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The Call Girl App


 

 


Megan was just about to enter the supermarket when the young man approached her. He wore khakis and a blue button down and had a name-tag hanging around his neck. He looked to be just out of college, but she couldn’t judge exactly. All people in their twenties had started to blend together for her. She paused as he walked up to her. She didn’t really want to speak with him, but she didn’t want to be rude and just ignore him either.



“Excuse me, miss,” he said in a timid voice, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose as he spoke and tilting his head up to look at her. At 5’6” Megan was noticeably taller than him, even in flats.



“Do you own a smart phone?” he asked.



“Yes,” she replied reflexively, cursing herself internally a moment later for opening the door to further conversation.



“Excellent!” he said, smiling. “I was wondering if I could have a moment of your time.”



“Um, I’m a little busy…” she started to say, pulling a few strands of her short, blonde hair over her ear.



“This won’t take long,” he said, a pleading note in his voice.



The tone of his voice made Megan hesitate just enough for him to start rattling off his spiel before she could say no.



“I’m working with a company that has built a relaxation app. It’s called Mindful Chill.”



He pointed over his shoulder to a trailer that took up several parking spaces of the strip mall. It was painted purple, the words
 Mindful Chill
 scrawled on the sides along with pictures of clouds, sunshine, and a placid beach. Megan thought the mural was a little tacky, but she resisted the urge to roll her eyes.



“We’re introducing people to the app and taking a survey to see what their thoughts are on it.”



“Well, I’m not much of an app person,” Megan said, hoping to extricate herself from the conversation and get on with her shopping.



“Your feedback could still be really useful,” he pressed. “And we’re trying to collect data and responses from a wide variety people, even those who aren’t necessarily our target market.”



He pulled a gift card out of his pocket, a mall-wide one that could be used in any of the stores.



“The whole survey does take a little time, but we provide some compensation,” he said, giving her a kind but awkward smile. “And if you’d be willing to take the time, it would really help me out.” He lowered his voice conspiratorially. “I’m a bit behind quota for where I’m supposed to be.”



“Okay,” Megan said with a slight sigh.



She didn’t like being thrown off her routine, but the truth was that she didn’t have anything specific to do outside of picking up some things for dinner, and she knew she would feel guilty if she turned him down, especially since it sounded like only a little time out of her day could really help him out. And if she got to give herself a little shopping spree with the gift card, then that would be a nice bonus.



“My name is Henry, by the way,” he said, holding up his name-tag so that she could see it more clearly.



“Megan,” she said, shaking his hand.



She followed him over to the trailer and up its metal steps. Inside she found it was fairly spacious. There was a desk with a computer on it that appeared to be for office work. The back of the space was taken up by a large couch in front of which sat a camera.



“If you could take a seat on the couch,” he said, pointing to it. She walked past him and sat down, as he took up a position behind the small video camera.



“So the process is that I’m going to ask you a few questions, just so that we know what demographic you fall into and all that,” he said. “Then you can try the app for a little bit. Then I’ll give you a brief exit interview so you can tell us what you thought about it.”



“And you’re recording all this?” she said, nodding to the camera.



“Yes, but don’t worry, we’re only using this for internal record keeping,” he said, smiling. “You won’t see your face pop on TV or anything like that.”



“Okay,” she said, tentatively.



The red recording light of the camera blinked on.



“So, let’s start simple, what’s your name?” Henry said.



“Megan Knox.”



“I know I’m not supposed to ask a lady this, but for the record, how old are you?” he said.



“Forty six.”



“I would’ve guessed younger,” he said, flashing her a smile.



“Thanks,” she said, with a chuckle. Now that they were doing the interview the young man seemed much more sure of himself, like he was getting into a rhythm, which put Megan a bit more at ease.



“I see you’re married,” he said, pointing to her left hand. “How many years?”



“Almost ten,” she said.



“Congratulations,” he said. “And do you have any children?”



“Yes, two, a son and a daughter,” she said.



Henry asked her a few questions about her family, trying to get a sense of what they did. He also asked about her life as a housewife and how her days usually went.



“So you would say that you’re usually free in the middle of the day pretty much every week day?” he said.



“Yes,” she said. “Is that important?”



“Well, for our studies it’s good to know when people have leisure time, so we know when they might use our product,” he said. “Speaking of which.”



He clicked the camera’s recorder off and went back to the office desk to grab a pair of headphones.



“You can use these or not,” he said, handing them to her. “But I recommend it. I think it will bring you more into the relaxing atmosphere by blocking out other sounds.



“Okay, we’ll try them,” Megan said, taking out her phone and plugging in the headphones.



“Can I see that for a moment, so I can download the app,” he said.



She gave him her phone. He began clicking away on the screen.



“Do you like the beach?”



“Yes,” she said.



“Great!”



He punched in a few more things, then handed her back her phone.



“There are several different relaxation programs, but we’ll try this one,” he said. “Just put the headset on, watch the screen, try to relax, and afterward we’ll see what you think. Oh, and if you’re not impressed, I can uninstall the app for you, no big deal.”



“Okay,” she said, then mostly to herself. “Let’s do this.”



Megan put the headphones on and looked at her phone screen. At first everything was black, then the sound of waves and seagulls started to sound gently in the headset. The screen lit up, the image slowly resolving into a beach. She was close to the shoreline, waves lapping at the ground. The sky was cloudless, and on the horizon a couple of boats sat on the sea.



Megan was continuing to take in the view when she started to hear some soft bursts of static along with hints of whispered words. All of it was very faint. She strained but couldn’t quite make it out. That was probably something she should bring up in the post-interview. But despite the distraction she found herself feeling even more relaxed. Eventually the images of the beach started to dissolve and the static and whispering became louder, but she didn’t feel worried or think it odd. She just felt a pervasive sense of calm.



The screen turned black. A chirp, the sound of a text notification, only one she didn’t use, played through the headphones. The screen then began to swirl, different colors and patterns flashing across it.



“When you hear this, you will answer,” a monotone male voice said.



The chirp sounded again.



“When you hear this, you will answer.”



The chirp again.



“When you hear this…”



“I will answer,” Megan said, her voice flat, as she stared into the shifting spirals on her phone screen.



The sequence repeated.



Megan felt nothing as she listened to the statement and finished it over and over again. It was soothing, the game of call and response, that went on.



And on.



And on.



And then the sound of static and whispers returned, filling her ears as the screen went black. For a moment there was nothing, only silence filling the space.



A series of melodic tones played through the headphones.



Her phone screen lit up, coming alive with a scene of a couple having sex. It cut away, moving to another scene with a different couple before Megan’s mind could fully grasp it. The scene shifted quickly again to another couple mid-sex.



Then it went blank.



The tones repeated.



Then the clips came again, more of them, and faster.



Megan watched the series of clips, heard the sounds of sexual satisfaction and arousal blaring through the headphones. The blackness and those same set of tones would interrupt. Then the sequence would run again. It became her whole world, filling her mind, arousing her body, as she took it in. Gradually, beyond her notice, a different set of tones began to play.



And play.



And…



Megan blinked.



The sound of waves and seagulls filled her ears, soft and soothing. Her phone screen displayed the sea once again. She felt like she had been watching something else, seeing something different, but she couldn’t quite remember what it was.



The beach scene began to go out of focus, slowly blurring into darkness, and the sounds associated it with faded as well. Then the words “Session Ended” appeared on the phone.



Megan set her phone down on her lap, pulling off the headphones. She brought her hands up to her eyes and rubbed them slowly. Her mind still felt foggy.



“So, how did it go?” Henry asked.



“Um…” She still felt that nagging feeling, like remembering she had forgotten something. Like there was something important she should know. But what she did remember was feeling relaxed. “Good. It was relaxing.”



“Great,” Henry said, giving her a big smile. “I have to check something on my computer real quick, but I’ll be over in a minute so we can get your thoughts on camera and get you out of here.”



“Sounds good,” Megan said, smiling back.



She sat on the couch, as Henry went over to the computer and began to type away. A moment later her cell phone chirped with a message notification that was both strange and familiar. But before she could think too much about it, she had instinctively picked up her phone and opened the message.



Answer the call.



Her phone rang, vibrating in her hand. She accepted immediately, holding it up to her ear. A series of melodic tones played from the other end.



Megan blinked.



She was standing in her bedroom closet. Two large and empty Victoria’s Secret bags were at her feet, the alternating light and dark pink stripes staring up at her. And she was holding her phone up to her ear.



“Hello?”



No one answered.



She looked at the screen and realized that she had made the call to an unknown number. The time of the call ticked away. She hit the button to end.



Standing in the closet she tried to remember exactly how she had gotten there. Her last clear memory was sitting on the couch in the trailer where she was doing the survey for Henry. Then…grocery shopping? Driving home? Memories of both popped into her head, but she couldn’t tell if they were from earlier that day or some time before.



Apparently she had decided to use the gift card he gave her on lingerie, but she couldn’t even remember what she had bought.



She picked up the empty bags. She must have stashed whatever she bought in her special drawer, the one with things she wore specifically for her husband Dan. She threw them out and went downstairs. The fridge was stocked, so it seemed that she did do her shopping after the stint with the virtual reality survey. She stood in the kitchen for a few minutes before shrugging and walking into the living room to get on with her other chores.



Maybe she was more out of it today than she had thought. Or maybe she was just getting old.



Isn’t that the sad truth!
 she thought ruefully as she made her way to the hallway closet to get out the vacuum to get the place cleaned up before the kids got home.


 


X-X-X


 


One Week Later…


 


“Have fun at school today,” Megan said, squeezing her two children together in her arms. She kissed each of them on the forehead.



“Ew, mom!” Mikey, the elder one, objected pushing away.



She laughed, ruffling his dirty blonde hair, then letting him go. She hugged her daughter, Sarah, again.



“Okay, mommy loves you both. Now go get in the car with daddy.”



“Bye, mom, love you!” both of the kids said. Mikey ran over to the car where Dan stood waiting, holding the back door open. He climbed up inside. Sarah ran after him, yelling for him to wait up.



Dan closed the door behind them, then blew her a kiss. She pretended to catch it and smiled at him. “Love you!”



“I love you too, see you tonight,” he said.



Megan watched the car pull out of the driveway before returning to the house to get her day underway.



She spent the morning getting in her usual run on the treadmill in the basement along with some light weight training and her core strengthening routine. After showering, she prepared a salad and settled in to watch some bad daytime TV while she ate. She was just finishing up her meal and getting herself mentally ready to run some errands when she heard the chirping of a text message notification.



She didn’t recognize the sound as one she used on her phone, but she found herself moving to the kitchen where she had left her cell on the counter.



Are you available?



Yes.



She typed out the reply and sent it without much thought. Her fingers moving before she could really think about it. The number texting her wasn’t one of her contacts, and there was no reason to tell them she was available. What was she even supposed to be available for?



The phone vibrated in her hand, distracting her from the stream of thoughts objecting to what was going on. She answered. A set of tones played through the speaker. A smile spread slowly across Megan’s face. When the tones stopped, an address was given to her, along with some further instructions.



She went upstairs to her bedroom and applied her make-up: some smoky eyeshadow, her mascara, some blush to brighten her pale skin, and bright red lipstick. The intensity of the look was a bit out of place next to the simple white blouse and the old jeans that she wore around the house, but she knew it would match well with her intended outfit, the one she would wear once she reached her destination.



She went to her closet, grabbed the tote bag she had stashed in the corner behind some boxes she kept stored there, and went down to the garage to get in her car.



She drove along the highway from the suburbs and into the city. There was little traffic, and it seemed with every mile anticipation was building within her. She could feel the warmth and wetness growing between her legs and quivered a little as she pulled off the highway into downtown.



Once she found a parking spot, she grabbed her bag and walked to her destination, her hips sashaying as she moved. She entered the lobby of the hotel and walked past the front desk, heading right towards the elevators. Her feet took her down the carpeted and dimly lit hallways of the building until she stopped in front of room 608. She knocked on the door.



A short, balding man answered. Megan guessed that he was around her age, maybe a bit older. Unlike her, he had clearly let himself go as he aged, leading to flab that hung from his underarms and a gut that stuck out over his waist. He glowered at her for a moment before a sneer of recognition began to creep across his face.



“Mr. Walker?” she said, smiling broadly.



“Yes, yes that’s me,” he said. He stepped away from the doorway, gesturing for her to enter. “You can call me James.”



“Megan,” she said, stepping forward and kissing him on the cheek. “It’s so nice to meet you.”



She stepped into the hotel room, gazing around at the large suite. When she turned back to James to find him looking her over, a warm tingle fluttered in her stomach. She wasn’t even dressed for him yet, and he was still drinking her in. The thought was such a turn on.



“Can I use your bathroom for a minute?”



He nodded, pointing to the open restroom door. She slid it shut and put her bag on the counter. She kicked off her flats, as her fingers worked to undo the buttons of her blouse. She moved quickly but precisely, not wanting to keep James waiting. And maybe more importantly not wanting to delay her own gratification any longer than she had to.



When she emerged from the bathroom she found James sitting in a chair sipping on a mixed drink he had made from his mini-bar. He was raising his glass to his lips but stopped as soon as he saw her. Megan’s long, shapely legs were encased in black stockings and made even more statuesque by the open-toed heels she wore. The stockings were clipped to garters that led up to her black sheer lace bustier. Flimsy v-string panties capped by a little black bow covered her mound.



“Like what you see?” she said, turning around slowly so he could take her in whole body.



“Yeah,” he said, his voice heavy with lust. “I like it very much.”



“So what would you like to do?” she said, smiling at him and pushing out her chest. The bustier made her small breasts stand out enticingly. She loved the feeling of it, they way it showed her off, made her even more sexually appealing.



“Why don’t you go over to the bed and get warmed up,” he said, setting his glass down on a side table.



She sauntered over to the bed and lay back on it, looking him in the eyes as she spread her legs. She took her right hand and ran it over her mound, caressing herself through the panties. She bit her lower lip and let out a sigh as she felt the arousal that had been building since she left her house continue to mount.



“Use your left hand,” James said, still sitting in the chair and watching.



“Of course, lover.”



She smiled at him as she paused, switching hands. The diamond on her engagement ring glinted as she pulled aside her panties and let her fingers toy with her clit. James let out a grunt of approval. His eyes remained glued to her as he undid his belt and fly. He shifted his hips just enough to pull his slacks down.



“What would your husband think if he saw you right now?” he said, as he fished out his already hard cock.



“He’d probably think I was a no-good, dirty slut,” she said in a husky voice.



She sank her ring finger inside herself, enjoying the look of lust on his face as her wedding and engagement rings bobbed just outside her folds.



“Come here,” he said, standing up and kicking off his pants and boxers.



Megan hopped off the bed and slunk onto the floor, crawling towards him as he stood there in only a button down and his socks, his cock standing out proudly.



When she was kneeling at his feet he reached down, gripping her by her hair and guiding her mouth to his manhood. She took it between her lips, hands resting on his thighs as she began to bob her head up and down. She felt herself getting wetter as his cock filled her mouth.



James gripped her hair tighter, directing her to stop with a quick tug.



“Stroke it,” he said.



She looked up at him as she gripped him with one hand, stroking up and down his length while toying with his balls with the other. Her breathing became heavier, surging with need as she pleasured him.



“What’s it like to kiss your husband after having another man’s dick in your mouth?” he said.



“It makes me feel so naughty,” she said. “I get so wet at night thinking about how much fun I’ve had while he’s been at work.”



She took him in her mouth again, sucking on the head and running her tongue around it. He inhaled deeply. After a moment of savoring the feeling of her mouth he pulled back and gave her his hand to help her rise to her feet.



“I think it’s time you lose this sexy little gift wrap,” he said, running his fingers over her bustier. “Leave the heels and the stockings, and get up on the bed.”



“Mmm, yes, sir,” she purred.



She turned away from him walking back to the bed and standing over it with her back to him. She unclipped the stockings from the garter. Then, looking over her shoulder, she unhooked the bustier and let it fall forward. She caught it, holding it over her breasts for a moment before tossing it aside. He watched, unbuttoning his own shirt as he did. She hooked her fingers into the sides of her panties and slowly started to pull them down, shaking her hips sensually with each tug. She stuck her ass out as she got lower until she could lift her leg and slip out of the panties, flinging them across the room after the bustier. She bent herself over the edge of the bed, her ass and pussy thrust back towards him.



“Come and get it,” she called to him in a husky voice.



He had stripped out of all his clothes, even tugged his socks off and tossed them onto the chair. Her legs quivered slightly as he approached, anticipating him. He stuck a pair of fingers into her pussy, massaging her.



“Oh yes!” she hissed with pleasure.



“So wet,” he said, moving his fingers in and out slowly. “Does your husband make you this wet?”



“No. God no!” she said with a moan, pushing back against him.



“Get up on the bed,” he said, pulling his fingers out of her.



He slapped her on the ass playfully. She smiled back and him and crawled forward into the center of the bed. She felt it shift under her as he got up behind her. His hands ran over her ass. Her breathing became ragged with anticipation, her pussy dripping with need.



“Ooohhh, yesss,” she said, as he thrust into her.



She continued to moan loudly and incoherently as he drove into her from behind, his long cock moving easily to the hilt in her wet pussy. She felt his stomach slapping against her ass, one of his hands gripping her side, the other frantically toying with her clit. All of the tension and arousal that had been building in her since she’d left her home, since she’d gotten ready to meet this stranger for this purpose boiled over, and she came, her cunt squeezing against his invading manhood. He paused, leaving his cock resting deep inside her as she bucked against him, her eyes rolling up in her head, a high pitched sigh escaping her lips.



For a moment they stayed that way, joined together while she took deep breaths, recovering from the euphoria.



“My husband never makes me cum like that,” she said around ragged breaths.



“Oh I’m not done with you yet, baby,” James said.



She felt the light sting of his hand smacking her ass.



“Why don’t you ride me,” he said. “Show me what you’ve got.”



Megan felt him retreat from within her. The bed shifted as he plunked down on his back next to her. He was red faced, sweat covering his brow, but all she saw was his still-hard cock. She moved to it, wrapping her lips around it and moving down its length, swirling her tongue as she sucked on it. She rarely gave her husband head, much less after they were intimate, and tasting her own juices on James’ rod was a new sensation; one that made her hornier.



She let him out of her mouth with a wet pop and then squatted over him, her heels planted into the bed on either side of him. She grabbed his cock and guided it into her lowering pussy, so he could get a good show of entering her. Once she felt him penetrate her, she lowered herself down, putting her hands on his thighs for balance. She began to piston up and down, taking all of him inside her.



“Mmm, you are so much bigger than my husband,” she said, looking him in the eyes as she slid down him. “You reach so much deeper inside me.”



“Oh, yeah I’m gonna stretch that little snatch,” he grunted. His hands raced over her stockinged legs, pawing at them.



Tiring of the position, Megan sank down on his cock, and then leaned forward, straddling James’ waist. She sat up tall as she set a new rhythm, riding on his cock and massaging her tits.



“That pussy feels so good,” he said, between labored breaths. “So good. So tight. I’m gonna cum soon.”



“Fill me up, baby,” she said, running her hands over his chest. “Make me yours.”



He grabbed her ass and thrust deeply into her. Then he flipped her, depositing her on her back with him on top of her inside. He began to go again, thrusting into her body with abandon.



“Yes! Yes! Yes! It’s so good! You fuck me so good!”



“Better than your husband?” James grunted.



“Oh God, yes! Yes! So much better!”



She felt his cock expanding, and then with a yell of triumph and release, she could feel James flooding her insides. The sensation drove her over the edge, and she locked her legs and arms around his back, pulling him into her as deep as she could, her whole body quivering. Wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d cum twice in one session or even cum so hard at all.



The couple lay together, a tangled set of sweaty limbs, both of them breathing heavily, their bodies working to recover. Eventually James pulled his deflated cock from Megan’s satisfied body. His cum dribbled out onto the bedsheets, leaking from her pussy. Megan sat up slowly. She brought James to her again, kissing him, and caressing his body delicately.



“I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did,” she said.



“Oh, I think so,” he said, laughing a little. His breath was still labored from exertion.



“Good,” she said. She kissed him again, long and passionately, the pulled away gently. “But now I think it’s time to go back to the boring duties of a housewife.”



“Of course,” he said. He squeezed her thigh gently. “Maybe I’ll arrange to see you again. Give you a little more of what your husband can’t.”



“Oh, please do,” she said, smiling at him. She caressed his cock playfully. “I definitely need more of this in my life.”



She gave him a final kiss, then hopped off the bed and collected the pieces of lingerie she had discarded. She made her way to the bathroom to shower away the evidence of her indiscretion before returning home. As the warm water cascaded off her body, Megan smiled. That had been exactly what she needed. Now all she had to do was let headquarters know she was done with the client. She would make the call as soon as she got home.



Megan blinked.



She was sitting at home on the couch, phone held up to her ear. There was no sound from the line, just crackling static that was mostly drowned out by the sound of the TV.



“Hello?”



No response.



She looked at her phone and realized that she had made the call out, but she couldn’t remember why or who she was speaking with. She shook her head and ended the call. The time display came up on the phone screen, and she realized that several hours had passed since she had finished her lunch.



“Ugh, I must have dozed off,” she muttered to herself, pushing herself to her feet. She still had to run some errands before the kids were off from school, and now she was on a bit of time crunch.



Oddly enough, she didn’t feel too badly about it. In fact, she felt warm all over, like her body was satisfied. Maybe a little nap was exactly what she had needed. She smiled to herself and began humming as she grabbed her car keys and headed for the garage.


 


X-X-X


 


Brandon arrived at his hotel later than he had expected to. His flight had been delayed, getting a cab out of the airport had been a pain, and then there was the traffic. It was a piss poor way to start off his business trip. He had two important meetings to get through, and he needed to be in the right state of mind.



Once he had freshened up and ordered some room service dinner, he opened up his laptop and typed the dark web address into his browser. He entered the pertinent information into the login box that popped up. He had to adjust the location on his profile, but then a site full of pictures of naked women appeared in front of him.



“Available in your area,” the tag-line at the top of the page read.



His eyes glossed over a young Asian woman in a school girl’s outfit, her tits exposed, and a naked black woman covered with tattoos, before settling on an older white woman with short, blonde hair and an athletic body. He wasn’t sure why he felt drawn to her, but he clicked on her profile. Her introductory video began to play as soon as her page opened.



“Hey, my name’s Megan,” she said, smiling at the screen.



She was naked and sitting on a couch, her legs spread, her hands under her small, pert tits, pushing them forward enticingly as she leered at the camera.



“After years of marriage and spending my time at home, I’ve decided I’ve had enough,” she said.



Her hands pinched her nipples, massaging them into arousal. She squirmed slightly, letting out a low moan while she continued to smile at the camera.



“My husband goes to work. My kids go to school. And I’m left here all alone.”



She gave the camera a pout and opened her legs wider, showing off her shaved pussy. Her left hand moved from her breast, dipping down to her nether region.



“I’m done being the bored housewife. I want to have some fun.”



She began circling her fingers around her clit. The camera zoomed in, catching the glint of her engagement and wedding rings, as she pleasured herself. Her moans could be heard in the background. Slowly the camera pulled back again until the woman was fully in frame.



“Let me know if you’d like to keep me company,” she said, blowing a kiss to the camera as she continued to masturbate. “I could use the distraction.”



The video faded out.



Brandon already felt hard. He put in a request for her. A message came back saying that she was free during the day, which he supposed made sense, given the family. He had some time before his meeting the next day in the late afternoon. He punched in a noon appointment. A few minutes later a message appeared saying that Megan had been contacted and the time was confirmed.



There was a knock on the door, and the bellhop called that his meal had arrived.



Brandon shut his laptop. He felt a bit more relaxed already. Even if the meetings didn’t go well, he was sure that he would be having some fun. New cities always offered new opportunities, even if they weren’t always business related.


 

 


The End


 

 

 


Thanks for reading!


 


I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please consider checking out my other work:


 


Excerpt from
 
Becoming Roxy



 

 


“Here she is, boss,” the enforcer said, shoving her towards him.



Rachel stumbled forward on her heels, coming to a stop in front of the sharply dressed man. He appraised her, brown eyes running quickly over her body, but mostly he was looking at her face.



“Do you know who I am?” he said, eventually.



“Um…no,” Rachel said, her voice trembling.



“My name’s Diego, and the Sirloin District is my district,” he said. He pointed the end of his cane at her. “I know all my girls, and you’re not one of them. So who are you?”



“I…um…”



“She calls herself Roxy,” the enforcer said, when Rachel didn’t answer quickly enough.



“Roxy?” he said. “That’s your name?”



“No, that’s just…,” she stuttered, fear jumbling her words before she could spit them out. “My name’s Rachel. Rachel Grisham.”



“Okay, Rachel Grisham,” Diego said. “What are you doing parading yourself around on my turf and trying to steal business from my girls?”



“I’m sorry, please, this is all just a big misunderstanding,” she said.



“Oh, really? A big misunderstanding?” he said, looking back and forth between his enforcers, amusement on his face.



“Yes, really!” Rachel yelled, her voice strained with fear. “I’m not a prostitute.”



“You aren’t?” he said with a laugh. “You had me fooled.”



“It’s just this silly fantasy,” she said, the words pouring out of her as she tried desperately to explain. “I just. It’s dumb. But I had this sex fantasy of being a prostitute. So my husband and I started role playing. I thought I’d just come out here and pretend, and he could pick me up, and…”



She trailed off, not sure if she had said too much or if she was explaining it well.



“A fantasy?” Diego said with a chuckle.



“Yeah,” Rachel squeaked. “Can I please go now?”



“Of course,” he said, giving her a smile. “Like you said, it’s just a misunderstanding.”



“Oh, thank you!”



“But first, I have a question for you,” he said, barring her way out of the alley.



“Okay,” she said, her heart sinking with worry. All she wanted to do was get out of that alley, back to her husband, and home away from this place so she could put this horrible mistake behind her. Now, as he blocked her path, she worried he wasn’t going to let her go after all, that he was going to try and take advantage of her somehow.



“Why does this fantasy excite you?” he asked.



“Um, what?” she said, the question catching her off guard.



“Why are you pretending to be a hooker?” he said. “Why does that turn you on?”



“I…”



Her eyes darted back and forth between him and the entrance to the alley. The pimp caught her gaze and smiled.



“Humor me,” he said. “And then you can go. I’ll even have my men escort you to your husband to make sure you’re safe.”



“Okay,” Rachel squeaked, not sure that she believed him, but not seeing any other choice. She cleared her throat and let it all spill out.



“I’ve been dating my husband since high school. I’ve never been with anyone else, and the idea of strange men finding me sexy enough to pay money to be with me…I thought it was hot. I know it’s not so glamorous in real life, but the fantasy of it turned me on, and I thought it would be fun to pretend to be someone who wasn’t at all like me.”



“Well,” Diego said, scratching his chin. “From what you’re telling me, it sounds like you’d enjoy the lifestyle.”



“No, I — ”



“Let’s recap what you said.”



He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel’s eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn’t seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.
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Excerpt from
 
The Morpheus Spell, Part 1



 

 


Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.



“Yes,” her neighbor, Kevin, said, his voice coming out in a hiss. “You love this cock, don’t you?”



She moaned around his shaft, as she began to bob her head up and down. The more she worked him, the more she could feel arousal building in her loins. She wasn’t even touching herself, and she could feel the orgasm mounting.



“It feels good to please me, to please your Master,” Kevin said.



She let his cock slide from her mouth, her hands rising up to grip it. She stroked him slowly with her right hand, massaging his balls with her left as she did so. She smiled up at him from her place on her knees.



“Yes, so good,” she said, the warmth continuing to grow within her. She closed her eyes, letting her head roll back, another moan of pleasure emanating from her lips. She opened her eyes, gazing up at him once again with adoration. “I love pleasing you, Master.”



“Good girl,” he said. He reached out, taking her blonde hair in his hand. “When I finish, you will cum harder than you ever have before.”



He guided her by her hair, bringing her head back to his crotch. She opened her mouth to receive him. Her eyes closed as she savored his delicious taste. She bobbed her head on him again, her hands working up and down his shaft. He inhaled sharply. And then she felt it, the ropes of of his climax shooting into her mouth.



She came.



Diana woke, her breathing ragged. She could feel her night shirt clinging to her body, her bedsheets damp and twisted around her bare arms and legs. The warm feeling of the orgasm from her dream still permeated her body. She reached tentatively between her legs. Her fingers pushed aside her damp panties and swirled around her clit. She inhaled deeply as she thrust her fingers inside herself, trying to find that same release she had been dreaming of.



But it didn’t come.
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