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I walked into the club like I owned the place. I didn't, of course. I wasn't rich. But everyone else there was. To be clear, this wasn't a night club. This was the clubhouse at the most expensive golf course I could find near my house.

I'd driven for three hours in my shitty '98 Saturn. My dark blue dress was second hand, but I thought it looked nice. I wore the necklace my mom had given me after my first period. I wore the same heels I'd worn to prom a few years earlier.

That night had been so special. Everyone was so full of hope. The Valedictorian speech was about how everyone was going to live such great lives. Everyone was going to succeed and become impressive. That wasn't how it had ended up, for me at least. Which is why I found myself at the clubhouse on a Thursday afternoon.

You see, a year ago I'd managed to move out. With my boyfriend. Who I thought I was going to live with forever. I thought we were going to get married. Maybe even have children. Then a month ago I found out he was still having sex with his ex, so I kicked him out. Then, because the universe hates me, I lost my job. Laid off. Rent was due in two days, so I didn't have many options left.

I'd read stories though. More times than I'm willing to admit. Real stories, posted online like this one. Stories of girls who were down on their luck and managed to find men who'd take care of them. Rich men. Billionaires. In exchange, of course, the women would have to take care of the men. I'm sure you know what kind of story I'm talking about.

So I walked into the building hoping that I could find someone who would pay me to degrade myself. Pay me to have sex with them. Like becoming a prostitute, but classier. That's what I was hoping for. What I found was totally different.

The second I stepped in I felt cheap. There were women in there wearing rings, and a single stone in any of their rings was worth more than my entire outfit. There were bottles of wine for sale that cost more than I made in a week. Even a month. This was a place people came to pay thousands of dollars to smack a ball around. Not exactly my scene.

But I tried to seem confident as I walked in. I scanned the room and everyone appeared to be in couples. There were a few groups of older women. I walked as quickly as I could in my heels. Past the bar. Past the buffet. Until I finally saw what I was looking for.

A man. In a slick black suit. Short, styled, brown hair. Young. Jaw lined. Wearing one of those watches with diamonds in it. He had some dark liquor in a glass in front of him with a bunch of ice cubes. I couldn't even tell you what kind. All I know about is beer and vodka. He sat alone in a booth. I couldn't see a purse or jacket or anything in the space across from him.

I walked over and plunked myself down, trying to look sexy somehow. I was probably blinking way to much. "Hello," I said. My best Marilyn Monroe voice.

He smirked. Like he instantly knew what I was up to. But he didn't say anything. He swirled his drink.

"So," I said. I hadn't planned for this. Weren't we supposed to be fucking by now? "What brings you to the clubhouse today?" As if I was taking some survey. I started to blush.

He looked at me with piercing eyes, but still didn't say anything. Suddenly I felt like I was ugly. I looked down. My embarrassing stupid outfit. Thinking this would work.

Then a waiter walked up. White shirt, black vest, black bow tie. "Excuse me, ma'am," he said. "Do you have your club membership card on you?"

That was it. I didn't have a membership card. Those costed more than my car - just for one week. I started to shake my head, but then Mr. Jawline across from me finally spoke. "She's with me."

The waiter looked at him, head slightly tilted.

"She's my guest," he clarified.

"Sir, guests are supposed to check in at the front, and need to have-"

"Thank you, George," said the man sitting across from me.

The waiter said, "Very well sir." He walked off.

I just stared at him for a moment.

"I own the place," he said.

"The whole club?"

"The whole course," he corrected. "And I think you owe me a thank you."

"Sorry, yeah, thanks," I said. I tried to collect myself.

"So I'm brought to the clubhouse today because I own it. I think a much more interesting question would be what brought you?" He took a sip and shot me a knowing grin.

"I was just nearby," I said. "It looked like a cool place so I thought I'd drop by."

"Damn," he said. "In that case I might as well not even make you my offer."

"Offer?"

"You wouldn't understand. You just wandered in here, so I'm sure you don't have the same mindset as a lot of girls who do the same thing."

"Which thing?"

"I'm rich. They're poor. I'm single. They're available. A lot of women come here thinking they can kill two birds with one stone. Not too many. But some. And you look like just the type."

I was astounded. How could he tell so much about me so quickly?

I guess he could tell from the look on my face what I was thinking. "That dress is used," he said. "Your necklace is at least ten years old. You aren't used to walking in heels. And you're beautiful. That hits all the normal marks."

"You're smart," I said.

"That's what they say." He took another sip.

I decided to confess. He was being upfront about everything; why shouldn't I be as well? "You're smart and you're right. I'm here for the same reason those other women came here."

He just stared at me. I felt like his eyes could already see the next thing I was going to say.

"You aren't interested?" I asked.

"I didn't say that."

"You didn't say anything."

He paused. Then he put his glass down and leaned forward, elbows on the table. I did the same. "Look," he said, "you aren't the first woman to do this, and you probably won't be the last. The very first time I took someone up on an offer like yours it was great. But ever since then - every single other time - I haven't gotten anything out of it."

"You mean you didn't-"

"I didn't. I couldn't. And even though the women didn't... fulfill their side of the offer, they still felt like they deserved to be paid. We'd had sex and even though I didn't finish, they considered it a job well done. So I'm not eager to jump into that situation again."

"Well I can make sure you-"

"You can't be sure. You don't know what that will take. So here's my counter offer. We'll head to my estate. And we can do whatever you want. If you can make me orgasm, whatever you want is yours. If not, you can leave without pay."

It wasn't what I'd expected. Wasn't exactly what I'd had in mind. But it was money, probably. And that's what I was after. How hard could it be to make a guy cum? "Deal."

He stared me in the eye for a moment, then lifted his hand. George was back at the table in a second. "Have the limo brought around. A ride to my place, for two."

"Right away, sir."

The next thing I knew I was outside, and a stranger was holding a limo door open for me. We sat in silence the whole ride there. Then it was out of the limo. His place was huge. Almost as big as my entire apartment complex. The doors were two stories tall, and there was another man waiting to hold them open for us. He led us down a hallway, and someone opened the door to his bedroom.

Inside there was a huge bed. Bigger than any I'd ever seen. It probably could've fit a dozen people. There was a huge window with a beautiful garden and fountain outside. I stared for a moment, and then looked back to see him sitting on the end of his bed, shirtless, staring at me. "I don't want to give too many tips," he said, "but I like my women naked."

I laughed. I walked over to him slowly, flicking both the shoulder straps off and letting the dress slowly slip down. He smiled at the sight of my chest. I left the dress on the floor a few feet from the bed, then got onto his lap. I pressed my boobs together and he kissed them.

I turned his head up and kissed his lips. He was a good kisser. Just the right amount of saliva. The right pace. We fell back on the bed together and made out, his hands groping my hanging breasts. Taking it slow was my strategy. A guy who didn't always finish wasn't going to finish early anyway. Might as well draw it out. Make him really want it before letting him have it.

Eventually I could feel his hard cock against my panties. I started grinding him while we kissed, moving down to his neck for a few pecks now and then. He nibbled my ear. I unbuckled his belt like a pro, without a pause in the kissing. Unbuttoned his pants. Unzipped the zipper. Then I slowly slid one of my hands down over his pecks and abs. I slid him narrow fingers into his pants where I grasped his dick tightly.

It was hard. I couldn't believe how hard it was. And how large. I'd never felt one as large as his. It was warm too. Pleasantly. I gripped tight and started to slowly move up and down. But his face didn't show any signs of pleasure. No more than it had shown when I was just kissing. He wanted more. I could tell. But I didn't act on that right away. I kept with the kissing, more tongue now. I knew what he'd want next, and so I gave him a previous. I showed him just how wet and skilled my tongue could be.

Then I slid of the bed into a kneeling position on the floor. His feet touched the floor, with the rest of his body still lying back on the bed. I watched his cock as I continued with the hand-job just a bit longer. Watched as it grew slightly larger when I went faster. Then I licked my lips - to make sure they were wet enough - and wrapped them around the head of his cock.

He let out a moan. I took that as a good sign. I played toy with the head using my tongue for a bit, and then I went for it. I'd deep throated all my previous boyfriends. None of them had been quite of this caliber, but I knew I could take it.

I suppressed the gag reflex and put it as deep as I could. Another moan when it left me mouth and entered my throat. Then I did what had always worked best in the past. I pulled my head back until my lips were hardly around his cock anymore, then moved my head forwards until his balls were touching my chin. Repeat. His size alone was enough to make me wet. I played with his balls with one hand, rubbing his inner thigh the other.

I managed to make him arch his back a couple of times, but after five minutes I wasn't feeling like I'd made much progress. Eventually I stopped and he looked up at me. "This isn't going anywhere," I said, "is it?"

"You're really good at it," he said, "but no. It's not going anywhere. Like I said, I'm not an easy guy to get off. But please, continue. It's cheaper for me that way."

"I don't think so," I said. "Where do you keep your condoms?"

I walked across the huge room towards his dresser. I started opening drawers. The first few only had fancy clothes in them, but then I found what I was looking for. A box of condoms and a bottle of water based lube. The lube gave me a new idea.

I grabbed a condom and tossed it to him. Then I got on the bed and crawled past him. Staying on all fours, I pointed my ass in the air. I was nervous. I'd never done anal with anything more than a small vibrator. I didn't know what the big deal was. But he said he wasn't easy to get off, so I was willing to do it. "I want you to fuck my ass," I said.

He unwrapped the condom and rolled it on. "You want me to?"

Again, I decided to be truthful. "Not at all," I said. "It's probably going to be very painful. But it might also feel pretty good. Mainly I just want you to come into it."

I tossed him the bottle of lube. He poured some onto his fingers and then stroked it up and down his hard dick. He came up behind me and said, "You really want this money?"

"Yes."

His cock pressed against my ass hole. At first it didn't give. It was clenched. But I forced myself to relax. And the second I did, his entire manhood entered me. Pulling me open in ways I'd never felt before. It was lubricated enough that it didn't hurt, exactly. But it felt very strange. 

I didn't know what to think at first, but then he started thrusting. Slowly at first, but then fast. I'd been holding myself up with my hands on the bed, but suddenly I lost all control. I collapsed, my face landing in a pillow, and I could feel his hands tighten around my hips so that he wouldn't slip out. It suddenly felt just as good as vaginal sex, but in a totally different way. Like I'd discovered a new way to orgasm, and that orgasm was coming quick.

It felt so wrong. Letting this man into my ass. A man I'd just met. A man who I was only even sleeping with because he was rich. I clenched my fists, pulling on the sheet. I bit my lip. The rhythm of it, in and out of my deepest, darkest place. It wasn't long before I climaxed, pulling the sheets right off the bed. My whole body convulsed, I squeezed everything very tight. I screamed. But he just kept going like nothing had changed. Eventually I used every bit of control I still had to crawl away, letting his cock slide out of my ass like it had slid in.

I looked at the condom. There was nothing in it other than his rock hard dick. "Not as easy as you thought it would be?" he asked.

"I'm just getting started."

I pulled the condom off of him, threw it aside, and then pushed him down onto his back. I was about to go get another condom. If hand jobs, blow jobs, and anal weren't enough to get him off, I figured I only had one option left. And I didn't want to get pregnant.

But then I looked at him. His cock was ready and waiting. I was wet enough from the anal orgasm. And it suddenly occurred to me that if he did get me pregnant, he'd either have to marry me or pay child support. Suddenly it didn't seem so bad.

I crawled towards him. I saw a panicked look on his face for a moment, so I said, "I'm on birth control." I put one leg on either side of him, then used my hand to glide him in. He went in deep. I was so wet that I was almost worried about him sliding out.

I put one hand on either side of him, just below the armpits, and then slowly started to move up and down. I arched my back, pushing my boobs into his face, and tried to bring it as far out as possible without losing my grip.

I got into the rhythm of things, and that feeling started building again. An orgasm was on its way. He was just so real. So warm. Suddenly I noticed that it wasn't just me. He was throbbing inside of me. I looked at his face, and could tell he was close. I just needed something to push him over the edge.

I leaned in close, seconds away from finishing, and whispered three words in his ear. "Make me pregnant."

That's all it took. His cock throbbed and I could feel him cum being pumped deep inside me. It pushed me over the edge, but I kept going as best I could. In and out. Slower. I sat up straight, hands on his abs, and I squeezed every last drop of cum possible out of him.

Once the moment was over, I looked down at him. I was expecting him to be bummed. I'd completed his challenge, the one that no other woman ever managed to. But he was grinning. That same stupid grin that he had when I first said hello.

I slid up off of him and his cum leaked out, getting everywhere. There was so much of it. I guess he hadn't finished in a while.

"Well," he said. "You did it."

I smiled, pulling my panties on. I probably should have wiped up, but I was still in the moment. I wanted his cum all over me. "I did it."

"So what do you want?"

I tilted my head.

"I said that if you could do it, you could have whatever you wanted. So what do you want?"

I thought about my options. I could return to my shitty apartment. Maybe try and move to somewhere nice. When I tried to picture a nice place that I could move, the only place I could think of was this mansion. When I thought about trying to find a new boyfriend, he was the only man I could think of. Then I just blurted it out, before I'd even finished making up my mind. "I want to stay here."

"That," he said, "is exactly what I hoped you'd say."
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