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I had never planned on doing anything like this. Of course I hadn't. No one ever does.

But I needed money. Well, I wanted money. Twenty five years old, working at the same job I had during high school, it was pretty depressing.

But I ended up on a website one night. After scrolling through tumblr for hours I found a link to a simple page. It just said, "I am looking for someone to spend one night with. Winning the lottery doesn't pay as well as I do, assuming you're willing to do as I say. Please apply below with a body-shot and your phone number."

I had never done anything like that. As far as I knew there hadn't ever been a picture taken of me naked. Maybe it was because it was late and I was drowsy, but I did it. I stripped, smiled at the webcam, and took a picture. I sent it in with my phone number. The idea of someone, somewhere, seeing me naked. Judging me. Deciding whether I was good enough. That idea didn't leave my head until I was fast asleep; and even then I had dreams about it. Really good dreams.

But the next morning things went as usual. I didn't expect anything to come of it. I showered, got into my terrible work uniform, and then my phone buzzed. Twice, like it does when I received a text. It said, "Great picture. Arrangements can be made on my private jet if you were serious."

My phone didn't recognize the number. At first I thought it must be some joke. Someone was playing with me. But no one knew that I'd applied. And the number looked like it was from out of state. I hadn't given my address, so I didn't feel afraid of anything. Not yet. I texted back, "I was serious."

I put the phone in my bag and got in my car. Nothing until I had started the engine. Then I had an incoming call. From the same number as the text. "Hello?" I answered.

"Ah," sighed a man on the other end. "You sound just as beautiful as you look." His voice was deep. It echoed out of my cheap phone. "What airport is nearest to you?" he asked.

"JFK," I said. The way he asked it didn't make not-answering seem like an option.

"How soon can you be there?" he asked.

"Forty five minutes."

"Great. What's your name?"

"Abigail," I said. "Or, Abby. Just call me Abby."

"I'll call you what I'd like, Abigail. Be at JFK in forty five minutes. Gate 32. Someone will be waiting for you with further instructions." And then the line went dead.

At this point I had to make a decision. Either I had to carry on with my regular life, or I had to drive to some airport and meet someone who I'd talked to once and met over the internet. There was a chance, I had to consider, that there wouldn't be anyone there at the airport to meet me. I was being tricked, and that I'd lose my job - my only source of income - for being as late as that would make me.

But as I pulled out of the lot, I knew where I was going. Of course I was going to the airport. When you have a chance to do something different, anything different, after so many days doing the exact same thing, you take it. No matter how scary it might be. This man sounded powerful. He must have been rich. And how I was going to spend my weekend was going to be up to him.

When I got to Gate 32, someone walked up to me immediately. A short, older man, in a nice suit. "Abigail?" he asked.

"Just Abby," I said. "Are you...?"

"No, I work for him. He rarely leaves his estate. Please follow me."

We walked down past all the regular gates and took a staircase down on to the tarmac. We got into one of those little carts and he started to drive. "So," I asked, "does he do this sort of thing often?"

"No, not too often," said the man in his soft old voice. "He gets a lot of pictures, but rarely contacts them. Even more rarely do they agree to meet. And then even if they do, they don't usually show up."

We pulled up to a plane. A small one, but nice looking. It was white, and it had some corporate logo on the side; something I'd never seen before. The stairs reached down to the tarmac, and the man gestured for me to go up. I did. There was a woman there, waiting for me. "Abigail?" she said.

"Just Abby."

"Please, make yourself right at home." The main room of the plane was nicer than my whole apartment. A huge blue sofa, a full bar, and even an aquarium. "Did you bring any luggage?"

"No," I said.

"Great. The flight is only around sixty minutes," she said. "We'll have you two together in no time."

"Okay," I said.

As the plane rolled into line, and then sped down the track, it sunk in what I was doing. I was flying to go see someone I'd never met. There was no possible way for me to turn back. I didn't even know his name. Nobody knew that I had left, or where I was going. This could all go wrong, fast. And I liked that thought. My daily life was also so drab. There was never a chance that anything could go wrong. Now everything could. This could ruin my entire life. This man might abuse me. I might not get any money. It felt good, in a gut wrenching sort of way. Like having my hair pulled during doggie style.

We touched down and I walked off the plane onto a limo. At least I knew the guy wasn't lying about being rich. The limo dropped me at the front door, where another man in a suit was waiting to walk me in. He sat me at a long dinner table, and that's where I waited.

Eventually he walked in. He wore a fitted black suit with a white shirt underneath, top button undone. His face matched his voice. His voice was the kind you hear in movie trailers, and his face was the same. The suit didn't make his physique clear, but I could still tell he was fit. No belly, and the sleeves seemed thick enough that there must've been at least some bulk under there.

He tossed something to me. It took me a second to figure out what it was. Then I saw. It was lingerie. Golden. "Put that on," he said. "Are you feeling well?"

"Yeah," I said. I looked at him. "I'm feeling pretty good."

"Anything you need?" he asked.

"I don't think so."

"I'll be in my room. Once you're wearing that and you're ready, please come join me. Third door on the left, down the hall."

Then he turned away, walked down the hall, and into his room. I just looked down at the thing in my hands. I had never worn anything like this. I didn't have a perfect shape or anything. I had no idea why he'd chosen me. But maybe I'd look good in it, I thought. Maybe this could work.

But he hadn't told me where to change. He hadn't pointed me towards any bathrooms, or change rooms, or anything. And he said to only enter his room once I was wearing this and ready. So I stripped. Right there in the dining room. I was naked - outside of the shower - for the first time in far too long. It felt good. But I also hurried. I didn't want anyone to see me naked. Not yet at least.

I was wearing the outfit, and started walking towards his room, when I saw a mirror. I looked at myself, wearing this bit of gold fabric that didn't cover enough. I would've felt terrible when looking into a mirror any other time. Flabs went over the edges. My skin wasn't all the exact same color. But this time it felt different. He had chosen me. He knew what I looked like, and he still wanted me.

Then I stopped to wonder about what he'd meant by 'ready'. What exactly did I need to prepare for? I knew it was sex he was talking about. And I'd had a fair bit of experience getting myself ready for that kind of thing. Not that I ever got to have it. So I pressed my index and middle finger up against the golden fabric and started moving in slow, circular motions. That got me started, but when I thought of the situation. A huge mansion. A man I'd only spoken a few sentences to. Lingerie that was worth more than I made in a month. I was wet in no time.

I turned the knob and the door opened. I stepped into the room and it blew me away how rich everything looked. There were curtains, carpets, a beautiful black vase with fresh flowers in it. And then there was the bed. A huge bed.

There was a voice behind me, in the hall. "You look even more beautiful in person," he said.

I spun around.

"What, you thought I'd let you change without watching? And the little bit of warm up," he said, "perfect."

He was still dressed. He closed the door behind himself, and then grabbed my shoulders and pushed me backwards. Then he did it again and I landed on the bed. A little rough but I could manage.

"A show," he said. Standing a couple of feet from the bed. "Give me a little show."

"What do you mean?"

"You're being paid well," he said. "I want a show. Turn me on."

I had almost forgotten about the money. But that reminder, on top of this man telling me what to do in that voice you can't say no to, I started rubbing myself. First just a little, and then a lot. I faded out of the room, pressing my breasts together and just becoming caught up in the feeling. The cushy bed. The smell of the flowers. And the man telling me what to do.

The next thing I knew he was on top of me. I opened my eyes and saw that he had undressed, and that my show had worked. He held his face close to mine, looking into my eyes, pushed the outfit to one side and then slid into me. He opened me up like none of my toys at home could. Stretched me open. It was like an itch that I'd had for months but never been able to scratch. And that was just the first push in.

Then he got to it. Face still next to mine he began to thrust, gradually speeding up. I had never been that wet. He towered over me. Covered me completely. He arched his back with the feeling, and I couldn't keep silent. But before he could finish, he pulled out. I wanted him to go back in so bad. I'd been so close. But he just stayed there, and inch or two away from bliss.

"What is it?" I asked, breathing heavy.

"There's something you should know," he said. "Did you ever wonder how I got so rich?"

"No," I said, with a bit of a laugh. "I don't care. I just want you back inside me."

"I'm a pornographer," he said. "I made all my money filming woman during their most intimate moments."

"Oh," I said. I had no idea why he was bring this up.

"You're being filmed right now."

My first instinct was to cover myself, but I didn't have time. He was back inside me now, going even harder than before. But now he wasn't over top of me, he was away from me, leaving me open. Revealed for whatever cameras there were to see me. 

He leaned over me, providing me with a tiny bit of privacy, only once. He reached forward, grabbed the fabric between my breasts, and pulled. He lifted me into the air for a second, and then it tore, leaving my chest exposed. Then he leaned back again, and carried on, watching me.

I wanted to be mad, but it felt so good. I could feel him growing inside me when he looked at my panicked face. Someone I knew might end up seeing this. But my mind couldn't stay focussed on that for long. There were more important things going on.

Our parts fit together like magic. Every thrust inwards hit the perfect spot, like an itch that I hadn't been able to scratch for months. And on his way out I gripped, squeezing every sensation there was to feel out of him. I could feel his exact shape. I could feel the rhythm that was flowing through him. And it felt amazing.

I don't think I'd ever been that wet. I'd never felt that good during sex, or doing it on my own. He was there, hot, breathing heavy. Inside me. He'd picked me. His eyes darted from my face to my chest to the penetration. All the way in and all the way out, every time.

Then he said it. "This is a live broadcast."

I looked up and bit my lip. I wanted to lean forward and smack him. I wanted to scream. But then he moved his hand, and started rubbing the outside with it while his cock mastered the inside. Tight circular motion around that point. I couldn't be mad. He smiled at me, and I just faded into the feeling. There was nothing other than the comfortable bed and the amazing feeling that spread to every part of my body. I stretched my arms to either side and grabbed on to the bed sheets.

I didn't care that people were watching. I didn't care if there were microphones. I started to moan. Every new great feeling was piled up on top of the others, building something. I couldn’t hold that build up inside forever. My body rippled, and I moaned with every movement. I couldn't hold back any more. I crunched into a ball as every muscle in my body flexed, and it happened. I could feel him throbbing inside, reaching parts of me he hadn't before. And then all at once, every part of me became relaxed.

He leaned in, face next to mine again, and said, "That was an excellent show."

I couldn't respond. My body was still feeling it, everywhere. I couldn't say a word as he pulled out and walked out of the room. I just lay there, breasts exposed, legs spread, surrounded by cameras. I didn't mind. I couldn't. There was no part of me involved in anything other than incredible pleasure. I sunk into the bed and let the waves of orgasm wash over me.

A while later, I managed to sit up. He hadn't come back to the room since finishing and walking out, as far as I could tell. I looked around, saw the cameras, but I didn't care about that anymore. And then I saw it.

On the back of the door I'd entered through, there was a dress. It was form-fitting, floor length, shoulderless, and a deep royal blue. And it looked like it was my size. I sat there for a moment on the bed, letting it leak out of me a bit, trying to understood what I'd just done, and then I put it on.

I ventured out into the hallway. He was sitting at the dining room table, where I'd been when we first met. On the table in front of him was an amazing plate of food, and there was another across from him. With roast beef, mashed potatoes, corn, peas, gravy. The chair was pulled out for me. I walked down the hall and sat there across from him.

"That was just as incredible as I'd hoped," he said.

I blushed, but he couldn't tell. My face was still all red from what he'd done to me in bed.

"So what do you do?" he asked as we both began to eat.

"I, uh, I work at a grocery store. I'm a cashier."

"Someone as talented as you shouldn't be working as a cashier," he said.

"Well, I don't really have any other options at this point. What, you think I should do porn?"

"Someone as talented as you," he repeated, "should be in porn."

I paused. I didn't know what he was saying.

"I've been looking for a very long time," he said, "for someone like you. Someone who sends in a picture, and looks beautiful in it. Then someone who was serious, someone who actually wants to go through with it. Then someone who flies in and someone I can have amazing sex with. Not just good sex - sex where it feels like the two bodies are meant to be together."

I sighed. I knew what he meant.

"I know that you only signed up for one night," he continued. "And if you want to fly out in the morning, I will let you. I'll even write you a check for twenty five thousand dollars. But if you're willing to stay, we can do what we just did every night. You can eat this well every night. You'll never have to step foot in a grocery store again. And if you ever decide to leave, I'll still give you twenty five thousand dollars for every night you stayed."

I thought for a second. "Of course I'll stay," I said. More money each day than I used to make in a year and I get to have amazing sex? Count me in.

"One more thing though, Abigail. What we did tonight was vanilla. I get bored fast. Are you willing to go further with me?"

"I'll do whatever you want me to."
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