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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Every few months, Ruben got an itch. It always started off small enough to ignore, but he couldn’t ignore it forever. Temptation eventually overtook his rationality, and he’d never been a man with strong willpower. He fought in underground clubs, played slot machines, took shots, and smoked cigarettes when he was drunk. He was rough around the edges, but at least he’d cleaned his act up enough to become a carpenter. It set him on a better path. One that afforded him a cute house on the edge of historic Seacrest with his own private gym in the basement.

Ever since the last time Ruben indulged his urges, he’d been telling himself that he’d never do it again, but who was he kidding? It was only a few months ago that he fooled around with a trans woman, and he was ready to have a girl again. One girl in particular, actually.

Helen Jackson.

She didn’t work in the business of selling herself anymore, but she made an exception for Ruben. When he called, she always came through, and he prayed tonight was no exception as he picked up his phone and dialed her number.

“It’s rather late to be calling,” Helen said when she answered. Her sultry voice warmed Ruben’s lonely heart. He hadn’t been in a relationship in years, and none of the girls in his life could satisfy him the way that Helen could. She was an angel in the streets and a demon between the sheets. She awakened the darkest parts of Ruben’s mind, and she was the only thing that mattered when they were together.

“It’s only eight o’clock,” he said.

“It’s a Thursday.”

“Don’t act like you can’t have a little fun on a Thursday,” he said in his deep, smooth voice. Women had told him many times that it was irresistible, but it was just his voice to him. It’d been deep for as long as he could remember. “Let’s go out for a drink.”

“You want to meet me for a drink? I have to work in the morning, Ruben. My life isn’t like it used to be.”

“I know that… what if I pay double the normal rate?” Ruben asked after a pause. Now that he’d heard Helen’s voice, he was tingling with anticipation. He wouldn’t get a good night’s sleep if he didn’t have her. “Please, Helen.”

“What will you do if I get a boyfriend? You won’t just be able to summon me like this.”

“Is that a yes?” he asked.

She sighed into the phone. “I can meet you in forty-five minutes at Seahaven Bistro. If you’re not there before me with a cosmo waiting, I’ll never answer your calls again.”

Nobody else could talk to Ruben like this, but he was weak for Helen. “I’ll be there,” he said. “With your cocktail waiting.”

“Don’t disappoint me,” she said and ended the call.

Ruben stared at the phone in his hand as the tingly sensation around his body increased. He reached between his thighs and pressed against his manhood, taking deep breaths to calm himself, but how could he when he knew that he was about to get a taste of Helen? She was the woman he fantasized about when he was alone at night. She was the one that he thought about when he pictured himself settling down, but then darker thoughts clouded his mind. He couldn’t date a trans sex worker. His family would never accept it.

He got up once his daze faded and raced to the bathroom to get ready. He was going to wear his Michael Kors charcoal gray cashmere sport coat with a pair of gray Kenneth Cole chinos and an ecru cable-knit sweater beneath the jacket. He even put on his gold necklace for a pop of warmth, and then he was out of the door.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Helen sat with her legs crossed in front of her vanity. She adored Ruben. Truly. If she could craft a dream man, it would be pretty close to him. He had gorgeous light-brown skin, several scars on his face from rough encounters, and he wasn’t afraid of life. Except when it came to her. She’d let herself get emotionally invested in the idea of having Ruben as a boyfriend until she realized that he would never accept her for who she was. She was something to enjoy behind closed doors. Someone who could make him feel good and then go on their merry way. She didn’t hate him for that, but she really wished that he would stop calling and toying with her heart.

Despite her ill feelings, she was going to show up at Seahaven Bistro, and she was going to look good. She was wearing an embellish long-sleeve lace trim mini dress from Dress the Population with ankle-strap sandals by Steve Madden. She was going to take a cute leather clutch that matched her dress and heels. She had her hair tied up in a messy bun while she touched up her makeup, careful not to get anything on her dress while she gave her face sharper angles and used dark eye makeup to make her blue eyes pop. She wasn’t a natural blonde, but she went to the salon enough that her roots never showed. To finish her makeup, she applied her favorite red lipstick by Lancome.

When Helen arrived at Seahaven Bistro, several heads turned and glanced in her direction, which made her blush. She avoided eye contact as she headed to the host stand, but it was unnecessary. She saw Ruben over the host’s shoulder waiting at a table with her cosmo.

“My date is right over there,” Helen said and pointed at Ruben. “Do you mind if I join him?”

“Help yourself,” she said.

Helen stepped around the host stand and caught Ruben’s attention as soon as she turned the corner. His face lit up as he stood from his chair. “You look gorgeous,” he said. “Stunning.” She blushed. He grabbed her hand and lifted it into the air to twirl her in a circle. She shook her head, stepping away from him. “Don’t be embarrassed. I don’t care what people think of us.”

“Pull out my chair. I’m thirsty.”

Ruben raced to the table and pulled out her chair. She smiled and looked up at him before crossing her legs. Her sparkling, four-and-a-half inch heels dangled in the air. “You’ll have to stop calling me one of these days, Ruben. I’ve been talking to some guys.”

“Who?” he asked harshly.

She grinned. “Nobody that concerns you.”

He trained his eyes on her as she took a sip of her cosmo, wishing he didn’t feel this way about her, but she was everything he wanted, especially tonight. After seeing her walk into the restaurant in that gorgeous dress and those extra-tall heels, all he could think about was how good it would feel to have her sliding in and out of him. It’d been far too long since their last encounter, and he was dying for a taste of what was hiding between her legs.

“What’s on your mind, handsome?” Helen asked when she caught him staring. She had a feeling that she already knew but wanted to hear him say it.

“Just thinking about how good it is to see you. We really shouldn’t spend so much time apart. We’re great together.”

“Right,” she said with a sigh.

Ruben lifted his gaze, examining her more closely. He didn’t like hearing her sigh like that. In his mind, everything between them was perfect, but he didn’t know how she secretly felt about him. He didn’t know that she’d fucked three other guys just to get over him after the last time they fooled around. Even being out here with him now was dangerous. She could feel her walls crumbling, threatening to pull her back into that dark place.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, noticing the creasing lines in her face. “What are you thinking?”

“Nothing,” she said and waved her hand in the air. She didn’t want to get into her feelings now. If Ruben found out the truth about how she felt, she would be devastated. The way they’d met. She could never be anything more than a fix for him, and she knew it, so why risk putting herself out there more than she already did? If Ruben didn’t have a nice tight ass, she wouldn’t even have answered the phone.

They both knew that there were unspoken words between them, but neither wanted to open that can of worms. They ignored what they were thinking as they drank, ate, and chatted about life. Both had grand ideas of how the world should look. Helen imagined a place where people weren’t afraid to be themselves, and Ruben imagined a place where families didn’t dictate destinies.

“Are we taking this back to your place?” Helen asked when she couldn’t eat another bite. She had a tiny little waist thanks to leaving half the food untouched every time she went out to eat. Now that she wasn’t selling her body, she could afford to loosen up a bit, but old habits died hard, and she was used to starving herself to keep the clients coming. Being out with Ruben reminded her of those days, but he was the only man still calling her, and he was the only one who stared at her with that look in his eyes.

“Yeah, I thought we could go back to my place.”

“Let’s get out of here then.”

“Don’t you want dessert?”

“Cookies from the place around the block.”

“Deal,” he said and raised his arm to request the bill.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Helen got a peanut butter cookie. Ruben got the red velvet. Helen decided to leave her car by the restaurant and got into Ruben’s so that he could drive the short distance to his place. He lived in a gorgeous house not too far from the sea with intricate architecture from years past. He’d bought it for next to nothing and fixed it up himself. She always loved coming over to his place when he was a regular, and stepping back into his home made her realize how much she’d been missing it… and him. As she got further into the home, she wondered if she could really go through with this.

“Welcome back,” Ruben said and turned on the light, illuminating the space she’d been in many times before. Her eyes flickered over to the sofa where she’d bent him over and fucked him hard. “Did you want anything else?”

She shook her head. “The cookie was plenty. I couldn’t possibly have anything else to eat.” She sat on the sofa and crossed her legs, trying to ignore the memories that were clouding her mind. A tug of war was going on in her head. Should she give into her desire or act with reason and leave? Her heart was on the line.

“What about a drink?”

“I could go for a drink,” she said.

“Tequila? Vodka? Wine?”

“Wine would be best.”

“Coming right up,” he said and grabbed two glasses from his cupboard. He filled them with white wine and returned to the living room to sit next to Helen on the couch. She glanced at him through the corner of her eye and took a sip.

“The wine is delicious,” she said to fill the air with anything other than the tension running between them. It didn’t help that her cock was growing stiff between her legs. She wanted to ignore her boner, but it was impossible with Ruben sitting by her side. He was the best ass she’d ever had in her life. Being inside of him was nirvana. Heaven on earth. She took another big gulp of her wine to steady herself, but it was pointless. She was as weak as hot glass. If someone ran cold water over her, she would shatter to pieces in an instant.

Ruben reached forward to place his glass on the coffee table. “Enough with the wine, Helen. I need you, but you’re acting weird. If you don’t want to do this, we don’t have to.”

What could she say? It wasn’t like she could tell him the truth about how she’d been missing him during their time apart. She worked at a hair salon now, so she didn’t need the money that Ruben planned on paying her, and she honestly didn’t want it. She wanted his heart, but how would that sound?

“I want to,” she said and placed her hand on his thigh, glancing down at her manicured nails. Her semi-erect cock was tucked between her thighs as she rubbed up and down his leg. “I really want to.”

“But? You’re hiding something from me.”

“I don’t know how to say it.”

Ruben narrowed his eyes, studying Helen. She wasn’t the only one who had feelings. He had no idea what people would think of him going out with a trans woman, but he wanted Helen. He needed her. “Is there something on your mind? You can tell me anything, Helen. I won’t judge you. Not for a second.”

Helen held his gaze, wondering if she could trust him with her heart. Men had hurt her brutally over the years. They treated her like an object. They made her out to be nothing but a slut with a dick, and she’d had some dark days, but everything was bright around Ruben. When she was with him, her heart felt warm.

“Helen? Do you want me to call you a taxi?”

“No! I don’t want to go anywhere. I don’t know why I’m acting like this,” Helen said and took a deep breath. “Look, Ruben. We didn’t meet under the best of circumstances.”

“I don’t judge sex workers. Why should I judge something that men all over the world use?”

She smiled. He was always so sweet like that, saying what she didn’t even know she needed to hear. “You’re a kind man, Ruben. You always have been. Truthfully, I… I’ve had feelings for you.”

A rush washed over Ruben. He saw this as his moment to confess how he’d felt. “You’re not the only one,” he said. “When we’re not together, I can’t get you off my mind.”

Helen blushed, not quite believing what she was hearing. “I’m not saying I want a relationship, but I at least want our relationship to change. I didn’t come here for your money.” Helen felt like she was jumping off a cliff with those words, diving into a sea of unknown, but she didn’t have to swim alone for long.

Ruben grabbed her hand and laced his fingers with hers. He pulled her hand to his lips. “I only offered to pay you because I thought I should, but I’m done being afraid.”

“What do you mean?”

“The only reason I haven’t tried to lock you down before is because I was afraid about what others would think, but everything changed when I saw you walking into the Bistro. The way you switched your hips as you came over to me… I’ll never be able to get that image out of my head as long as I live.”

Helen blushed. “I don’t know what to say.”

“Say you’ll give me a chance to be your guy.”

“Are you just saying that so I’ll fuck you?”

Ruben grinned, but his look was innocent. He shook his head slowly as he rubbed his finger over her hand. “We can reschedule if that’s what it’ll take for you to believe me.”

She bit her lip and shook her head. “No, I don’t want to wait.”

“Good. Me neither.” He placed his hand on her thigh, moving it closer to her crotch. He didn’t want to get ahead of himself, but he was desperate to have her. So many emotions were running through him, but they were all positive. “You’re the only girl for me.”

“You’re lying.”

“I’m not,” he said. “We don’t have to rush anything, but I don’t need to see anyone else if I can see you more regularly.”

“I’d like that,” she said. Telling him about her feelings was the best decision of the night. She was glad that they weren’t going to exchange money. Knowing that they were moving their relationship in a new direction made her hopeful for the future, for where they might go together, but she wouldn’t get ahead of herself. She wanted a taste of his dick first. “So, does that mean we can start fresh?”

“We’re starting fresh,” he confirmed and softly touched the side of her face before moving his lips closer to hers, and then they kissed.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Helen’s cock was raging hard when she slid her tongue into Ruben’s mouth. He pulled her onto his lap, and she felt his hard cock against her bottom. She moaned. She pushed her fingers into his hair as their kiss deepened. He thrusted his hips against her ass before pushing his hands beneath her dress to cup her cheeks. She cursed as her cock throbbed in her skimpy white thong, begging to break free, but she wanted to give Ruben another type of kiss first.

“You’re so sexy, Ruben.”

“Not as sexy as you.”

Helen broke the kiss and moved down her body. She dropped to her knees between his spread legs, desperate to feel his cock in her mouth. She gripped the waistline of his pants to pull them down his legs, slowly revealing the bulge beneath his briefs. She rubbed his cock and made him moan.

“You want me to give it a kiss?”

“Desperately,” he said.

“Good,” she said and reached into his briefs to grab his cock. She’d always loved his dick. It was thick, uncut, and not overly long, but he never even tried to fuck her with it. She would happily let him. Anytime he wanted, but he was always desperate for her dick, and she could already see him glancing down at the shadows between her legs.

“Fuck, I’ve missed those lips.”

“Yeah?”

“So much,” he said.

The look in his eyes was killing her. She could feel herself tumbling down a hill towards madness. If Ruben became hers, she would never be able to let him go. She would become one of those crazy chicks who obsessed over her boyfriend and put him on a pedestal higher than the sky. She wrapped her hand around his hard dick and licked her lips. She opened her mouth and started sucking his cock. He put his fingers into her hair as she bobbed her head. His dick got slick with her spit as she pushed her lips deeper and deeper until it was at the base of his cock.

“Fuck, girl! That head is so good!”

Helen choked on his cock, but she was a pro at breathing through her nose. She kept his thick dick buried in the back of her throat as her own cock throbbed between her legs. It was begging to break free from the tiny white thong struggling to hold it down. She pushed against her cock with her free hand, eager for his ass, but she wanted to make him cum first. She pulled on his balls. He groaned deeply as she continued bobbing on his dick.

“I’m so close! I need you to fuck me!”

Helen ignored him and sucked his dick more vigorously, eager to drink his cum, and he didn’t make her wait. He pushed on the back of her head as he unleashed in her mouth. She groaned on his cock and drank every drop of cum that he gave. It was even more delicious than the peanut butter cookie she’d had, but Ruben was eager for more.

He stood with his hard cock dangling between his legs and moved her onto the sofa before dropping between her legs. “It’s your turn to feel good,” he said and reached up her dress and pull down her tiny white thong, freeing her cock. She gasped when her cock thickened to a standing position. Ruben wrapped his hand around it and pumped it, staring into her eyes. “I can’t wait to have this dick inside of me.”

“My dick is yours,” she said.

Ruben’s body vibrated as he stared at her cock. He didn’t know why he loved it so much, but he couldn’t get enough of her dick. He’d been dreaming about it for weeks, and now that he finally had it, he was so happy that they could start their relationship anew. He would never judge her for being a sex worker. All that mattered was that he was the man who got a chance to have her heart.

“I need it so bad.”

“You can have it whenever you want,” Helen said and grabbed the base of her cock, shaking it back and forth, teasing him. “How do you want it first?”

“In my mouth,” he said.

“Mmm,” she purred as he pumped her dick a few moments longer. Then he parted his lips to take her cock into his mouth. Her lower back arched as he pushed her dick deep. She cursed under her breath as he bobbed his lips, moving them faster and faster as he worked her towards orgasm, but she couldn’t cum before she fucked him. She pushed his face off her dick.

“What’s wrong?” he asked with a smirk.

“Get on your hands and knees.”

“Want to go to my bedroom? I have lube in there.”

“Yeah, let’s go.” She stood and followed him to his bedroom. He’d stripped naked, so she decided to join him. She unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. Then she took off her bra, leaving her in nothing other than her embellished extra-high heels. She bit her lip when she got a glimpse of Ruben’s hole when he bent over to grab the bottle of lube from his side table. She smirked when he glanced over his shoulder at her, and then he climbed onto his hands and knees at the edge of the bed. He left the lube by his side, eagerly waiting for her to get inside of him.

“Who’s my naughty boy?”

“I am!” he said.

Her cock throbbed as she walked over to him, dripping precum to the floor along the way. She got behind him and slapped his ass with a firm hand. He yelped, gasping as she spanked his ass again and reached over to the side to grab the lube. She popped open the top. He stared at her as she lathered her cock with the lube, licking his lips as she moved forward to push her tip against his hole.

“Tell me to fuck you.”

“Fuck me, Helen. Give me that dick.”

Her balls tightened against her body as she pushed her tip into his tight ass. She was already close from the blowjob, and feeling his warm walls around her cock made her weak. She wouldn’t be able to last long with this amazing feeling around her cock.

“Yes, Ruben! I’ve missed this ass!”

“I’ve missed your cock!”

“It’s yours,” she said. “It’s yours.” She pushed deep inside of him and reached around his body to grab his chest. He moaned deeply as she fucked him and pressed against his spot. “I won’t be able to last more than a few more seconds.”

“Cum in me,” he said. “I need it.”

She lifted herself from his back and gripped his sides with her manicured nails as she fucked him harder and harder until he was spraying his load all over the bed. His walls started tightening and releasing around her cock, massaging her shaft until she couldn’t handle it. She dropped her head back and let out a deep moan as she started shooting load after load of her cum deep in his ass.

“Yes! Fill me, Helen! Give me that cum!”

Helen dumped every drop of her cum in Ruben’s hole, filling him with her seed. She cursed when she finally pulled out of him, and then they tumbled around the bed together, kissing like they couldn’t get enough of each other, and they really couldn’t. Now that the truth was out there, they were going to forge ahead into the unknown as friends with benefits or a couple or whatever they were. They hadn’t come up with a label, but what mattered most was that they were evolving from where they’d been.


STAY CONNECTED

Thank you again for reading Booty Call. This story is from the Harborview series, which includes standalone stories featuring the same public settings, recurring background characters, and lots of different couples finding lust or love. There’s no telling who else will pop up next! Enjoy!

Explore my website to find everything you need to know about my sweet and steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they are available. You can also find some new books of mine for free on Booksprout before they are released in exchange for a review.

I cherish you for reading ♥ 

 

Mailing List

Patreon

Goodreads Profile

Booksprout

Website: clovercox.com

OPS/navtoc.xhtml


    

    Table of Contents





    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    		

        Title Page

    



    		

        Copyright

    



    		

        Dedication

    



    		

        CHAPTER 1

    



    		

        CHAPTER 2

    



    		

        CHAPTER 3

    



    		

        CHAPTER 4

    



    		

        STAY CONNECTED

    



    



    



OPS/CoverDesign.jpg





