my butt to it, and told myself that I was pretty hot stuff, and men would pay a fortune to have sex with me.

The idea was kind of gross, but also kind of weirdly attractive. I mean, what was it but a one-night-stand that I got paid for? Also, those high end agencies didn't cater to low end customers. The men there would be successful; rock stars, maybe, I told myself, bankers and Arab sheiks and millionaires. I let my mind run away, imagining myself on yachts, making a quarter million a year, living in a nice apartment, maybe with a Mercedes or an Audi.

Me, as an expensive call girl. The idea was laughable, but exciting, and that was another thing which hadn't happened much, lately. I was so stressed out, so overworked, with so little time on my hands that I rarely even thought about sex. I'd never really been one to masturbate much, either. And the last year or two I hadn't felt very attractive, and thus hadn't really felt sexy.

I wasn't sure why I felt sexy now, just because a woman I barely knew told me I was.

  *

I wasn't wearing my hair in a bun. It was loose and falling around my shoulders. I was wearing a black dress with a short skirt, and sitting in the reading room at work researching case law. Michael Bryant was a junior partner with an athletic body, a handsome, square jawed face, perfect, expensively cut hair, and an ego a mile wide. He walked into the room in an tailored, Italian cut silk suit, walked up to me, and then just bent over and gripped my hair.

I had a thing about my hair, and had ever since Jimmy Sullivan had done me doggy style and used my hair like the reins of a horse. It had been probably the most exciting sex of my life. He was rough, wild, and incredible, and had yanked back on my hair as he rode me into the ground out behind the gym.

Now Bryant yanked my hair up and back, then bent over, kissing me as his other hand shot under my skirt and right into my panties. My hips bucked against his fingers as they stroked over my clit, and I felt them sinking into my moist, overheated pussy as his mouth crushed mine.

He pulled harder, forcing me to my feet. My chair was thrown back, tipping over, and Bryant, still holding my hair tight, pulled me against him and cupped my breast as he continued to kiss me. Then, so suddenly I stumbled, he jerked back and spun me around. I felt him yanking my dress up, and it peeled up over my hips, up under my arms, and then up over my head before I could even think to react.

He roughly bent me over the table, slapping my ass sharply and kicking my legs apart.

I was reeling, unable to think, to react as I felt him push himself into me. I felt the lips of my sex forced inward, then spreading wide, then wider, stretching me until I ached as his silky shaft slid through and into my body. I kept trying to rise and he kept shoving me back down so my bare breasts pillowed out against the soft, polished wooden table, then he'd slap my ass and thrust forward.

Everything seemed out of control, but a wild, spinning sense of excitement, lust and passion was sending waves of shocked pleasure up through my nervous system as he worked his cock ever deeper.

I should have protested. I wanted to protest, wanted to demand he cease. I was frantic to do so, but for some reason couldn't get my voice to work, couldn't quite get my mind to insist on speaking aloud, couldn't control myself under the waves of sensual heat sweeping over me.

I cried out as Bryant's cock drove deep into my throbbing belly, as he gripped my hair and began to thrust in and out. I cried out again and again as his hips battered me in the same way Jimmy's had long years before. I was helpless and my mind twisted by indecision and shock as I felt his cock thrusting into me again and again, as his hips slapped against my buttocks and he bent to bite and chew and kiss and lick at the nape of my neck.

“Whore,” he growled as he rode me, “Nasty little slut!”

I moaned in denial even as the heat burned hotter, and he yanked at my hair again and again.

“You know you want that cock, you slut!” he growled.

I couldn't speak, couldn't think, as his cock drove into me again and again. I could only gasp and moan and whimper as the howling storm of sexual heat built into a hurricane that hammered my mind under. He yanked my head back by the hair, but kept his fist between my shoulder blades to force me down. Yet he also slid a hand under me to cup and roughly grope my breast as he rode me.

I stared at the table top, gasping, moaning, panting for breath as he rode me, as I felt his thick, wonderful cock sliding into me again and again, and the very essence of my being focused on that deep, glorious penetrating, as if nothing in the world was so important, or had ever been as important. The sensations as it pushed into me were incredible, both physical and mental, and I shuddered with wild, wanton heat, reveling in every inch forward it moved.

As it hit bottom, I felt the mounting pressure on the back wall of my sex, a pressure which approached pain, but never quite reached it before his hips were flat against my taut, upraised buttocks. I know a long moment of deep, soulful bliss to be so deeply penetrated, to be so full, so wonderfully, incredibly full, and then I groaned in negation as his cock drew back, slid back up and out of me.

Then my mind flipped back to elation again as it began to push forward once more.

He wasn't moving slowly, his hips slapped against me again and again, so that my mind and body felt that intense, shuddering pleasure of penetration over and over again, faster than you could say it, or even think it. The sensations were sweeping over my mind like flood waves, and sending it tumbling and churning in the wash.

I clawed at the table top, gasping, grunting, moaning, jerking, my hair jerked back, my mind almost completely focused on that wonderful cock driving into me. I was aware of a crowd by the door, gaping, pointing, some disgusting, some excited, some confused. The babble of their voices was the background to my grunting, gasping, moaning, crying pleasure as he continued to ride me.

I came with a long, drawn-out, undulating wail of carnal bliss that echoed around the room and up and down the halls as he bent over me, biting at the nape of my neck, grinding his cock deep inside me as he bit into my throat.

  *

Okay, I'd had erotic dreams before, but not many, and none like that one. I woke with a start, my body charged with sexual heat and hunger. I was dazed, eyes fluttering, but my hands were already between my legs, and my hips began to buck as I lay there on my side, as my fingers found my clit and rubbed frantically.

I rolled onto my belly, grinding my hips into the mattress, then raising them up and back, as if to invite being mounted by some hungry, powerful man – like Bryant, perhaps. My fingers pushed into my dripping pussy and I grunted and moaned as I forced myself over the edge into orgasm.

The flames of heat washed over my body in a fiery wave and I cried out weakly, gurgling, face jammed into the pillow, bottom raised high, fingers thrusting into myself as I rubbed at my clit.

God! God! God! It was so good!

I collapsed limply, chest heaving, then, groaning, rolled onto my back and lay sprawled, staring at the ceiling, more than a little amazed.

Wouldn't it be great, I thought, to be able to do something that wild? Not that I wanted an audience, of course! But wouldn't it be wild and incredible to be able to just have some rough-hewn guy throw me across a table and fuck my brains out!? I hadn't realized how much that sort of thing, well, how much I missed the fact that I had been largely asexual for so long, that I had pushed that side of myself away to focus entirely on law and career.

I had once had such incredibly erotic fantasies! And I'd had none of them come true, really.

I let myself toy with the fantasy, as I was in the shower, of myself as a high priced call girl, wearing tight, sexy dresses, going out with rich men, with rock stars, with big shots who'd lavish money on me, who'd make me rich. For partying, for having wild, hot sex.

I sighed. I missed sex. And I wanted it. And I felt a mulishness coming over me. I was damned well going to get it, too! I was damned if I was going to creep towards my forties – which is what happened after you hit thirty, aver all – and never have any fun! Bury my face in law books till I was in my forties!? And then what? Fuck!

Over the following weeks, I tried. But the work was always piled up, and the partners were always demanding action – now! I tried to cut back on overtime, but couldn't. So, the only thing left for me was to go out after work. I got off one Friday at eight, and went immediately to a nightclub I'd read up on which was supposed to be a big pick-up place. I was nervous and anxious, though, not to mention a little embarrassed, going in there on my own.

And no, I was not going to ask a girlfriend to go with me! They were mostly in relationships, and I wasn't about to tell them I just wanted to pick up some guy for wild, cheap, meaningless sex!

I didn't have a car, and, pressed for time, didn't want to waste an hour traveling home and then back. What I did was to bring a tight little black dress I had, kind of a soft cotton elastic thing, almost a sweater dress, to work. At the end of the day, I went into the ladies room and changed into it, then put my regular work clothes in my drawer.

I was feeling really anxious as I did all this. The place was not empty, not even at eight on a Friday night. Oh, sure, the partners were gone, and the legal secretaries, paralegals and clerks. But there were still a number of junior associates and law clerks – we desperate-to-impress folk – working away. I did NOT want to be seen by one in my little black dress and high heels.

So I almost scurried from washroom to office, and then darted into the nearest stairwell as I heard voices nearby. I figured I'd walk down a flight and then get the elevator there. Unfortunately, I discovered the doors out of the stairwell locked. Cursing, I had to walk down eight flights of stairs in my high heels.

And as luck would have it, as I opened the door to the lobby, I heard a familiar voice, and ducked back instantly, heart giving a lurch. Robert Farrel was there, talking to someone. He was an obnoxious little ass licking twit who never failed to take advantage of an opportunity to make the other junior associates, who he regarded as his competitors, look bad.

And he wasn't moving anywhere quickly. He was standing there chatting.

I cursed him under my breath, then walked down to the garage level, figuring I'd walk out through the open garage door. Of course, it wasn't open. And, starting to fume now, I stomped back towards the elevator and stairs. I got about two thirds of the way there when one of the garage doors opened. Shit! I turned and ran, as well as I could on heels, towards the door, just as a big SUV with very bright lights raced into the garage.

Right at me!

I leapt aside, tripped and fell sprawling on the dusty pavement behind a black sports car.

I picked myself up slowly, cursing softly under my breath, then let out a squeal of shock as a voice spoke up just behind me.

“You okay?”

I spun around with a gasp, and saw a sandy haired man sitting in a BMW parked next to the sports car, cigarette which was definitely not tobacco in hand. He was probably in his early twenties, and wore a blue silk shirt with a skinny black tie.

“Y-Yes,” I gasped.

He got out of the car and I saw he was impressively tall. He wasn't what I'd call handsome, but he wasn't ugly either. He was just a fairly ordinary looking young guy, but I noticed his shoulders looked very … nice, and his stomach was very flat. Well, he was still in his early twenties, probably five or six years younger than me.

“What is it you're trying to do anyway?” he asked curiously.

“Leave!”

He nodded and took a drag from the cigarette, then pointed at the stairs.

“Lobby up there, one flight up. You probably passed it on your way down.”

My face flushed and I glowered at him.

“Thanks so much,” I said.

“Someone in the lobby you don't want to run into?” he asked, eyes flicking up and down.

I flushed a bit, partly indignant, partly embarrassed.

“None of your business,” I said.

He shrugged. “You could come up to my office and wait until he left,” he said with a grin.

As if!

And then it suddenly hit me. Wasn't I looking for cheap, no-strings sex with some guy? Maybe this guy would do!

“Your office?”

“Oxford Investments on the twenty-third,” he said. “We're a brokerage firm.”

“I... wouldn't mind that,” I said, my heart starting to thump and my mind spinning.

I thought of all the reasons this was a dumb idea, starting with he worked in my building. But hey, hundreds and hundreds of people worked in this building. I'd never seen him before, and chances were I probably wouldn't see him again. It would be better to see someone far away, of course, but that was starting to look impossible, at least for tonight. I wasn't feeling in the mood for cross city bus rides and then, frankly, going into a nightclub alone was an intimidating idea.

He grinned and offered me a toke. I hesitated, then took it and drew in a deep breath and held it.

I hadn't had any grass since I was fifteen.

I handed it back to him, gasping a little, and he finished it and then dropped it on the ground, crushing it with his foot as he motioned me forward.

“Name's Josh,” he said.

“Uhm, I'm Krystal,” I lied.

Krystal sounded like the name of a girl who'd consider having sex with strangers!

We went upstairs in the shiny mirror lined elevator, and I got increasingly nervous.

“You're working late,” I said awkwardly.

“Yeah, I get to watch how the markets are moving in Asia when they open. They're twelve hours behind us, though, which means their markets open at nine thirty our time.”

The elevator stopped and I followed him nervously, wondering what it was he expected, and what it was I was going to do. My mind was in a swirling, churning state of uncertainty. I had no idea what I was going to do. Should I uhm, well, seduce him? I mean, I wasn't especially good at that, and anyway, there were all kinds of problems with doing something slutty with some young guy who worked in my building.

What if he got attached and started bugging me? What if he told people at my office what we did? I knew this was stupid, but I wasn't quite sure what to do about it. I was pretty sure if he left me alone for a minute I'd take off, and was half hoping he would.

There was a broad open office filled with what I guess you'd call low walled cubicles. The furniture was top of the line, and the walls were of dark wood, but they were still basically cubicles. All kinds of electronic screens lined the walls, most of them doing nothing at the moment. He stopped by a kitchen and I followed him in.

“Want a coke?”

“Uhm, okay,” I said.

He got a couple of cans out of the refrigerator, handing one to me, and I followed him back up an aisle, around a corner, and up to a pair of doors which led outside. I blinked in surprise as he opened one and motioned me through. I stepped out onto a large balcony overlooking the city. My building was not a straight box, but designed with a number of extra corners, probably so the big shots could have more corner offices.

The balcony was on an inside corner. It didn't project out from the building the way apartment balconies usually did. Instead it was on the roof of the floor below, set in what would otherwise be a corner of the building. So the glass walls of the building stretched upward another floor on two sides, while the other two sides looked out on the city. It was about twenty feet on a side, with boxed plants and stylish round stone tables and benches.

“This is nice,” I said, admiring the glittering view.

“Yeah, we entertain big shots here. Not me, of course, senior management.”

“You guys don't come out here to like, eat lunch?”

“We eat at our desks and keep working.”

“Sounds familiar.”

“What do you do?”

“I'm an uh, accountant,” I said as I felt his hand on my arm.

He turned me towards him and then kissed me, just like that. I was so startled I didn't even react. And I guess that told him he could go ahead, because he kissed me harder, and I dropped the coke on the ground as he slid his arms around me.

It was a very long kiss! I felt my breasts pillowed out against his chest, felt his arms pulling me in close, and I felt an incredible sense of elation because this was exactly what I'd wanted. But along with that came a swirling sense of anxiety and uneasiness. As his hands crept down onto my ass, though, that faded away as I concentrated on kissing him.

He was enthusiastic and I was... uncertain. But I felt myself melting into the kiss as our lips moved together in a sort of hungry but restrained fashion, feeling each other out.

He was feeling me up at the same time, his fingers now kneading my buttocks through the short skirt, and I felt a sense of alarm mixed with excitement as he eased the skirt up over my buttocks and his hands caressed my nearly bare buttocks.

Yes, I'd worn a thong in anticipation of the possibility some guy might see my underwear for the first time in years.

There was a thick stone railing around the balcony, and for whatever reason, it curled around on the inside, too, that is, running along the building. Maybe it was because of the glass walls, and they didn't want people walking into them, I don't know. Maybe it was just for looks. But I was standing in the corner, with the edge of the building on my right, and my back to the glass wall. As he pressed his body against mine it kind of eased me backwards until I felt the thick stone railing against my upper thighs.

His hands were squeezing, kneading and caressing my buttocks as his kiss grew more passionate, more hungry. One hand came out and I felt it almost instantly on my breast, but didn't react to the sudden surge of heat which flooded my mind and body.

This was insane! But I was caught up in a roiling flood of excitement as he ground his body against mine, and I sort of half sat back against the railing, my back against the glass wall. He slid his hand off my ass, and then up my thigh and between my legs. I gasped into his mouth, but my left leg spread up and apart, and he pushed me back harder against the wall.

His lips were moving moistly against mine, his breath hot against my own as our tongues twisted and swirled and stroked against each other. His fingers found my pussy, rubbing up and down against me through the thing crotch of my thong. My breathing was getting more and more ragged, and my breasts were swollen and throbbing against his fingers.

He had one hand on my breast, and the other – ohmygod! – was slipping into the front of my panties! I shuddered against him, gulping in air as his lips pressed harder against mine, as if to silence any protests, but the feel of his fingers against my bare little sex, against my – clit! – were driving any thought of protest, or even of words, far from my mind!

My hips were slowly rolling, grinding against his rubbing fingers, and I felt a sweltering heat around me as I moaned into his mouth. Then I felt a hard pressure against my hips, where the thing elastic of the thong was dug in, felt it sharpen, jerking me forward against him. The elastic snapped, and I let out a cry of surprise as he yanked the thong right off me!

“Fuck!” I gasped in a ragged voice.

He chuckled and dropped to his knees before me. I was shocked, and just stared as he forced my left leg up and back more, so that it was kind of resting along the railing. Then his mouth moved in and he began to lick rapidly across my clit. There were no preliminaries. He didn't tease me or work up to it slowly. His tongue was just there on my moist clit, lapping hard and fast!

I was already in a state of hyper heat, and the feel of his tongue licking at my clit drove my head back against the glass! I grasped his head, his hair, moaning helplessly as every lick sent a hot wall of pleasure churning through my groin and belly and burning up through my chest to fry my mind.

I bucked against him, gasping and cursing softly, my leg kind of curling down across his back as he licked hard and fast against me.

Then he leapt up, and I heard his zipper go down. I jerked my eyes down, but what light there was was behind him and the space between our bodies was in shadow. I felt his cock rubbing along my naked furrow, though, and then mewled helplessly as it penetrated me, as it slid in and up and it was – deep!

My head fell back against the glass again, and I clutched at his shoulders for support as he again, without preliminaries, began to thrust into me, hard and fast. There was nothing romantic about it. It was straight hard lust and passion as he thrust into me again and again. I gasped and moaned and clung to him as his lower body thrust in again and again. His right hand was on my leg just above the knee, lifting it up and forcing it back. His left was suddenly in my hair, jerking my head up and back so he could crush his lips down against mine.

Inside me. His cock was inside me! It was thrusting away, punching up into me again and again and again as his tongue invaded my mouth. The lights of the city were on my right, and to my left was the dimly lit corridors of his office. I had never even imagined having sex in a sort of public place like this, and now I felt a hot wall of churning excitement rolling over me at how wild and daring it was.

And God, his cock felt good inside me!

His hands slid down onto my ass, kind of jerking me up against him, and I tried to prop part of my ass on the railing and throw my legs up around him as he thrust into me. My body was feverish with lust, far more aroused than I could ever remember being in my life! I was dazed, stunned, overpowered by the passion and hunger inside me, almost desperate to ride him as he drove himself into me.

It was a frenzied, undignified fucking, with both of us wild and horny, and it couldn't last. But it had been a long time for me and in the mood I was in, it didn't need to. I felt the orgasm spiraling up as my body lost control. And I started to shake and tremble and jerk against him as I fought to keep from screaming out loud. A helpless, gurgling, guttural moan escaped my lips as his cock punched up into me again and again, and fire washed over my mind.













Chapter Three













I melted into a limp mass of flesh even as I heard his gasps grow more passionate, even as he thrust into me harder and faster. I lolled bonelessly, dazed, as he finished, and then pulled out. I couldn't stand. I ached inside, but in an incredibly satisfied way as I sank slowly down to kneel on the patterned stone underfoot.

“Man!” he gasped.

I clutched myself, trying to get my breathing under control and make the world stop being wobbly.

“You okay? I didn't hurt you or anything... ?”

I shook my head. “F-fine,” I said, panting and getting to my feet.

My legs were a little rubbery, so I sat back on one of the stone tables.

“I thought about doing that the minute I saw this place he said with a shy grin. I thought how cool this would be to do it overlooking the city. I'd be fired if anyone found out, but hey, what the fuck, right?”

“Right!” I gasped.

He moved in close and kissed me lightly, his fingers sliding through my hair.

“That was fun,” he said.

Fun?! That was a fucking understatement!

“Yeah,” I said, still panting.

“Want me to show you the big boards inside?”

I slid off the table, looking out at the city, then turned and stopped him from heading inside. I pushed him back against the table, and boldly (for me) slid my hand over his crotch. I unzipped his pants, then undid his belt and opened them. I pushed him back so the curved edge of the table pushed into his thighs and he had to kind of sit down.

Grinning at him, I tugged his pants and shorts off, then cupped his crotch, my fingers lightly massaging his soft cock. The sight and feel of it roused me almost instantly, and then another thought roused me even more.

I stepped back a little, then peeled my dress up and over my head, dropping it on the stone below. He licked his lips as I undid my bra and removed it. I was still in my high heels, but I toed them off, then pressed my body against him, completely naked, and very well aware of the glass walls around us.

Our lips slid together as his hands moved over my body, and my own fingers undid the buttons down the front of his shirt. He seemed nervous now, maybe at the thought of getting naked at work, but I slid my hand into his shirt and over his bare chest as his hands moved up and down my body.

I got his tie loosened, and pulled it up over his head, then pushed his shirt back over his shoulders, shifting my lips to his throat, then his bare shoulders, then pushed him back so I could lick and kiss my way down onto his chest and nipples. All the while, my hands were massaging his cock and balls, and I felt him beginning to harden again.

I dropped to my knees eagerly. There was a light breeze up there, and it washed over us from time to time as I licked at his thighs, then gripped the head of his cock and stretched it out. I licked along the underside, then mouthed his balls, sucking lightly, then working them around in my mouth as my thumb stroked against the underside of his head.

I felt a growing sense of something like elation that I was doing something this wild, this crazy, this insanely risky. I was naked on a balcony in an office building sucking a stranger's cock!

And it was hardening rapidly in my fingers. I placed it between my lips, the shaft, not the head, and from the side, as if I were eating corn on the cob. I sucked and very lightly let my teeth run along the shaft as I slid slowly up and down, then turned and took the head into my mouth, sucking and licking, sliding my lips down farther and farther.

“Oh yeah!” he groaned “Yeah! Do it! Do it, baby!”

I did it. I was bobbing up and down on his now saliva coated cock, filling with heat once again at how erotic it all seemed, how wild and shocking and wicked. I was so excited I forced my lips down all the way, taking him deep into my throat. I wasn't an expert at it. I'd practiced when younger, but only really succeeded with Danny, and only when I was really aroused.

I forced my lips down, feeling a swelling heat at his soft curse of amazed delight as my lips slid down around the base of his shaft. My throat ached, and I fought the gag reflex, grinding my nose into his belly, then slowly slid back out, gagging a bit, gasping and coughing as I pulled free.

I licked at the underside, and he gripped my hair, pulling me away.

“Wait!” he gasped urgently.

I realized I'd almost made him come. That wasn't what I wanted! In fact, I backed off, and stood up, grinning at him. I strolled naked to the railing and looked back over my shoulders, then bent forward, looking out at the city. I heard, then felt him move behind me. I bent forward, spreading my legs, and moaned as he entered me from behind.

His body pressed against me as he slid up inside me, and he bent me further forward as he bit into the nape of my neck and leaned forward himself. I gripped the top of the railing, then held on as he began to grind himself against me. I pushed my hips back, rising onto the balls of my feet as he thrust smoothly and quickly into me. His hands gripped my hips, then slid up onto my breasts. His hips began to slap against my buttocks, grinding my thighs against the railing, and I began to gasp and grunt with every deep thrust as the heat churned inside me.

The wildness of it all was blowing my mind. My eyes and mouth were wide as my white-knuckled fingers gripped the railing and my body shuddered to the hard, fast impact of his hips against my buttocks. My entire body was pulsing with a sexual pressure of incredible intensity, so that I almost trembled with the force of it. And then he came inside me with a gasp of relief and his pumping began to slow.

I groaned as he staggered back, but then was rudely yanked back to reality by the sound of hands clapping together.

I cried out in shock, stumbling, dropping to my haunches on the ground, drawing my knees up before my breasts as I stared at the man standing just next to the doors. He was middle aged, wearing a security guard uniform.

“I hope you had fun,” he said dryly. “Because I'm going to have to put his on my report, and I have a feeling you two are going to have to pay for it when your bosses find out what you've been doing.”

I gaped at him. Josh stared at him in shock, then quickly grabbed his clothes while he tried to make some kind of ludicrous sounding excuse, babbling as the man stood with arms folded by the door. I didn't move, hiding behind my own legs, staring wildly at my dress a good ten feet away. I was horribly embarrassed! I felt helpless, as if everything had spun out of control. I felt like I was a girl again, being caught doing something wrong!

But even with my mind swirling and my face burning with embarrassment I felt a hard, dark certainty. This guy had no idea who I was. He probably thought I worked here. He couldn't arrest me or anything. I hadn't done anything wrong. I could just walk out and he would have no idea who I worked for in the building, or even if I worked there.

Of course, Josh was screwed, pardon the pun.

And then I had a thought so shocking it almost made me light-headed.

I could fuck him too!

I mean, in my whirling, spinning mind, it wasn't as if he hadn't already seen me, as if he couldn't already cause trouble. And this way, causing trouble for me, or for Josh, would cost him his own job. Plus, drawing him in to this nasty little, well, scene, making him a part of it, would ease some of the humiliation I was feeling at him catching us. I don't know why, but my sputtering mind decided it would. And wasn't I looking for quick sex with anonymous strangers? And wasn't that him? He wasn't bad looking, and, well ,shit, it's not like I was thinking clearly, to be honest.

It was horrifically difficult to stand up, to stand straight up, shoulders back, arms at my sides, when I wanted to hunch forward as if against a cold wind and shield my body with my hands and arms. My heart was pounding so that it might burst, and in the semi darkness, I knew my face was burning. But I did it, and, pulse racing, I even managed to walk towards him, towards them.

Okay, I couldn't actually breath while I was doing it, but I did it.

He turned his attention completely away from Josh and onto me, and I felt another wild battering sense of embarrassment. But I reached him, and then reached out to him, sliding my fingers along his chest.

I was kind of proud of myself that they weren't trembling.

He didn't react positively or negatively, so I let my fingers slide lower, trace along his belt, then ease lower still, heart in my throat. I ran my hand down over his groin, while he and Josh both stared at me, and squeezed lightly.

He was already semi hard. And he was hard within two seconds of my touching him.

I felt almost giddy at that, giddy with relief, and with a sense of, I don't know, power, like I was super girl or something, and could make men hard with a single touch! There was also a sense of sexual power, in that here he'd caught us doing something which he should have reported, and would have gotten us fired, but I could almost literally disarm him and prevent it with my sexual power.

I ran my other hand up and down his chest now as I stroked him within his uniform trousers. Josh was still staring at me, at us, with a strange mixture of shock, arousal, and an almost reluctant hope – probably that I could save his job.

And I could. I knew I could, then. I didn't need to do research or make complicated, brilliant arguments. I could convince him far more easily than that.

I sank slowly down to my knees before him, and then, out of some instinct, pressed my face into his groin, rubbing my face up and down against his bulging crotch. I heard him sucking in air, heard a soft curse, but he didn't do anything to stop me. So I unzipped him. His hand came down, then, and he reached in and pulled his hard-on out. And it was his hand shaking!

I felt giddy again, giggly even. But I restrained myself and slid my lips over his cock, sucking softly, then building up pressure as I slid up and down his cock, pushing myself down further and further. The heat within me, which was intense and overpowering prior to being shattered by his presence rapidly exploded into life again. I was aware of Josh's eyes on me, aware of the excitement in them, and somehow that made what I was doing even more arousing, more exciting.

But I didn't want this guy to come in my mouth. No way. I bobbed up and down on his cock a bit, but then pulled back, breathless but pulsing with hunger. I backed against a nearby table, feeling the cool stone against the back of my thighs, then my buttocks as I slid up onto it. I drew my legs up and leaned back against the folded umbrella in the middle of the table as the guard came forward, cock bobbing, pointing at me like a spear.

“You're a hot little number,” he breathed.

He gripped his cock and rubbed himself up and down along my naked sex. He looked down, and I looked up, and when his cock pushed into me I groaned weakly, reaching up and gripping the umbrella above as he lifted my legs up and back and began to thrust.

God it was wild! It felt incredible! My legs were up almost straight in the air, even tilted back, and he was thrusting into me hard, fast, almost furiously, his hips slapping against my thighs and buttocks as he drove his beautiful cock into me. And the look on his face was so incredibly... delighted, exultant, thrilled, that it again made me feel hot, beautiful, sexy, desirable, whatever you want to call it. It reinforced in me the idea that I had this incredible erotic appeal.

It was more than ego. It made me feel powerful and also beautiful, and that cock thrusting into the incredibly soft, sensitive depths of my belly was sending surging waves of pleasure through my once again overheated body. I was gasping for breath, moaning, battered by his hips, pounded by his hard cock, and I felt myself reaching that peak once again, and hovering over it.

He leaned into me, pressing my legs back further, tilting my ass up higher, and letting him thrust just a little deeper, and I came, arching and sobbing with pleasure, trying to keep my voice down but unable to repress the intensity of the pleasure tearing through me. He was cursing and thrusting, and Josh was staring and cursing softly, eyes wide, and the whole scene was so incredibly sensual and sexual, so wild compared to the dullness of my life that I just reveled in it and clung to it and wanted it to go on forever!

It didn't, of course. It couldn't. It faded, and I lay weakly, moaning, bathed in that wonderful peace of body and spirit. Of course, this guy, whose name I didn't even know, was still thrusting away at me. He was still pushing my legs back, still staring down at me, panting and gasping. And in that soft, clear, lazy minded afterglow I kind of studied him without meaning to, and a part of me realized that I'd just given him the most incredible excitement, probably the best, most incredible sex, the wildest thrill he'd had in a year, maybe in many years.

And done it so easily. And it had been … thrilling.

It was like a sort of epiphany.

And then he came, and I stared at his face, at the intense pleasure on it, and felt a little giddy again even as he slowed. I turned to see Josh staring, eyes still wide and excited, and my own eyes slid down to his crotch to see that he was hard again. I smiled inwardly. There were some benefits to being young, I supposed.

I felt a sense of awe and disbelief at what I'd done, amazed at myself. I was sort of drunk on the wild thrill of it all, and when the security guard guy, whose name I did not want to know, eased my legs slowly down, I groaned and pushed myself upright, sitting on the edge of the table, my pussy hot against the cool stone, and stared at him with a smile which I bet, looking back, was sort of feral in nature.

“Like what you saw, Josh?” I said throatily.

“Jesus, that was wild!” he gasped.

I felt giddy again. I slid off the table, wrapped in a sense of arrogance about my looks, about my beauty, about how hot I was, that I don't think I'd ever really felt before, and certainly, if so not in many years. There was a stone bench against the wall by the door. I pushed him back against it, pushed him down into it, then knelt before him and rapidly undid his pants and jerked them down. There was nothing timid or hesitant in my behavior with Josh. He was, to my mind, a kid, and I would do whatever I wanted to him.

Not only would he not fight, he'd be thrill by it. Because he was a guy, and I had this sexual power.

His cock sprang up, straight and thick and hungry, and I giggled helplessly, then licked at it, gripping the head, sliding my tongue from his balls up along the underside of the shaft to the head. I did only a little preliminary sucking. I wanted him inside me. I wanted to ride him like he was my bitch. Oh yeah, I felt arrogant!

I got up and climbed onto the bench, knees on either side of him, straddling his body, gripping his cock as I sank slowly down on it.

He cursed softly as he entered me, and I put my hands on his shoulders, again, aware, in a hot, glowing sense of erotic delight, that the guard was staring, watching. I sank down on Josh's cock and began to ride up and down, the heat building up quickly within me as he finally put his hands around me, kneading my buttocks and leaning in to suck and lick at my nipples and breasts.

I rode him steadily, my breathing starting to become as ragged as his. Then a hand gripped my hair and turned it to the side. I saw the guard there, his cock still out. I reached for it, slid my lips over it and started to suck, still riding Josh.

Another wild surge of heat, of dark, thrilling sexual heat swept over me, and I moaned around his cock as I rode Josh.

“Oh yeah. Suck that cock, baby!” he moaned. “Suck it for me, honey!”

I did, and he hardened in my mouth as my nipples burned within Josh's mouth. I moaned and sucked and rolled my eyes up at him, and now, the fever heat around me again, I plunged forward, taking him deep into my throat, jamming my face against his groin so that he let out a stunned, passionate gasp of delight and jammed his fingers in against the back of my head.

I held myself still for long seconds, or at least, my mouth still. My body was still riding Josh's hard cock, and he was still groping and mauling my body with his eager hands and eager lips and mouth.

The guy released my hair and I slid slowly back, pulling free, gulping in air as I squeezed his cock. And then to my surprise, he came spurting out at my face. My mouth was open, and he was no fire hose, so I leaned in more, mouth wide, and let his come spatter the back of my mouth and tongue before closing my lips around him again to suck his softening cock dry.

Then it was Josh's turn, as I rode him harder, and faster, until both of us came together in a cursing, gasping, moaning explosion of pleasure and heat and excitement and flesh.

  *

I wouldn't give them my name ,or my number. I just gave them an enigmatic smile when they asked, kissed them, and walked out. And I knew that I would be a story they'd brag to their friends about, a memory, an experience, that would last the rest of their lives. I found my way home in a dream, giggling a little now and then, embarrassed, awed, worried by turns, but never guilty, oddly enough.

I didn't feel shame at what I'd done. I felt elated. Wow! Had that been me! Boring little Hannah!?

I was sore inside, but it was a really, really good sore.

I got home to my drab little apartment, showered, and then slowly began to return to reality.

That had been a wild and thrilling hour. But my life had not changed. I still had a ton of work to do. In fact, I had planned on going in on Saturday for at least half a day. But now, somehow, I didn't want to. It wasn't that I feared meeting up with Josh or the guard. I knew neither would be in today, at least not this morning. No, it was that I felt somehow different. The thought of my dull, boring job and dull, boring life were now a lot less tolerable than they had been.

How you gonna keep em down on the farm when they've seen the big city?

Yes, I had seen something, seen a wild, wicked, exciting time that was so far removed from my bookish existence that they were entirely different lives. And I liked the other one far better.

I went shopping instead. And for the first time in a long time I was actually looking for things which would make me look sexy, make me look hot, make me feel hot. Not that I had the budget to be buying a lot of clothes, but again, that didn't seem as important now.

Dark gray slacks, dress slacks, acceptable for the office, well, for some offices. But they were tight across my butt, and not something I'd worn in a long, long time. I bought them. A white dress shirt, collared, with thin black stripes Except that it didn't quite reach the belt line of those gray slacks, and it was tight across my chest.

I looked at myself in the combination, and giggled at the thought of what eyes would pop if I walked into work like this.

But I bought them anyway, and then went into a lingerie store, and got some slinky, lacy, sexy bra and thong sets. Nothing practical about them. Nope. I even bought this goofy thing, well, it was something I'd never worn before or thought to; a bustier. It was tight, ribbed, strapless, and squeezed my breasts up and thrust them out, half naked. It was totally impractical. And I looked, to my mind anyway, incredibly hot in it.

I went home and put it on, along with one of the lacy black thongs, and posed before my mirror, preening for my ego. AT least, I was until I saw that bit of stomach squeezed out. Ick!

That set me to exercising, very determined, exhausting exercising, with crunches, and yoga, and sit-ups that left me sweating and gasping on the floor.

The next morning, my stomach muscles ached, but I grimly forced myself into more exercising. I searched the internet for the best recommended exercises to tone my abdomen, my stomach, my thighs, to strengthen my chest muscles.

Then Monday, it was back to my bookish work life.










Chapter Four













I chafed at my dull life, and only an obsession with exercise gave an outlet gave me an outlet, well, that and the sex toys I had ordered over the internet. I'd never had sex toys before. But these I made eager, delighted use of. One was a sort of curved dildo, thick and long, which had a little vibrator which branched off to the side near the base, right up over my clit. With that thing jammed inside me, and the vibrator against my clit, I literally had to gag myself, even taping my mouth once, for fear the neighbors would hear my cries of pleasure.

How had I gone this long without feeling a vibrator! What an idiot I'd been!

The other thing I'd ordered was more uncommon. Lots of women had vibrators and dildos, but few had one of these. At least, I'd never heard of one.

In essence, it was a soft leather belt which wrapped around my hips, with a side belt which went down between my legs and up between my buttocks. It was not unlike a thong in that way. The differences were that the crotch of this 'thong' sported a curved dildo and a butt-plug, both of which went up inside me. There was also a small slot, like a cutout section right over my clit so that the tight leather squeezed in against my flesh on all sides, kind of pushing it out nakedly.

It was the thought of wearing it to work which had me buy it, and so I did. It made everything I did feel like a sexual experience. I wore it under a knee length skirt, with no panties, and I felt a flush to my cheeks much of the day. In fact, by mid-day I was so aroused that I went to the ladies room, into a stall, pulled up my skirt, and masturbated, stroking my finger across my clit as I trembled and arched and tried desperately not to make any noise.

But unfortunately, my work suffered. It wasn't that I couldn't concentrate. It was more that I didn't fucking care that much about those dull, boring contracts and all that awful research through musty law books.

I was told off a couple of times, though not for anything major, and resented it. I wasn't going to be forced back into my dull life. I wasn't!

And I had not forgotten Rawlins and her offer. It had been a flickering thought, a fantasy, in my mind, since she'd made the offer, and had grown far stronger since that Friday. My new-found sense of sexuality and hunger for eroticism had made the thought far less horrible. I let myself toy with the idea, and under the right circumstances, well, it could be, uhm, kind of, well, hot.

Not to mention profitable.

The thought of not having to take orders from these anal retentive jerks any more, of not being stuck in windowless law libraries half the day, of not having to scurry around desperately trying to please superiors who largely ignored me, well, it was a powerful incentive, quite aside from the money – and the sex.

But I was a product of a pretty normal upbringing, and so a decision to actually prostitute myself, didn't come easy. In fact, my mind shied away from even using, even thinking that word.

An escort, not a prostitute.

There was absolutely nothing tempting about the thought of hanging around street corners in a tight miniskirt trying to sell myself to guys driving by. That's not to say I didn't fantasize about it and masturbate with my new toy while I did so. But it was never a consideration, not even a small one.

But an escort, dressed in designer outfits, jet-setting with the wealthy, yeah, I could get into that.

Whether I would have ever had the courage to do anything about it, well, I don't know. A month, perhaps, after my wild night I saw Rawlins name on my appointment calender, and felt as though I'd been punched in the belly. I couldn't think about anything else the rest of the morning.

I didn't know what she wanted and didn't care. I knew what I wanted. I wanted... I wanted to dip my toes in the water. Even that was an agonizing decision, if decision it was. It was really more of a thought, of a wish, a desire, a fantasy.

When the phone call came I sat for a moment to steady myself, hoping to ease my pounding heart, then picked up my briefcase and walked up the hall and out to the interview rooms. They're generally small, as I think I've said. They're perhaps eight feet square, with a glossy, expensive dark wood table and four leather chairs around it. I opened the door and gave her a polite smile, then closed it behind me.

“Ms. Rawlins,” I said, proud of being able to keep my voice steady.

“Ms. Stephens,” she said in a sort of slow, lazy drawl as she inclined her head.

“Another real estate deal?”

“Not precisely. Same one.”

I sat down across from her and she went over her problem. They'd been doing extensive renovations and discovered that, contrary to the assurances of the sellers, the building's wiring had not been updated on the top two floors. It was well out of date and out of code and would have to be replaced. She wanted me to draft a letter to the sellers demanding they cover the cost.

I took notes, trying to concentrate on her problem even while my mind waited almost desperately for some opening, some opportunity to inject something, well, more personal.

“These... renovations,” I said. “Please describe the nature of what you're doing.”

She smiled and shrugged. “Standard renovations on the top floor consistent with conversion into a loft apartment.”

I nodded, writing that down.

“The floor below that...” She shrugged. “involves constructing a number of fantasy sets for our club members.”

I blinked and raised my eyes. “Fantasy sets?”

“Yes,” she said dryly.

“And uhm, the use of electricity in these... sets?”

“For the most part, normal use, lighting, for example, stereos, etc. Several sets demand a higher electricity use due to electrical devices in them, but not beyond what standard wiring can cope with.”

“What kind of electrical devices?”

“Is that relevant?”

“They might ask.”

“Well, there are winches, for example, and hydraulic machines, electrical beds and frames which move by electricity.”

“What uh, kind of hydraulic machines?” I asked uncertainly.

She grinned mischievously. “Have you ever heard of a fucking machine?”

“I've heard people yell something like that but I don't think it's what you're implying,” I said.

“No. There are a number of powered … dildos, if you will, which some of our members enjoy using.”

“Uh...”

My face flushed despite myself. I was thinking that my 'fucking machine' didn't require any wiring and trying to imagine ones which did. Hydraulic cocks? Did that mean they moved in and out on their own?!

“I could show you a video if you have internet access,” she said.

“I don't think they would like that much around here,” I said, nervously.

“No. Probably not. Tight asses that they are. Hard to believe any of these people have ever had sex. She flicked her eyes up and down at me and I flushed.

“I'll uh, need to know what kind of current these... machines use,” I said.

“You could come and try one out,” she offered with a smirk.

“No thank you,” I said with commendable restraint.

She shrugged and smiled, clearly not having expected an acceptance.

“So uh, I don't understand. Is this uhm, female... members? You have a club?”

“A legal fiction. And yes, we have female members, though men use it too. The fantasy sets are used by couples, sometimes, or at other times the members have a uhm, sexual surrogate to aid them in sorting through their psychological sexual dysfunctions.”

“Speaking of legal fictions,” I murmured.

Her grin broadened.

“I suppose these surrogates are very well-paid,” I said.

“Oh very.”

“And do they ever make house calls?”

“They're very dedicated,” she said with a straight face.

“And brave. That can be a dangerous job,” I said.

“Not especially. Our membership is quite restricted, and come from the upper echelons of society.”

“Even the upper echelons of society can have diseases.”

“True. Which is why they are required to furnish medical certificates before joining, as are all the surrogates and uhm, private contractors who become involved with my agency. You're very curious all of a sudden.”

“Am I?”

“Last time you didn't want to know a thing. Now it sounds like you're wondering what it would be like to work for me.”

I blushed “Certainly not!” I said.

“Enjoying your life, are you?”

“Yes!”

She shrugged.

“Well, maybe not totally.”

She grinned.

“Looking to perhaps branch out?”

“No! I mean...”

I looked around as if there could be eavesdroppers.

“I mean, well, I guess that I was just curious about... what it would be like, you know, being paid to... uhm, go to hotel rooms and, I don't know, expensive penthouses and – .”

“Very rewarding,” she said.

“How rewarding?” I asked as casually as possible.

“Depends on the services rendered. Standard, cliched visit? Probably two thousand, minus ten percent to me. Takes about sixty to ninety minutes. Extra services cost the clients extra, but they know that. And extra services are common.”

“Like uhm, what?” I asked, unconsciously twisting a strand of hair around my finger.

“Oh I'm sure you can imagine.”

Two thousand was about my net pay for two weeks of work. The idea that I could make that from ninety minutes of hot sex was just... I don t know, incredible. It made me both indignant and excited – in a greedy sort of way.

“Of course, more experienced surrogates and contractors charge more, sometimes twice as much.”

That was just ridiculous!

“Think you have what it takes?” she asked slyly.

I sniffed. “It's not difficult.”

“On the contrary, Hannah dear. Sex is not difficult. Any cow can do it. And does. We're not talking about having sex with some drunken sailor in an alley. We're speaking of high class people who expect something special for what they pay.”

“Didn't you say I was beautiful?” I said a bit mockingly.

“That's just the base, dear. They expect that as a matter of course. They also expect grace and intelligence and sophistication in appearance, in behavior, and in … skills.”

“No one has ever complained,” I said, blushing.

“Men never complain about sex when it's free. When they're paying two thousand dollars for it they expect it to be very good sex indeed.”

I didn't have much doubt I could fulfill that need. Maybe she saw that in my eyes, for she smiled again.

“Would you like to try it out?” she asked.

“T-try it out?”

She nodded. “No commitments. You can have one .. consultation, with one of our members. The pay will be two thousand dollars. Doing anything special this weekend?”

I stared at her, suddenly breathless. No way could I accept that. But it was what I really, really wanted! My mouth opened and closed as uncertainty and anxiety filled me. I couldn't do this!

Then I thought about that wild night, and thought of all the boring paperwork on my desk.

“Uhm, maybe,” I said, my voice squeaking.

She sat back in the chair, almost slumped back and looked me up and down.

“I could let you see some training videos we provide for new... contractors. You have internet at home?”

I nodded mutely.

“I can send you a link and password. So you can see what we expect. No commitment. Just have a look.”

I shrugged casually, face flushed.

“Stand up.”

“Pardon.”

“Stand up,” she said.

I stood up uncertainly.

“Take off your clothes.”

I gaped at her.

“Well, there's no way I'm going to accept what I see of you without ensuring you have the requisite looks to satisfy our membership,” she said. “And I doubt you'd want to show me pictures of yourself.”

“But... but I'm...”

I looked around wildly.

“That door locks?”

“Well... well yes but...”

“Lock it.”

“I can't – .”

“Yes, you can. If you're some shy little girl then you're no use to me and my agency. Our girls tend to be bold and outgoing.”

She made an imperious gesture, flipping her fingers at me and my heart pounded as I agonized over the absurdity of agreeing to take my clothes off at work. I couldn't! Yet I had to if I was going to... going to explore this possible... alternative.

I took a deep breath and, fingers shaking a bit, locked the door. She nodded and I pursed my lips, then removed my jacket. I felt my chest getting tighter, and fought to keep my breathing under control as my fingers undid the buttons down the front of my blouse and pulled it open. I blushed as she saw the bustier, and the cleavage, and her smile broadened.

“Did you know I'd be here today?”

I shook my head numbly.

“Interesting.”

Shaking a bit, I undid my skirt and let it drop to my ankles, then bent, blushing furiously as I slipped it off and put it on the table. I licked my lips and she circled her finger, indicating I should turn in place. I did, still blushing hotly, and terribly aware of people walking past beyond the door, of the soft background babble of conversations nearby.

“Nice ass,” she said. “Take off the top.”

Blushing even more, I unhooked it and pulled it off, releasing my breasts. I stood straight, horribly embarrassed but also oddly thrilled as she examined me.

“Panties too.”

“Is that really necessary?”

She nodded. “If you're too shy to get naked in front of me, dear, I'm fairly confident this line of work isn't for you.”

Uncomfortable, and self conscious, I slipped my thong down and stepped out of it. She looked me up and down, had me twirl again, and then nodded.

“You have a lovely body to go with the face,” she said. “Our membership will not be displeased. If you really want to go through with this, though, on a continuing basis, I'd suggest laser hair removal for your legs and bikini line. It results in skin which is smoother than shaved, and is considerably easier than shaving every day, or twice a day in some cases.”

I slipped into my thong again, quickly dressing as she looked on.

“You're a very lovely young woman, but as I said, attitude, behavior and skill are extremely important. You have to know how to act like a lady and like a whore, and know when to do both.”

I nodded mutely.

“I'm sure you can act like a lady,” she said. “I need to know you can act like a whore.”

“I doubt that will be a problem,” I said.

“We shall see, my dear.”

  *

The 'training films' were pornographic. I don't mean to say they were pornography. They clearly weren't. They were like nothing I'd ever seen. Each of them had an Asian woman about my age, a young blonde, and a guy. The Asian woman would then instruct the young blonde in how she did things.

The one on oral sex was particularly enlightening. The Asian woman performed it on her knees, and ten minutes in she still hadn't gotten to his cock. Her tongue and lips moved slowly, teasingly, along his inner thighs and lower abdomen. She did suck and massage his balls, and her fingers did tease and stroke his cock. But it was clear that this was one of those things where the journey was meant to be as much fun as the destination.

When she did get to his cock she did an excellent job of it, deep throating, rolling her eyes up at him, working slowly, then speeding up. She paused several times, coming off his cock, then rubbing it back and forth erotically against her face as her eyes slitted in feigned (or real) pleasure. It was quite the service, and it was certainly nothing like most of the five minute blow-jobs I had performed in my distant past.

I remembered hearing an expression – even when they're bad they're good – as applied to blow jobs, but I guess for two thousand bucks you require better than that.

There were a number of sex scenes, with the Asian showing the blonde how to move her body, how to keep passion on her face, how to act, in other words. Many men seemed to enjoy the act more when they thought the woman did too.

It was strange watching, for it was quite clinical. For example, the blonde straddled the man, slowly riding up and down, and the Asian woman leaned over, reminding her to squeeze down with her vaginal muscles as the man pulled back, then relax as he pushed forward.

It wasn't all sex. There were demonstrations of how one should walk, talk, laugh (softly, not in a vulgar fashion), and behave in various situations, including when the guy couldn't get it up, or came too quickly. That was basically tact, or diplomacy, I guess.

The massage video was particularly interesting. The Asian woman straddled the man who lay on a massage table, and, while naked, gave him a massage which started with her fingers, and ended up with her oiled body sliding back and forth against him, and atop him, her full breasts pillowed out against his back, sliding up and down.

When he rolled over she continued to massage him – with her body, with her breasts, working them over his hard cock, over his balls, then against his chest as she mounted him. It was slow, deliberate, erotic and exciting to watch, and I felt myself becoming aroused for the first time.

There was another video on listening. Much of the time, the Asian woman explained, would be taken with talk. It was not unlike being a Japanese geisha, where the powerful man just wanted to relax with a drink while a pretty girl fawned over him, letting him complain, flirting, looking pretty, helping him relax and de-stress after a hard day of work. Looked at in that light it seemed far more than just being a hooker.

The Asian woman recommended taking a class in massage, in fashion and makeup, and in bar-tending. She recommended learning about art, about music – as in orchestra music, opera and ballet, and in the other fine things that the wealthy set learned as a matter of course.

And I couldn't help noticing both women were completely bare below the waist, as in no trace of hair, nor stubble.

I had long shaved my own sex, for the most part because I felt it both looked and felt better that way. It felt cleaner. But it was kind of a pain, and the thought of having to keep it completely free, because a guy, a different guy, was going to see it and touch it every day, well, that was kind of daunting. But then, so was the thought of sitting in some sort of chair with stirrups while some woman worked on my bare pussy.

There was also a video on how to make love to a woman. I wasn't even going to look, for I intended to only try, just try, things with men, but out of curiosity, I gave a look, and watched the Asian woman perform oral sex on another woman, trading places with the blonde girl to demonstrate how it was done. There were no huge surprises, although I admittedly had not been the recipient of such expert oral attention, from either men or, of course, women.

I felt it strange I could look at such things in the same clinical fashion they were being presented, just as thought they were, well, training videos. And I suppose, they were.

But I had not resigned myself to actually trying this. I mean, my thinking was still wildly back and forth, with my pulse racing sometimes as I thought about really doing it. I was alternately wracked by anxiety, and peaceful with my decision not to do it. But of course, I changed my mind repeatedly.

And my experience at work, dull, drab, boring, kept reinforcing in me the desire to try something else, some way out of this drudgery, this non-existence. I had this fanciful image of myself as a sleek, stylishly dressed, sophisticated escort, pulling in tons of money, having men throwing themselves at my feet, admired by everyone – well, everyone who didn't know I was a hooker anyway.

I exercised even harder, because if I was going to be seen naked by strangers, well, in the light, I wanted to be perfect. I was nervous and anxious and filled with self-doubts about this idiotic course of action I had embarked upon. Was I crazy!? I was a lawyer working with a very important firm, and bound to be making tons of money within the next... well, eight to ten years or so. Who in their right mind gave that up to be a hooker?!

Of course, the fact that I was coming to loath working as a lawyer might have something to do with it, I suppose. The thought of doing it for the next twenty years didn't exactly fill me with enthusiasm. And if this other thing worked out I'd be making more here than I would as a lawyer, unless, of course, I was made partner, and that was twenty years down the road. I didn't kid myself. I wasn't a super good legal whiz who had the charisma and personality to pull in clients by the bus load. I was a fairly good lawyer, but not good at pressing the flesh and recruiting people.

Ironically.

I'd be pressing a good deal of flesh if I wound up doing escort work.










Chapter Five













When the notice came – popping up on the web site as I looked through more 'instructional guides' on sexual psychology and advise on acting and personas, I gaped at it in something like disbelief. It was a link, which said “Your first date”. When I clicked on it a picture of a man popped up, along with an address and a time. There was also a bio of him. His name was Donald Roberts. He was fifty two. He was described as working in banking. He had a wife and two children in college. His wife worked in government.

There was an information box. Inside it was written that the 'consultant' should wear business type clothing with black lace lingerie beneath. “Take your clothes off, except for the underwear, then sit on his lap while he chats to you,” the box said. “Eventually he'll want oral sex, then usually a porno mix. Pretty straightforward.”

I decided a 'porno mix' was the way sex went in porn films, where the actors kept changing positions every couple of minutes.

I could do this, I told myself. He wasn't bad looking. And he had to be pretty well off, which meant reasonably clean, intelligent, and educated, to be paying this kind of money.

I pled an appointment Friday and went home early, then, filled with tension, showered, did my hair, partly pulled back in a half up, half down style, and put on black lace bra and thong. I put on the tight gray pants and pinstriped white blouse which was too tight, then added a short blazer and, heart pounding, took the bus to the hotel listed as the address.

Why did I take the bus? Because, weird as it might seem, I didn't want to take a cab to a hotel for fear the cab driver would wonder what I was doing there. Yes, I know that's goofy, but I was feeling very self-conscious and full of anxiety. I kept arguing to myself even as I walked into the hotel, where I became even more self-conscious. I felt as if I had a big red letter “A” on my forehead, or maybe “E'.

I was nervous, and didn't look around once I spotted the elevators. I headed straight for them, eyes fixed ahead of me. I pushed the button for the fifteenth floor, tension mounting with every second. Then I was in the corridor walking towards the door. Then I was there. Then I was walking past it and further up the hall, still arguing with myself.

This was stupid. I hadn't come this far to turn around and run away!

I walked back and knocked on the door.

Timidly.

I cursed myself, and was about to knock more loudly when the door opened, and I recognized Robert – Rob, not Bob, according to the bio, who seemed a whole lot larger, broader shouldered and … I don't know, 'looming over me', than the picture had suggested.

“Ms. Stephenson?” he asked with a smile.

Stephenson? Well, close enough.

“Uhm, yes,” I managed to get out.

“Come on in.”

Oh God!

I walked in, heart thumping, and he closed the door behind me.

It was a suite, thank God, which meant instead of facing the bed, I was facing a kind of living room set-up by a fireplace.

He smiled and gestured me towards the sofa.

“I'm told this is your first experience and I should be tolerant,” he said.

“Uhm,” well,” I said as I sat down.

He sat down next to me and I half turned towards him, pulse racing.

He didn't seem dangerous, at least.

“Would you like a drink?”

I nodded numbly, and he got up.

“What would you like?”

“I uhm, well, vodka would be good.”

I hated vodka, but it was guaranteed to give me a buzz quickly, and it didn't have a lot of after taste.

I looked around as he went over to a small bar. This was not exactly a cheap room, and we weren't in a cheap hotel, either. The wall to wall carpeting was plush, and richly colored, the furniture was expensive – not the kind I was used to seeing in hotels, and the setup was more like an apartment than a hotel. He turned the lights low, which made my heart skip a beat, then returned with my glass.

I remembered that I was the one who was supposed to be pouring drinks, but it was too late now.

May I call you Krystal?” he asked.

“Oh, sure,” I said, taking a long drink.

“You're probably wondering why I use the agency's consulting services,” he said with an ironic grin. “The thing is, I have very little time for... entertainment. I'm in a very busy, demanding job and have a very busy, demanding wife who found Jesus Christ five years ago.”

“He was lost?” I ventured.

He smiled. “Apparently, it was my wife who was lost. Now she's found. And among the changes she's made is that sex, according to the church, is for procreation only. Since we don't want any more children there's no point in further sex.”

“How old is your wife?” I asked.

“Forty six. She's still an attractive woman, but when she goes to bed at night she spends thirty minutes on her knees praying, and not... doing other things.”

I snorted and gulped from the vodka again, finishing it.

“Would you like another.”

“Oh I'll get it!”

I got up and hurried over to the bar. He picked up a remote control and a big, flat screen TV slid out of a cabinet. I wondered if it was bad news when the client wanted to watch TV with you there.

I hurried back.

“So do you like your work?” I asked.

“I love it. It's my life” he said.

How sad, I thought. Married with two kids, and work is his life. Maybe that was partly why the wife had found Jesus.

“But it's stressful, it's go, go, go all the time. It takes a lot out of you.”

I took another drink.

“I know what you mean,” I sighed. “I'm in the same sort of job.”

“You mean... this?”

I shook my head. No, my regular job.”

“And what is that?”

I hesitated. The web site had been firm in that you should tell the clients nothing they could use to identify you. There were a lot of law firms in New York, but the bar had pictures of lawyers so...

“Doesn't matter,” he said. “I can understand why a lovely young woman like you would be looking for a way out, or at least some excitement in her life.”

“That's about the gist of it,” I said.

His eyes were looking me up and down.

“You can take off the jacket and relax,” he suggested.

I smiled and shrugged it off and his eyes went immediately to my chest.

“That's a lovely … blouse,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said.

Then, maybe because the alcohol was loosening me up a bit, I kind of straightened, maybe even pushed my chest out a bit. “I just bought it. You don't think it's too tight, do you?”

“Too tight? I don't think it's possible for a woman's blouse to be too tight,” he said with a grin.

I took a deep breath, then stood up, facing him.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “I mean, it's kind of shortish too. I'm not sued to that.”

I let my fingers slide along the inch or so of bare belly showing, flipping up the bottom of the shirt a little.

“I think it's just perfect,” he said. “And showing a bit of belly is fine these days – most places.”

“Not where I work,” I said. “You have to dress pretty blandly there. Nothing tight, nothing sexy, nothing revealing. Not that this is revealing, really, except for a little bit of stomach.”

I eased the bottom of the shirt up higher, showing more of my creamy belly.

“You have a very nice looking stomach, from what I can see of it,” he said, his voice changing tone, becoming more – I don't know how to describe it exactly – more growly, more attentive, more assertive, more confident.

“I do work out,” I said, raising the shirt up higher, sliding it up, not without effort because of how tight it was, to just below my breasts.

“I like a smooth, flat stomach on a woman,” he said, watching mine.

“Would you like to see more of it?” I asked in a teasing voice.

“Of course.”

I grinned, thought I was still incredibly tense, and slowly unbuttoned my shirt from the bottom up. I kept the button between my breasts in place and lifted the shirt up and apart to display my stomach and lower chest.

“Very nice,” he said.

“Thank you,” I replied.

The other button was pretty stiff, you know, when the button hole isn't quite large enough to get the button out easily, and that gave me an idea as I pretended to fool with it more than I had to, then leaned forward.

“Can you get this? It's a new shirt and it's uhm, kind of tight,” I said, trying to keep my voice somewhere between casual and sexy.

He reached forward and popped the button, then pushed my shirt back over my shoulders.

My nervousness began to fade as a rush of heat and excitement swept through me. I watched him looking at my breasts and the lacy black bra, and let the shirt drop to the floor as my skin began to feel a kind of raw, crackling excitement.

God! I was doing it! I was like, being an escort! Like a hooker! Oh my God!

“I'm working on my abdominals,” I said in a quieter, softer, slightly tense voice, undoing the clasp at the front of the gray slacks. I eased the zipper down, opening the front of the slacks, while leaving them on, and showed him my sooth, soft abdomen.

And of course, my lacy black panties with the thin string angling up across my hips

“Very nice,” he breathed.

His hands slid forward and eased my trousers down. I held onto them for a moment, almost instinctively, before I remembered what I was supposed to be there for and let them drop. He inhaled sharply, kind of a sigh, as my pants slid down past my knees. I had another idea, a delicious coquettish idea, and I kind of pried off one of my shoes, then pretended to have trouble with the other, 'tripped' and fell across his lap.

“Oh gosh, I'm sorry!” I said.

“I'm not,” he said with a grin.

“I hope I didn't hurt you or anything,” I said, my voice now all over flirty as I adjusted my position, sitting across his lap.

“Not at all,” he said, sliding my pants all the way off.

“I really have never done anything like this,” I confessed.

And I hadn't. Sitting half naked across a stranger's lap was leaving me slightly breathless, my chest tight, my nipples hard, breasts swollen, and entire body charged with a growing sexual electricity.

“Well, you seem to be a natural from where I sit,” he said with a grin.

“It's not like working in my cubicle,” I said as his hand began to stroke my stomach.

“You do work out,” he said admiringly.

“I try,” I said. “I walk a lot, getting to the subway and stuff. I haven't got a lot of patience for waiting for the bus.”

He seemed to find the idea of me riding a bus fascinating. I wondered if he'd ever ridden in one. It reminded me of the different world between the rich and the rest of us.

His hand slid through my hair, and since it was sort of half done up it his fingers caught in it and pulled my hair back. He stopped right away.

“Sorry,” he said.

“It's okay,” I said. “I... sometimes... I like having my hair pulled... I don't … know why really. Sometimes it just … does something to me.”

“Oh?”

He pulled my hair back more, and I gasped and arched back. I was aware that meant my chest was pushed up attractively, and so I kind of exaggerated the arch as my stomach – his other hand still stroking it – fluttered with heat.

I felt his lips on my bare shoulder, just above the strap, then he slid the strap over my shoulder, then did the same to the other. He didn't move the bra down, though. And he eased up on my hair, lifting my head back up.

“You have a beautiful body,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said, trying for shy.

“So you work in a cubicle?”

“Yes. It's a horrible brown fabric thing with an ugly little computer desk on one side, and a filing cabinet behind me.”

“And you work on your computer all day?”

“Mostly,” I said. “Sometimes I meet with clients.”

“And do you dress sexy for them?”

His hand was skimming lower across my belly, his fingers slipping into the front of my thong, stroking slowly, probing lower as he leaned in to kiss and then lightly lick at my bare shoulder again.

“God no! You're not allowed to dress the least bit sexy where I work!”

“What an awful shame,” he said.

I gasped as his hand came up and cupped my breast through the bra, squeezing lightly, then again, before easing back.

“Would you mind taking off your bra?” he asked politely.

I wondered what would happen if I said yes!

Then, my mind still working almost instinctively on this flirty kind of attitude, I said. “It's kind of hard for me, since the clasp is behind,” I said bashfully, “Could you do it?”

I turned away from him, kind of rolling over on his lap to present my back, and also my bare bottom to him. I felt his fingers undoing the bra, and I eased it up and over my arms, tossing it aside as his hand stroked up and down along my spine. I felt it slipping down onto my buttocks then, and made sure they were pushed up somewhat. He had one hand on my back and the other on my butt as I wriggled a bit, feeling his erection against my lower belly.

“You have incredibly soft skin,” he sighed.

“I like the way you touch me,” I said, almost unprompted.

I mean, I knew he would like it, but it was true, too. I'd never had a man just run his hands gently over me like this, stroking and caressing me, not for this long, and it felt nice, and strangely erotic given he wasn't touching anywhere I was used to being touched, well, except my butt now.

His hand was moving all over my back, then up under my hair to the back of my neck and through my hair. He abandoned my butt, and both fingers worked at my hair, pulling free the little clips holding it partly up. He rolled me over and I flushed a bit to bare my breasts to him, but then his hands were on me again, and he pulled back on my hair so that my back arched back once more.

“Lovely,” he sighed, caressing my breasts, rubbing and lightly plucking at my stiff nipples.

I felt his lips on my breasts then, kissing them lightly, then sliding around my nipples and the surrounding flesh to kiss and then suck and tongue them. I groaned softly as his teeth dug a little into my flesh, as my breasts throbbed with heat and his tongue swirled and swept across and around my rigid nipples.

My breathing was becoming more ragged, and I had a flickering thought that I was the one who was supposed to be working on him, not the other way around. I slid a hand up blindly, since I couldn't see him, my head being pulled back, and slid my fingers gently through his hair as he sucked on my breasts. He nibbled lightly on my flesh, then slid his hand into the front of my thong, and found my narrow slit. I could feel the heat and moisture there as his fingers traced its length, and hot little pulses of energy and pleasure surged through me as his fingers passed over my clit.

It felt intense! It felt incredible! A wild rush went through me as his fingers rubbed smoothly and slickly against me inside my thong, as his mouth sucked harder on my breasts and nipples. My breathing was becoming harsher, and I was having to remind myself that I shouldn't be trying to hide any of my response, that in fact, most girls from what I'd read, had to fake a response to please the men.

I wasn't faking!

I was writhing across his lap, gulping in air, and when he released my hair and jerked me upright, I stared at him a moment before his lips came down against mine. I slid a hand up behind his head again, reaching for him with the other as our lips met and his tongue slid slowly in through my lips. I met it with mine and we kissed as his fingers continued to rub against my clit.

My hips started to roll, my buttocks grinding against him, and he cursed softly, then pulled my panties off entirely. He slid two fingers in through my taut pussy lips, all the way to the knuckles, then rubbed at my clit with his thumb as he gripped my hair. He jerked my head back roughly, bowing my back, but his lips stayed with me as his kiss became harsher, more passionate.

I twisted away, gasping. “Fuck me!” I moaned.

He lifted me up and carried me across the room, then into the bedroom, lowering me onto the bed and climbing atop me as I raised my knees and spread them wide. I sat up, grabbing at his belt, undoing it hastily, and he jerked his pants and shorts down. His cock popped out and I fell back, gasping, spreading my knees wider, drawing them back.

I know I was doing it for money, but I wasn't doing it for money right now!

I stared fixedly at his cock as he rubbed it up and down my throbbing, overheated opening, then groaned and rolled my hips up as he finally pushed himself into me. He thrust deep with little effort. I was that wet and warm, and I tried to wrap my legs around him and pull him in tighter as his body slid down atop me.

I loved the feel of his cock inside me! I loved the feel of his body on top of me! I kissed him passionately, eagerly, my hands around him, his cock thrusting into me slowly as the heat and tension built up within me. I groaned, trying to urge him on with my legs, pulling against him, but he kept to a steady pace that was driving me crazy!

And then he pulled out, pulled back, panting himself.

“R-Roll over,” he gasped.

I didn't want to roll over! I wanted him to fuck me! But I did, groaning, and then gasping as he yanked up on my hips. I shuddered as his cock rubbed along my sex again, pushing myself up onto my elbows as he entered me and started thrusting again, harder this time, deeper. I grunted with the impact of his hips against my buttocks, gasped each time his cock plunged deep into my belly, moaned as his hands reached under to roughly squeeze my breasts.

Then his hands were at my hair, gathering it into a loose mass behind me, pulling it up and back, raising me onto my hands, my head pulled back as he jerked on my hair and thrust into me hard and fast.

I'm such a fucking slut! – I thought wildly, excitedly.

He slapped my bottom as he thrust, then again, then leaned in over me, abandoning my hair, arms wrapping around me as he thrust still harder, hard enough to hurt – and drove me into a powerful climax that sent wild spinning fire-bursts of pleasure swirling through my body and mind. I cried out, gurgling helplessly, rutting back against him as he bit into my throat and rode me through the climax and out the other side.

Once was not enough, though. I was still aroused as he half collapsed atop me. WE rolled onto our backs, panting, chests rising and falling, and I half rolled against him, pressing my breasts against his chest, unbuttoning his shirt, sliding my fingers in and across his chest, rubbing my cheek against him, enjoying the masculine heat and strength as I held him for long seconds.

But hey, I was working, I told myself. I let my hand slide down over his belly and abdomen, then kind of massaged his cock lightly. It was soft, of course, but I was willing to bet I could do something about that.

We exchanged soft, more gentle kisses, then I turned my attention to his chest, licking and sucking on his nipples, then working my way down his body. I remembered what I'd seen of the videos, and positioned myself between his legs so I could roll my eyes up at his while I licked and sucked at his balls and massage his cock. I kept my mouth away from the latter, kissing and licking along his inner thighs, sucking in his balls and massaging them within my mouth, rubbing my face over his groin.

I finally squeezed his cock, licking at the underside again and again, like a little girl with a Popsicle, looking up at him from under my lashes. His cock began to pulse and throb, and then began to harden as I licked at it. I slid it into my mouth, sucking, pulling it all in and working it over with my tongue as I sucked rhythmically ,and it hardened further.

When it hardened enough I took it into my throat, and he groaned in appreciation. I kind of wanted to fuck him again, but he was clearly enjoying the oral sex so much I felt I really shouldn't stop, so continued working on him, pulling my mouth free to suck on his balls now and then, rubbing his cock over my face, licking at it teasingly, then taking it into my mouth and down my throat repeatedly.

He came in my throat, which didn't leave a lot of options for satisfying my still-hungry pussy, but I was starting to understand that sensing what the client – the 'date' – wanted was the key to this thing, and I was sensing that two orgasms was enough for him, that he was content. And so that made me content, after a fashion, because it meant I'd done it. I'd been successful He was pleased, and let's face it, it hadn't exactly been a horrible experience for me either!

We lay together comfortably for a bit, then he sighed and checked his watch. I stayed naked while he dressed, though I helped him dress. I even tied his shoes for him, which surprised him. It surprised me, too. But oddly, it felt kind of exciting, kneeling naked, tying his shoes as he sat on the sofa, and when he stood up I just looked up at him from under my lashes again.

He reached down, pulled me to my feet, and kissed me again, his hand sliding down to cup my breast.

“The room is paid for until noon,” he said, giving me a kiss. “That was a delightful introduction for me.”

“Me too,” I said with a shy smile.

And he was gone. I sighed and then giggled. Wow! I'd done it! I'd fucking well done it! Oh man!

I looked around the hotel suite. It was a lot bigger than my apartment. Why not stay a while?










Chapter Six













Veronica Rawlins was just as impressive this time around. And just as businesslike. She explained how the 'financing' worked. She had several dozen dummy corporate entities under a variety of names and services. She would issue an invoice, if the client wished, for anything from business consultation, to tailoring services. The money went into the bank account of another dummy company, and then went overseas to a bank in the Cayman Islands.

Each of her 'consultants' had a separate bank account into which money was transferred, and she gave me the number of mine, along with a bank debit card. Mine now had three thousand dollars in it, because Rob had tipped me a thousand bucks.

Imagine a thousand dollar tip!

“He liked you,” she said with a smile. “I set you up with him deliberately because he's quite discerning, and he doesn't mind trying out new recruits. In fact, he seems to relish the thought. He said you were a natural. And if you were faking it was an awfully good job.”

I blushed a bit, but didn't say anything. She grinned. “Don't worry, Hannah, those who enjoy their work are almost always the best at it.”

She sat down behind her desk. “Mind you, good doesn't mean you can't get better. I told you at one point of all the things I learned to become good at this job, and precious few were directly about sex. You need to take some courses. One of the reasons I sent you to Rob for your first date was he's very undemanding in a way. He doesn't take his girls anywhere, for example, and he doesn't require any kind of role playing or kinky stuff.

“Kinky stuff?” I asked doubtfully.

“Bondage, age-play, public sex...”

“Public sex?! Forget that. What's age play?”

“It could be a guy who wants to pretend he's a little boy and have you spank him.”

I made a face.”

“Or he's your daddy, and you're his little girl.”

“Yuck!”

“Better someone do that sort of fantasy with you than their own daughter,” she said. “Assuming they actually have a daughter. Usually they don't. Role playing is very popular. Think schoolgirl with teacher, or schoolboy with teacher. Think nurse and patient, or secretary with her boss. These guys have fantasies they aren't ever likely to live out in reality. So they pay us to live them out in pretend. Rob says you're a pretty good actress, but you should consider acting lessons. At least a few introductory ones. I'd also get your body hair removed, and practice your stripping.”

“Stripping?”

“Dancing, stripping. Practice removing your clothes in an erotic, sensual way. There are videos on the site. You played up well with Rob, getting him to unbutton your shirt as you did. Flirty works sometimes. But sometimes they want bold and erotic. Watch strippers, and for that matter, get yourself a stripper pole. Take pole dancing lessons. Not only is it great exercise but you can dance for a client. They like that a lot. Have you ever had a lap dance done for you?”

“What? No!”

“Learn how. Men love them. Go to a strip club and buy a few.”

“No way!”

She snorted. “There are no manuals for some of this, Hannah. To learn, you need to learn from someone who does it well. Katrina can show you. It'll cost you, though. She doesn't work free or cheap.”

“Who is Katrina?”

“The Asian girl in the videos. She's very sensual, and one of my best consultants. Trust me, lap dancing is extremely popular among the clientele. Remember, actual sex only takes a few minutes, usually, especially given the number of our clients who are middle aged or older. You want to stretch things out into an erotic experience, so you need to find other things, like massage, like dancing, like erotic conversation to intrigue and please them.”

“I don't have much time!” I complained. “I work – .”

“You're still planning on working?”|

“Well, yeah. I mean, at least, for a while,” I said uncertainly.

She shrugged. “Just remember. You can spend all week working there and won't make as much money as you made yesterday evening in ninety minutes.”

I bit my lower lip, for I'd been thinking the same thing myself.

“You can also rent a male model to practice on,” she said.

“Wait, what?”

She laughed. “You need to practice your massage, practice your lap dancing. You don't want to practice on clients paying you big money, do you? That's not where you want to be making mistakes and learning. We have some men associated with the agency in various capacities who are willing, for a fee, to let you practice on them.”

“How generous of them,” I said dryly.

She laughed. “Yes, isn't it? They too have found there are more enjoyable ways of making money than working in an office. However, because they've got experience on the receiving end of lap dances, massages, oral sex and the like, they can evaluate where you're lacking, what you need to improve.”

She took me downstairs to some of the rooms where the 'consultants' worked with clients. They were really just a series of ten by ten rooms which had been set up like Hollywood stages. That is, one room looked like a schoolroom, complete with school desks, blackboard, teachers desk, etc. Another looked like a medical examination room, complete with table – and stirrups. There was an office, which I thought was actually an office, but was another 'stage' for role playing. There was what looked like an airline cabin with airline seats and curved walls, and there was a room which looked like a mountaintop, with curved, painted walls and roof made to look like the sky. A hidden speaker made it sound like wind was blowing around, and there was a picnic set up. The view was great,to be honest.

There were more, including a beach, a limousine, and a street-scape with an alley! The walls were all done up like a set to look realistic, even to fake suns in the sky. The street-scape, twice as large as most of the other sets, even had the ability to have pouring rain fall on you while you were in it!

“This must have cost a lot!” I gasped.

“Very little compared to what we take in.”

  *

Katrina, who called herself Kat, was all business, just like Veronica and I wondered if I would get that matter-of-fact about this sort of thing if I did it for a few years. She was as sleek as she looked in the videos, and as comfortable in her own skin. She worked out for an hour every day, she said, and it showed.

There was, not surprisingly, a strip club set, and she got on stage first, showing me her moves as she slowly disrobed to soft music.

“Do everything slowly,” she said, in clipped, lightly accented English. “There are exceptions, if your client is nouveau riche, but most of them want things slow and seductive, not quick and slutty. The destination is not the important part of stripping. It is the journey which they like.”

She was wearing only a thong as she spoke, gripping the pole, rolling her hips in tine to the music.

“Don't forget to move your head, as you move your body,” she said.

She had been moving hers the whole time, rolling her head, pulling it back, dropping it forward.

“And you have to learn when to make eye contact. Making eye contact is usually bold. They might not want bold. Some of them want shy.”

She gave me a pouty, shy look.

“Some of them don't even want you looking at them. They’re either embarrassed first timers, or really arrogant. Usually the former, but watch out for the latter. They can be bastards.”

She had me come up on stage and dance with her, showed me how to position myself against the pole, how to pose my body, how to turn and disrobe, how to tease and taunt. I couldn't do half the stuff she did, and even what I did do was tiring!

“You need more exercise,” she said, slapping my bare bottom. “You want a tight, tight ass, and no flab whatever on your hips.

“I exercise!” I protested.

“You exercise well for an office girl,” she said. “You're not an office girl here. Your body is now your primary selling point. Think of the exercise athletes put in. Get a personal trainer. They're well worth the money.”

Becoming an escort was supposed to make me a lot of money. It was starting to seem as though it was going to cost me a lot too!

She had me sit down in the stage-side chair, then, and gave me a lap dance. That was kind of embarrassing and unnerving. I wasn't used to that much close female company, especially when she got naked. Sliding her nipples across my face, though, gave me some odd thoughts. She moved, she writhed, she twisted so … erotically, that I swear she would have turned on a gay guy. I wasn't gay, but she was turning me on regardless.

She had an incredible body, very sleek, subtly muscled, lithe, seemingly without an once of unnecessary fat. And a part of me wanted to slide my hands over that body, to see if her skin was as soft and warm as it looked. I'd never really had thoughts of sex with women before, but Katrina was such an incredibly sexual woman I was both aroused and envious.

I was limping at work the next day, and I sure didn't tell anyone it was because of all the time I had spent straddling Katrina, giving her a lap dance while she critiqued my movements and made me change them again and again. The muscles in my thighs and calves were killing me by the time she pronounced herself somewhat satisfied with my performance.

And that too was weirdly arousing. As I said, women were not my thing, but straddling this woman naked, grinding myself against him, rolling my hips and arching my back, rubbing my nipples and breasts across her face, well, believe me, I was thoroughly aroused by the end of our 'lesson'.

And to be brutally honest, if she'd tried anything, I don't think I would have resisted. I almost wished she would.

The next Friday I had another 'date'. This too was in a very nice hotel. And it was another older man. It went remarkably similar to the date with Rob, though this man was more into just doing it and being gone. I was with him only about half an hour before he dressed and left. I felt oddly insulted, like it was nothing more than a quick fuck to him. Which was really dumb since all it was to me was a financial transaction, a job. And since I'd made eighteen hundred dollars for half an hour of work!

The following day I went to Veronica's ,where one of her “Male models” was for rent for two hundred and fifty dollars That kind of miffed me, that I had to pay some guy that much to give him a massage.

He ought to pay me!

Because this wasn't just a massage, you know. It was a naked massage, it was rubbing my naked body all over his. And I was going to pay him for that!?

At least he was a nice guy, and about my age or a little older. By 'male model' though, Veronica hadn't meant he was an actual model, as in fashion model. He was a model only in that I could use him to practice on, like a practice dummy.

His name was Steve, and he did have, I admit, nice shoulders and a nice body. He was as comfortable in it as Katrina, too, and stripped to the buff without hesitation, then grinned in amusement when I blushed.

“So what do you think?” he said, flexing.

“Uhm, very nice,” I said, just not used to this brazen sort of immodesty.

I tried to ignore his cock, his all too obvious, all too naked cock. But I couldn't. He was well-hung, which was quite obvious given he had no pubic hair. In fact, he had no body hair. And I didn't see any stubble from being shaved. Did everyone here get their hair removed?

He turned and bent a little. “Nice ass?” he asked brightly.

“Stop looking for compliments and get on the table,” I said.

“Yes, ma'am!” he said, saluting and then jumping on the table.

“Ever done this before?”

“Uhm, no. I saw videos, though.”

He chuckled in amusement.

“How hard could it be!?”

“I'm sure you'll make it very hard,” he said.

I flushed. “Very funny.”

Was I going to fuck him? I was uncertain, to be honest. I mean, I'd never gotten naked with a guy before and not had sex with him. And I was going to oil myself up and slide all over his body. Was I really not going to do anything afterward?

I slipped off my clothes, blushing as he looked on. I was paying him, so I didn't feel any need to do it 'erotically. But I still flushed at his unflinching gaze as I turned to slip off my bra, then slipped my thong down and off. My back still to him, I picked up the oil to squirt on my body.

“Wait,” he said, his voice no longer playful. “Don't put the oil on yourself. You put it on me, and you warm it first.”

I half turned, blushing.

“In the microwave,” he said, pointing.

I was not nearly as comfortable in my skin as him, and self-conscious as I walked across to the microwave.

“Use one of the china bowls,” he said.

I squirted the oil into a lovely little bowl which was probably meant for pouring cream at fine dining room tables, and warmed it. Then turned, keeping my shoulders back as I walked towards him – naked – while he looked at me.

My nipples were hard and tight, and I could feel my stomach starting to flutter. There was a step stool next to the massage table, and I used them to climb onto the table and then straddle him. I felt a bit breathless as he looked up at me... Did I mention I was naked!?

Then my eyes dropped to his body, and of course, to his cock, as I considered where the pour the oil.

“You want to start on my chest,” he said.

“Of course,” I gulped.

I'm a lawyer! What the fuck am I doing here!?

I slid a little ways forward, and the table was too wide to avoid touching him. My thighs and lower legs were pressed against the soft skin of his sides as I reluctantly eased down to sit on his thighs just below his very naked, very shaved cock.

I leaned forward and blushed as I saw his eyes go to my breasts.

But then they flicked back up.

“Face,” he said. “You want to look hot. You're not smiling. You don't look like you're about to do something erotic. You look like you're measuring ingredients you're putting into a pie you're making.”

“Hey!”

“You're paying for advice,” he said.

I bit my lip, face permanently flushed, it seemed.

I forced a smile on my face, then gave myself a mental shake. I let my lips curl up and my eyes soften, then ran my hand over his bare chest. It really must have been laser hair removal because he was as smooth as I was. But there was muscle below the surface as I bent and slowly let the oil trickle down onto my hand.

“That's good,” he said. “Slow and steady.”

I remembered what Kat had said about the journey being more important than the destination. I figured that counted here too.

I moved my hand gently over his chest in slow, circular motions, pouring oil now and then across my knuckles, letting it trickle between my fingers and over his sun bronzed skin. I slid my hand up along his shoulders, then down slowly along his belly and abdomen, along his sides and up along his ribs. And then, having avoided it as long as possible, my hand slid down around his groin, rubbing his soft flesh all around his cock without quite touching it.

His cock remained an island of dry flesh as I slid slowly down, running my oily hands along his thighs, inside and out, down along his knees, as I eased back to the point I was sort of kneeling above his knees. His cock was semi-hard now, even though I hadn't touched it. I bent over, sliding forward, and poured the oil directly on it, then put the oil down and slid my hands softly up across his cock and balls. That was all it took for him to get hard, and I felt my insides beginning to pulse with hunger and heat.

I slid further forward, straddling his thighs, my hands moving smoothly up across his belly and chest and over his shoulders, leaning further forward as I did, working my fingers lightly into his shoulders.

And then the door opened and Veronica came in! I gasped and barely repressed an instinct to try and cover myself with my hands and arms. She was, for once, not dressed elegantly. She was wearing jeans and a tank top, and her hair was pulled back into a pony tail. She didn't have the make-up on, either, but I thought she actually looked prettier this way.

“Steve,” she said. “Hannah. Just started?”

“Uhm, yes,” I said nervously.

She walked to the edge of the table and ran a finger along Steve's oiled chest, then gazed at mine.

“Let me make a suggestion,” she said. “Take the oil, then draw your shoulders back, kind of arch your back, and let the oil trickle slowly down across your breast and chest and down between your legs.”

The idea had an obvious erotic appeal. I picked up the bowl and, embarrassed, arched back a little, making my breasts to taut, as I let the oil slowly trickle down.

“Hold it higher,” Veronica said.

I did, and the oil trickled down onto my breasts, across and around my hard nipples, down my belly and between my legs. I put it down and slid forward, leaned over, and pressed my body against Steve's, my breasts pillowing out against him as I slowly slid upwards. I felt his erection beneath me now as I slid slowly across it, my hands reaching for his shoulders.

My pussy throbbed alarmingly at the sensation! It rode directly across his hard cock and I gulped and tried to keep control of myself as my hands slid over Steve's pecs.

“You actually would have been better to start on his back,” Veronica said. “You build up to this part. Get up, and Steve roll over.”

We both obeyed, and I found myself facing the much less stressful sight of his back and, well, his very nice ass.

“Slide further forward, Hannah,” Veronica said.

I slid forward more, my pussy throbbing, and then further forward as Veronica came up and put her hand at the small of my back and pushed.

Now I was straddling his thighs just below his buttocks.

God, was this me!? I felt that strange thought several times. I was a Harvard graduate! I was a lawyer for Gods sakes!

“Keep your hips moving slowly as you dig your fingers into his shoulders,” Veronica said. “Keep your thighs and bottom caressing him. Now lean in all the way, pressing your breasts against his back.

I was virtually laying atop him now, and with him oiled up so now was I . I was rubbing and massaging his shoulders as my breasts rubbed up and down against his back. And the more I leaned in – since I was now sitting on his ass! - the more my pussy was rubbing and sliding up and down against his soft, bare, oiled flesh!

“She's not digging her fingers in hard enough,” Steve said.

“It's a massage, Hannah. It's an erotic massage, but still a massage. Work those muscles.”

She stood at his head, gripping my hands, showing me where to place my fingers, working them in and out, getting feedback from Steve as she did. That distracted me for a time, but my hips were still grinding, my pussy rubbing, and the heat inside me was growing worse.

“Get off a minute, honey,” she said.

I climbed down, a bit wobbly, and she stripped naked and then climbed up to replace me.

She was as hairless below the neck as Steve, and straddled him without hesitation. She poured oil down her body, arching her back, rolling her head, her face looking hot and aroused as the oil trickled slowly over her breasts. Then she winked at me and slid forward, clutching him with her thighs, rubbing her breasts along his back, biting lightly into the nape of his neck as her hips rolled slowly up and down.

I flushed, watching as she slid her hands along his ribs, as she chewed lightly on his ear, then slid up and back. She slid down along his thighs and her fingers slid over his ass, kneading and massaging his buttocks. Her thumb traced along between them, rubbing at his ass, and then I saw him flinch and heard him gasp as her thumb slowly pushed into his ass!

I bit my lip, my eyes wide, as she pumped her thumb slowly in and out of him as her other hand slid up and down along his back.

And then she had him turn over!

His cock sprang up, rock hard, and she smirked down at it.

“Why what have we here, Mister Smith?” she cooed.

Her hands slid in around his balls, cupping them gently.

“It looks like you have some tension here,” she said in a whispery voice.

She bent, pressing her breasts against his body just below his groin, and drew her arms in in such a way they squeezed her breasts in from the side. Then she slid up across him, mashing her breasts in and over and around his erection in a slow, fluid fashion that his mouth opening wide.

She slid back and then winked at me as she climbed off.

“Climb aboard,” she said.










Chapter Seven













I nervously got back on the table, and tried to do as she'd done, though my breasts weren't as large. Still, it seemed to have an effect on Steve, and his cock flinched and pulsed between my breasts, then, as I slid up higher, between my legs.

But then I thought – ha! – he can't resist me either, and that was another ego boost.

“Slide yourself gently back and forth over his groin as you work your fingers into his shoulders,” Veronica said.

Fuck!

I obeyed, and his cock got rock hard beneath me, my breathing getting harsher, my face getting flushed as I ran my hands over his chest, and then bent and rubbed my breasts over it instead.

My nipples were sparkling little live wires as I moved against him, and Veronica was making me move slower, more gently. I sat back a little more, working my fingers into his shoulders as I leaned over him, my breasts dangling below me. He brought his hands up and cupped them, kneading them as I jerked and looked anxiously at Veronica.

“He's the client, remember?” she said pointedly.

“Uhm...”

“You're there to please the client.”

She gripped my hair and gently but firmly pulled up. I gasped, rising up off Steve's lap.

“Now down,” she said.

I sank down, and felt his cock push against the entrance to my sex. I wanted to jerk away, but my body pushed down harder, and I groaned even as embarrassment exploded within me, my body sliding down his oiled cock, taking it up deep inside me.

“Now continue the massage,” she said. “Don't ride him. “Just massage him. Don't ride up and down. You can lean forward, but don't take your ass off him.”

I was in a strange kind of haze. I was basically fucking this guy, and Veronica was standing right next to the table watching! Only the matter-of-fact way she treated sex kept my face from burning, and kept me from running out.

I ground myself against him as my hands moved over his chest and up over his shoulders, then I leaned in, pressing my breasts against him, rubbing them up and down against his chest. Not being able to lift my hips, to ride him, was driving me crazy as I moved around against him and his cock moved with me. I slid forward and back, forward and back, leaned in, and leaned back, moved in slow, seductive circles, but never rose off his slippery body.

It was growing increasingly difficult, though! I wanted to ride him, and was flushed with hunger and heat as I bent and rubbed my body up and down him. I slid forward along his chest, and that eased me up along his cock. I felt it sliding slowly back out of me. And then, panting, I slid back down along his body, taking his cock deeper again.

Veronica gripped my hair and jerked my head up and around. “Remember, you're not having sex for your pleasure,” she said. “You're having it for his. This isn't fun and games. It's business. You do things to maximize his experience not bring yourself pleasure. Get your head straight on that.”

“I can do... both!” I said, more than a little breathless.

“Rarely. You can fuck anyone you want on your time, dear, but you're on his time now. This is your job. Concentrate. Focus. You're a horny little girl. I can see that. But do it on your own time.”

She was pissing me off, to tell you the truth, even though I could see the sense in her words. I tried to remember this was supposed to be a training session. That shouldn't have been hard given she was standing there next to us, but for some reason I was finding the fact that she was watching me fuck this guy to be an intense turn-on. I had never thought a lot about being an exhibitionist, had never considered myself one, but her presence was actually making it harder to stave off the raw carnal heat engulfing me than if I'd been alone with this guy!

The fact I barely knew these people, yet I was naked and having sex with them or in front of them or... well ,it was all pretty freaking wild! And if you'd suggested a month earlier – before that wild balcony sex -- I could do something like this I'd have been appalled and offended.

“Stop grinding your pussy against him,” she said. “Roll your hips around to move his cock around. Work his cock, using your vaginal muscles. Business, remember! Work!”

Fuck you, bitch! – I thought resentfully.

But I obeyed. She had a tone which insisted, and though it was hard to actually consider her so, she was, in a way, my boss – sort of.

“Eyes forward, on him. Let him see the heat in your eyes. Let him see the hunger there. Let him see how aroused you are. Men love it when their women are aroused. Your heat rouses them in turn, so show it. Demonstrate it. Don't hide your response. I'm not suggesting you moan and groan like a porn star actress, because the dates you have will consider that fake. But let your breathing become louder, let yourself be a sexual creature wrapped in hunger and lust.”

Her words were just a background to what I was doing. I heard them, but wasn't altogether paying attention. I was looking at the guy, sliding my breasts, my belly, my flesh against his. We were both hot, both slick, and the soft, erotic, tactile pleasure of our flesh moving together was a delicious thrill. But it was so different than most of my sex life. I don't mean I hadn't focused on making a guy happy before, but mostly, I'd let the guy do what he wanted, and figured that would make him happy enough.

Taking charge was kind of new to me. I think the only time I'd really done it was with Josh on the balcony. Even with my first 'date', well, I'd flirted and acted coquettish, but it had been him who had decided what we'd do. Now it dawned on me, even in the midst of my heat, that I was the one who was responsible for things here. I was the professional, or supposed to be one, and so I was supposed to take the lead.

I belatedly recalled her words about squeezing my pussy around his cock, and did my best there as I rolled my hips slowly around. I sat up, still sitting atop him, and arched sensuously back – or what I hoped would be sensuous – rolling my head, rolling my hips. I eased forward again, over him, letting my breasts hang down, and he took the bait, his hands coming up to knead them as I ground myself against him.

“Remember that oil is edible,” Veronica prompted. “You can lick him, kiss him”

I eased down atop him again, and licked at his shoulder, biting softly. The oil made him taste like cherry.

“Never bite hard enough to leave a mark,” Veronica said sharply. “Many of our clients are married. We don't want to leave marks. That includes scratches of any kind.”

Again I wanted to tell her to fuck off, but again I understood the wisdom of what she was saying. It was just that at that moment I didn't fucking care! I wanted to start riding this bastard, to feel his big cock ramming into me. I wanted to roll over and have him thrust into me hard and fast.

His hands slid down my back now, big, masculine hands, and onto my ass, rubbing, squeezing. Then a slippery finger pushed against my back opening, my little wrinkled rosebud, and I gasped as it slid slowly into me. I squirmed and moaned, half sitting, but he pulled me back, a hand behind my head, as his finger pushed deeper, and slid all the way to the knuckle.

He kissed me, his tongue sliding through my parted lips, his lips mashing against mine. I kissed back, and ground against him even as his finger pumped up and down inside me, and his other hand squeezed my butt, as well. I tried to ride him, but his hands were pulling in too hard on my ass even as a second finger slid into me back there.

“All right. Enough of that for a moment. Hannah, get up off him, please,” she said, gripping my arm.

Panting, gasping, I sat up and then, at her continued pull, slid off his cock, blushing again as it pulled free of me, and slid off the table. I was all slippery, including my feet, but she held my arm tightly.

“I want you to to just stand at the head of the table and work his shoulders and back. “Steve, roll over,” she ordered.”

He did so, not without having to carefully tuck his rigid cock under his belly, and she guided me, my body throbbing with heat, to the head of the table where she placed my hands on his shoulders.

She worked my fingers, my hands, with her own, guiding, demonstrating. I bent over him, sliding my hands up and down his back and along the sides of his ribs, loving the feeling against my fingers. Then she had him turn again. He was still hard, as she again had me work his shoulders, then slide my hands up and down his chest. That meant leaning forward, with my breasts over his face, of course, and he licked and sucked at them, gripping them to squeeze them and pull them against his mouth.

I was getting light-headed again as the heat churned away at my body and mind, and I was staring at his cock, wanting to reach further along his body to slide my fingers over it, but when I tried Veronica gripped my hair and tugged me back.

“Horny little slut,” she said in amusement. “All right. Let's interrupt the massage for a moment. Steve, get off the table.”

He obeyed quickly enough, and I licked my lips at the way his cock stood up and pointed at me.

“Hannah, bend over the table, spread your legs.”

Well, fuck! I was embarrassed, uncertain, but of course, did so immediately. I wished she'd leave, to tell you the truth, but the thought of getting that cock inside me and being fucked hard was too much to put up a protest. I bent over, flushing, panting, as I felt his hands on my ass, then hers.

“I don't know how much experience you have with it, but given the nature of work, it's often something our clients ask for, principally because their wives or partners are reluctant to accommodate them. Have you had much anal sex, Hannah?”
Anal sex!?

“Uhm... no,” I gulped.

“You need to get used to it. The trick, usually, is that you control the entry, not him. But I think Steve can help demonstrate the traditional way.”

Did I want to do this!? I felt another wave of embarrassment as Steve's finger probed at my little back passage, then slowly pushed into me. He was slippery enough to push in fairly easily, though my sphincter squeezed against him.

“This is a mind over matter thing, much like deep throating,” Veronica said. “If you were asleep he could slide into your effortlessly. It's your mind resisting that causes the trouble. You reflexively clamp down, and you need to not do that. You need to welcome him into your body, and control your body's natural instinct to squeeze down.”

Her talking, her, well, lecturing, in a way, was irritating me again. I was feeling anxious, and embarrassed, and kind of dirty now, and rethinking things – at least a little – and she was taking the edge off my heat pretty quickly. But when I felt Steve's cock slide into me I began to feel a quick upsurge of heat once again, especially as his hands slid up my sides and under to cup my breasts.

“Pull her hair. I think that will work for her,” she said, obviously to Steve.

He pushed forward, and I felt myself clamping down on him, then he tugged on my hair sharply and I gasped, head jerked back. At the same time he pushed forward, and slid several inches deeper before my sphincter clamped down again.

“How do you feel about rough sex, by the way, Hannah? Again, it's something our clients often don't get at home, especially the ones into middle age. Dirty talk is another thing many like. Their wives, many of them, would be highly indignant if they used obscene words on them. But those words arouse them and excite them on a number of levels.”

“I-I … don't... care!” I panted, gasping as he jerked my hair back again.

For some reason, I didn't want to admit that it turned me on having my hair pulled.

I gasped again as he slapped my butt. It stung, and as he did he thrust deeper. I felt his cock way up inside me now, and groaned as he kneaded my breast again.

“Do you like that, slut?” he demanded, slapping my ass again.

I gasped at both slap and words. I felt an instant anger at the words, but then it evaporated as I realized he was 'talking dirty' as Veronica had said. I immediately got the excitement value of that sort of thing, and just groaned as he began to pump inside me.

He slapped my ass again. “Tight assed little bitch,” he growled, pushing deeper.

I felt his cock sliding even deeper, uncomfortably deeper. I felt a kind of cramping sensation deep inside me as the head of his cock jammed into the pit of my belly. But then I felt his hips against my buttocks, and knew a wild thrill as I realized his cock was fully inside me.

He jerked back on my hair and leaned over me, biting into my throat as his hips ground against me. I shuddered and rolled my hips back, again helplessly aware that Veronica was watching. That added embarrassment and emotional discomfort, but also a raw kind of exhibitionistic excitement, too.

This was so fucking insanely wild!

He was pumping harder now, hard enough for his hips to slap against my buttocks and jam my thighs against the edge of the table. I grunted and moaned and thrust back at him, which made the thrusts feel harder, and deeper. It hurt – kind of. I mean, it ached deep inside. But that ache was darkly thrilling, especially given how slippery our flesh was and dark eroticism of this entire scene.

“Yeah!” he growled. “You like it up the ass, you little slut!”

He slapped my ass, and yanked on my hair, pumping faster.

“Take that cock, slut! Take it up the ass, you little whore!”

Oh! My! God!

This was so filthy! And so wild! It was raw, animal sex, and I was shocked at how incredibly aroused I was becoming when he wasn't even touching my pussy! I had only done anal sex once and it had been painful and not at all exciting. Now I was gasping breathlessly, almost trembling with the force of the sexual pressure inside me while he rammed his cock into me!

My gasps were becoming squeals and cries as he drove his cock into me. And I was having a hard time holding my slippery feet in place on the floor. Then I felt a hand slide in under my hip, felt long, female fingers slide along my pussy. They found my clit and started rubbing, and while I did have a few moments to feel a sense of discomfort that Veronica was touching me there, that discomfort was swept away in an avalanche of pleasure as an incredible orgasm tore through me.

Steve pounded his cock into me from behind, jerked on my hair, bit on my throat, and squeezed my breast, while Veronica's fingers rubbed furiously at my clit, and I had one of the most monstrous comes in my life, crying out in helpless, nearly mindless pleasure as the orgasm shattered my mind and my nervous system melted down with the overload of sensations tearing through me.

“Well, that was good,” she said. “Very hot. Now, I hope, your mind is a bit clear, and we can get back to the massage lessons.”

I heard her through a soft haze, and groaned weakly as I kind of lay collapsed across the massage table. I gasped at a slap to my butt and half rose.

“Come on. Time to start over,” Veronica said.

I felt myself flushing as my mind started to work again, amazed at myself for doing that, for going through it, while someone watched! I was becoming a total whore!

But I wasn't as embarrassed as I should have been. Maybe I was getting used to stuff like this. Steve climbed back onto the table, his cock now soft, and I straddled him, still breathless, while Veronica demonstrated more about how to massage, about where to put my fingers and knuckles and how hard. My hands were sore by the time she was done, to be honest.

But we weren't finished. She seemed to be determined that I get as much out of Steve as I could while we had him.

“You both need a shower. You can both shower together,” she said.

And she would watch and direct.

That basically meant that I used my body just as I had with the oil. Only now it was soap I was spreading over him, I rubbed my body against his back, then his front. Then, blushing, and uncertain, I knelt as she instructed, and he put his foot in my lap so my slap hands could soap up his foot and leg. I even drew his foot up between my breasts, squeezing them around it.

She explained the art of acting like a meek slave girl, while really being in charge, and the need of giving him demure looks even as I knelt at his feet and rubbed my breasts along his legs.

He was hard by the time my soapy hands were massaging his groin, but she wouldn't let him fuck me. Instead I had to take a hand shower and rinse him off, using my other hand to slide up and down his body as the water poured over him. And when he was gleaming and wet and free of soap, she had me kneel, and in fact, moved into the large shower stall next to me and knelt beside me.

“Watch,” she said.

She slid her tongue along her lower lip, looking up at him with a heated, exotic look, then leaned in and kissed his thigh gently. She gripped his legs, and kissed her way slowly up towards his groin. She licked lightly at his balls, gently, then took them into her mouth, sucking and licking them as she rolled her face against him. She eased back, kissing his inner thigh, kissing his groin, his abdomen, then kissed the head of his cock and slowly, her lips pursed into a kiss, slid forward to take him into her mouth, sliding her lips up and down, then further down until I saw the bulge in her throat as she took him deep.

It was effortless for her, and I felt a little gauche by comparison.

She eased back, and looked at me.

“Now you,” she said.

I licked my lips, then leaned in and kissed his thighs, his legs, the way she had done, trying to imitate her as I licked and kissed up along his groin. I rolled my eyes up towards him, trying to look hungry and aroused, and as I did, I felt Veronica's hand beginning to slide up and down my back.

I hadn't really rinsed off. I was still soapy except for my hands, and she was still oily. The feel of her fingers sliding up and down my spine was deliciously erotic, and I moaned around Steve's cock as I slid my lips down its length and took him into my throat.

Veronica's hand slid lower, down between my buttocks, then under to cup my sex. I felt a shock-wave and a hot thrum of pleasure. My mind whirled a little, but I tried to focus on Steve's cock as her oily hand slid gently back and forth over my pussy.

I slid back off his cock, and rubbed it sensuously over my face as I closed my eyes and rolled my head slightly. I felt Veronica's body press against mine now from behind, her oily breasts pressing against my soapy back, her arms going around me as her hands rose to cup and knead my breasts. I gulped wildly and took Steve back into my mouth as she leaned over my shoulder and began to suck on one of his balls.

I jerked as one of her hands dropped down between my legs, her fingers gently caressing my throbbing, swollen clit. A wild wall of sexual desire flooded my system, and it was all I could do to stop myself from bucking back against her as I took Steve down my throat again.

I saw her other hand going between Steve's legs, and I heard him gasp, which, I suddenly realized, meant she'd slid an oily finger up his ass again.

Oh God this was wild!

Steve came, gripping my hair with a helpless curse, jamming my face into his groin as his come pumped down my throat. I didn't fight it, as my hips ground down against Veronica's fingers and my mind swirled and churned with arousal.

Steve's cock softened, and he gasped as he stumbled back.

Veronica chuckled throatily, and I gasped as I felt my hair pulled back. She leaned in to bite lightly along the nape of my neck, and I felt her fingers sliding between my throbbing pussy lips, pushing up inside me. I shuddered and moaned, my hips jerking as her oiled fingers pushed deep, pumping in and out.

I came, jerking and bucking against her as her fingers thrust in and her thumb stroked rapidly across my screaming clit.

She laughed lightly, and pulled me around as she turned so we were facing each other. I was gasping, slumped forward weakly. She pressed forward against me and I kind of, well, melted, folding back onto the tiled floor. She slid atop me, her oil against my soap producing an exquisite slick sensation between our warm skin as she gently kissed me and her hands slid over my body.

As the haze of the orgasm faded I felt a sudden tension and reluctance. I wasn't into girls, after all, despite what, well, even though she'd just made me climax. But given the excitement which had gripped me anyone could have done that!

But now, to be honest, the tactile sensation of her soft, slick skin against me was hot, and my arms slid slowly up to encircle her body as her kisses became more passionate. My hands caressed her back as she repositioned her hips and brought her pussy in against my left thigh. That brought my pussy up against her right, and she began to slowly grind herself against me as we kissed.

Steve apparently had no intention of leaving. He stood back watching as Veronica gripped my hair and pulled my head up and back, her lips coming down even more demandingly.

I moaned weakly, gasping. It felt like I was with a man, in a way, for she was totally in charge, totally dominating. Her hands moved over my body with skin and confidence, kneading my breasts and rolling my nipples as her tongue moved against my own. And her thigh never stopped grinding against my pussy.

She shifted on me, kind of rising on her knees as I lay back panting for breath. She gripped my leg, lifting it up and back, kind of half turning me, and then angled herself in against my groin, straddling my lower leg, bringing her naked sex in directly against mine. The feeling was incredibly intimate, and a part of me was uncomfortable, but as she began to grind herself against me the heat rose up like a wild storm around me and the pleasure tore at my inhibitions and ripped them apart.

I came, came like a whore, and with no regrets afterward.

She laughed in delight, in amusement, in something like satisfaction, and we picked each other up and she, under the guise of more instructions, had me rubbing my soapy body against hers to clean off the oil. That was a bit embarrassing, but not anything like it would have been once, and I was surprised, honestly, when I started to become aroused again. God, what was I turning into!?

With more soap, she soon had me in the corner of the stall, had my leg lifted up and pressed back against the wall, and was grinding her soapy pussy against ours as her mouth crushed mine. And this time it was she who came, gasping and jerking and bucking against me as her breathing became wild and ragged.

“Slut,” she gasped, grinning at me.

“Dyke!” I said back, panting.

“Yeah? Let me show you dyke, bitch.”

We rinsed off, and then Steve, who had an erection again, joined us in a bedroom.

They lay me back and Steve knelt between my legs, his tongue sliding over my clit as his fingers massaged my pussy. They spread me wide open and took turns licking and sucking and fingering me, as if they were having a contest. I had very little experience at oral sex, at least on the receiving end, and it was, to say the least, an eye opener.

I came, over and over again.

And when my big challenge came, I wasn't at all reluctant. With Steve licking me, two fingers inside me searching for my G-spot, Veronica straddled my face and set her pussy down against my mouth. I opened my mouth and sucked and licked at her eagerly, wanting to show her the pleasure she had shown me, and as she began to grind herself against me, I felt my legs lifted up and back, then Steve thrust into me and began to pump.

Fuck law, I thought, a little dazed, as his cock thrust into me again and again.

Veronica hooked her arms behind my knees, pushing them even further back as she leaned into me. That brought her clit right into my mouth, and I sucked eagerly, wild, churning sexual pressure roaring inside me as she ground into me, as he pumped into me, as his hands kneaded my breasts.

Another orgasm tore through me, and I felt an almost surreal sense of being outside my body, of floating in a wild, tumbling universe of pleasure and sexual heat, where nothing in else in the world mattered, where there were no inhibitions, no modesty, no guilt, no caring about anything but giving and receiving pleasure.













Chapter Eight













“You ever try to have your home renovated?”

I looked at her in confusion and shook my head. I had a cheap apartment and it didn't belong to me.

We were in her living room. I was exhausted, and both of us were wrapped in robes after my 'lessons'.

I felt more comfortable with her now, not less. The sex had been eye-popping on the physical side, but it had also made me feel closer to her, less intimidated, less a stranger.

I was surprised to learn she had two kids in their teens! They had no idea what she did for a living and weren't going to find out, she said. They went to private schools and thought she was a business consultant.

“No one in your life needs to know what you do for a living, Hannah,” she said. “Remember, most of us never have much idea what our friends and family actually do for a living either, beyond job title. Financial Consultant, or Business Consultant, or in your case, Legal Consultant is broad enough, and generally boring enough, that no one really wants to ask for details. And they're also sufficiently broad enough to account for almost any amount of income.”

“You must be worth a fortune by now,” I said.

“Fortune?” she shrugged. “What's a fortune these days? I'm comfortable, but I'm no Bill Gates, nor movie star nor baseball player, for that matter. I do make a hell of a lot more than you do, though, and your earning potential in this business is pretty damned high. You have the look and the enthusiasm, and you're not dainty or delicate. But you do have to apply yourself. Take courses, learn to please men in more ways than just the physical. Learn to be a Courtesan rather than just a whore.”

“Do you think most men will notice the difference?” I asked, somewhat cynically.

“Have you ever tried to hire a contractor to renovate your home?” she asked again.

“I don't own my apartment,” I said dryly.

She shrugged. “Well, there are tons of people who call themselves contractors,” she said, sipping wine from a crystal glass. “Most of them are incompetents, or at best, moderately knowledgeable combined with lazy. They'll try to sort of get the job done, even if it doesn't last long. But for the most part, they just want to get your money and be gone. They're unreliable, and often enough they're outright crooks. So when you find one who knows what he's doing, you stick to him like glue. You call him forever, for anything you need. They're so rare, you see, and well worth it, even if they charge more than most.”

She gave me a significant look.

“You're saying most women don't know how to have sex?”

“I'm saying most women who charge for the service have very little interest in making it pleasurable. They want to get it over with as quickly as possible, get rid of the john, and go on to another paying client. Even those few who have some natural enthusiasm are often not very good at it, because they've never needed to be. Men have low standards generally, in that department. Most of them could get off by quite literally fucking an unconscious woman.”

I snorted in amusement.

“And some have,” she said, taking another sip. “What we're offering is beauty – and you would be astonished at how low in the looks department and high in the weight department many escorts are – and skill. That's a rare combination in this business, and once our clients experience it, they keep coming back again and again. These are wealthy men who can easily afford the best, and don't want to keep trying again and again to find the gem in amidst the dross. They want a sure thing.”

I nodded and took a sip from my own glass.

“You're a beautiful woman and have some natural skill and... a lot of enthusiasm.”

I blushed at that.

“You just need to refine that. And you'll have the same clients coming back for years, the way I do.”

  *

I signed up for pole dancing lessons, though I wasn't sure where I was going to find the time. Veronica advised me to quit my law job but I wasn't ready for that yet. I also took makeup lessons, and Veronica helped me select a wardrobe, the cost of which was breathtaking. She fronted me the money, though, in exchange for another ten percent off each client's 'invoice' until it was paid back.

My next client was to be what she called a 'nooner'. I was reluctant, but she was firm, and given how much she'd spent on my wardrobe I didn't really feel I could refuse. She said it would be a good addition to my experience because it involved a little play acting.

I had to tell the office I had an appointment, but didn't have to go home to change because, ironically, what I usually wore to work would be perfectly appropriate, right down to the hair style. All I needed to add was a cheap pair of drug store eyeglasses with clear lenses.

His name was Sutherland, and he was a bank president. I wasn't meeting him in a hotel, though, but in his office on the fifty-seventh floor of his bank's tower. I was to bring a briefcase and act in every way like an accounting consultant. I had a number of business cards – given me by Veronica – and had that one ready as I arrived at the bank.

I signed in with security, then walked through the marble lobby. There were a lot of well-dressed people around, and I felt kind of nervous. Was it possible any of them could see I was a hooker?! No, of course not! But I felt like a spy infiltrating enemy territory as I reached the elevator and then rode up among them.

Escort, I thought, not hooker. I'm a businesswoman!

I reached the top floor, even more nervous. I found my way to the corner office (of course), and found it closed. I knocked, then opened it to find I was in a very nicely appointed outer office, with the desk abandoned. I stepped inside, closed the door behind me, and walked to the doorway next to it, which was open.

What an office! It was huge, with two walls being nothing but glass looking out on the city below.

“Mr. Sutherland?” I asked hesitantly.

“Come in and close the door,” he said “Lock it so we're not disturbed.”

He was gruff and yet quite casual. I did as he ordered and walked towards his desk.

It was huge, made of some glossy brown wood, an antique, perhaps, or had the look of it.

“I have the accounting reports, sir,” I said.

He was younger than I'd expected, maybe forty or so. And he was built. This was no pudgy, balding, middle aged guy. This was a guy who worked out, who did racquetball, who had broad shoulders and a flat stomach, and who had thick, full, dark hair. He was attractive, and would have been even if he wasn't wearing a pin striped suit so expensive it practically screamed 'power'.

He looked me up and down, his face showing nothing.

“Bring it around here,” he ordered.

Again, there was no hint this wasn't a business meeting. I swallowed my nervousness, though I knew I was blushing a bit, and came around the desk, placing my briefcase on it and opening it. I took out some spreadsheets I'd gotten from a recycle bin at work and set them on his desk. As I was bending forward his hand slid onto my ass and gave it a squeeze.

I licked my lips and straightened. “Mr. Sutherland!” I said as if shocked.

“Show me the reports,” he growled.

I turned back to the reports, and bent over again and again his hand slid onto my ass. I straightened and began to say something but he gripped my arm as he pulled his chair back.

“You know what, why don't you just suck my cock instead,” he growled.

Oh man!

“I-I think you’re being very inappropriate, Mr. Sutherland!” I protested, even as he pulled me down to my knees in front of him.

“Just suck my cock. We'll go over your report later.”

I unzipped his trousers as he spread his legs wide, my heart beating faster. I was, to tell you the truth, finding this 'scene' kind of exciting, perhaps because I had spent my life in offices. I opened his trousers and drew his cock out, then licked at the head as I rolled my eyes up towards him. I let my fingers massage his balls as I kissed and licked up and down along his cock, then, as he hardened, and he did rapidly, I took him into my mouth, bobbing up and down as his fingers moved through my hair.

“Yeah, suck that cock, baby,” he sighed. “Suck me, you little slut.”

It was weird how closely his words mirrored Steve's! But then, I supposed they were the kinds of things men thought, the kinds of things they often didn't dare say aloud. And to be honest, I found them even more exciting than when Steve had said them. Because I was playing the part of a businesswoman and so, in that context, they were more shocking.

I slid all the way down to the balls and he sighed in pleasure, his hands pressing down heavily on the back of my head for long seconds, long enough for me to start to feel anxious. Then they eased up and I slid back up his cock, gasping a bit as I pulled free. I rubbed his spit-set cock back and forth over my face as I regained my breath, then took him into my mouth again, bobbing slowly up and down.

He stopped me, pushing me back.

“Stand up,” he growled

I did so, and he looked me up and down.

“Get those clothes off, bitch.”

He said it so casually! I mean, they weren't snarled or yelled or snapped. It was just so casual! And somehow that made it even more outrageous, and thus arousing.

“Your language is highly inappropriate, sir!” I protested as I pulled off my jacket. “If it continues I'll have to file a protest with Human Resources!”

I slipped my skirt down and off.

“Human Resources can blow me too,” he said. “Strip.”

I undid my blouse and pulled it off, then stood there a moment in my lacy black underwear and high heels before reaching behind and undoing my bra. I slipped it off hesitantly, as if I was reluctant, and shy. Well, I was still blushing, or maybe it was just that the rapid rise of heat was making my skin flush. I could hardly believe I was in an office like this virtually naked! And then I was naked as I slipped off my thong.

“On your knees, slut,” he said.

Fuck you, I thought, but without heat

I sank to my knees naked, and he gripped my hair, pulling me in between his legs. I began to suck again, bobbing up and down, my hands massaging his balls as he reached down to grope my breasts. I took him deep into my throat, then pulled back and did it again.

He pulled me up by the hair, standing himself, and then firmly, almost roughly, jerked me forward and bent me over the desk.

“Spread your legs!” he growled, slapping my ass.

I gasped and obeyed, gulping in air. “M-Mr. S-Sutherland!” I protested.

“Shut up, slut. I'm going to fuck your tight pussy.”

I was warm and more than slightly moist, and his cock was slick with my saliva as he pushed into me. I moaned aloud, rolling my hips up and back as he began to ride me. There was no slow build-up here. He started thrusting hard and fast, his hands racing over my body, occasionally pulling at my hair or sliding under to squeeze my breasts. His hips slapped against my upraised buttocks as he used me, and then he came – fairly quickly.

He sighed in release, stopped, and then slowly eased back.

Panting, my hair tangled, I raised my upper body off the desk and looked back at him. He was redoing his pants, and I wondered if we were finished, but then he walked around the desk to a wall unit and made himself a drink. I straightened, wondering what to do next, but then he motioned to the sofa in the corner and went there, sitting down.

“Come here,” he ordered.

I started to walk around the desk and he held his hand up to stop me.

“Crawl,” he ordered.

What an asshole! – I thought.

But the thought was filled with a strange, dark, erotic delight.

Remember, Veronica had said, you're fulfilling men's fantasies.

I lowered myself to my hands and knees, and then, trying to do so with as much grace as possible, crawled across the thankfully deep rug towards where he sat. I was anxiously aware of the door to my left, that could open, despite being locked, and my heart pounded at the thought of how horrified I'd be if someone walked in on me like this.

“Fucking accounting bitches,” he said. “Always whining about numbers. Get over here and suck my cock.”

I reached him and crawled between his legs, undid his pants and began to lick at his balls, taking them into my mouth as his fingers twisted in my hair. It didn't take very long to get him hard again, then he threw me on my back on the sofa and drove himself into me. Like he had before, he fucked hard and deep and fast. It was all about him, after all. But I was hot and panting and came despite the lack of effort on his part.

I was on a leather sofa, my ankles pinned up and back against the back of the sofa behind my head, and he was pounding away at me, and it was just a wild, incredible thing that made me flip over into a shuddering, gasping, moaning climax that had me trembling and shaking beneath him.

I was dressed and out the door less than an hour after entering, with two thousand dollars invoiced and another thousand bonus for my 'acting'.

Three thousand dollars for an hour's work. That was even more exciting than the sex!

I returned to work, to my dull, drab job, with no one having a clue what I'd done during my extended lunch break.

That was a Thursday. On Friday I had another client in a hotel room, then Veronica called me on Saturday asking me to come down and sub for another girl who had gotten sick. That involved dressing up as a stewardess, then taking a snack into a businessman sitting in 'first class'. Needless to say, I wound up naked and riding up and down on his cock right there on the airline seat.

But guess what? The airline cabin was a very popular feature there. Veronica had me shower, then dress again, and another man was waiting when I went back. I went through the same routine with him, and then showered and did it a third time!

At two thousand dollars each!

I'd made over eleven thousand dollars in just three days!

And it hadn't even been like it was unpleasant, or that the days had been long. It was an hour one day, two the next, and then about four hours, including showering, for the three on Saturday.

And given I wasn't paying taxes on it I'd made almost as much as I would in two months of full time work at the law firm.

It became increasingly difficult to motivate myself for that. I became more reluctant to work overtime, to put in the long, drudgery necessary to impress the higher ups and elevate myself in their eyes to potential partner material.

I had two 'dates' the following week. They were both in hotel rooms. In the first, I played the shy, meek girl and let him do anything he wanted to me. In the second, I played the bold, sexually aggressive type who basically made him service me.

Then I got to have sex with a TV star, or at least, a minor one.

I didn't know the show. It was a cop show of some sort. This was my first actual 'escort' job in that I had to wear one of the dresses Veronica had helped me select, and go out to a party with him.

What was required was sexy, but not slutty. And I could call myself a lawyer. It was great cover, and since I was acting the part of his 'date' it wouldn't harm my reputation even if someone actually found out who I was.

The dress was a silky black number, mostly open at the back, short, but not ridiculously so, with sexy black high heels. I wore my hair half up, and Rod – his name was Rod Powell – picked me up in his black Porsche.

It would have been easy to pick me up at home, but Veronica vetoed it. No one, not TV stars or bank presidents, was to ever know where you lived, she said very firmly. So I had to take a cab to her building, which was where Rod picked me up.

He was a real hot-shot, which wasn't necessarily a good thing. He was well aware of his good looks and his fame, and thought rather a lot of himself. He was cocky, arrogant and rich. I slid into the passenger seat, and held my hand out to shake, and he grinned and slid his hand behind my neck to pull me forward to kiss.

I guess I still hadn't quite got it fixed what I was doing on these things, for I felt a momentary sense of indignation as his hand slid up to squeeze my breast through the dress while we kissed. But this wasn’t a 'first date'. I was a whore, right?

But he pulled back quickly.

“Hi,” he said, shifting gears and sending the Porsche lurching forward.

I gasped, thrown back a bit in my seat, and hurriedly got the seat belt attached.

“Uhm, hi,” I gulped.

“Is your name really Krystal?”

“It's whatever you want it to be,” I said, trying to be playful.

He nodded. “Krystal sounds like an out of work actress. How about Meghan? No, uhm, Deidre. I always liked that name.”

“Deidre, it is,” I said. “So how long have we been dating?”

“Huh?”

“In case anyone asks?”

“Oh, better make it a first date.”

“Okay, one of my friends introduced us,” I said.

“Sure, whatever.”

He didn't seem to really care a lot about anyone discovering he was paying a woman to escort him. But then, while he was a very attractive guy, he seemed self-absorbed, and the more I was in his company the less impressed I was with his intelligence.

Nice eye candy, though.

And that seemed to be my position for the night, to be eye candy on his arm. We went to a a movie opening. There were a lot of cameras around, a lot of media, and a lot of television and movie stars. It felt kind of awesome, to be honest, since I was on the red carpet with him and the others, and going into the party that accompanied the movie, crowded with celebrities. The women were in amazing dresses and shoes, all with very expensively done hair. I felt a bit inadequate by comparison.

I had thought my dress was expensive, it wasn't in the same league as the things Rawlins wore. I would have to put more money into wardrobe if I was going to continue with this. Powell didn't mind, or more likely, didn't notice, though. The dress was quality enough, especially with what was in it, and he worked the room like a politician, greeting and shaking hands with people, especially people who weren't celebrities, but who had money and power at the studios.

I guess that, like in any other industry, when you get a bunch of these people together there was a lot of business to be done, and that meant talking money and making contacts. It was still great watching all the celebrities up close, and even talking to a few. It had been ages since I'd been to any kind of a party, and I was quite enjoying myself. The wine and food were great, the music was nice, the décor was sumptuous, and my high heels weren't killing my feet the way I'd thought they would.

Life was good!

I had to shake myself a few times and remind myself I was being paid to be there, paid at the rate of five hundred dollars an hour – which was on top of the two thousand dollar regular fee for sexual services. Later, there was dancing, and Rod turned out to be a pretty good dancer. He was also feeling no pain by then, so he was showing a lot more interest in me as we danced, and touching me whenever the lights were low and nobody would really notice.

Then we ran into another couple. Holly Noble was one of his co-stars on the show. She was pretty, blonde, and played his sister, though of course, they weren't related at all in real life. Her date was Adam Northfield, who was so gorgeous he made Rod look plain! He was the star of a new western I had seen a lot of promotional commercials for. Tall and broad shouldered, he was like the new John Wayne, except a lot cuter, and with a twinkle in his eye.

Holly was wearing a red dress with a plunging neckline while Adam was in a black silk shirt, black tie, and black pants. We wound up in a limousine together headed for another club, and Rod was getting hornier and obvious about it.

The seats faced each other. Rod and I were in the forward facing ones, while Holly and Adam faced rear, towards us.

“The hardest part are the damn horses,” Adam was saying. “Keeping them in line and getting them to not screw up a shot is a major job. Horses don't know they're supposed to be acting. They'll do whatever they want whenever they feel like it.”

“Didn't they used to call you Horse?” Rod asked slyly.

“Still do, partner,” Adam replied with a smirk.

“Then you should be able to deal with them,” Rod replied, grinning.

“People might call me horse but I don't piss on the ground in the middle of a conversation,” he said. “Unless it's a pretty fucking strange conversation.”

We all laughed.

“Horses don't have any embarrassment. They'll take a dump or try to mount another horse any time they're in the mood.”

“Kind of like men then,” Holly said cynically.

“Hey, I'm housebroken, baby” Adam said.

“Just so long as you don't bend over,” Rod said with a snicker.

“And you're a saint,” Holly laughed.

“I'm not fucking saint, believe me,” he said, turning and eying my breasts. “I sure don't feel like a saint right now. I feel like bending Deidre over.”

“Too bad we're in a car,” I said lightly.

My modesty had really taken a beating over the past couple of months, so I wasn't nearly as bothered by this sort of thing as I would have once been.

“Yeah, but it's a biiig car,” Adam said, leering at me.

“Big enough for you to unfurl your entire giant horse cock!” Rod cried.

I wondered how much he'd had to drink.

“You want to touch it, Rod?” Adam taunted.

“Not me, man. I'm strictly a tits and pussy kind of guy.”

“It belongs to me anyway,” Holly said, rubbing her hand up and down against his groin.

“You only get to borrow it from time to time, baby,” he said.

They kissed, and as she squeezed his groin he slipped a hand down into her dress, squeezing her breast, and actually kind of pulling her bare breast out of it so he could bend and suck on her nipple as she squealed in pleasure.

Rod laughed and his hand, which had been stroking my thigh, slid up under my short skirt.

And I had to remind myself that I wasn't his date, that I was his paid escort, and my job was sex, and that whatever he wanted to do – within reason – I had to pretty much let him do. That didn't mean I'd let him have sex with me on the sidewalk, but in a private limousine, well, if that was what he wanted, and his friends didn't object, then I shouldn't either.

I felt his fingers at my pussy, rubbing against me through my thong, then he took my hand and guided it to his groin as he stared at the other two. I rubbed his cock, which was already hard inside his pants, and we both watched as Holly undid Adam's pants and pulled out – a huge freaking cock! I mean, I'd seen a lot more cocks of late, but this was a monster. I could see where he'd be called 'Horse'.

“Woah,” Rod said. “That's an impressive log there, man.”

Holly was even more impressed, as she slid her hand around it and started squeezing and pumping it up and down as they continued kissing.

“You could fly a fucking flag from that thing,” Rod said.

Holly giggled drunkenly. Both her breasts were out now, and Rod was eying them excitedly. I watched her bend and lick at Adam's cock, and Adam slid the zipper down the back of her dress, ten began to push it back down to her hips. They were all more than a little drunk, and I wasn't exactly sober myself.

Holly was now on her knees, bobbing up and down on Adam's very large cock as she used her fingers to massage his balls. Rod worked my dress down and off, then bent me back and began to suck and lick at my nipples as his hand pushed into the front of my thong. I was getting turned on by how wild and kinky this was. And I was wet before his fingers ever found my overheated little pussy.

The back of the limo had tinted glass, but the seat backs did not come all the way up to the roof in front. I didn't think the driver could see us, but he could sure hear us, even over the stereo. That just made it more kinky, though, as Rod pulled my thong down and off.

“You know, I think Holly needs your help, baby,” he said, pushing me and nodding towards Adam's giant cock. I was a bit breathless, and more than a little uncertain, but if he wanted me to do something, he was the customer. I slid forward onto my knees on the floor next to Holly, and Adam laughed and spread his legs wider.

I was a bit nervous about how she'd react but she actually moved over a bit, and I leaned in and began to suck on his balls as she bobbed up and down. Then we traded, and I took him into my mouth. He was thick, but already slippery as I pushed down and took him deep. Holly hadn't done that, and when I slid all the way down and took him into my throat he let out a curse of delighted pleasure as Holly and Rod looked on in amazement.

“I can't believe she ate the whole thing,” Rod exclaimed.

He was on his knees working Holly's dress off completely, running his hands over her body. I didn't feel rejected though. He wasn't my boyfriend or date, and I was becoming fascinated by Adam's giant cock. I felt a surge of smug pleasure at being able to take him deep and then slid slowly back up as I gulped in air.

“I wish I could do that,” Holly said with a bit of a whine. “I always gag.”

“You need to practice,” I said. “You get used to it.”

“Maybe you could start on a normal human cock, honey,” Rod said with a leer, working his fingers into the soft flesh of her breast.

She sucked on Adam's cock again, but gagged when she tried to get too deep. I took over and slid my lips all the long way down as he groaned and ran his fingers through my hair.

Rod wound up sitting next to him, and Holly went down on him as I went down on Adam. Then we switched, and switched back. Rod pushed Holly back and turned he around towards the other seats, then mounted her from behind, and Adam pulled me up onto his lap and I straddled him, gingerly working my throbbing pussy down the long length of his cock, gasping and moaning as we passed traffic and pedestrians outside, none of whom could see through the tinted glass.

I was facing the rear of the limo, looking over his shoulder, staring at a couple in a minivan behind us as I sank slowly down his cock, groaning, then gasping in pain at how deep it pushed.

I couldn't take it all, at least, not at first. I rode up and down slowly while Adam played with my breasts, sucking and chewing on the nipples. I unbuttoned his shirt and pushed it back so I could run my hands over his chest and bare shoulders. And as I rode him, that ache deep inside began to recede a little, letting me fit more and more of his cock into my tight pussy.

I could hear the slapping of Rod's hips against Holly's ass behind me, could hear her yelps and yips and gasps and curses and moans of pleasure as he rode her. I wondered what knowledge of an affair between them would do to their show. The tabloids would love it, of course, but I had no intention of letting them in on it. And, in fact, I was only peripherally aware of it, since most of my focus was on riding Adam's big cock.

It felt incredible inside me. Once I was able to get it all the way into me I just felt glorious every time I sank all the way down on it. It was like a short, mini orgasm every single time the fat head pushed into the depths of my belly!

Holly let out a wild, warbling yell that announced a climax as surely as anything, but I didn't care. I twas just background noise as I focused all my attention on that cock deep inside me, on Adam's mouth on my breasts, and on the wild, breathless knowledge that the driver was listening, and that there were people all around us without any idea what we were doing in the car!

Then I became aware of Rod behind me, of his hand on my ass, and then his finger pushing against my back opening. At first, he was just a kind of irritant, but then I started to get into it as his finger pumped in and out of me and I rode Adam's cock. He slapped my butt a few times, and forced a second finger up inside me, and a strange dark haze of sexual pressure settled around my skull.

Adam moved, turning, kind of laying down along the long leather side, and I turned with him. Then Rod moved behind me, and as I bent forward, gasping and moaning, Rod slowly worked his cock up into my ass!

Oh! My! God!

The feel of having two cocks in my belly at the same time was incredible! I was wild with the sex heat now as the two of them worked their cocks slowly in and out of me and their hands mauled my body. I couldn't think, couldn't speak, could barely keep from screaming out loud at the wild tumultuous sensations pouring through my body and mind!

My orgasm rose up within me and tore through my mind as I screamed in helpless pleasure, writhing and twisting between the two hard, male bodies as their cocks plunged deep into my belly again and again. But it didn't stop. I was going out of my mind with the intensity of the sexual storm tearing through me as someone – Rod – grabbed my hair and yanked my head up and back and around to kiss me fiercely.

Then Holly was next to the seat, on her knees, groping my breast, at first, then sliding a hand down my belly to rub at my clit. Her other hand was behind Rod, squeezing and massaging his balls as he thrust into me. And when Rod let go of my hair my head fell forward and she leaned in, kissing me excitedly.

Another orgasm rolled over me, then another, and another, as the four of us reveled in our own wild, uninhibited hedonism.

Holly and I found our dresses afterward, though didn't bother with the underwear. We partied for another couple of hours in a club, then went back to Holly's penthouse, where I did my best to teach her how to deep throat, using Rod for the model. The four of us then wound up in a large hot tube on the balcony, where I fucked first Rod, then Adam, and then turned the guys on again by making out with Holly.

Watching us kiss didn't really excite them, as they'd seen that so many times before. Watching us actually eating each other out, though, soon had the guys hard again, particularly Rod, who deflowered Holly's ass while Adam fucked me good and hard.

All in all it was a wild, incredible thrill ride of an evening which didn't end until deep in the morning. And I made more than five thousand dollars from it to boot.

Adam became a regular customer too. And believe me I'd have done him for free!










Chapter Nine













The money was pouring in, and I had less and less interest in my regular job, or in deferring, much less sucking up to, the more senior associates and partners. I was less willing to work the long hours, either. A few months later I moved into a really nice apartment downtown, and took a week off work to set myself up and decorate it. That got me released from the firm. I clearly had lost the dedication necessary for the progression of my career there.

I can't say I cried. In fact, it was something of a relief. It was like cutting a cord which needed cutting, but which I had not been quite able to bring myself to do. Now with that done I was able to spend more time on those courses that Veronica had told me I should take, more time with a trainer, and more time 'working'.

Two months later I accompanied Adam on a trip to the French Riviera. There were parties and movie openings, and lots of wild, wild sex over the next week. I had an incredible time, and made a fortune while having it! I got to ride in a hot air balloon, and to go on a yacht. And while Adam was making contacts, I was making my own. I returned to 'work' for a while, then one of the contacts came through for me and I wound up in the Mexico with him for a week.

We're not talking economy class here either.

Patrick was a movie star, though not top tier. That still made him a millionaire. And he liked to party and drink a lot. Mexico was a whirlwind of bars and pubs, topless beaches and party-party-party. We stayed at an incredible looking villa right on the ocean, with a pool and incredible luxury. And there I wound up having sex with three guys at once for the first time in my life. That was another incredibly kinky blast!

Another first: I wound up stripping in a club. It was one of those amateur night things, and I and other girls did some wild things on stage, then took our turns on the pole, swirling and turning and twisting and showing ourselves off to wild applause. I was kind of high on pot and booze or I never would have found the courage, but like I said, my modesty is a lot, uhm, weaker than it once was. Still, doing the stripper pole naked while hundreds of people looked on was an experience I will never forget!

I don't want to make it sound like I was having sex all day, every day. I wasn't, believe me. I was kind of like an athlete, though. I had to train a lot. That included regular exercise, and by that I mean an hour a day, studying psychology, especially sexual psychology, method acting, certain aspects of business I was shaky on so I could make intelligent replies when businessmen talked to me, art, history, wine appreciation, bar-tending, massage therapy, fashion, makeup, hair, you name it.

There was a surprising amount to learn in a lot of different categories so I could go to those gallery openings and parties and sound like I was one of the elite, and not some bimbo someone had paid to hang on his arm. Guys like Rod didn't care who knew their date was a call girl, but most of the businessmen felt quite different.

The surprising thing was some of them didn't even want to have sex. They just wanted a beautiful girl on their arm at various events. A few of them were gay, and hiding it. Others just had no particular interest in sex, but didn't want to go somewhere alone. There was status in having a beautiful girl on your arm, too. Some of them wanted me there for that reason. Most still took advantage of being able to have sex with me, of course, but quite a few didn't.

Bizarre people!

But I got to go to all kinds of events, including the ballet, opera, gallery openings, movies, theater parties and concerts by orchestras and rock groups, with great seats, and I never had to pay. In fact, I got paid for going.

I never regretted not being at the firm, nose buried in a book, pencil in hand so I could jot down cites for one of the more important lawyers. I paid off my student loan in under a year, too.

No one who knows me knows what I do. I mean, none of my family or friends has a clue what my consultation is about. Why should they? They know I'm a lawyer. They wouldn't dream I'd give that up to be a hooker. Who ever heard of such a thing, right? And the fact I have more and more money now is just as easily shrugged off. I'm a lawyer, so of course, as I progress, I have more money. Everyone accepts that as a matter of course.

Only one couple from my old life ever found out about my new. That was the night I accepted a “date” with a couple, in the penthouse of a luxury hotel. It was their tenth wedding anniversary, and I was the present the wife was giving her husband. She was a pretty redhead, who was both shy and embarrassed, and also almost trembling with excitement. And he, turned out to be one of my former law professors from Harvard, who was now a United States Senator.

We were both awkward at first, especially as he realized why I was there. But his excitement rose quickly, and we had a wild threesome. The wife enjoyed it almost as much as the husband, I think. And it wound up being the first in a continuing series. I wound up showing her a lot, and she became a lot more of an adventuress with her husband in bed, too.

But we both needed discretion, since a revelation would do none of us any good at all. So my reputation was safe enough.

Over the following years I made more and more money, and developed the skill, diplomacy, and sophistication to run with any crowd – while making a small fortune. My life was one long series of parties and fun, as different as it could possibly have been from my intended path. And I'll always thank the fates for throwing Veronica Rawlins into the middle of my dull existence and showing me another path, however forbidden to modern, enlightened women.




End
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