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“I need you to pretend to be my girlfriend, preferably for the past seven months. That’s how long I’ve been at the company and how long I’ve been pretending to be a lesbian. How much is that going to cost me for three hours?” Danielle asked.

Potential clients always had some kind of story that I actually enjoyed hearing. Something pathetic about how they needed someone to pretend to care about them. I knew that what I was doing wasn’t exactly glamorous work, but it was so much better than working fast food, “Two-fifty. One hundred up front. If you want me to kiss you in front of them, we’ll call it even, but I’m definitely going to squeeze your ass.”

“Are all escorts like this?” she asked.

“Like what?” I scoffed. “You’re the one that’s faking a relationship. I’m just making sure I have a good time, office Christmas parties absolutely suck.”

Danielle laughed, “You’ve got a fair point there, Maya. Look, you’ve got a deal but if you start springing random fees on me, I’m going to be pissed.”

“I’m not about that life. I just want to get paid, that means I need to do a good job. Especially if you might need me next year or at the next party,” I said.

“I’ll think about it, depends on how good of a job you do. Please, please, please don’t forget that you’re twenty-three and your mom has been having health issues which is why you couldn’t come around more often,” she said.

I chuckled and spoke softly, “So let me get this straight, you want me to be standoffish with a tragic story? Sounds like you’re just asking me to act normal.”

“I figured the black and pink hair was a good sign,” she said with a giggle. “I’ll send you the hundred and an email that has all you need to know about me for the party. And please, wear a skirt and blouse.”

I groaned, “Oh come on. I can’t wear skinny jeans?”

“Skirt or no deal.”

“Fine,” I mumbled.

She hung up the phone and I smiled as I looked up at the ceiling of my one bedroom apartment. It wasn’t much, but working as an escort for a few nights of the month usually kept the bills paid. When it didn’t, well, I took house calls. That wasn’t nearly as pleasant as just pretending to be someone’s love interest.

The day after, she knocked on my door around six in the afternoon. I opened it and couldn’t deny that she was one of the most beautiful women I’d met.

Her light brown hair was draped over her right shoulder and came down just past her perky breasts. She had on a beautiful dark blue cocktail dress. Each of her wrists had a gold bracelet on it and if unless she was wearing fake earrings, those diamonds in her ears had to cost more than my damn rent. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. If I’d known how beautiful she was, I might have knocked a few bucks off the price.

She smiled warmly at me, “You look nice.”

“Don’t give me that,” I glanced down at my black skater shoes, the black miniskirt, and the black blouse I had on. The only thing that wasn’t black were my white stockings that stopped at my mid-thigh. Well, my lingerie was tan, but that was my little secret. As dark as I presented, I did enjoy a little variety in my underwear. Not like I’d let anyone see them anyway.

“No really, I think you’re a very cute woman,” Danielle said and offered me her hand.

I cocked my head to the side and took her hand, “I don’t know if you’re fucking with me right now or not, but let’s be real. My job is pretty much based around me being attractive. I’m here to make you look even better as a person.”

She sighed and gave my hand a gentle squeeze, “Please don’t be so hard on yourself.”

Danielle was starting to get a little emotional on me, that wasn’t going to fly. “Let’s just get to the party,” I muttered.

Her hand stayed intertwined with mine as she walked with me to her rather exotic sports car. Not what I would have guessed she would drive, but then again, she did say she wasn’t too worried about the cost. Hell, if I’d have known she was rolling in this kind of money, I would have charged her so much more.

Once we were in the car, she reached for my hand again. I pulled away for a moment, “What’s the deal here?”

“Maya, please don’t make me be a bit of a bitch. I’m paying you to be my girlfriend for the night, let me hold your damn hand,” she quipped.

I smiled. Maybe she wasn’t just some rich bimbo. I slid my hand into hers and let my thumb graze over her smooth skin. Typically, I wasn’t fond of touching people or being touched, but I hoped that she would kiss me at this rate. Something about getting to squeeze her ass in return felt even more exciting now.

“So why did you pick me?” I asked.

“Huh?”

I rolled my eyes, now she was going to play dumb? “As an escort. There are plenty of women who could pull off a much more refined look. Why me?”

She smiled and squeezed my hand tightly, “I’ve got a thing for the emo and goth types. If I’m going to pay someone to pretend to be my girlfriend, I might as well get to enjoy looking at them.”

At least she was being honest. Even if she probably didn’t know a damn thing about me aside from my hairstyle. Then again, I guess my presentation went a long way towards giving people a glimpse of who I was. That was kind of the point.

When we arrived at the hotel that the event was being held at, she called out, “Stay put, I’m going to let you out of the car. Remember, we’ve been dating seven months, your mom is sick, and you’re the girl in the relationship.”

I let out a chuckle at the last part. So, she didn’t even have a clue that I was born a guy. Works for me, not like she needed to know what was hiding in my panties anyway. Then again, with this skirt, I don’t know how well I’ll be able to hide any damn thing.

She opened the door for me and helped me out. As we walked away, she locked the car with her key fob and slid her hand around my waist, “Be kind of polite, but I won’t correct you if you’re a little snippy with them. I’ve told them that my partner has a bit of a mean streak, but they wouldn’t stop insisting that you finally come.”

“Whatever you want, baby,” I said sweetly. It wouldn’t be the first time I’d faked a night out with someone. Probably wouldn’t be the last.

Once inside the large room, Danielle started introducing me to so many people. Most of them looked like they were upstanding people, though I could tell a few of them were weasels. Probably slackers around the company that only made their living by preying on other people’s success.

She stopped in front of one man in particular and her fingers dug into my hip to let me know to pay attention.

The man smiled at us and extended a hand my way. I lifted it and gently shook it, not daring to apply an ounce of pressure. “Pleasure to meet you. We’ve heard a little about you, but I never expected Danielle to actually drag you to one of these events. Then again, she knows how to get her way, doesn’t she?”

I giggled and nodded my head, “That she does, sir. Maya, by the way.”

“Timothy, your partner’s boss. So, how did you two meet?” he asked.

I glanced at Danielle who seemed to freeze for a moment. Immediately, I piped up, “Well, I don’t like going into it. I was down on my luck and struggling to make ends meet. She wanted someone to help her around the house and I responded to her ad online. It’s a little silly looking back on it, but it was love at first sight.”

“B-Baby, you could have just said that we met at a bar!” Danielle exclaimed.

“Like I would believe that, Danielle. I know you’re not the drinking type. Speaking of, it’s about time for the band to start playing, excuse me while I head over to the bar to visit with our guests,” he said.

Timothy walked away and Danielle let out a deep sigh, “Holy shit, I didn’t even think of a meetup story. Thanks for saving my ass, Maya.”

“You’re welcome, I wouldn’t want anything to happen to it, after all,” I said and chuckled.

She slid her hand to my skirt and gave my butt a gentle slap before quickly putting her hand back around my waist. “What’s with you and your obsession with my ass? Is that just your cup of tea?”

“Something like that, if you really want to know, I’ll tell you. But you might want to wait until we’re in the car again,” I said.

Just as I finished my sentence, a woman approached Danielle, “Oh my gosh, is this her?”

“The one and only, Crystal,” Danielle said excitedly.

Crystal bowled Danielle over and wrapped her arms around me, “I’m so happy I finally met you. You’re so strong for taking care of your mom, I can’t believe that your dad just walked out on you two when you needed her most. If you ever need anything, don’t you hesitate to reach out to me!”

I weakly wrapped my arms around her again and whispered in a pathetic tone, “C-Can we not talk about him right n-now? D-Danielle wanted me to stay s-strong for her tonight.”

“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to overstep, I just wanted to tell you how amazing I thought you were. I’m so happy Danielle has someone like you in her life, heaven knows she needs you,” Crystal said.

Danielle put her hands on top of my shoulders and spoke softly, “I don’t know what I’d do without her. But try not to overwhelm her, she’s not that great around people, Crystal.”

Crystal pulled away from me and nodded, “Well, I’m looking forward to seeing you two dance together. Gosh, I wish I could find a man that made me as happy as she makes you, Danielle!”

The excitable blonde walked away and I turned around to face Danielle, “Really? You’ve built this entire fantasy up in your head?”

“Look, people ask for a lot of dates and I felt it was easier if people just thought I was a lesbian. I didn’t realize how accepting they would be. One little lie turned into an entire story,” she grumbled.

I smiled at her and shook my head, “You’re ridiculous, but I can dig it. When we dance, don’t kill me if I step on your shoes. I don’t really do this kind of escorting all that often.”

“Oh, so you’re…”

“No, no, god no, I don’t sell my body unless I absolutely have to. And don’t take the moral high ground here, I’m a high-school dropout that only really ass shaking as a skill on my resume. I’m just trying to get by,” I said.

She frowned and put her arms around my lower back and pulled me into a hug. “I hate that you’re going through this, Maya.”

I hugged her back, unsure as to why she was getting so damn involved in a complete stranger. Maybe that little delusional girlfriend she had built in her mind was being projected onto me. She seemed like the kind of woman that wanted to protect someone, but I got the feeling that she never let people in. Such was the way of a woman that wanted her career to come first.

“It’s fine, Danielle.”

The band started playing its slow, rhythmic music. Danielle pulled away and spoke quietly, “Would you be willing to dance? We can sit it out if you want.”

“Wouldn’t do much to sell other people that we’re a couple if we didn’t act like one,” I said. That wasn’t the entire truth. But then again, I couldn’t just tell her that I wanted her to hold me. Fuck me, I think I started to actually buy into her fake bullshit.

She smiled at me and put her hand on my waist and used her other hand to take mine. I put my hand on her shoulder and giggled as she started slowly leading me in a slow dance. I spoke softly, “I don’t know if we’re doing this right.”

“It feels pretty right to me,” Danielle said. As we spun in slow circles, her bright blue eyes kept me captivated. Before I could get a grip on myself, felt her pull her hips slightly away from me. “That’s a little different.”

My cheeks warmed as I realized that my cock had hardened to the point of making a slight tent in my skirt. Damn panties, they were never tight enough to keep my package from being a problem!

“Sorry, I probably should have told you about that,” I mumbled.

She smiled at me and used the hand on her waist to pull me back into her. As my bulge pressed against her thigh, she spoke quietly, “It’s fine by me. I’m not quite sure where I stand on my sexuality, but I don’t have a problem with you, Maya. Just try to keep it out of sight for now, okay?”

I hadn’t felt this vulnerable in years. Most of the time, if my secret was discovered, it was because I told someone. When I escorted someone at events like this, I couldn’t even find myself remotely turned on by them. Most of my clients were desperate men that just wanted me to show up at a get together so they could pretend to have a hot girlfriend.

There was something about Danielle that intoxicated me. I couldn’t help but crave her, as stupid as it was. These kinds of feelings were dangerous.

By the time the song finally finished, my cock had softened enough to remain out of sight under my skirt. She smiled at me and gestured to the table we chose when we first arrived. I gladly took a seat with her and before too long, Timothy stepped behind the podium on the stage. The band cleared off the platform for the time being.

Timothy spouted off about how well the company was doing, made some specific thanks to people, and announced that they would be drawing the winner of a raffle. Danielle was among the names he recognized, but when he called her name after pulling a slip out of the hat, she glanced at me with a raised eyebrow.

I didn’t understand what the issue was, but as she walked up to the stage, Timothy called out, “And our lucky Ms. Bates will be taking home a brand new sixty-five inch LED TV!”

Jesus son of a taint. That had to be at least six hundred bucks. For a fucking office raffle? How much were the god damn tickets, fifty?

Danielle clapped with the rest of the crowd before approaching the microphone and calling out sweetly, “I hope I can get some help getting that thing in my car. Let’s just hope it fits!”

“We’ll get you set up and if worst comes to worst, we’ll have it delivered to your house instead,” Timothy said.

She scuttled back to our table and leaned across the table, “That’s fucking insane.”

“Yeah, no one ever wins those things,” I mumbled.

“No, I didn’t buy any tickets. So either someone bought some for me or they’re lying about what name got drawn,” she whispered.

I shrugged my shoulders, “You deserve it.”

She smiled and took my hand again, “You don’t know me.”

I sighed and mumbled under my breath, “I wished I did.”

The party finally came to an end and a few gentlemen helped get the TV in Danielle’s car. She opened the door for me and I got in. I didn’t want tonight to be over, but it had to be.

As we drove back, we neither of us spoke a word. The tension was thick as could be, and all I wanted was for her to say anything to make this feel like it wasn’t real. I didn’t want to have these kinds of feelings for her. She was right earlier, I didn’t know her. That didn’t stop me from wishing I did.

When she finally parked at my house, she got out of the car and opened my door. Then, she opened her trunk and called out quietly, “Help me get this inside?”

“It’s yours?” I said as much as asked.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, “Help me get it inside, Maya. I’m not going to ask a third time.”

There was a part of me that wanted to tell her, no, but just having these precious few moments with her was something I wouldn’t give up for anything. Even if it meant that I was taking her handout.

It was heavier than I imagined it would be, but then again, my arms were just weak as fuck. We got it into my barren wasteland of a living room and she leaned it against the wall across from my bean bag.

“You really don’t have much, do you?” she asked quietly.

I smiled and patted the large box the TV was in, “I’ve got a really nice TV with nothing to watch on it.”

She bit her lower lip and then turned towards the door. “I guess I should go.”

My heart plummeted in my chest. Of all the hurtful things I’d experienced in my life, this had to be the worst. If there was a God, why the fuck was he showing me this kind of life just to take it away from me?

She took one slow step away and then a second. My head drooped and I felt the warm tears coming. This wasn’t fair. I shouldn’t have even let myself pretend like there might have been something between us!

I heard her take a few steps but I was too deep in my own mind. A warm hand cupped my chin and before I knew what was happening, her lips pressed against mine. A single tear streaked down my cheek as her hands fell to my waist. I didn’t question why this was happening.

My hands gently grasped her shoulders and I pulled her weakly into me as I opened my mouth to let her tongue push into mine. She didn’t hesitate to deepen our kiss and her hands slid up my waist and then caressed my arms. Danielle tugged my forearms down and I let her continue to guide them until she pulled my hands against her ass.

I moaned into the kiss and she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and held me close as she broke the kiss, “Don’t make me leave, Maya. Please don’t make me leave.”

“I was just about to beg you not to go,” I whispered.

Her lips pressed against mine for a second and I pulled her into me. I’d experienced a lot in my life, but this was a whole new world for me. Sure, I’d kissed someone. I’d fucked someone. I’d been fucked. I’d run the gambit. But I’d never felt this kind of attachment to someone.

She broke the kiss again and then started kissing her way down my neck. When she reached my collarbone, she pulled her hands between us and started unbuttoning my blouse. There was no way in hell I was going to stop her. If she wanted to see all of me, she could.

Once my shirt was open, she reached behind me and unclasped my bra. I took my hands off her tight ass and shrugged my blouse off and let my bra fall away as well. She smiled at me and whispered, “You’re beautiful.”

I was tempted to make a smart comment, but she leaned back in and started kissing her way towards my nipple. Her lips surrounded my bud and she suckled gently on it before giving it a weak nibble. Danielle moved to the other side and mirrored that treatment. Once both of my nipples were firm, she smiled up at me and started kissing her way down my stomach.

She bent her knees and slid her fingers into my skirt and started easing it down, “Are you comfortable with this?”

“A-Anything,” I whispered.

Danielle pulled my skirt and panties down to my ankles and spoke softly, “Lay down.”

I wanted to tell her that I had a bed we could use, but that would mean waiting a few more moments to continue whatever this was.

I sat down and got on my back, not even bothering to remove my shoes or step out of my skirt and panties. Danielle pulled them off for me, then started kissing her way up my legs. She alternated giving a kiss to each one as she worked towards my crotch. When she finally reached my tender inner thighs, I expected her to keep exploring my body with those lips. But instead, she giggled and gave my long, thick cock one lick before standing up.

Danielle slid her hands under her dress and pulled down her black lace thong and tossed it away before stepping out of her heels. Without so much as a warning, she squatted down over my hips and guided the head of my cock to her entrance.

Under any other circumstance, I would have probably felt like a cheap whore for letting someone get this far with me. But this wasn’t any other circumstance. This felt real to me. Like Danielle truly wanted to make love to me. Maybe I was wrong, but I would happily explore this delusion.

As she let her pussy rub up and down my cock for a moment to get it wet with her juices, she asked quietly, “Should I stop?”

“Please don’t,” I whimpered. God, what was this woman doing to me? When did I become such a desperate thing?

Danielle slid down onto my cock a few inches and let out a long, satisfied groan. I wasn’t small by any measure, most of the time when I did have to resort to having sex with a client, they tended to back out. Danielle wasn’t easily intimidated, apparently.

When her hips finally did rest against mine, she called out, “Thank you, Maya.”

“F-For what?”

“Everything,” she said and leaned forward. She put her hands on either side of my head and kissed me once again. Her hips started lifting and falling in slow, controlled motions. As amazing as it felt, I knew she probably stretched herself a little too fast and needed to adjust to my size.

I couldn’t help but feel like she was doing this for me. Then again, she did seem like the kind of woman that was genuinely warm-hearted. Of all things that crossed my mind, one thought stood out the most. She could probably have anyone she wanted if she wanted them. But she chose to do this with me.

This wasn’t like my normal client that was desperate to have my body. Danielle was gorgeous and could probably date a fucking model if she wanted to. Instead, she chose a skinny little emo escort. I wasn’t complaining. I just didn’t feel like I deserved the attention of this angel.

She finally broke the kiss and straightened her arms. Danielle looked down at me with flushed cheeks, “Fuck, you feel so good inside me.”

I let out a whimpering moan as she rode my cock faster. Her cocktail dress pooled around her waist and I could see her toned thighs flexing and relaxing faster and faster. I didn’t want this to be over, but I wasn’t going to be able to last too long. She was impossibly tight and if I was honest with myself, this was the first time I could ever remember wanting to have sex with someone.

“I’m going to cum soon!” I cried out.

Her lips parted and she worked harder to pick up her pace. “I don’t mind, Maya. We’ve got all night,” she moaned.

I put my hands on her knees and let out a feminine cry as I felt my balls tightening, “F-Fuck!”

She didn’t pull away from me, nor did she even stop bouncing that tight, wet pussy up and down my cock. I didn’t know why she chose me, but I couldn’t help but feel like I had the world at my fingertips.

My cock throbbed within her and she finally let her hips drop against mine. Danielle moaned quietly as rope after creamy rope of my thick cum pumped into her. By the time my orgasm passed, I was breathless.

She leaned forward and rested her torso against mine. Her lips kissed their way up my neck and she whispered into my ear, “I don’t want to leave you, Maya.”

“Then don’t,” I whimpered.

“How can I keep you?”

I smiled weakly and kissed her cheek, “You already have me, if you want me.”
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