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Prologue

 

The Idea Is Born

 

Shannon Van Horne sipped her glass of cabernet slowly, casting a furtive glance down the long bar at her husband, who sat near the other end of it. He didn’t react, except by shifting his eyes downward, to his martini glass, avoiding hers.

This feels pretty wild, Shannon thought excitedly. This place is so upscale, so much nicer than the bars and dance clubs we’ve tried in the past, when we were doing this. It all just feels…different somehow, more exotic and sort of… glamorous, almost. I feel like James Bond or some big-time celebrity or a billionaire might sit down right next to me at this bar any second now and offer to buy me a drink!

Her husband was wearing his most expensive business suit, along with a blue and white striped dress shirt, and a tie which complimented them both. She wore her best cocktail dress—a low-cut, black number with a short hem which showed off her nice legs just as enticingly as the neckline highlighted her not large but very pretty breasts—accompanied by her nicest pair of black heels.

The expensive pearl necklace and earring set she had on had been inherited from her great aunt’s estate. And her long, dark hair was worn up tonight; in an artful collection of interlaced curls it had taken her an hour in front of the bathroom mirror at home to get just right.

The bar at which the Van Hornes sat was inside The Raj restaurant, in Santa Monica, not far from Venice Beach and the ocean. It was a very expensive dinner house which--despite the link to Imperial British India its name implied--featured only Tandoori Chicken and a few other typical items of Indian cuisine on its menu, scattered among its other, more traditional offerings which consisted of mostly steak and seafood dishes.

A destination restaurant like The Raj was an unusual dinner choice for the Van Hornes, but Roger had wanted to try playing the little wife-watching game they sometimes participated in at a place which represented a total departure from the type of bar and restaurant the two of them normally frequented. After all, they were also celebrating their anniversary tonight; five years of what they both thought of as a very happy and successful marriage.

Besides that, Shannon thought, what woman doesn’t like to get dressed to the nines once in a while and go out to an elegant place to show off her best outfit… her hottest…look?

The practical wife and mom side of her still fretted about what a night out at a place like this one--where the house cabernet was almost twenty dollars a glass and dinners could go as high as sixty dollars per plate--was costing them. But she had to admit; it was exciting!

It was just past seven-thirty, on a Saturday evening during the first week in June, and the place was starting to get busy. She and Roger had dinner reservations at nine.

The plan was for them to sit at the bar separately for an hour and a half and just see what happened, who approached Shannon and tried to strike up a conversation with her. If she liked him, she would encourage his attentions at first.

But she wouldn’t go anywhere with the stranger--should he suggest that--and Roger got to enjoy watching the whole “mating dance”/pick-up-attempt ritual without appearing to pay any particular attention to what was happening on Shannon’s end of the bar.

Then, just before nine, the two of them would contrive to “bump into one another”. They would pretend they’d just met, chat for little while, and he would offer to buy her dinner. That was how they planned to take their leave from whatever group of would-be seducers had gathered around his very pretty wife by then. Later, at home, she’d fill him in on what naughty proposals she’d gotten and what suggestive remarks her various suitors had made over the course of the evening.

On other nights, in less formal settings, there might have been dancing, a few naughty kisses, and even a bit of out-of-bounds touching by the men she met who were trying to pick her up. But unfortunately, The Raj featured only the swanky bar--with no music and no dance floor--and the posh restaurant, so there wouldn’t be the opportunity for any dirty dancing or seriously touchy-feely flirting tonight.

Still, there would be wild sex between Shannon and Roger later, as she recounted her little adventures at the bar and filled him in on which man had suggested a thrilling night out on the town with him followed, of course, by a trip to a nearby motel. Shannon hated to admit it--because she had told her husband more than once that she thought the whole…wife-watching game was just “silly”, when you got right down to it--but she did sort of enjoy performing this harmless “mind-fuck” on groups of unsuspecting, horny men almost as much as Roger liked watching her do it.

Plus, there was the sex. The torrid, almost out of control couplings the two of them shared after a night of playing their little game were always incredible!

And, even though she was ostensively a demure, twenty-six year old teacher’s classroom aide with a gorgeous little three year old girl at home, she still loved hot sex. If she was being totally honest with herself, she also had to acknowledge that she really--deep down inside--relished these occasional chances to appear sexy and available to strange men while her horny husband sat nearby and watched!

She had to admit that, before her husband had read about the wife-watching phenomenon on the net and finally talked her into experimenting with it, their sex lives had gradually declined during their four years of marriage. At the start of their relationship, they’d been two-times a-night, couldn’t-do-it-often-enough lovers.

Before wife-watching, however, they’d slipped all the way down into a once a week, same-thing-every-time rut, when it came to sex. Neither of them had been particularly happy with that boring existence, so when they’d discovered what they thought of as this harmless little diversion, they’d pounced on it.

“Is this seat taken?”

She turned and looked at the man who had just spoken to her. He was tall and lean and had a perfectly-clipped mustache which matched his dark brown, close-cropped hair.

“Uh, no,” she said after another moment, and he sat down on the bar stool next to her.

He’s way old, but he is kind of cute, she thought, eyeing the handsome new arrival’s extremely expensive-looking, well-cut suit. He’s probably in is late forties; maybe twenty years older than me, but he is quite nice-looking…for an older man.

The barman came down to them and the man ordered a Grey Goose martini, up, and then glanced over at Shannon’s almost empty wine glass. He smiled at her, displaying white, perfect teeth and asked casually, “May I buy you a drink, Ms….or is it Mrs.….?”

His voice trailed off. He was staring down at her bare ring finger atop the bar. Shannon wasn’t wearing her wedding set. She never did when she was out like this, pretending to be “available” to other men, for Roger’s wife-watching pleasure.

“I’m Shannon, Shannon Ragland,” she said, reverting automatically to her maiden name as she introduced herself.

“My name is Harry North,” the charming older gentleman said, “Now, about that glass of wine?”

“Sure, that would be great,” she said, smiling invitingly at him, her heart beating just a little faster as she began to consciously flirt with yummy, older-man Harry North.

He nodded to the bartender and the man moved off down the bar to get their drinks. As he poured them, Harry North asked conversationally, “What’s your going rate, Shannon?”

“Rate, what do you mean, ‘rate’, Mr. North?” she asked, bewildered and completely taken aback by that odd question, asked from out of nowhere.

He smiled at her and said, “You’re young, and very pretty, and your body is flawless, from what I can see of it in that cute little black dress.”

The drinks came and Harry North waited until the bartender had moved off down the bar again, out of earshot, before toasting her with his martini glass, saying, “I’ll make an educated guess that you charge somewhere between five and eight hundred an hour, am I right?”

Shannon’s mouth dropped open in utter shock. This guy thought she was a… hooker!”

He took out a business card and put it on the bar next to her purse and said, “I know I’d gladly go eight hundred an hour for a date with you and--if I didn’t already have a girl booked for tonight--I would be happy to offer you just that.”

With a little wink, he added, “Yessir, I’d make a date with you for tonight, right now, if I could, gorgeous. But do keep my card. Call me and we’ll set up a night out together real soon, alright?”

His focus shifted to the front door as a tall, stunning, redheaded woman entered the bar through it. Smiling at her, he picked up his drink and then nodded toward Shannon.

“That’s my date for tonight now. I hope to hear from you soon, Shannon. You’re quite the little vixen, I must say.”

With that, he laid a fifty dollar bill on the bar and went over and began talking to the red-haired girl in the couture, crimson-colored evening dress and matching red Jimmy Choo heels. Shannon didn’t know that much about high-fashion, but she knew that the girl Harry North was now chatting with was wearing a dress that must have cost a good ten times as much as the dress that she was wearing tonight had; which was ninety dollars, at J.C. Penney’s finer dresses section. And she did know Jimmy Choos when she saw them; they usually sold for somewhere between six hundred and eight hundred dollars a pair.

I wonder what her…rate per hour is? Shannon found herself thinking cattily just that as she stared at the perfectly-coiffed, centerfold-worthy, titan-tressed girl.

She took a big sip of her wine, suddenly feeling totally out of her depth and ill at ease in The Raj. This being-mistaken-for-a-whore thing had definitely thrown her. It had never happened to her before.

Men had often taken her for a hot babe who could be picked up and driven somewhere and…fucked, during her short career as a “watched wife”. But at least none of those guys had thought her sexual favors could be purchased, like a pound of hamburger!

Still, five hundred to eight hundred dollars an hour, she mused, smiling slightly as she realized just how much money that was. She earned slightly over eleven hundred a month, working half days as a teacher’s assistant.

Another man sat down next to her in the seat just vacated by Harry North. He was in his early thirties and was also very nice looking.

The barman came down and the man ordered a Glenlivet over ice. She, in turn, took another big sip of her cabernet, leaving the level in the glass perilously close to the bottom.

The man noticed immediately and asked her, with a winning smile, “May I buy you another glass of wine, miss?”

 

****

 

It was five minutes to nine. Shannon excused herself and headed for the restroom, according to the plan she and Roger had worked out beforehand.

After using the facilities, she started back into the lounge. Roger dropped some cash on the bar, got up from the stool he’d been sitting on, and met her in the entryway. To anyone who happened to be watching them, it would look like he had been either heading into the restaurant or to the restroom.

They made a great show of introducing themselves to each other, talking animatedly for several minutes, her smiling at him and laughing at what he said, just for appearances sake. Then she went over and got her purse and settled up what little tab she had run up—Austin Pressley, the handsome thirty-something man had paid for her last two drinks and Harry North had paid for the one before that, leaving her on the hook only for the first round.

“That nice man over in the doorway, waiting for me, has asked me to go to dinner with him,” she told Austin, who looked utterly shocked by this unforeseen turn of events, “it’s been wonderful, meeting you, Austin. Thanks ever so much for the wine and the conversation.”

“But, I…I mean, I was going to ask you to dinner,” Austin protested.

“You did ask me to spend the night with you in that nice motel down by the ocean, darling, but I hadn’t said yes or no to that invitation as yet, and I don’t remember dinner being mentioned,” she told him with a charming little smile that might have been just slightly regretful, “And after all, a girl’s got to eat, now doesn’t she?”

“Damn it, I’d have happily bought you dinner,” he insisted, obviously kicking himself mentally for not thinking to do so before this.

“Well, maybe next time, sweetie,” she told him with a tiny, condescending little pat on the cheek as she turned to join her husband in the dining room.

 

****

 

“Honest to God, he thought you were an escort?” Roger said gleefully as he cut into his pricey steak.

“Whore, he thought I was a whore,” Shannon corrected him, still slightly miffed at Harry North’s appraisal of her, as she nibbled at her excellent but oh, so expensive chicken breast, with baked pecans encrusting it and finished with an apricot glaze.

“No, whores don’t get paid that kind of cash, honey,” Roger explained patiently, washing his steak down with a sip of wine. “Only escorts knock down that kind of loot. They can also make, like, two to three grand for an all-night date, which is what I bet what that redhead charges for a whole evening in her bed.”

He was looking at the girl across the restaurant, and she was laughing gaily as she dined with Harry North. Shannon gave her husband the evil eye.

“Oh--and just how is it that you know so much about all of this, Mister?” Her tone was suddenly accusing and suspicious and not at all forgiving.

“I just read a book by Thomas Perry, you know, he’s one of the authors I read all of the time, him and Michael Connelly and Stuart Woods? Anyway, it was called The Boyfriend, and it was all about this guy who killed high-end hookers, escorts, all around the country. It had a lot of details in it about how that business works.”

“Oh,” Shannon said briefly, clearly relieved by his explanation.

She rarely read the same things that Roger did. She favored biographies and non-fiction, while he was a thriller and crime fiction fan.

“Do they really make that kind of money?” she asked after a lull in the conversation.

“I guess they do,” Roger said, still staring at the redhead and then back at his wife, “I mean, just look at that girl, Shan. If a guy was filthy rich, I could see him paying those kinds of bucks to sleep with a girl who was that gorgeous, sure.”

“Good thing we’re not rich, then, isn’t it?” She was grinning wryly at him and at his obvious interest in the redhead.

“Hey, I already have a babe at home who looks just as hot as her, why waste my money on new talent?” He said it kiddingly, and she laughed.

Then she shook her head and offered teasingly, “Oh, I don’t know. You might be seeking a little…variety, maybe?”

They both shared a chuckle over that and then her expression became serious as she asked him earnestly, “Do you really think someone would pay that kind of money to sleep with me?”

He stopped laughing and looked at her critically for long moments. Then he looked over at the redhead again, clearly comparing his wife to the escort.

Finally, he said at last, “Yeah, I really do. If you were dressed like her, and had your hair done at the same place she does and your makeup was just so…sure, I bet a rich guy would gladly pay that much to spend a night with you, babe.”

Shannon didn’t say anything in answer to that. But she was shocked by how much the idea of what her husband had just said might be true excited her. She found herself thinking about it throughout the rest of dinner, mulling it over in her mind.

They were doing okay, she guessed. Roger was a C.P.A., with his own small firm, just him and a secretary who doubled as an assistant accountant, doing the menial tax filing work while Roger handled the more complex clients. And she had her eleven hundred a month coming in from her teacher’s aide job.

But little Diane, their daughter, was already three, so college was just up the road a few years; and good colleges nowadays were so expensive! Plus, there was the problem of their house being so small.

It really was a tiny cracker box of a place out in Glendale. The Van Hornes didn’t live in a bad neighborhood, but it wasn’t exactly Beverly Hills, either. And it would have been so nice to have a bigger place, with a nicer yard, in which to raise Diane.

There was also the matter of a brother or sister for their daughter to play with. Both she and Roger wanted at least one more child; so that meant buying a bigger house before too long for sure, not to mention a second college tuition to think about.

“You know that fantasy you keep mentioning,” she said at last, “about letting the wife-watching game eventually go further; about me becoming a… ‘hotwife’?”

Looking up at her from the last of his steak, he asked, “Yeah, what about it, Shan; why do you bring that up?”

“Well, instead of me getting picked up by some stranger in a bar or dance club and letting him…you know…do it to me and then rushing home and to tell you all about it, like in your fantasy,” she said slowly. “What if I charged the guy to have sex with me and then came home and told you everything the two of us did together?”

Roger choked slightly on the wine he’d just imbibed. When he’d finally stopped coughing, he demanded, “What in the hell are you talking about?”

“If I really am hot enough to do what that redhead does for a living, then what would be so different about me doing that, instead of letting myself get picked up in a bar and having sex for free with some guy just so I could thrill you with the details?”

Roger just stared at her like an owl, his eyes blinking slowly, clearly stunned by what his wife had just suggested. The redhead got up just then and headed for the bathroom, or at least that’s where Shannon assumed she was going.

“I’ll be right back,” she told her still-startled husband, impulsively getting up and following the taller girl as she headed to the ladies room.

 

****

 

Shannon was grateful for the four glasses of wine at the bar and the two additional ones she’d had with dinner, for the added courage the alcohol gave her. She wasn’t normally much of a drinker, so she was feeling no pain when she entered the lady’s room a half minute after the redheaded “escort”.

Glancing around quickly, she was relieved to see that, for the moment, the two of them were alone in the small rest room. She found an empty stall and sat down to quickly relieve her bladder, timing her re-entry into the main part of the restroom to coincide with that of the other girl.

She’s about my age, maybe a year or two younger, Shannon thought as she washed her hands next to the taller woman. And she is gorgeous, there’s no disputing that.

“Hi, my name’s Shannon,” she said, after drying her hands and taking a deep breath. “I was sitting next to Harry North at the bar, before you came in. He propositioned me.”

The girl laughed and shook her head and then said, “I don’t doubt it. You’re very cute and Harry is an unrepentant pussyhound. I call him ‘Horny Harry’.”

“So… are you really an escort, like he said you were?”

The redhead didn’t stop smiling, but her voice had some steel in it when she answered, “Don’t say ‘escort’ as if the word was a synonym for ‘dog-shit’, okay?”

Shannon felt herself blush. She rushed to say, “I’m sorry if I offended you. I’m nervous, is all.”

“Well, in answer to your question, yes, I am an escort. I work for myself, as an independent; no booking agency involved. Why do you ask?”

“I…I’m thinking about getting into that business, too,” Shannon said as boldly as she could manage it. “Is it hard to get started? Can you do most of it on the net or do you need an…agency, when you’re first starting out?”

The red haired girl regarded her coolly for a half a minute or so, studying her face and body more closely. At last she said, “You might do okay, as long as you’ve got what it takes in bed. You have a sort of a really pretty, girl-next-door-vibe going for you that a lot of clients might go for.”

She stepped closer and put her right forefinger under Shannon’s chin, raising it just slightly, examining her face more closely, asking, “Are you a good fuck, babe? How are your blowjobs…are they really out of this world or just sort of okay? Do you enjoy taking it up the ass?”

Shannon shivered. She couldn’t utter a word in reply, just staring up plaintively into the sensational redheaded girl’s mesmerizing green eyes with her big brown ones.

“And how about girls, cutie, can you put on a really hot girl-girl show for a client, and then take turns with the other gal, fucking that client’s brains out, in between bouts of pussy licking?”

“I, uh, I…” Shannon stammered, unable to speak clearly. Not able to breathe, really, she was suddenly so nervous.

The girl let go of her chin and grabbed up her purse off the nearby counter next to the sink. She opened it and took out a business card that read simply: Charlize Nelson, and had only a cell phone number listed and handed it to Shannon.

“Call me some day soon if you want to discuss this further, and we’ll get together and chat,” Charlize told her, heading for the door. “Unless you chicken out and want to drop the whole thing. And that’s okay, too. Either way works for me.”

At the door, she turned and said, “But I am always looking for hot chicks that might be good to team with on dates, when the client requests a girl-girl show to start the evening off with. My regular clients get tired of seeing me going at it over and over again with the same girl, so new blood is always welcome.”

And with that, she was out the door. Shannon breathed again, staring at the card in her hand, her fingers shaking from nervousness.

 

****

 

“And…and would you…would suck it for them, if they wanted a blowjob, you little slut,” Roger Van Horne whispered urgently to his wife that night, his cock sliding in and out of her super-wet slit as he spooned on his side behind her.

“Yes, I’d have to, if that’s what they wanted, now wouldn’t I?”

Roger moaned at his wife’s taunting answer, ramming her pussy even harder. “And you’d do it, wouldn’t you? You’d suck them off and swallow it, if they wanted that, wouldn’t you, you little ho?”

Shannon quivered as she crossed the threshold into near-orgasm. She sighed, “Yes, yes, I’d do it all! I’d do whatever they wanted!”

Roger gave a bull-like roar and hammered her so hard she thought for a moment he might shake her teeth loose. She turned and looked at him back over her shoulder and whispered, “But don’t worry, darling. If I do decide to become an escort, I’d come home and tell you all of it…in detail!”

He screamed at the thought of that and began to fill her with his hot come. Shannon moaned and her toes curled back as her own orgasm slammed into her.

It was one of the hottest ones she’d ever experienced!




Chapter One

 

 

Learning More

 

Shannon sat in a booth at the back of the almost deserted bar, fidgeting nervously. The small cocktail lounge was on Sunset Boulevard, in Hollywood, and it was early Tuesday afternoon, the Tuesday after her and Roger’s big night out at The Raj.

Since daughter Diane had spent Sunday up in Bakersfield with grandma and grandpa, the Van Hornes had devoted most of that day discussing whether or not Shannon should expand on the original fantasy premise about eventually letting a strange man pick her up some night for sex.

It was a bit of a leap from that idea to willingly sleeping with a stranger for money, but not that huge a leap. They’d also spent a good deal of time on the subject Monday night, after Diane was safely asleep down the hall.

The “debate” had produced some scorching-hot sex between Roger and Shannon, as they’d taken turns imagining different scenarios in which “escort Shannon” did everything in her power to please the rich, powerful men she’d soon be meeting as part of her new “career” as an expensive call girl, if they decided that she should actually go through with it. The end result was their mutual decision that--since Charlize was willing to meet and talk with her about the ins and outs of the business--it wouldn’t hurt to go at least that far in exploring the idea further.

Hence today’s meeting.

She had come straight from school this afternoon, without stopping at home to change, so she was wearing a pair of inexpensive cotton slacks and a blouse that was not new. Today had been a project day in the classroom, and the kids had been painting with watercolors, so Shannon hadn’t dared risk a newer blouse or more stylish pants amid all of the flying paint that first graders tended to produce when they attempted to paint.

The front door of the lounge opened and a tall redhead with her hair pulled back into a ponytail entered the darkened bar. She spotted Shannon immediately and came over to join her in the booth. Shannon’s mouth dropped open as the girl approached the table.

Without her fancy evening gown and pricey shoes and wearing no makeup at all, Charlize Nelson looked almost like a very pretty teenager, her skin perfect, but much more freckled than it had appeared on Saturday night. And without the professional level makeup job and her pricey evening clothes, Charlize’s green eyes looked mischievous and youthful, not sexy and seductive--as they had last Saturday night--when the tall girl sat down across from her in the booth.

“Could I see some ID, please, Miss?” The cocktail waitress asked the question, skeptically looking down at Charlize.

“Hey, it’s me, Barb; I’m not working today, okay?” Charlize smiled up at the waitress, who broke into a big answering smile as she finally recognized her.

“Jeez, Louise, Charlie, you look like a damn high school cheerleader, with no makeup on and dressed the way you are, in those jeans and sneakers.”

“Thanks, Barb, a girl likes to hear that sort of thing, now doesn’t she?”

“Are you having your usual?”

“You bet, along with a refill for my friend, here, okay?”

The waitress went over to the bar as Shannon sat trying to recover from her shock at seeing the worldly, expensive call girl she had met the other night dressed like, and looking like, a teenager. She blurted, “Just how old are you, anyway, if you don’t mind my asking?”

“I’m twenty-three; I’ll be twenty-four in August.”

“I just turned twenty-six. Am I too old to get into your business?”

Charlize laughed heartily and it was as if another five years fell away from her face. Shannon marveled at how much like a sixteen year old high school girl Charlize looked when she gave out with that peal of full-throated, from-the-gut laughter.

“No, you’re perfect. I guess I got an early start, is all,” she finally said, when she’d stopped laughing.

“Oh, how did that happen?”

Charlize looked across the table at her. The waitress came back and put a glass of chilled white wine on the table and a second glass of cabernet in front of Shannon and departed.

“I grew up in Illinois. My family still lives there. I’ve got a cousin in Chicago who does what I now do for a living. She’s six years older than me. She started when she was barely eighteen.”

After taking a sip of the wine, she went on to add. “She has a condo right off North Lakeshore Drive, with a gorgeous view of the lake, the finest of everything--when it comes to furnishings and clothes--and a red Ferrari, for those long drives in the country when she feels like it.”

She gave Shannon a tiny shrug and continued. “I was the prettiest girl in my high school class, and I knew by the time I was sixteen that I wanted to live like she did. And I already had a good idea of what she did for a living; where all of those expensive goodies had come from.”

Waiting a beat, Charlize added, “And I had also discovered, by the time I was sixteen, that I loved sex, too; so my career choice wasn’t all that difficult.”

Shannon took a big sip of her not very good house cabernet. For the first time, she detected a hint of the hardness lurking behind those pretty green eyes that stared back at her from across the table.

“So, what about you, cutie,” Charlize asked, “why are you thinking of getting into the escort business?”

“I make eleven hundred dollars a month as a teacher’s aide,” Shannon said simply, “and I have a small daughter at home that is going to want to go to college in a few years. College is expensive.”

She had another sip of her wine and then said, “Plus, I love sex, too, and I think it would exciting, and fun, to go to bed with a few different guys a month. And it would be lucrative, too, from what you’ve said and what I’ve read about the escort business.”

“It can be,” Charlize said non-committally. “The trick is getting work on a steady basis, and in being sensational at what you do, of course. That’s the secret to developing a client list. Nobody pays more than once to be with a girl who looks sexy as hell but turns out to be a lousy fuck.”

Shannon’s tummy did a tiny flip. But she said boldly, “I’m very good in bed, or at least that’s what I’ve been told.”

“Well, we’ll see about that,” Charlize said, finishing her wine. She waved to the waitress, indicating she wanted a refill on the drinks. “Have you got time for a little… audition this afternoon?”

This tummy flip was much bigger than the first one had been. Shannon took a sip of her remaining wine, which turned out to be more like a giant gulp. “What do you mean, ‘audition’?”

“I’m scheduled to do a double with two regular clients of mine on Saturday night,” Charlize said. “They always want a hot girl-girl scene first, and then they’re going to spend the rest of the evening fucking both of us, alternating. I have a girlfriend named Carolyn that I love to do this kind of gig with, but I’ve used her a few times already with these two dudes, and I’d really like to give them something different this week.”

She looked hard at Shannon and said, “I think they’d really get off on seeing you and me together. And I know both of them would love to get their big cocks into someone like you, who is fresh and innocent-looking.”

Shannon drained her glass of wine in one big glug, trying to keep her hands from shaking as she did so, at the mere thought of doing what Charlize had just mentioned. And doing it as early as this Saturday night, too!

She stammered, stalling for time, “What do you mean… ‘someone like me’?”

“You know, a girl who’s pretty and nicely built and looks like the MILF next door, not some glamorous hooker type,” Charlize said, smiling.

MILF--that means “mother I’d love to fuck,” Shannon told herself. Well. I guess that’s fair, since I am a mom, and if, when they saw me, they wanted to…to fuck me! That’s part of the job description, right?

Shannon wanted desperately to stall for more time to think about this. For one thing, she had to talk it over with Roger before she could even think about agreeing to do anything this wild—to take such a huge step!

It was, after all, one thing for her husband to agree she should attend today’s exploratory meeting and talk about the escort business with Charlize Nelson. But it was definitely something very different to say ‘yes’ to her spending this Saturday night fucking two men she didn’t know from Adam!

Shannon thought fast. She didn’t want to tell Charlize about Roger, or even that she was married, having purposely left her wedding ring and engagement set atop the dresser at home today.

But the girl already knew that she had a young daughter at home. She’d mentioned the fact earlier in the conversation. Perhaps she could use that little slip up on her part to her advantage now, to stall for time.

Shannon said, “Could you excuse me for a moment? I need to call my sitter and let her know that I might not be able to pick up my little girl from pre-school this afternoon.”

“Sure, let me give you some privacy,” Charlize said, picking up her glass and standing up. “I’ll get us another round, and then we’ll adjourn to my place for a more…in depth talk about the business.”

Shannon’s gut did a complete, nervous double back-flip this time as the tall, sexy redhead walked over to the bar and began to chat with the bartender and the cocktail waitress. Easing her cell out of her purse, Shannon speed-dialed her husband’s and blurted, when he answered it, “Rog, darling, I need you to pick up Diane from pre-school today. This meeting with Charlize is going to go later than I’d thought.”

She listened impatiently to his grousing about having to leave the office early and cut him off with, “Listen, I’m going over to her place in a few minutes. And I think I’m going to get naked and have lesbian sex with her when we get there. I’ll tell you all about it tonight, in bed, after the baby is asleep, okay?”

A big, knowing smile crept over Shannon’s face as she heard her husband change his tune entirely about having to take off from work early today. The big perv was dying to hear about her being in bed with another woman for the very first time!

That’s because he never in his life thought I’d ever do anything like this, she told herself as she closed the phone and slipped it back into her purse. Of course, then again, I never thought I would, either!

 

****

 

Shannon looked around somewhat disappointedly at the one-bedroom, sparsely-furnished apartment with its inexpensive, minimalist furniture and tiny kitchen. After Charlize’s description of her call girl cousin’s posh digs in Chicago, she had been expecting a lot more.

Of course they had driven over here from the nearby bar in Charlize’s canary yellow, brand-new Corvette roadster. That had been pretty impressive, since Shannon was currently driving a seven year old Toyota sedan.

“This is my fuck pad,” Charlize said, upon seeing Shannon’s reaction, locking the front door and taking off her expensive sunglasses. “I bring clients here occasionally when they don’t spring for a nice hotel or motel room someplace, or when they don’t have me come to their place.”

She looked hard at Shannon and added, “You never go to a client’s home or apartment unless you really know the guy well; like, he’s a long-term regular and you’re sure he’s okay.”

With a little shrug, she said, “You can never tell who the next Hillside Strangler will turn out to be, so don’t take the chance. Hotel and motel rooms are a working girl’s safest bets. I never even bring anyone here, to this little dump, if they’re not repeat clients I have a good feeling about.”

She stopped and glared at Shannon and said in a no-nonsense voice, “And you never, ever, even think about entertaining a client at your own home. That is an absolutely for sure no-no. You never let your clients know who you really are, see?”

Shannon nodded that she did. She asked, “So, you’re not really Charlize?”

The girl laughed. “Charlize Theron is Charlize. I just lifted her first name when I got into this business, because it’s unusual, and I like it. My real name is nothing even close to that.”

Shannon blanched. “Oh, shit, I told Harry North what my name was at that restaurant. I didn’t tell him my real last name, but I did use Shannon!”

“That’s okay,” Charlize assured her. “You can use Shannon as your professional name, just pick a last name that’s way different from your real last name and you’ll be fine. There are lots of Shannons running around out there in L.A.”

She gave Shannon a friendly smile and said, “Besides, Harry is a way okay guy. I’ve been fucking him for two years now. He’s a mensch.”

Nodding her relief, knowing that the word “mensch” was Yiddish for a good person, Shannon said, “Okay, well, then Shannon it will be. What’s a good last name?”

“You should keep it simple, but sexy,” Charlize advised her, “something that rolls off the tongue. How about Shannon Sable, since your hair is dark? Or you might go with Shannon Saint-Cyr or something like that. St. John, St. Jean--saint names are always sexy and sound kind of hot, for some reason.”

“I like Shannon Sable, that sounds good to me,” she said.

“Okay, then, Shannon Sable, let’s see if you’ve got any talent, or if I’m going to need to book another chick for next Saturday night’s little pussy-licking and fuckfest,” Charlize told her with a little smile, reaching down and taking Shannon’s left hand in her right one. “The bedroom is just in here.”




Chapter Two

 

Audition

 

Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God, what am I doing here? Shannon asked herself that question over and over again as Charlize swept her boldly into her arms as soon as they were in the small bedroom and standing next to the queen-size bed.

“Just relax, this isn’t rocket science,” Charlize said softly, “do what you like having done to you, and I’ll probably like it too, okay?”

With that, the other girl’s mouth was suddenly pressed up against hers and Shannon felt her whole body tremble. Charlize’s tongue tapped against her lips as they kissed, demanding admission, and Shannon gave a deep sigh of resignation and opened her mouth.

Jeez, this does feel sexy as hell, somehow, she thought as Charlize continued to kiss her and to run her hands up and down Shannon’s back while they made out.

And the feeling of the tall redhead’s tongue against hers was something else again, she couldn’t deny that! Shannon felt a huge tingle of pure, forbidden excitement crackle down her backbone as their tongues dueled; a tingle that went right to her clit!

I’m getting so wet, she thought, feeling her pussy lips moisten like crazy as the kiss went on. And my nipples…I can feel her nipples, hard and excited against my tits, and I bet she can feel mine, too; they’re so damn stiff!

“Mmmmmmmmm, very nice, for a newbie,” Charlize breathed heavily as they finally broke the kiss. “You’ve got me panting for you, babe. I can’t wait to suck those hard nips of yours.”

Shannon trembled even harder as Charlize said…that!

And, just as another the tremor of lust shot through her, Charlize reached down and cupped Shannon’s crotch through her slacks and panties in her right palm and gave a light squeeze. A hot flash of pure desire roared through Shannon’s wet pussy as the experienced seductress whispered, “And how about down here, sweetie? Is this little pussy wet, and craving my tongue yet?”

Shannon closed her eyes and moaned, nodding that it was. Charlize chuckled and said, “God, you are a hot little thing, aren’t you? Come on, let’s get these clothes off and really get down to business, shall we?”

Later, Shannon couldn’t even remember getting naked with Charlize. But, almost before she knew it, she was naked and on the bed. And Charlize was naked, too!

Making out with a spectacularly pretty woman like Charlize, when both of you were nude, turned out to be incredibly exciting. She felt her pulse pounding so rapidly her heart threatened to fly right out of her chest. And her nipples were throbbing like they might explode as they glided against the other girl’s long, full set of erect nipples while the two of them sucked tongue together and rolled around, embracing each other atop the mattress.

“Fuck, you’re either a great actress or you’re really into this,” Charlize gasped, pulling her mouth from Shannon’s.

She smiled at her slid upward, until her rose-colored knobs were even with Shannon’s mouth, whispering, “Let’s see if you’re just acting, babe. Suck my hot nippies for me a little, why don’t you?”

Shannon felt a tremor of pure lust go through her as she absolutely attacked Charlize’s left nipple with her mouth and tongue! In seconds, the tiny spike of femininity was between her lips and her tongue was going crazy on it!

Holy moly, where is this coming from? Shannon asked herself the question as she sucked and licked at the pebbly nub as though she couldn’t get enough of it!

Shannon had never touched another girl before this—she hadn’t wanted to, as far as she could remember. The few porn movies she’d watched had contained lesbian sequences; they all did.

But Shannon didn’t recall being over-stimulated, watching them. She hadn’t been turned off by the sight of two girls going at it hot and heavy, but it hadn’t really “done” anything for her either, as she recalled.

She didn’t remember being especially excited by the spectacle of a gorgeous porn girl licking another’s…pussy! It was the sight of a really big cock filling that pussy in a later scene that she remembered as making her all hot and bothered, and ready as she could be for sex with her husband that night.

“Oh, God, you’re really going after my nippies!” Charlize sighed blissfully just then. “I’ve got to suck yours, too, baby, and right now!”

Shannon moaned and straightened up, her nice-sized breasts brushing up against the other woman’s saliva-slick nipples. She gasped as the twin sets of erect buds collided and a hot pulse of desire crackled right down her spine and into her clit.

Charlize didn’t waste any time. She maneuvered Shannon onto her back and started to devour her breasts, just the way Shannon had gone after hers.

“Yes, yes, suck them!” Shannon groaned, pushing her back up off the mattress, mashing her right tit against Charlize’s hungry lips and teasing tongue. “Oh, God, just like that…suck them just like that, pleeeeeaaasssse!”

The stunning redhead’s hand slithered down Shannon’s heaving belly and right through her bush, her exploring fingers finding their way to her overflowing slit. The middle one plunged inside, gliding right over her clit as its owner switched breasts and began to pummel Shannon’s left nipple with her lively little tongue.

“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Shannon gave out with a guttural growl as Charlize began to finger fuck her while she feasted on her sensitive nubs.

This is sensational, Shannon told herself, completely succumbing to her first lesbian experience, and succumbing joyously at that! She seems to know just how to touch me…exactly how to stroke me!

As if she’d been reading Shannon’s mind, Charlize whispered just then, “Do you like that, baby? Do you like the way I suck your titties?”

The red-haired girl gave Shannon’s clit a little extra tweak and she moaned and thrashed her head from side to side, whipping her long black around as she sighed, “God, yes, I love it!”

“Then I think you’re really going to love this,” Charlize promised her, starting to kiss her way down Shannon’s tummy slowly, pausing a moment to tease her belly button with just the tip of her tongue.

Shannon’s stomach rippled with a pre-come spasm of pure arousal. She couldn’t remember ever being this excited in her life…even when her husband was giving her a great fucking!

“We’re going to have to do something about all this hair,” Charlize said, gliding her lips through Shannon’ lush black pelt, “but this is a cute, cute little pussy, darling!”

Shannon sucked in a ragged breath and held it as Charlie rearranged her long body between Shannon’s widespread legs and kissed her clit for the first time. A huge tremor of excitement tore through her and she moaned and thrust her hips up off the mattress involuntarily, as if her pussy was seeking more of the other woman’s hot, intimate kisses!

Charlize’s tongue touched her clit for the first time and Shannon knew she was lost: she flat-out loved this; having sex with another woman! A fireball of desire was unleashed within her pussy and she couldn’t stop herself from reaching down and clutching Charlize by her red hair and sighing, “Oh, God, eat me! Please eat my pussy!”

The gorgeous younger girl purred like a contented cat and began to do just that. Her naughty tongue was all over that juicy little slit, lapping at Shannon’s clit, wriggling deep inside her, drawing out her girl lube and ladling it into her mouth.

When Shannon heard her lover swallow her first mouthful of the hot, slick oil, she knew she was going to come! Shamelessly, she began to work her pussy against Charlize’s adoring mouth and to tug at her own nipples!

“Oh, fuck, it’s so good!” She sighed out the words, feeling a massive orgasm coming on. “Oh, lick me, suck me; eat me right up, you sweet bitch!”

 

****

Shannon let her tongue glide up and down Charlize’s exquisite pink folds again and again. The elegant redhead was doing the same to her.

They were locked in a torrid “sixty-nine” in the middle of the bed, rubbing their naked bodies together and licking each other’s pussies like two confirmed lesbians. Both were moaning constantly and gushing out lube for the other to lick up and swallow.

Shannon had long ago lost count of the times Charlize had made her come this afternoon, and she had returned the favor almost every time. She glanced over at the digital clock on the nightstand and saw that it was almost five.

We’ve been making love for hours on end! The thought amazed and delighted Shannon. I never even considered having a lesbian affair before, but this seems so natural, so fun…so unbelievably hot!

A fresh orgasm began to build and she dug her fingernails into Charlize’s incredible ass and held on tight. The spasms started in her belly again and her clit went off under her lover’s licking tongue.

She shuddered in ecstasy and sucked at Charlize’s clit. The bigger girl moaned and started to come, too!

The two women clung together and shivered through their mutual climax. Groaning and rubbing their exploding cunts against each other’s mouths until the last little twinges of bliss ebbed away.

Charlize moved out from under her and said with a smile, “If you fuck anywhere near as well as you do that, you’re going to make an incredible partner, come this weekend, babe!”

Shannon laughed and said, “Sounds great to me, darling. I’d adore making love to you again soon. I’d gladly do it for free!”

Charlize turned around on the bed and took her in her arms. Their tits came against each other and both girls sighed at how nice that felt.

Shannon looked at Charlize and saw that her pretty face was awash in girl juice, and realized that hers must me, too. Somehow, that didn’t bother her at all. And when Charlize drew her in for another hot kiss, she didn’t shy away.

This is so wrong, but it feels so good, Shannon marveled, opening her mouth to admit her lover’s tongue. It feels so nice to kiss her, to suck tongue with her, to rub my nipples against hers.

At last, Charlize broke off the kiss and whispered, “Tell me no lies, babydoll, are you a great fuck? These guys are regulars of mine and I’d hate to disappoint them.”

Shannon felt herself blushing but she said, “Yeah, I am…I think. I’ve never done it professionally before, like you, but yeah, I think I’m a great fuck.”

Charlize thought about that for a moment and said, “Okay, that’s good enough for me. Meet me at the Raj bar at seven this Saturday night. The guys will get there at seven-thirty, and we’ll have dinner.”

She paused for a moment to let that sink in, and said, “They usually reserve a suite at the Santa Monica Marriott; just one king size bed, so we’ll all be together in one room. There are two of them, so we’ll trade off all night. We’ll fuck them until they’ve had enough, and then we’ll leave; simple, right?”

Easy for you to say, thought Shannon, swallowing hard at the thought of spending this Saturday night in bed with two guys she’d never even seen before.

“How…how much would we make, each?” She managed to stammer after another moment.

“Three grand apiece,” said Charlize, as if making that much in one night was old had to her.

Three-thousand dollars, thought Shannon, slightly awed by the amount. I’d make that much in one night!

Stalling, unwilling to give her answer just yet, she said, “Tell me about these two guys; you said you’d slept with them before.”

“Lots of times,” Charlize said matter of factly. “Like I told you, they’re regulars of mine. They like to party together, so I always take another girl along.”

Seeing Shannon was still reluctant to commit, she said, “Listen, these two are pussycats. They never want anything really kinky and they aren’t into pain or bondage or any of that silly shit. You don’t have to worry about them, believe me.”

“Are…are they…big?”

Charlize thought about that a moment, and then answered, “Yeah, not the biggest I’ve ever seen, by any means, but they’re sizable. Omar is probably eight inches and very thick; and Jamal is closer to nine, but not quite as wide.”

That sounded like a lot of cock to Shannon! Her husband, Roger was about seven inches and his dick was not too thick, either. The biggest guy she’d ever been with, back in high school, had been just a little longer than Roger was, and his prick had been nearly twice as big around as her husband’s.

She recalled that being among the many reasons why she’d broken up with him; his cock was just too thick for her small pussy to take on a regular basis, and enjoy!

Still, I’ve had a baby since then, she realized, I’m not as tight as I was when I was a high school girl.

And three-thousand dollars was three-thousand dollars, after all! She told Charlize, “Okay, seven o’clock at the Raj. I take it we’re dressing up?”

“Oh, yeah, always,” Charlize replied. “Wear your best and be ready to party!”

 

****

 

Shannon drove into the carport at seven that night. She had taken her time driving home from Hollywood, thinking about what she had agreed to do Saturday.

How would Roger take this; that was the question? She sort of wanted to do it, just this once, to see how she liked it!

But if Roger was adamant about her turning this “date” down, she had Charlize’s cell phone number. There was plenty of time to call her and bow out, should Roger have a hissy fit over his wife actually becoming an escort.

Fantasy was one thing, she admitted to herself as she got out of the car and started to go into the house, but reality is something all together different. Roger seemed to get all excited at the idea of me becoming an escort the other night in bed. But he may be less than thrilled about me making that fantasy into reality, come Saturday night!

Diane was already in her pajamas and sitting in her daddy’s lap, watching television in the front room as Shannon entered the house. She beamed at her darling daughter and her hubby.

Maybe this is really where I belong, she thought doubtfully, being a mom, not a three-thousand a night hooker.

“Well, you’re home late,” Roger said. “Did the meeting run long?”

Diane, who had vaulted off his lap and was hugging her legs, asked, “What meeting, Mommy?”

She looked down at that adorable little face and said, “Nothing you need to worry about, pumpkin.”

Looking up at Roger she asked, “What’s for dinner? I’m starved!”

He said, “I want to hear all about your meeting.”

“Oh, you will, I promise,” She said teasingly, “after we’re in bed. It was quite interesting, I can assure you.”

 

****

 

“God, your cheeks still smell like…like pussy!” His voice was tortured groan as she sucked him to full hardness.

“She’s delicious,” Shannon teased her horny husband coyly, letting his cock slide from her lips momentarily. “And those big tits of hers are real. She had the sweetest nipples, darling!”

“Fuck, fuck,” moaned Roger, closing his eyes, imagining that, “I can’t believe you went to bed with her like that!”

“You’d better believe it,” she whispered, jacking his now very hard dick in her fist slowly. “We ate each other for hours. She made me come continually, it seemed like!”

“Jesus,” Roger gasped, thinking about that, “that’s so hot, babe!”

She took a deep breath and said, “I…I have a date, this Saturday night, if I want it. Two of Charlie’s regulars have rented a suite at the Santa Monica Marriott, and Charlie needs a second girl to…uh…help entertain them all night!”

Roger’s dick leapt in her hand and for a second, she was sure he was going to start spurting come right then and there! He turned beet-red and stammered, “Two…two of them?”

“Yeah, we’d trade off all night long, or until they’d had enough pussy,” Shannon said quickly. “Or at least that’s what Charlie said.”

The two of them just looked at each other for long moments. Shannon wouldn’t have believed it possible, but Roger’s cock seemed to get even harder in her fist as he asked, “Do you…do you…want to do it?”

Taking a deep breath, deciding that the only way this was going to work was for her to be totally honest with her husband, she said in a tiny voice, “Yeah, I kinda’ do. I’ll earn three grand, if agree to show up this Saturday.”

“Holy fuck, three grand,” Roger’s voice sounded awed at the thought of all that money in one night. “Are you kidding me?”

“No, that’s what Charlie said,” she told Roger, her eyes wide with arousal at the thought of spending all night fucking the two strangers and being with Charlie again; plus earning all that money!

“Can I, baby?” She asked him, getting up on her knees. “Can I do it, please?”

She fitted the head of his swollen dick in her super-wet pussy slit and let all of her weight down on him. He closed his eyes and moaned, “Yeah, I guess its okay with me, if you really want to!”

I really do, Shannon realized as she started to ride her husband’s hard cock enthusiastically, happy as she could be that he had said “yes”! I really do!




Chapter Three

 

First Date

 

She spotted Charlie sitting at the bar, nursing a white wine as soon as she entered the room. The tall redhead was wearing a green dress this time, a truly elegant number that clung to her spectacular form and showed off her large, perfect breasts with a plunging neckline.

Shannon wore a new outfit, purchased at on sale at Nordstrom for under a hundred dollars for just this occasion, along with her best high heels. Again, she had worn her great aunt’s pearls.

The dress was black, with a low cut bodice which highlighted her cleavage, and a slit up the side that showed off her legs. Her dark hair was piled up in a stylish updo which had cost her an hour and half at the beauty salon this afternoon and almost as much money as she’d paid for the dress.

She slid in next to Charlie and asked in a nervous voice, “How are you tonight?”

Charlie turned and looked at her appraisingly. Nodding her head in approval, she said, “Great, and you, how are you feeling?”

“Scared spit less,” Shannon admitted. “I’m as nervous as a cat!”

The red-haired girl laughed and said, “I remember how I felt on my first date, so I can’t blame you. I was so nervous; I threw up in the ladies room right before dinner.”

“H-How did it go?” Shannon asked haltingly.

“Great, my first client turned out to be even more nervous than I was,” Charlie said, smiling fondly at the memory. “It was his first time as well, hiring an escort. We had a great time, and he became my first regular, until he got married last year.”

The barman arrived just then and Shannon ordered a glass of the house cabernet. Charlie waited until he had gone to the other end of the bar to pour it before adding, “I expect I’ll be hearing from him this year. Guys like that never change. Wifey may be great in the sack, but he’ll still want a little ‘extra’, on the side from time to time, if you know what I mean.”

The two women sat in silence for a few moments and then Shannon whispered, “What will these guys want tonight?”

Charlie turned and said softly, “Pretty much everything, honey. That’s why they’re paying us three grand apiece; straight sex, complete blowjobs with us swallowing their come, anal, maybe even a DP or two. “Holy Jesus, what’s a ‘DP’?”

Charlie smiled knowingly and said, “Double penetration, one guy up your ass while the other one fucks you in the pussy. Have you ever done one?”

“N-No,” Shannon stammered nervously, “I’ve done anal a few times, though not recently. Is doing a…DP difficult?”

“Not really, if you like anal,” Charlie said breezily, “and I love anal. I’ll take care of the DP’s tonight, if the boys will let me. But they may want you to do one; too, especially if they find out it will be your first time, trying it.”

“Kind of like taking my cherry, or something,” muttered Shannon under her breath.

“Exactly,” Charlie nodded agreement. “Just relax and go with the flow; I’m sure you’ll do fine, sweetie. I’m counting on you.”

“I won’t let you down,” Shannon promised, taking a big swig of her wine, hoping that was true.

I don’t like anal sex much, she was thinking. I’ve let two different guys do that to me, and both times it hurt all I got out of it was a gooey asshole and a lot of pain!

But three grand was three grand. That was worth enduring a little discomfort and an ass full of jism to earn, wasn’t it?

“Drink up,” Charlie advised her, “a little liquid courage never hurts. And I can see you’re still uptight as hell about tonight.”

“Yeah, I am,” Shannon admitted and finished her wine. She signaled the bartender to bring her another one. “Sorry if it shows; I really want to do great tonight. I want this to work out.”

“Oh, I think it will,” Charlie said confidently, “or I wouldn’t have asked you along tonight in the first place. Remember, these guys are regulars of mine, and regular, repeat clients are like gold to a working girl. I wouldn’t have invited you to this little party if I didn’t think you’d be okay.”

She smiled at Shannon, who was guzzling her second glass of cabernet as if was ice water and she was very thirsty, and added, “that girl who was in bed with me the other day was hotter than hot. Just show that side of yourself to the clients and you’ll knock their socks off, babe. Trust me on that.”

Almost before Shannon knew it, seven-thirty rolled around. She had tossed down three glasses of wine and was working on her fourth when two men entered the bar and Charlie elbowed her in the ribs and nodded towards them.

Holy fuck, they’re both black! Shannon was thrilled, hesitant, and elated, in that order.

She had never been to bed with a black guy before. A nice-looking African American boy had asked her out back in high school back in Bakersfield, but she had turned him down.

Shannon didn’t think of herself as prejudiced, but her parents—bless their redneck hearts—definitely were. Saying yes to dating a black guy would have caused a row around their house that she’d still be hearing about today, so hadn’t accepted Anthony’s invitation to be his date for junior prom.

She’d always been curious as to what might have happened if she had defied her parents’ wishes and started dating Anthony. Would she have fucked him?

She wasn’t still a virgin by her junior year; she’d had sex with two boys by then, one in her freshman year and one during her sophomore year. So she probably would have given Anthony at least a blowjob, if not a fuck.

Shannon had always been curious about what it would be like to play with a black cock, instead of a white one. She took another sip of her wine and thought eagerly that she’d find out tonight, for sure!

“Omar, this is Shannon. Shannon, this is Omar and this tall guy is Jamal,” Charlie said, making the introductions.

Both men wore very expensive custom-tailored suits, dress shirts, and ties. Omar was the shorter of the two men, although he was still taller than Shannon. And he was built like a fireplug; wide and muscular. His friend, Jamal, was tall and lithe, more like a marathon runner or a basketball player.

They were both very black. Their skin shone like polished ebony and their teeth were very white as they both flashed big smiles Shannon’s way.

“Shannon, you are very lovely, just as Charlize said you were,” Omar said, his voice a deep, rumbling baritone that sent chills of excitement down Shannon’s spine.

He extended his hand and she shook it lightly and smiled back, her heart hammering at the thought that his cock, not his hand, was going to be in hers before the night was much older. Jamal took her hand from his partner, turned it over, and kissed the back of it, saying, “Enchanted to make your acquaintance, Shannon. Charlize said you were something special, and I see now that she wasn’t exaggerating.”

Shannon felt herself blushing and said softly, “Well, aren’t you two nice? I’m delighted to meet you both.”

“Shall we dine?” Omar said in his sexy baritone. “We have seven-thirty reservations.”

As they walked into the restaurant proper together, Shannon tried to identify the men’s light accents. They definitely weren’t Americans, at least not originally.

Both seemed unfailingly well-mannered and polite, and she found that very attractive. They weren’t like most black men she’d met at all, and that made them exotic and somewhat mysterious in her eyes.

She found that she couldn’t wait to be in bed with them…both!

****

 

 

Dinner was a lavish affair; much more expensive and elaborate than what she and Roger had sprung for the other night when they’d been at this restaurant. The men insisted on ordering an appetizer course, with a separate wine to go along with it, and yet another white wine to accompany the salad course.

Shannon had lobster, figuring correctly that these two wouldn’t turn a hair at the extravagant price tag. They had dessert, along with yet another bottle of wine that complimented it perfectly.

The bill came to over five-hundred dollars and Omar merely smiled and put it all on his American Express card without so much as a second glance. They walked outside together and a white Mercedes limo rolled up to the curb.

From the Raj to the Marriott was a short drive. Shannon sat next to Omar, and Charlie cuddled up the Jamal during the ride.

“You are very beautiful, Shannon,” Omar said, putting his big arm over her shoulders.

“Thank you,” she said, staring into his coal black eyes, her heart beating so fast it threatened to jump right out of her chest.

This was it, she realized! She was about to fuck for money for the first time ever, and the thought both mesmerized and terrified her!

The limo pulled up in front of the hotel and they all got out. Jamal had the key card to the room already in his suit coat pocket as they stepped into the elevator and it took them to the top floor.

“Home sweet home, for tonight, anyway, ladies,” Jamal said, opening the door and motioning them inside.

“We’ll be in the bathroom for a few minutes, boys,” Charlie said confidently, taking Shannon by the hand and leading her across the suite. “Why don’t you fellows go ahead and get comfortable? You know the drill.”

Charlie stopped at the closet and removed a handful of clothes hangers before shooing Shannon into the bathroom and closing the door. Once inside, the tall redhead immediately kicked out of her high heels and began unzipping her dress.

“Use the toilet now, if you need to, and then hang your gown up on this hanger, honey,” Charlie said, stepping out of her own dress and transferring it to one of the hangers. “We’ll be naked when we step out of this bathroom, and our little girl-on-girl show will start immediately.”

“Oh,” said Shannon woodenly, taking the offered hanger.

Her mind seemed frozen; no, not frozen, exactly, but running very slowly, as if she was in some sort of fear-induced trance, now that the moment of truth was finally here! Mechanically, she hung her dress on the hanger, and pulled off her pantyhose and bra, following Charlie’s lead.

Sitting briefly on the toilet, she drained her bladder and wiped herself clean with toilet paper. She flushed the toilet and Charlie traded places with her.

Shannon checked her hair and make up in the mirror while her red headed friend used the toilet and flushed it. She turned to Charlie and whispered, “God, I’m so nervous! I hope I don’t fuck up!”

Charlie swept her into her arms and gave her quick kiss. She pulled back and whispered, “You won’t. Just keep your attention focused on me, and pleasing me at first, and the guys will take care of themselves, believe me. The sex will seem very natural when it happens. I’ve partied with these two a bunch of times before and I’ve always had a super time; just relax and go with it!”

“O-Okay,” Shannon said haltingly, barely able to get the single word out.

Charlie opened the bathroom door and led her into the hotel room, taking her by the hand once more. In the bedroom, Omar sat on the couch and Jamal sat in an easy chair next to it.

Shannon sucked in her breath. Both men were completely naked, and their substantial cocks were hard and in their fists, just waiting for the two women! “Oh, she’s lovely,” Omar said with a big grin. “I love those perky tits and that nice, tight butt.”

“The hair is a nice touch, I think,” Jamal said approvingly, taking in Shannon’s little black “landing strip” of closely-cropped pubic hair just above her pussy lips that she had recently adopted, at Charlie’s request. “I get tired of seeing bald cunts all of the time.”

Charlie grinned and thrust out her hips playfully toward them, displaying her own waxed-clean pussy lips. She said, “Oh, don’t you want to fuck this tight little hole anymore, Jamal, darling?”

He shook his head negatively while grinning back, “I didn’t say that at all, Charlize; I can assure you of that. Your pussy is as pretty as ever. I just find it refreshing to see a little pubic hair once in a while.”

“Well, you’re going to be seeing Shannon’s, up close and personal, soon enough,” Charlie said with a saucy smile. “But first, I’m going to see it.”

She approached Shannon and then turned toward the men once more, asking, “Would you like to witness that? Would you like to watch us suck pussies together, boys?”

Omar smiled from ear to ear and his dick gave a jerk in his fist at the mere thought of these two gorgeous women eating each other for his viewing pleasure. Likewise, Jamal smiled and nodded his agreement.

Wordlessly, she led Shannon over to the bed and got on it with her. The two of them kissed in the center of the big mattress.

This is it! Shannon thought; her heart in her throat. I guess I’m really doing this!




Chapter Four

 

Turning Her First Tricks

 

Shannon’s tongue was all the way in Charlie’s mouth and her lips were glued to the other girl’s. She felt her extremely erect nipples punching into Charlie’s big tits as they made out, and was aware of the redhead’s hard little nubs pressing into her own breasts.

Her pussy was a lake! She was as excited as she could ever remember being, and just an occasional glance out of the corner or her eye—toward the two black studs, with their impossibly long, thick cocks—made her tremble all over.

Both of them are going to fuck me tonight, she shuddered uncontrollably as she had the thought. Those huge black dicks are going to be inside me, all night long!

Just at that moment, Charlie tore her mouth away from Shannon’s and growled in a stage whisper, loud enough for their audience of two to overhear, “I’ve got to lick you! I’ve got to taste that sweet little pussy of yours again!’

That sounded wonderful to Shannon. She made a happy little mewling sound and let the bigger girl flip her onto her back and crawl eagerly between her spread legs.

Charlie began to lick her pussy and she locked eyes with Omar and then with Jamal as the devilish tongue darted across her sensitive bud while they watched. This was unbelievably hot!

Lying here, on this bed, buck naked, while another girl ate her pussy and two hunky black guys watched was like something out of a lewd daydream. She moaned and ran her fingers through Charlie’s long red locks, entwining them around her fingers, pulling the other girl’s face in closer.

Shannon released her grip on Charlie’s hair and grabbed her own nipples. She rolled them between her fingertips as the two men watched, her hips starting to come off the bed involuntarily, seeking more of the redhead’s hot kisses and sensual licks.

“She’s a hot one,” Omar commented, grinning, to his friend.

“I wonder if she likes men as much as she seems to like women,” Jamal sighed, stroking his long cock a bit faster.

“We’ll find out soon enough,” the shorter man said confidently, his own thick hardness firmly in hand as he watched the two girls on the nearby bed.

Shannon was going to come already. She moaned and tugged hard at her own nipples and closed her eyes.

This was so incredibly sexy, getting her cunt licked by a true beauty like Charlie right in front of two strangers! She felt the telltale muscle spasms begin in her tummy and spread to her pussy.

“Oh, oh, get ready,” she sighed, mashing her clit against Charlie’s mouth. “I’m coming, darling; I’m coming against your tongue!”

Charlie murmured and kissed her clit harder, her tongue going wild on the pulsing pleasure bud. Shannon squealed with excitement and flooded her lover’s mouth with hot, slippery girl juice as she started to orgasm hard.

“Fuck, she is hot,” one of the men said.

“I can’t wait to fuck her,” said the other.

Oh, God, I can’t wait either! She thought, shivering from head to toe in the midst of her orgasm, thinking about both of them sliding those massive black cocks into her balls-deep.

 

****

She didn’t have to wait long for that to happen. No sooner had she gotten on her tummy between Charlie’s long legs to return the pussy-eating favor, than she felt the mattress being depressed behind her.

Turning to glance over her shoulder, she saw Jamal knee-walking up between her own sprawled-open legs. He had a condom on that huge dick of his and he reached an ebony hand down under her and pulled her gently up onto her knees, her face still between Charlie’s legs and her tits pressed down onto the mattress.

“Go back to what you were doing,” he whispered, setting the head of his cock against her juicy cunt lips. “I wanted to sample your pussy while you lick her.”

Shannon was going to answer but all of the air rushed out of her lungs as he took her in one long lunge. She sighed as he bottomed out in her snug pussy sheath, his cock head up against her cervix!

Oh, God, he’s so huge! She thought, amazed at how deep he was inside her. No one had ever been that far up her pussy before…no one!

“It looks so sexy…him fucking you while you lick my clit, baby,” Charlie said just then, reaching up and grabbing her by the hair and urging her face down onto her cunt.

Something snapped inside Shannon at that moment and she went wild on the other girl’s pussy as she felt Jamal start to fuck her in earnest. Waves of hot pleasure seemed be pulsing from her cunt to her mashed-flat breasts to her mouth and back again.

She sucked at Charlie’s clit hungrily and ground her ass back onto Jamal’s rapidly gliding cock, welcoming its intrusion deep inside of her. Out of the corner of her left eye, she saw Omar got onto the bed and make his way to Charlie’s side.

With a tiny growl of need, the stunning redhead turned her head to the side and opened her mouth for him. He sighed and pushed forward, spearing his wide cock into her accepting lips, stuffing them full, his cock head making an obscene bulge in her elegant neck as he began fucking her face.

A frigging orgy, that’s what this is, Shannon thought blissfully. I’m in the middle of a sex orgy with two handsome, hung black guys and red-hot redhead!

She was going to come again, and soon; there was no doubt about that. Jamal’s prick felt like magic inside her tight pussy, now that she had adjusted to its size and length, and it was gliding in and out right over her clit!

Shannon moaned and began to eat Charlie’s succulent, sweet pussy for all she was worth. Charlie sighed and sucked on Omar’s fat cock even harder, her cheeks hollowing as she drew on him, her tongue making indentations in the hollow spots as it swirled around and around the sliding shaft.

“Oh, man, this little girl has got a tight one,” Jamal grunted as he ravaged it. “You want to trade off for a while, and see how snug it is, brother?”

“Mmmmmmmmm, yeah, I believe I do,” Omar murmured. “Charlize is giving me her usual outstanding blowjob, but I want to try the new girl’s pussy, too!”

Shannon hung on the brink, ready to climax with just a few more strokes. She sighed in disappointment as Jamal slid out of her and traded places with Omar.

Jamal removed his rubber and Omar rolled a fresh one on and plunged into her. She groaned. He was much bigger around than Jamal had been, but not quite as long.

Her pussy stretched wide to accommodate him and he began to fuck her in short, choppy strokes. She sighed and pushed her hips back to meet his strokes.

He started to feel just as marvelous inside her as Jamal had, and she realized that any cock would do right at the moment. She just wanted to get fucked, over and over again!

 

****

 

She watched as Charlie fucked Omar. It was two o’clock in the morning and they had been going at it for hours, trading off, sucking cock, riding cock, reveling in cock!

Jamal was hard again in her fist. She looked over her shoulder at him and he said, “I want that little ass of yours this time, okay?”

She shuddered and nodded that it was. He reached for a tube of sex lube and started to grease up his cock after rolling a fresh condom over it.

“Go slow, it’s been quite a while since anyone was up there, you know?” She cautioned him as he moved behind her and lubed up her bunghole with the slippery gel.

He nodded that he understood and eased his finger out of her ass. She felt his dick up against her nether hole and bit her lower lip to keep from crying out as he entered her.

To his credit, he went slowly at first, letting her get used to having something of his size and girth up her butt. She dug her fingernails into the bedspread and gritted her teeth as he claimed her ass fully, his big nut sac coming to rest against her wet pussy slit.

“Oh, God, but you’re big,” she said, looking back over her shoulder at him.

He grinned and eased out of her almost all the way, and then berthed himself deep in her anus once again, saying, “Just relax and enjoy it, my sweet Shannon. I won’t hurt you. I promise.”

Reaching under her, he found her clit and began to stroke it as he fucked her in the butt. That really made a difference and she started to warm to his cock being deep in her backside.

In a few minutes, she was panting, and thrusting her ass back to meet his lunges. She sighed aloud, “Oh, fuck, it’s starting to feel so good back there. Fuck me, Jamal; fuck me right in the ass, as deep as you want!”

Just as she was about to come yet again, Omar pulled his thick cock out of Charlie’s pussy and came over to them. He said to his friend, “Do you want to double her? I could fuck her in the cunt while you finish up in her ass.”

DP, I guess I’m going to do one after all, thought Shannon, beside herself with the need to orgasm again.

She let herself be manhandled into position between the two muscular black men and felt Omar sliding into her pussy as Jamal remained embedded deep in her ass. Shuddering at the thought of how she must look, taking one long black cock up her butt while another one claimed her pussy, she moaned, “Oh, oh, fuck me, you two. Fuck me good and make me come!”

Charlie lay back against the pillows and toyed with her clit as she watched Shannon’s body being “rag dolled” by the two men. She smile knowingly and winked as her new partner began to come furiously on the two cocks…

 

****

 

“And that’s five-thousand and nine, six-thousand exactly,” Charlie counted the new crisp one-hundred dollar bills atop the dresser again, just to make sure they were all there.

“Here’s a little something extra for you girls,” Omar said, smiling hugely, giving Charlie another small fan of hundreds. “You were spectacular tonight, both of you. We really enjoyed this evening.”

“Why, thank you, sweetheart,” Charlie said, beaming at him as she added the other five hundred he had just handed her to the pile. “We loved it, too, right Shan?”

Shannon, who was bone-tired but ecstatic at the thought of all that money and that she had performed up to everyone’s expectations tonight, nodded her agreement and said, “It was really fun. I loved it. You guys were fantastic!”

“Well, we’re going to be in town next month,” Jamal said. “Let’s do this again.”

He glanced fondly over at Shannon and asked, “Can you join the three of us again?”

She thought about it for only a second before replying, “Sure, I’d be glad to; sounds like a great time!”




Chapter Five

 

Adjusting

 

It was just four-thirty in the morning when Shannon’s old Toyota stopped in the carport next to her house. She got out and stretched, aching in spots she didn’t know she could ache in, but happy.

Careful not to wake her daughter when she peeked in on her, she made her way down the hall and went into the master bedroom. Roger was asleep on top of the bedspread, his hair a mess and his limp cock in his hand.

He still wore his boxers, but they had been pulled down around his knees. A pool of dried semen shone white and flaky on his hair tummy.

Poor guy, reduced to jacking off while imagining his wife doing God knows what with her two “dates”, she thought.

She eased out of her new dress and tossed it on the nearby easy chair. Her bra and the rest of her garments quickly joined the dress.

Having taken a shower at the hotel room, she felt okay about cuddling next to her husband. The guys had worn condoms most of the time tonight, except when she and Charlie had been sucking their dicks. Omar had gone off in her mouth once, and she’s swallowed it all for him, like a good little whore!

But she’d used the mouthwash in the bathroom to rinse out her mouth before leaving for home, so she wasn’t afraid to kiss Roger, when he woke up. She glanced over at her purse and thought about the thirty-three hundred in cash nestled inside it and smiled.

Charlie didn’t have the change necessary to break a hundred, so she had insisted that Shannon take the three hundred and she’d kept two hundred for herself out of the boys’ generous tip. All in all, it had been a wonderful night!

Roger started awake just then. He looked at her through bleary eyes and said, “Baby, you’re finally home. What time is it?”

“It’s late, or early, depending on your point of view,” Shannon responded, looking at the digital clock beside the bed. “It’s about a quarter to five in the morning.”

“Did you just get here?”

“Yeah, Charlie and I were with the clients until a little while ago,” she told him, running her hand over his bare shoulder. “They gave us a five-hundred dollar tip!”

“Really, you must have wowed them,” he said smiling at her.

“I guess I did, I mean both of us did,” she answered, a weird combination of pride and embarrassment in her voice.

An awkward silence descended on the bedroom. At last, Roger asked in a whisper, “What all did they want you to, uh…do for them?”

She gave him a shy but slightly coy little smile and said, “Everything, darling. I’m afraid I was a bad, bad girl tonight!”

His cock began to stiffen immediately and he murmured, “That’s what escorts get paid the big bucks for, being extra-bad.”

“Do you really want to hear everything?”

“Yeah, I think I do,” he sighed, staring into her eyes longingly.

“Okay, well, we started off with a little lezbo show for them,” she said, smiling at her husband. “Charlie made me come really hard, licking my pussy while both of them watched.”

Roger’s dick got harder immediately. She went on to say excitedly, “they were both black! Charlie didn’t mention that ahead of time, she just told me that their names were Jamal and Omar, so I thought they might be Arab or Turkish or something. But they were black…as black as the ace of spades, as my daddy used to say.”

“Oh, man, that’s so hot,” he sighed, his cock reaching full erection as he imagined his wife in bed with two black guys.

“Had you ever…I mean, back in high school or college or anything?”

“No, I had never been with a black guy before tonight,’ she said. “But I sort of made up for that this evening!”

Roger looked even more excited as he asked, “Is it true, what they say; that black men have big…”

She grinned and said, “These two sure did. They both had huge ones.”

He groaned and his cock jumped involuntarily. She whispered, “And they knew how to use them, too. They fucked me so great, darling! Don’t you want to hear about it?”

Roger nodded, too aroused at the thought of his once demur little wife riding two enormous black dicks all night to speak. She leaned closer to him and said, “Jamal was the first to fuck me. I was eating Charlie’s pussy, on my tummy, when he got up behind me, slipped a condom on that huge prick of his, and shoved it in me all the way up to his big balls…

 

****

 

“You took him up your ass?” His voice sounded shocked, disbelieving as he asked her the question.

“Well, that’s what he wanted, so I let him,” she said coquettishly, knowing it would drive Roger crazy.

“Did….did you…like it?”

“Not at first,” she said, tossing her hips up to meet her husband’s thrusts into her pussy. “But he used lots of lube and took his time. He let me get used to having something that big up there before he began fucking me hard. And he used his fingers on my clitty while did me. That made it so much better, in a hurry.”

Roger closed his eyes and rutted away in his wife’s cheating pussy. He sighed and said, “Tell me what else happened last night.”

“Omar had been fucking Charlie while Jamal was with me,” she whispered, “but I guess he wanted to fuck me, too. So he pulled out of her and came over to us.”

“What…what happened then?” Roger’s voice was a dull croak of utter arousal.

“They doubled me,” Shannon announced casually. “Omar fucked me in the pussy while Jamal stayed in my ass.”

Roger gasped and started to come inside her. Rope after rope of hot, gooey come inundated her pussy as he clung to his naughty wife’s shoulders and pumped her full of spunk.

And that felt incredible to Shannon! Guys had been coming in her all night but her husband was the first to cream her pussy like this, and it was wonderful…

 

****

 

“Why is mommy sleeping so late, Daddy?” Diane’s childish voice asked petulantly. “She’s usually up by now and ready to play with me!”

“Hey, kiddo, I’m up,” said Shannon groggily as she entered the small kitchen. “Come here and give me a hug and as soon as I’ve had my coffee, we’ll play. I promise.”

It was ten-thirty in the morning on a Sunday. She had finally gotten to sleep about six and had slept the sleep of the dead-tired.

Roger had made love to her twice after she’d returned home, even though she knew he had jacked off at least once already last night. All that had taken a while, but she didn’t feel like she could deny him his story time.

After all, he had let her go out and have a lot of fun last night. It was true she had earned an obscene amount of cash for her trouble, but the evening had been unbelievably pleasurable and exciting for her, too!

I loved it, she admitted to herself as she stood sipping her first cup of coffee of the morning and her daughter bear-hugged her legs. Roger was sitting at the table, reading the Sunday LA Times, and watching them out of the corner of his eye.

She smiled at him and he smiled back. This was great. Having a home life and a second life as a hotwife…and operating as an expensive call girl to boot; that was incredible!

 

****

 

“Well, what are we going to do now?”

Roger asked the question that night, in bed. It was ten o’clock and Shannon was still dog tired, having spent the day playing with Diane, fixing Sunday dinner, and watching television with her husband after they had put the baby to bed at seven-thirty.

“I’m going to meet up with Charlie and those two guys again next month, if it’s okay with you,” she said finally. “Last night was fun, exciting, and very lucrative.”

“That sounds okay to me,” Roger answered. “But it’s a month away. Are you not going out on any dates between now and then?”

She smiled at him and said teasingly, “It sounds like you want me to. Do you want your little wife to be a bad girl again, so soon?”

He laughed and said, “Only if you want to do it. It’s up to you, darling. This is your thing; I’m just along for the ride.”

She thought about that for a moment and said, “I still have Harry North’s card. I guess I could call him and arrange a date with him, if he still wants to get together with me.”

“He’s kind of old,” Roger said. “Are you sure you want to do that?”

“His money is as green as anyone’s, dear. And he was rather nice looking, for an older guy. I think it might be fun to see how he is in bed.”

She went on to say, “Charlie has fucked him a lot of times, to hear her tell it. And she seems more than okay with doing it.”

Roger seemed to consider that for a few seconds and said, “I guess I don’t have a problem with you calling him, if that’s what you want to do.”

“Let me think about it for a couple of days,” she answered at last, after considering what to do. “I might decide to call him; I might not. We’ll just have to see…”

 

****

 

Shannon made a bank run during her lunch hour on Tuesday and rented a safe deposit box to keep her “hooker money” in. She didn’t want to deposit it into their joint account, nor did she want to keep it in their savings.

She had read somewhere on the net about the IRS flagging accounts which showed large deposits of cash on a regular basis which couldn’t be explained. Shannon didn’t want to be arrested as a suspected drug dealer or as a prostitute, if she could help it.

On Wednesday, she started to get the “itch” to be a bad girl again. Roger said he didn’t mind if she called Harry North and arranged a date, and the more she thought about it, the more she wanted to do just that.

Charlie said Harry is a mensch, and that’s good enough for me, she thought, sitting at her desk in the first grade classroom. Besides, putting that cash in the bank yesterday felt great, and I want to do that again, too, as soon as possible. Harry had said that he’d gladly pay eight-hundred dollars for an hour of her time in the bedroom. She wondered if he’d go three grand for an all nighter, the way Jamal and Omar had.

After dithering back and forth about calling him and asking him just that, she decided to call Charlie first. She felt a little weird about doing that—after all, Harry was apparently one of her regular clients and she didn’t want to get on the bad side of Charlie by poaching one of her steadies—but Charlie hadn’t seemed to mind Harry hitting on her at the restaurant, the night they first met.

Her workday came to an end and Shannon took out her cell and called Charlie from her Toyota in the school parking lot. The phone rang twice and her gal pal picked up.

“Hey, hot stuff, how’s my fledgling escort doing today?”

Shannon laughed and said, “Strange you should ask that, because that’s why I called you; to ask you an escort question.”

“Okay, I’m game,” Charlie answered easily, “shoot; what’s on your mind?”

“I’m thinking about calling Harry North,” she said quickly, before she lost her nerve. “I won’t, if you don’t want me to. I know he’s one of your regulars.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Charlie said. “I’m not the only working girl Harry patronizes, not by a long shot. I’m just one of a select group.”

“Okay, that’s a relief,” Shannon said. “I didn’t want it to seem as if I was ‘hunting off of the reservation’ so to speak, as far as your client list goes.”

“Like I said, don’t worry about it. I do appreciate your checking with me first, though,” Charlie said, “now, anything else on your mind?

“I’d like to ask you about money,” Shannon answered, “Harry offered me eight-hundred an hour that night at the Raj. Is that okay, or should I ask for more?”

“Well, that’s hard to say,” Charlie answered somewhat evasively. “Harry’s an older guy. He has Viagra and all of that other stuff, to help him get hard and stay that way. But even with chemical help, he can only go so many times a night.” She waited a moment and then continued with, “You’re great in the sack, so that might inspire him to new heights of horniness, but I doubt he’s going to want an all nighter, no matter how hot you are.”

“And all nighters are worth more than the hourly stuff, right?”

“Yeah, they are. You can charge more for spending the entire night with a client than you can for a date that lasts just a few hours,” Charlie said.

She thought about it a few seconds and then added, “I charged Omar and Jamal for the girl-on-girl show, plus for having both of us for the whole night. That’s why it was worth three grand each. Normally, if I was just spending the night with one guy, I’d probably charge around two-thousand, maybe twenty-five hundred, depending on what he wanted, of course.”

Shannon thought about that. At last, she asked, “What about me? I’m not in your league, when it comes to looks. I get that. You’re tall and fantastically built and so damn pretty.”

“Hey, don’t sell yourself short, girlfriend,” Charlie chided her gently. “You’re very attractive, too, in a girl next door sort of way and you’ve got that whole MILF thing going for you as well. Plus you’re outrageously talented in bed. Charge accordingly, that’s my best advice.”

Shannon felt better as her new friend said all of those nice things about her. She was smiling broadly as she said, “Hey, thanks for the advice, and the pep talk. I’ll call you again soon.”

She resolved then and there to reach out to Harry tonight. She’d gauge just how much he wanted her by seeing how much he was willing to pay for her time. If it wasn’t enough, she could always turn the date down…




Chapter Six

 

Second Date – Harry

 

It turned out that Charlie was wrong about an all nighter, when it came to Shannon. Harry was delighted to hear from her again and promptly extended an invitation for her to spend the night at his home in Brentwood this coming Saturday. He agreed to her two-thousand dollar asking price without a quibble.

He gave her the address and she looked it up right away on Google and saw a very impressive house, a mansion really. Excitedly, she put her cell phone back in her purse and rushed into the kitchen to tell Roger all about it.

If there was a down side to her coming adventure on Saturday night it was that she was going to have to go shopping again for a new outfit. Harry was planning on taking her to dinner at place called Melisse and she knew from reading about it in the paper that it was one of the hottest, most expensive, finest restaurants in all of LA, and that she would have to dress up to accompany him there!

Well, there’s an old saying that you have to spend money to make money, she thought as she approached Roger in the kitchen, and in my new…profession, I can always use another glamorous outfit to meet clients in!

She told Roger quickly about her phone call to Harry, and about Saturday night. He was cooking dinner this evening, making one of his specialties, an Italian dish that even Diane liked. It featured lots of pasta and lots of cheese, for one thing.

“Another all nighter,” he said, thinking about what she had just told him.

“It’s two grand, darling,” she whispered, her eyes aglitter with excitement at the thought of making that much money again in one night.

“Money’s money,” he agreed, smiling back at her.

He held out a spoon and said, “Here, taste this and tell me if it needs more salt.”

 

****

 

She drove her old Toyota to a city parking lot in Santa Monica and left it there for the night. Then she walked, in her new evening gown from Neiman Marcus and her new shoes from Christian Louboutin, to a nearby restaurant and sat inside at the bar and had a drink while she waited for the cab she had just called to show up outside.

The cab let her out in front of Harry North’s mansion in Brentwood at precisely seven o’clock. She rang the doorbell and Harry greeted her himself in the doorway, looking very distinguished in another bespoke suit, worn with a pin-striped shirt and power tie.

“Well, don’t you look exquisite tonight?” He said, smiling at her as he plainly admired her new low-cut, aqua colored gown. “Come inside and I’ll have George bring the car around.”

They rode to the restaurant in Harry’s Rolls Royce, chauffeured by a large man named George, who worked for Harry. On the way, they had a drink from the car’s built in bar and chatted amiably.

Harry explained that, years ago, he had begun buying and selling real estate in southern California and elsewhere around the state. He’d done that for close to thirty years now, and it had made him very rich.

He also said that he was long divorced and that his voyage on the sea of matrimony had cost him dearly, so he hadn’t ever repeated his mistake by getting remarried. With a rueful smile, he explained that he had found it much less expensive and a lot more fun to pay for the type of companionship she offered.

“It’s one of those cases where renting is cheaper than owning,” he said, finishing up his single malt scotch with a grin.

****

 

Melisse was just as pricey and fabulous as she’d read it would be. Harry spared no expense, ordering a bottle of the restaurant’s priciest champagne. They had a great conversation during dinner concerning the current election season, and Harry surprised her by turning out to be a liberal democrat instead of a Republican.

“I’m quite wealthy,” he said, toasting her with his champagne flute. “I can afford to be as liberal as I want to be. I don’t give a damn about paying a bit more in taxes, not if it fixes the roads and puts people back to work.”

She found his honesty refreshing. By the end of the opulent meal, she had to admit that she had grown quite fond of Harry and his larger than life persona.

On the ride back to his mansion, he put his arm around her and she snuggled into him. He wanted to kiss her and she let him, opening her mouth to admit his tongue.

When he tried to unzip her gown and bare her breasts, however, she stopped him by saying gently, “Wait until we get back to your house, darling. Then you can have all of the goodies to play with…all night long, if you like.”

He beamed and kissed her again. In spite of their big age difference, she felt herself getting very wet for him.

She was going to enjoy fucking him; sucking his cock. Even anal was on the table for this handsome, charismatic man tonight, as far as she was concerned.

I’m going to show this old guy a great time this evening, she thought smugly. I’m going to be a very nasty girl for him, if that’s what he wants!

 

****

“Well, am I worth two-thousand dollars?” She asked the question when he was done stripping off every last stitch of her clothing a little while later, in his upstairs bedroom.

“Oh, yes,” he said, taking off his own shirt after unloosening his tie and slipping it off as well. “You’re just as I’d pictured you, only more so.”

He undid his pants and kicked out of his shoes. Yanking off his socks impatiently, he stood back up and let his boxers fall down around his ankles.

Shannon smiled. Harry North had a very nice prick.

It wasn’t as big around as Omar’s had been last weekend, or quite as long as Jamal’s. But it was way big enough to please a girl.

“I love your cock,” she whispered up at him, taking the stiffening member in her hand.

“Show me,” he challenged her, “show me how much you like it.”

Shannon knew exactly what he wanted and she was happy to give it to him. She went down onto her knees and began to shower his dick with light little butterfly kisses.

It felt a little weird, to be kissing the cock of someone as old as Harry but Shannon found it to be exciting as well. Perhaps because Harry was so much her senior, she felt as if she was doing something very naughty. She knew it and somehow, that made it feel even better!

She began to lick him as well as kiss him. He groaned softly as he felt her tongue start to caress his firming dick and soon he was sighing continually.

This fun, Shannon thought eagerly, it’s really a trip, to turn this old, distinguished, rich guy on so much!

Doing away with the kisses altogether, she began to lap at his prick. Harry shivered at the touch of her tongue to his sensitive flesh and grew harder right away.

Shannon kept right on licking him until he was rock hard, and then slipped the fat tip into her mouth and began to suck it. He groaned even louder and hunched forward, driving a few inches of his dick into her nursing mouth.

Mmmmmmmmm, he obviously loves this as much I love doing it for him, Shannon thought, really going to town on him with her tongue and sucking that much harder.

“Oh, oh, that’s right, little girl,” he gasped, as he watched more than half of his long dick disappear into her sucking mouth, “take it all, why don’t you?”

That sounded great to Shannon, and she tilted her head back so that it would be easier to deep throat his eight inches all the way. On her next head bob, its whole mass was inside her lips and throat, and her tongue never missed a circular swipe as she sucked him.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he murmured in rising ecstasy. “You’re a great little cocksucker. Somehow, I knew you would be, when I first saw you at the Raj.”

Do I really look like a cocksucker? She asked herself the question playfully, and decided that she didn’t really mind much if she did!

It was good for business, after all. And she had to admit, she did love to suck cock.

Thinking back to when she had first started doing it, she realized she had always loved it. From the very first time she had taken a boy’s dick into her mouth and teased it with her tongue, she had been in love with the feeling of power the act gave her.

Men may be physically stronger than most women. They may be rich and powerful, like Harry.

But they all adore having a beautiful woman worship their hard dicks with her mouth and tongue! They were like putty in the hands of a gifted cocksucker, she thought happily, bobbing her head up and down on Harry’s prick, twirling her tongue endlessly around it as she sucked.

“Oh, fuck, but you’re good with that cute little mouth of yours!” He sighed just then, his knees growing shaky as she lavished her oral attentions on his bone-hard cock.

Slowly, she eased her lips off and asked, looking shyly up at him, “Do you want to come in my mouth? Or would you like to fuck me first?”

He sighed and said, “I want to do it all, darling girl, before the night is over.”

Helping her to her feet, he led her over to the bed and laid her down on her back in the middle of it. Lining his very hard cock up with her pussy, he started to enter her.

“Condom,” she cautioned him, in a soft, pleading tone.

“I hate to use them, don’t you, Shannon, you little love goddess?” He sighed once more as he asked her that.

“Yeah, kind I kind of do,” she admitted, “but we have to be safe.”

“I’ll pay you extra,” he whispered, “besides, I’m clean. I have a very recent lab test to prove it.”

“How much extra will you pay me?”

“Another thousand,” he murmured eagerly, sliding his hard dick up and down against her juicy slit.

“Go ahead,” she whispered, “fuck me. I hate those things, too!”

He slid deep into her and she moaned blissfully. His cock felt so nice inside her!

A tiny voice warned her not to be so rash, to make him use a condom, but she ignored it and began tossing her hips up to meet his strokes. They fucked beautifully together, as if this was their hundredth time, not their first.

“Ooh, you’re such a good lover,” she sighed into his ear, holding him close as he took her again and again.

“So are you, little girl,” he murmured, fucking her harder, “so are you!”

 

****

She quickly learned that old Harry could make love for a long time before he came. Shannon groaned and shook her ass for him as he balled her doggie style.

They had already done it missionary style, until he had made her come, screaming about how good it was, and now he had flipped her over onto her tummy and urged her upward, onto her hands and knees in front of him. He went in even deeper this way, and that felt marvelous to Shannon!

“Oh, fuck me, you old sweetie,” she crooned, her eyes half closed, thrusting her hips back to meet his lunges. “You fuck me so nicely.”

Harry reached under her and grabbed a dangling breast in each hand and began to squeeze her nipples as he banged into her relentlessly. Small twinges of pleasure radiated down her spine from her breasts and right into her clit.

God, he’s going to make me come again! The thought both amazed and delighted her. I’m getting paid three-thousand dollars to have the time of my life in bed!

“Oh, fuck, you’re good!” She wailed out the words as her pussy began to spasm around his gliding dick, her climax overwhelming; her whole body shivering in ecstasy!

He kept drilling his big cock into her until the last twinge of come-joy had been milked from her pussy. Then he slowly withdrew and patted her on the ass.

“Do you like anal?”

She shuddered and turned her head to look back over her shoulder at him and said, “I bet I will with you, Harry. Go on, lube me up and put it in my ass!”

In what seemed like seconds, he had done just that and his prick head was slowly working its way into her bottom. She sighed and pushed back against him, wanting to feel his cock berthed deeply up her backside.

“Jesus, you’re tight back here,” he rasped, shoving a few more inches into her anus. “Are you sure you’ve done this before?”

She moaned and whispered, “A few times, but never with a cocksman like you. I’m looking forward to it.”

Harry chuckled and pushed dick the rest of the way into her. He caressed her shoulders, stroked the skin on her bare back, and gave her time to get used to having him up there.

“Just relax; this is going to be fun, for both of us. I’ll make sure of that,” he murmured as his hands moved down to her breasts, tweaking her nipples, teasing them a little before his right hand continued its journey downward, finding her wet pussy.

“Oh, oh, God, that feels so great,” she cooed as he began to tease her clit.

Harry stirred his cock around in her ass as he played with her pussy like the expert lover he was. A wave of warm, sensual desire seemed to break over her, and she whispered, “Fuck me, Harry darling; fuck my hot ass and play with my clitty!”

He bent her forward, until her face was against the mattress and her tits were mashed flat against the bed as well, her ass still stuck up into the air. Harry reamed her slowly, his thick cock gliding in and out of her butt, his finger never ceasing its constant stimulation of her sensitive clit.

Feels so good, to get it like this, from behind, while touches my clitty just right! The thought echoed through her mind as he butt-fucked her tenderly, his slow, deliberate penetrations picking up speed gradually.

She sighed out her growing pleasure and ground her pussy up against his finger. He diddled her perfectly, letting the orgasm build slowly--while all the time—he fucked her in the ass.

It feels almost natural now, she marveled, having his cock up my bottom, sliding back and forth!

All at once, a huge spasm of pre-come bliss shot through her whole lower body and up into her tits. She moaned loudly and pushed her nipples into the brocade surface of the bedspread and begged, “Fuck me; fuck me hard! I want it…I want to feel your hot load spurting into my bottom, pleeeeeaaasssse!”

She heard Harry panting hard now, as he began to really power his dick into her tight confines. The friction from his cock sliding up and down inside her increased, as did her need to feel it in her ass; hot and insistent, engulfing her entire being!

“C-Coming,” she screamed, shaking from head to toe, “oh, God, fuck me! Fuck my hot ass!”

Harry gasped and started to fire jet after jet of cock cream deep into her bowels. The fiery goo backwashed out of her tight sheath and ran down onto her clit, where he spread it around and worked it inside her with his finger.

Shannon came and came. She nearly lost consciousness for a moment; she was orgasming so gloriously hard…

 

****

 

“I feel almost as if I should be paying you,” she said, folding the big wad of hundred dollar bills in half and shoving them into her purse. “God, last night was incredible!”

“You’re a very special girl, Shannon,” he told her warmly. “You made all of my fantasies come true last night, including some I didn’t know I had.”

She kissed him good-bye tenderly and turned to go. They were standing on his doorstep, in front of the mansion, and George was waiting a few steps away in the limo to take her back to the parking garage where she had left her car.

It was five in the morning. If she hurried, she could get back home before the sun was all the way up and get a few hours of sleep before Diane dragged her out of bed and demanded that she watch cartoons with her.




Chapter Seven

 

Expanding Her Horizons

 

“Do you want me to show you a little trick Harry taught me last night?”

Roger grinned and nodded that he did. They were in bed together, naked, and he was hearing all about her Saturday night adventure with Harry North.

She had been sucking Roger’s cock and it shone with a coating of her saliva, which had run down onto his balls. Slowly, she leaned forward and spread her slick spit all the way around the hair sac.

Then Shannon eased both nuts into her mouth and began to hum a little tune as she stroked his hard prick. Roger groaned and said, “God, that’s fantastic.”

After lapping at his balls for a full minute, she let them escape her lips and smiled up at her rapturous hubby. She said in a low, sexy voice, “Oh, honey, you haven’t felt anything yet.”

She slid his dick into her mouth and deep throated it a few times, and then went back to fisting it as she moved her lips lower. Roger sucked in a breath as she kissed his asshole for the first time ever and ran her tongue into it.

“F-Fuck, what are you doooooing?”

Shannon didn’t bother to answer. She just started tongue-fucking her dear man’s bunghole just the way Harry had showed her how he’d wanted it done last night.

In no time, Roger was twisting and groaning, his fingers in her dark hair, babbling deliriously about how hot that felt! She stopped tonguing him and instead gave his cock a few more sucks, stroking his saliva-gleaming rear opening with just the tip of her finger.

“I want to swallow it all for you, darling,” she said breathily as she once again let his rigid dick slip from her lips. “So don’t hold back, okay?”

Roger made a contented gurgling sound and nodded that he wouldn’t. She slipped her middle finger into his ass and found his prostate, just the way Harry had showed her last night.

She began to massage it, her other hand toying with his tightened balls, while she went back to giving him a slurpy, deep throat-style blowjob. Roger keened and lifted up off the bed, his prick going into her throat right up to his pubic hair.

Shannon lapped at his cock head she slowly drew her head back and pressed down more firmly on his prostate, using just the pad of her middle finger. Her husband shivered as if he had been plunged into an icy stream in the dead of winter and bellowed, “Oh, fuck, oh, holy fuck, what a blowjob!”

A huge streamer of come spattered all over the inside of her mouth. She swallowed it noisily and licked for more.

Roger was almost sobbing, he was coming so hard. He stared down at his gulping, sucking wife and fed her spurt after spurt of his jism.

His balls were clenching furiously, and the rich cream flowed down her throat as if a dam had broken. She smiled and stroked his prostate a little more, swallowing quickly to keep up with torrent of spunk…

 

****

 

“Something woke me up this morning,” Diane said at breakfast a few hours later.

She looked at her father and asked, “Did you scream, Daddy?”

Roger looked at Shannon, almost lost it, but bit his lip to keep from laughing and managed to say to his innocent young daughter with a straight face, “Daddy had a charley horse, early this morning baby. And it hurt, so I yelled. I’m sorry if I woke you up.”

“Oh, that’s alright, Daddy,” his daughter said, beaming over at him, “is it okay now?”

Looking over at Diane’s struggling-not-to-laugh mom, he said, “Its fine now, darling. As a matter of fact, Daddy feels wonderful this morning.”

Diane nodded and finished her pancakes. She sprang up from the table and said to her mom, “I’m going out in the backyard and play with Willie. Come out and swing me soon, okay, Mommy?”

Willie was the two year old Springer Spaniel they had bought to keep their rambunctious daughter company. He waited patiently by the back door for his favorite playmate to burst out of it and begin cavorting around the yard with him.

Shannon got up and stood at the sink, watching the two of them romp joyously together. Roger set his paper down and stood behind her, wrapping his arms around his wife’s trim waist.

“That old guy turned out to be something in the sack, huh?” He whispered the comment into Shannon’s ear.

“Maybe you have to be as old as Harry to know all the tricks he does,” Shannon mused, watching her daughter and Willie tear around the back yard.

“That prostate teasing thing was a lulu,” said Roger. “God, I don’t think I’ve ever come that much in my life, not even when I was a kid.”

She turned and smiled at him. She said, “That wasn’t all he taught me last night. I’ll show you the rest, as soon as I catch up on my sleep. That old man about wore me out last night! I didn’t think that cock of his was ever going to give it up!”

Roger shook his head in wonder. He said, “He really kept you busy all night long, at his age?”

She smiled at him again and nodded that he had, and said, “He made me come, like, a dozen or so times, too. He was magnificent.”

“And he paid you how much for that?”

“Thirty-five hundred,” she announced proudly, “three-grand for the all nighter and five hundred as a tip, because I pleased him so much.”

“He did show you that lab test,” Roger’s voice went up slightly at the end, making his statement into a question.

“Oh, yeah, he’s clean,” she assured him. “Maybe I should start getting regular tests, too, just to make sure I don’t pick up something, while I’m out and about being Shannon Sable.”

“It’s probably a good idea,” Roger agreed, “with all the stuff floating around out there nowadays.”

“I’ll ask Charlie about it, when I see her for lunch on Wednesday,” Shannon promised. “She’ll know just where to go and how much it costs and all of that stuff.”

“Tell me again why you’re having lunch with her,” Roger said.

Shannon flashed him a naughty grin and said, “Because I want to suck her pussy again, if you must know, Mr. Nosey.”

He laughed and slapped his wife on the butt. She went on to say, “And I want to ask her about starting a website, for this profitable little side-business I seem to be in. I need more clients.”

“Jesus, you’ve made, what, six-and a half grand and you haven’t been in the trade for two full weeks yet,” he said, smiling at her ambition.

“Its easy money, as far as I’m concerned, at least it has been so far,” she countered. “Last night was a blast, from start to finish.”

She shrugged and finished with, “I want more. What can I say…I guess I’m just greedy?”

 

****

“Why didn’t you tell me Harry was such a stud?”

Charlie almost choked on her mouthful of white wine, laughing. When she finally got it down, she answered, “I thought I’d let you find that out for yourself. He gave you all you wanted, all night long, right?”

Shannon laughed and nodded that he had, indeed. She said, “God, that old guy can fuck. And that cock of his never seems to stay soft for long. He’s like a teenage boy in an old man’s body!”

“Yeah, and that tongue of his is something else,” Charlie added dreamily, clearly reliving some of her own past trysts with Harry.

“He’s not bad with his hands, either,” Shannon said, taking a bite of her chicken Cesar salad. “He touched my clit so perfectly when he fucked me in the ass. I came like a crazy girl.”

The two of them shared a small laugh over that and went back to eating their lunches. They were dining in a trendy little café in Beverly Hills, where the prices were astronomical but the food was to die for.

Celebrities had been known to frequent this place and Shannon like that. Why bother living in LA if you never crossed paths with a movie star or a television personality?

The prices on the menu didn’t faze her now, either. She always carried a couple of hundred dollar bills in her purse; just in case she saw something she liked and wanted to buy.

“How much did he pay you, just out of curiosity,” Charley asked casually.

Shannon told her and the redhead’s green eyes widened. She whispered, “He must have really taken a shine to you. I mean, once he tipped me five hundred bucks but I had done a lot of…special things for him that night, and he really liked them.”

“I let him do me without condoms, because she showed my very recent lab results,” Shannon admitted, “and I didn’t stint on the special things either.”

“That’s kind of living dangerously, in our business, girl,” Charlie said reproachfully. “You should always make them used protection.”

“I really like Harry,” she defended her actions, “and besides, he was clean.”

“I like Harry, too, but I always get him to use condoms,” Charlie retorted. “It just makes our business that much safer.”

Shannon thought about that for a moment and said, “What about my getting tested for STD’s. You do that, right?”

“Yeah, every week, like clockwork,” she said, finishing up her own salad. “There’s a very discreet lab over on Wilshire. I can give you the address and phone number, if you’d like.”

“What does it cost?” Shannon asked the question out of long-ingrained habit.

It was strange, how she never worried about money anymore, now that she had thousands in the bank and she felt confident that she was going to make even more in the near future. Just a couple of weeks ago, it seemed like all she ever thought about was money and budgets and how tight things were.

“It’s a little pricey, but you can afford it,” Charlie told her. “Here, I think I have one of their cards in my purse. You can have it.”

Shannon took the offered business card and stowed it away in her own purse. She thanked Charlie and then asked, “What about websites? Are they a good tool in our business; do you have one?”

Charlie grinned and got out her VISA card. She had insisted on paying for lunch.

“Follow me over to my place, and I’ll show you my website,” she offered. “It’s killer, and it’s very effective.”

 

****

 

Shannon knew right away that they weren’t going to the fuck pad they had gone to last time. For one thing, it was in the other direction, and for another, the small, utilitarian apartment had no computer that she’d seen.

She followed the bright yellow Corvette out Santa Monica Boulevard and into West Hollywood. Charlie took a left onto North Fairfield Avenue and stayed on that until they came to Hollywood Boulevard. They turned left again and followed Hollywood until it came to Laurel Canyon Boulevard and took that up into the hills overlooking the greater LA basin.

Charlie turned on one of the small, winding residential cross streets and stayed on it until she came to a street called Hollywood Vista Way. She pulled up into the driveway of a small but very nice one level house and shut off the Corvette.

“As Jamal said the other night, ‘home sweet home’,” Charlie said when Shannon had pulled into the driveway behind her and gotten out of her Toyota. “I bought this place just last year and I’ve dumped a ton of money into since then, remodeling it.”

They crossed the small lawn and Charlie opened the front door and switched off the alarm. She turned to Shannon and said, “Please excuse the mess.”

Shannon surveyed the small but relatively tidy living room and replied, “You obviously don’t have kids. This looks super picked up, compared to my place.”

Charlie led the way into an alcove just off the kitchen and pointed to a desktop computer with a large, flat screen monitor. She booted up the device and Shannon glanced around the kitchen, noting the new granite countertops and backsplashes, the new linoleum, and the polished, fresh-out-of-the-box-looking wooden cabinets, with their aged brass knobs.

“Nice, place,” she commented, still glancing around, “I wish my kitchen looked half this good.”

“Thanks, it cost an arm and a leg to get this room looking like it does. This is my website, somewhat immodestly called glamorouscharlize.com,” Charlie said proudly.

Shannon stepped up to the monitor and saw several lingerie shots of Charlie, emphasizing her fantastic build, red hair, and long legs. She examined the photos more closely and noted that Charlie’s actual face wasn’t featured in any of them. The ones that showed her long red locks were all shot from behind.

Men could get a good idea about how beautiful she was, though. Some of the lingerie was skimpy, to say the least, and several of the panty sets Charlie wore were little more than thongs which disappeared into her ass crack and showed off her butt to perfection.

“Just your cell phone number; no email address,” Shannon noticed.

“Nah, you get tons of unsolicited dick shots sent to you if you list that. I see enough naked cocks during any given week without wanting to stare at a bunch of anonymous ones in my emails every day.”

“That isn’t the cell number you usually use when you call me,” Shannon further observed.

“No, that’s my private number, for friends, relatives, and lovers, when I have one. The other, the one on my business card and website, is strictly for business. It always goes right to voicemail. I rarely answer it.”

“And then you simply call them back and arrange a date, if you like what you hear in their message,” said Shannon, nodding her head in admiration.

“Yeah, no prices mentioned on the webpage, no hard information about what I will do or won’t do. If the guy sounds like an undercover vice cop, I just shine him on by telling him I offer a legitimate escort service; no sex involved.”

“Smart, very smart,” said Shannon. “So I gather you haven’t had any trouble with the police?”

“Cops, no; creeps, yes,” Charlie said wearily. “Some of the guys who call don’t want to pay as much as I normally ask. Some of them want something very kinky, that I don’t do, and I shut them all down, too.”

She smiled at Shannon and said, “I only date the ones who pass muster on the phone, and I don’t close the deal with all of those either, I’m afraid. Sometimes, I just get a vibe I don’t like when I meet with them, or a guy is too gross to fuck, no matter how much he’s willing to pay, or something like that, and I say thanks, but no thanks, and drive home without ever touching him.”

“Again, I think that’s a very smart way to do business,” Shannon complimented her.

“Well, even at that, a few lemons manage to slip through my screening process. Some guys turn out to be boors or too rough, once you’re alone in a hotel room with them, or they secretly want something weird; something that turns me off completely,” she said. “Those, I simply don’t call back when they leave another voicemail.”

She smiled at Shannon and said, as she stepped up to the computer, “Because I consider you a friend, and not really a business rival, I’m going to give you a copy of the list.”

“I’m sorry, the list?”

“The ‘don’t call back under any circumstances’ list, sweetie,” Charlie said, hitting a few keys and then clicking on ‘print’.

A short listing of what she assumed were blackballed client names came out of the printer a moment later. Shannon took it and scanned it quickly.

“Marcus Ryan is on this list?” Shannon asked, surprised.

He was the new starting guard for the Los Angeles Lakers, and he was a real cutie. With a dark, curly mop of Afro hair and light grey eyes, mocha-colored skin, and cheekbones that sent flutters running through Shannon’s loins, Marcus Ryan was every fan-girl’s dream guy!

“He may look like an angel, but he’s a real dick, once you’re alone with him,” Charlie said disgustedly. “I made a date with him when he first got traded to LA and we went out to dinner and then to a hotel suite.”

She looked at Shannon and said, “He likes it super-rough. Marcus gave me a black eye that took weeks to go away completely and he whipped my ass with a belt so hard, I was sure he’d left scars that it would take plastic surgery to hide.”

After waiting a beat, she added, “In addition to that, the arrogant prick refused to use a condom. And he made me suck him off after he’d fucked me in the ass bareback, without washing his cock off first!”

“Yuck,” said Shannon. “I don’t blame you for avoiding him.”

“He drinks, too,” Charlie said. “He still calls, late at night sometimes, when he’s blitzed and wants…another piece of my pretty white ass!”

“Shit, to read about him on the sports pages, you’d think he was Sir Galahad and Sir Lancelot all rolled into one,” Shannon sighed. “He’s always doing some kids charity appearance or other.”

“The value of having a good publicist working for you, if you’re a sports celebrity,” Charlie answered, shaking her head at the foibles of the rich and famous.

Shannon carefully folded the list and put it away in her purse. She laid the purse down on the nearby kitchen counter and asked in a soft voice, cutting her eyes toward the back of the house, where the bedrooms had to be, “Do you…uh… want to…?”

Charlie grinned and took the smaller woman in her arms, saying, “Oh, yeah, let’s make love by all means, Shan, you gorgeous creature you.”

Shannon flashed her friend an inviting smile and made no move to resist when Charlie’s lips met hers seconds later…




Chapter Eight

 

Becoming More Professional

 

Charlie’s website design guy was named Del Peterson. He turned out to be a rather nerdy young man of about twenty-two, who lived alone in a real rat hole of an apartment in just off Lennox Avenue in south Inglewood.

He wanted two grand to do her up a website just like the one he’d done and that he maintained for Charlie. When she’d said that was okay, he said nervously that she could save herself five-hundred bucks by him giving her the special, “Charlie” discount.

Intrigued as to just what that might be, she said she might do that and phoned Charlie on her cell phone, while Del went back to his computers. Charlie laughed and said, “He means a blowjob. I know that’s not much for a good BJ but the thing about Del is, it’s going to take you just five hot minutes, start to finish, and that includes the time it takes you to get naked for him and to put your clothes back on once you’re done.”

She looked at the earnest young man, who was skinny--with glasses which had coke bottle thick lenses and clunky black frames--and took pity on him. He didn’t look like the sort of guy who got much head anyway. Thanking Charlie for cluing her in about Del, she shut off the phone and dropped it in her purse.

“Okay, hot shot, why don’t you whip it out and I’ll suck it off for you,” Shannon said, unbuttoning her blouse quickly.

 

****

She dialed up Charlie again down in the parking lot and said without preamble, when her girlfriend answered the phone once more, “You didn’t tell me he hadn’t come in weeks. God, I thought I was going to drown!”

Charlie giggled impishly and said, “Well, you never asked about that. Did you get any on you?”

“No, I was naked, like you said and anyway, spunk washes off,” she sighed, getting used to Charlie’s little practical jokes by now. “But, Jesus, there was a lot of that stuff for me to swallow, and it tasted terrible. That kid must eat nothing but junk food!”

“Well, five-hundred bucks is five-hundred bucks,” Charlie reminded her. “Buy your own kid some new clothes with it.”

“I just might do that,” Shannon said, breaking the connection.

She began to laugh. Charlie could be such a goof, sometimes!

Turning for home, she couldn’t wait to see the new website, listed at www.funwithshannon.com. A grateful Del had assured that it would be up by tonight sometime, and open for business.

She eyed the new cell phone she had purchased as her professional line and smiled. Shannon couldn’t wait to get home, charge it up, and wait for it to start ringing!

The phone company had promised her that the new number would be turned on by now, so there was nothing standing in the way of formally launching her new venture as early as tonight; nothing at all…

 

****

 

Sure enough, she had gotten three messages that night, before she went to bed. Charlie had taken some pretty good photos of her on her cell phone, the other day in her bedroom, wearing Charlie’s lingerie, and Del had used those to create the website.

You couldn’t really see her face in any of the shots, but her body was proudly on display in all of them. Even her bare nipples were revealed in one sexy pose.

Charlie had volunteered to re-shoot that one, but Shannon hadn’t wanted her to do so. Charlie had a much more voluptuous build than she did, and she knew it.

I have to show a little more of the merchandise than she does, to get a similar response, she had reasoned. Showing a little bare titty can’t hurt.

Besides, her nipples were one of her best features, when you got right down to it; perky and pink and cute as hell. And guys were going to do more than just see them, if they became clients!

Roger was standing right next to her as she listened to her first voicemails on the business phone. Diane had already been put to bed, since it was nearly nine at night.

The first guy was clearly black; he had a ghetto drawl which was so pronounced she could barely understand him. The second was nervous as hell, but his voice was accent free. The third was elderly; his voice cracked with age.

All three had left their numbers, so Shannon dutifully called them back. She ended up passing on all of them. The black guy and the old guy were appalled by her prices, and the third guy—Mr. No Accent—turned out to be a traveling salesman from Dallas who was only in town for the night.

He wanted her to come right over to his hotel, blow him, and promptly leave. For doing that, he offered her a flat five-hundred bucks, cash.

Shannon told him no politely and broke the connection. She didn’t want to get all dressed up, drive halfway across LA at this time of night, just to make a measly five-hundred bucks, even for a half hour’s worth of work.

“I guess I’m pretty picky, huh?” She asked Roger as she muted the phone for the night and slipped it back into her purse.

He kissed her on the forehead and said, “I want you to be picky. This way of meeting new clients is a lot more dangerous than driving over to spend the night with old Harry or going with Charlie to meet two African guys whom she’s vouched for.”

“Yeah, it is at that,” Shannon said, after considering what he’d just said.

“Did Charlie ever talk to you about percentages?” He asked. “I mean about how many dates she actually goes on, compared to the number of inquiry calls she gets?”

“No, but I get the feeling that it’s pretty low,” Shannon replied. “She still manages to do okay for herself. You ought to see that house of hers. It’s probably smaller than this one, but the view is incredible. I bet it cost her a bundle to buy it in the first place and she’s spent a small fortune on re-doing it.”

“Well, let’s give it a while,” Roger said, clearly talking about the new website. “It takes some time for a new business to catch on and attract a client base, even this particular business.”

“Yeah, let’s turn in now,” she suggested, putting her arm around her husband’s waist and guiding him down the hallway and into the bedroom. “I want to get in bed and tell you about sucking off Del, the computer kid, today, and finish telling you about my afternoon with Charlie yesterday, at her house.”

“That sounds great to me,” he said eagerly, starting to unbutton his shirt right away.

 

****

 

I’m glad Roger’s come tastes a lot better than that Del kid’s does, she thought, settling into the front seat of her Toyota for the drive home after school the next day. I actually loved that he finished up in my mouth last night, after he fucked me to a great climax. That was really sort of hot!

She got out her new cell phone, switched out of the “mute” mode and checked the voicemails. A jolt of excitement ran through her as she saw that there had been eleven calls, just since last night.

Shannon hurried home, stopping only to retrieve Diane from pre-school. Shooing her daughter out into the backyard to play with Willie, she sat down at the kitchen table with a lined pad of paper, a pen and her cell phone.

The first four guys were a total disappointment. They were all Chevy buyers who couldn’t afford her Cadillac rates.

The fifth one, however, sounded promising. He was well spoken and polite, and he didn’t protest a bit when she quoted him a price of two grand for an all night hotel stay.

She had decided right away that this one wasn’t a cop. He had successfully answered several test questions she had gotten from Charlie to screen out vice operatives, so she wasn’t worried about that.

“I like anal,” the man said expectantly.

“So do I, if you’re gentle at first and give me time to adjust to your size,” she replied.

He laughed and said, “That’ not going to be a problem. I’m very ordinary when it comes to size, let me assure you.”

“Are condoms okay with you?”

“Absolutely,” he said, “I’m sure you’re a very nice girl, but in light of what you do for a living, I’d pretty much insist that we use them.”

“Tell me a little about yourself,” she urged him, using a technique Charlie had taught her to ferret out fatties and weirdoes. “Describe yourself as best you can. You’ve seen pictures of me on my website, but I have no idea what you look like.”

“I’m white, blond, blue-eyed, forty years old, wealthy, in fairly descent shape for a guy my age,” he said and then added, “Oh, yeah, and I’m horny as hell. I divorced my wife a few months back and I still haven’t hooked up with anyone I’m interested in replacing her with yet; hence the need for your services, Shannon.”

“Well, I’m sure I can handle that little problem for you,” she told him, lowering her voice to a sexier register. “Where do you want to meet?”

“How about the bar of the Hyatt Regency, in Century City, this Friday night at seven,” he suggested. “If we like each other, we can get a room and spend the night getting to know one another.”

“I think that sounds fine,” she said breathily, feeling her pussy getting wet at the thought of meeting this nice-sounding total stranger and having a night of hot sex with him, while making another two-thousand dollars. “It’s a date, as far as I’m concerned, mister….uh, what exactly do I call you?”

“Bradley, my name is Lincoln Bradley, Shannon, and I’ll see you at seven on Friday.”

 

****

 

The other six guys on the list of recent callers from the website either weren’t picking up just then or didn’t really interest her. She breezed through them and went out into the backyard to push Diane’s swing for her, while Willie barked and yapped and danced around them excitedly.

By the time Roger got home at six, she had dinner all fixed and on the table. She couldn’t wait for it to be Diane’s bedtime so that she could tell him the news about Friday.

In between fixing dinner and playing with Diane, she had taken a moment to Google Lincoln Bradley and had found an LA businessman that was the right age and whose picture matched the description her Friday guy had given her. He was a senior executive at one of the major motion picture studios, so she knew he made tons of money.

Roger was almost as excited as she was when she showed him the man’s picture and bio on the net. He grinned at her and said kiddingly, “He’s a handsome dude. I’ll have to watch it or you’ll be running off with him.”

“Never,” she assured him, hugging him around the neck as he sat at the computer, “I’m all yours, darling. Except for Friday night, of course, when I’ll be all Mr. Bradley’s until Saturday morning.”

“He’s just renting you, because we’re letting him do that, right?” Roger said; his eyes all aglitter with excitement.

“Correct, husband of mine,” she said happily, kissing him on the earlobe. “And if you’ll accompany me into the bedroom, I’ll be glad to show you just how much I’m all yours.”

 

****

 

“You naughty boy,” she smiled back over her shoulder at him and whispered as he slipped his cock up her ass. “What made you want me this way tonight?”

“I think it’s because you said this Lincoln Bradley guy asked if you did anal,” he sighed, bottoming out in her tight butt. “I guess I want to get mine before he gets his.”

“He has to pay two-thousand dollars to do this to me, darling,” she reminded him as he started to fuck his wife’s trim little butt.

“Worth every penny, take it from me,” Roger said breathily, starting to stroke her clit as he increased his pace.

“Mmmmmmmmm, I’m glad you appreciate me, dear,” she cooed, loving what he was doing to her, and the way he was doing it.

“You know, I think I enjoy what I’m lucky enough to have even more,” he said, patting her lovingly on the ass while he fucked it, “now that you’re selling it to other men.”

Shannon thought about that for a moment and then asked her rutting husband, “You don’t miss you’re hotwife fantasy?”

“This is much better,” he said, really giving it to her deep and hard now. “Plus it’s a lot more profitable.”

“Accountants,” she chided him, “all you care about it the bottom line.”

“Not this accountant,” he promised her, “I care about bottoms, too, and this one is perfect, trust me on that!”

They shared a gentle laugh together and got down to fucking in earnest…




Chapter Nine

 

Lincoln Bradley

 

The bar at the Hyatt was decorated with pictures of movie stars, appropriately enough, since Century City, where the hotel was located, was home to a few movie lots and even more executive offices for firms in the business of producing films. Shannon entered it at precisely seven, wearing her new black dress, pearls, and her Jimmy Choos.

She was slightly nervous, this being her first truly “cold” date. The first one, with Jamal and Omar, happened when she was accompanied by Charlie, who had a long history with the two men. And the second one, with Harry, had been relatively easy because she had already met him once and Charlie had assured her that he was a more than okay guy.

Lincoln Bradley was another matter altogether. She didn’t really know him at all and wasn’t even sure she’d recognize him when she saw him for the first time.

She needn’t have worried. Lincoln Bradley--wearing a natural-shouldered camel blazer with brushed brass buttons, a pullover, collared knit shirt in a grey shade, and charcoal trousers, with oxblood colored loafers and no socks--slid out of his booth, stood, and waved to her across the nearly empty bar. He was smiling broadly and she felt her heart flutter.

He was much cuter in person than he had been on Google. She had the thought that Lincoln Bradley could have been a movie star himself, with his perfect smile, his perfectly combed blond hair, and that LA, country club tan of his.

“Hi, I’m Shannon, but I guess you already know that,” she said in a soft, quiet voice as she neared his booth.

“Shannon, I’m Lincoln, Linc to my friends, and I’m hoping to count you as one of those very soon,” he said, air-kissing both her cheeks in the classic Hollywood manner and motioning for her to sit down.

“I’m so pleased to meet you, Linc,” she said, scooting into the booth.

She was careful not to slide in too far. Shannon wanted to sit close to her date for tonight, but not too close.

“You’re lovely,” he told her, joining her in the booth. “I knew from your pictures on the website that your body was sexy as all get out, but your face is truly beautiful.”

“Why, thank you, aren’t you nice to say so?”

He motioned for a waiter and asked her, “What will you have to drink tonight?”

“Just a glass of cabernet for me, Linc,” she told him, taking his right arm playfully. “I’m afraid I’m not much of a drinker.”

“You don’t want to get tipsy and get too wild tonight, is that it?” He chided her gently.

“Oh, I don’t need alcohol to do that, sweetie,” she assured him, batting her big brown eyes shamelessly at him. “Great looking guys like you make me slightly crazy anyway.”

“Wow, I love to hear that,” he retorted.

Turning to the waiter, he said, “A glass of your finest cabernet for the lady and I’ll have a Jamison’s over ice.”

“That’s Irish whiskey, right?”

“Yeah, it is,” he replied. “We made a movie in Ireland some years back and I was the chief executive on it. I visited the set several times, on location in Dublin, and I developed a taste for Jameson’s during that trip, I guess.”

“Oh, you’re in the movie business,” she said, pretending she didn’t already know that about him, “how exciting!”

“I’m a senior executive over at Harmon Brothers,” he said modestly. “I mostly shuffle paper and make phone calls.”

“I bet you’ve met a bunch of movie stars over the years,” she said admiringly.

“Oh, I’m very friendly with quite a few of those, that’s for sure,” he told her.

Their drinks came and they sipped them as they chatted. By eight o’clock, he excused himself to walk over to the front desk and reserve a suite for them, and by five after eight, they were in that suite and well on their way to making love for the first time.

“Ummmmmmmmm, suck them just like that, Linc,” she cooed encouragingly as he mouth moved from nipple to nipple.

Her clothes were hanging in the closet, next to his, and they were sitting next together on the edge of the king bed, both of them as naked as they day they were born. Linc slipped a finger into her already very wet pussy and began to toy with her clit as he sucked her tits.

She loved that. Shannon had her hand around his very average size cock and was stroking it tenderly while the foreplay went on.

“You’re very beautiful, Shannon,” he murmured, changing breasts yet again.

“And you’re quite handsome, Linc,” she answered in turn, “this is going to be a fun night for both of us.”

He straightened up and said apologetically, “You’ll have to forgive me if I come right away this evening. It’s been a long time since I’ve had sex.”

“Don’t you worry about that,” she assured him, sliding her fingers down onto his balls. “I’m sure these big boys have lots of come stored up in them. And its part of my job tonight to make sure I drain them properly. I want every drop, darling; come as many times as you like. We have all night together.”

He laid her back on the bed and lifted her ass and legs up onto the mattress. As soon as he had her where he wanted her—in the center of the big bed—he took her in his arms and kissed her passionately.

Shannon felt her breasts clinch together as he did that. God, this guy was really turning her on!

“Oh, Linc, would you like me to suck you off, just to start the evening out right?” She asked him the question as soon as they broke apart.

“Would you?” He shivered as he asked her, as if he was afraid she’d say she wouldn’t.

“Of course, you sweet man, I’ll do anything you want for that beautiful dick of yours tonight,” she whispered, touching him again. “I’m totally yours until morning.”

“Oh, please, blow me then,” he all but begged her, “I need to come so bad!”

“Here, just lie back and let me take care of you,” she offered, sliding down between his legs.

She stopped when her face was right above his throbbing prick and leaned down and kissed it. Lincoln Bradley groaned as if she was torturing him and she smiled up at his and whispered, “Come for me, honey. I’d love to swallow it all for you.”

With that, she took him in her mouth and started to suck. Her tongue swirled around his dick head as she gobbled up more and more of his delicious cock meat, until her lips were pressed firmly against his balls and his pubic fur.

He isn’t really long, like Jamal and Harry were, Shannon thought as she gave the blowjob, so I ought to be able to do this easily.

Shannon eased her tongue out and began to lap at Linc’s hairy nuts while she continued to suck him. He began shaking with uncontrollable excitement.

“Oh, oh, damn, that feels so good,” he groaned helplessly, gripping the bedspread tightly in both clenched fists.

Do I dare suck his balls for a moment, before I finish him? She eyed the taut-looking up pair of nuts warily and noted how close together they already were.

It’s a shame I can’t give him one of my rim-jobs and mouth his balls a little, before I suck him off. I’d even like to do that prostate massage thing for him, but I think he’s about to explode already.

Deciding it was better to be safe than sorry, she resumed her standard, slurpy blowjob, moving her lips slowly up and down his shaft, licking at his cock head as she went. In mere seconds, poor Linc gasped and croaked out, “Oh, God, here it comes!”

The other day at Del, the computer nerd’s, ratty apartment, she thought she had gotten a tummy full of come. It soon paled in comparison to the load Lincoln Bradley began spurting into her mouth and down her working throat.

There was a gallon of it! She swallowed at least ten times, Linc bellowing out his pleasure and close to sobbing; it felt so good to finally get his nuts off.

Shannon gulped it down and licked for more. Linc whined and moaned and babbled about how she was a goddess…a princess…the hottest piece of ass on earth!

At last the thick, heavy curds of come stopped flowing and she let his deflating dick slip from her jizz lined lips. She beamed up at him and whispered, “My goodness, that was a lot, but I can’t say you didn’t warn me.”

“You can’t imagine how good that felt,” Linc sighed as though he was both happy and relieved. “Thank you, oh, God bless you, thank you.”

 

****

 

“I think that was the most incredible blowjob I’ve ever gotten in my whole life,” Linc said, still a little embarrassed about how excited he’d become when he finally popped his nuts in her mouth.

“It was hardly my best,” she said to him, patting his cheek. “We can try again later, if you want, now that you’re not quite so on edge, so to speak.”

“I haven’t come that well since it all went to hell between Connie, that’s my ex-wife, and me,” he admitted.

“Oh, sure, I’ve masturbated to porn a few times, but that’s hardly the same as being in bed with an honest to God woman,” he grinned over at her and added, “especially one who looks like you and knows how to use her body to really please a man.”

“Well, there’s a lot more where that came from, mister,” she promised him. “I’ll do whatever you want, between now and morning.”

“Oh, God, I think I’m going to want everything, Shannon,” he sighed, smiling over at her. “You’re fantastic.”

He proved to be a man of his word. As soon as her got hard again, which didn’t take the horny movie executive long, he laid Shannon on her back, slipped on a condom, and really gave it to her, missionary style.

God, he’s so passionate…so hungry…so needy! She marveled at his enthusiasm.

It took her back to her first sexual experiences in high school, when the boys had been so gaga over sex that it had been almost laughable. They couldn’t seem to believe that they actually had their dicks in a real, live girl, and that she was fucking them!

The fiery intensity of this fervid desire for her had an effect on Shannon as well. She got lost in fucking him, coming several times, even though his dick wasn’t quite as long or as thick as Roger, her husband’s!

“Jesus….Jesus…you’re a hot fuck!” Lincoln screamed as he came in her for the second time; inside a condom and deep in her spasming pussy.

“Mmmmmmmmm, that’s right, Linc-darling,” she crooned in his ear, “cream me good. Let me feel you blast a big load of that hot stuff right up my pussy.”

Lincoln moaned and kept on shooting. She smiled at him and stroked his cheek and said, “That’s right, come good, baby; come a lot for me.”

 

****

They rested a bit after that. Lincoln lay smiling and happy next to her at the head of the bed, waiting for the Viagra to kick in once more.

“You’re so much better in bed than Connie ever was,” he sighed, touching her hair tenderly. “And I used to think she was so hot!”

“Are you sure you want to discuss your ex-wife with me, tiger?”

“I seem to want to, for some reason,” he apologized. “I guess on some level, I need to; after all, we were together for nearly fifteen years.”

Since she had taken up this new “profession”, Shannon had done a little reading on the subject and had discovered that some men wanted conversation even more than they wanted sex from the women that they hired. So she knew it was possible that one of her “dates” might want to talk as much as they wanted to touch her; to use her body to satisfy their sexual fantasies.

But she hadn’t been expecting it from a guy who was obviously as horny as Lincoln Bradley. She would have thought he’d be too intent on getting his rocks off inside her as many times as he could to wax philosophical about the whole experience.

“As I said, we were married thirteen years,” he said with a sigh. “At first we were very happy with just each other. And then things started to get routine in the bedroom. It was at about the eight year mark when we mutually decided we needed something…new in our sex lives to liven our relationship up again; something besides a new porn movie to watch, hotter lingerie for her, or a new hairdo.”

Something about Linc’s tone caught Shannon’s interest. She harkened back to the little wife-watching game she and Roger had been playing more and more frequently when she’d first met Harry North in the Raj that night, and the whole becoming an escort idea had been born.

“What did you do?” She found herself asking the question before she even knew she was going to do so.

“Well, I’d read about something called wife-watching on the web,” Linc answered, and Shannon’s heart nearly stopped!

“It sounded like harmless fun, so we thought we’d try it,” he went on to say. “My ex-wife would get all dressed up—you know, all sexy and provocative-looking, like a girl who is trolling for a hook-up—and we’d visit bars and dance clubs, with me going in first and her following five minutes or so later, so that no one would connect us as a couple. We’d sit apart, and I’d watch guys hit on her.”

Shannon’s blood ran cold. She had a sickly little smile on her face as she nodded that she understood the concept he was describing.

“I guess you could say that things…escalated as time went on,” he explained wearily, clearly remembering how his marriage had gradually come apart. “At first, me watching her dance with and lead other guys on--as if they might really get somewhere with her that night--was enough for both of us.”

He looked over at Shannon and, with a wry little smile said, “We’d go home together at the end of the evening and fuck like rabbits, excited as hell about what we’d done.”

“W-What happened?” Her voice sounded small and halting as she asked the question.

“After a while, that wasn’t enough for us any more,” he replied. “We decided that it would be okay for her to make out a little, with guys that really did it for her.”

He shook his head and said ruefully, “After a few months, that wasn’t as exciting as it had been at first, so we decided that she should start letting the guys feel her up a little as they made out.”

The breath froze in Shannon’s lungs. She and Roger had been talking for weeks about her starting to make out a little with guys who really turned her on, out on the dance floor, when they’d gone on that fateful anniversary date to the Raj.

“That eventually led to her feeling up their cocks in return,” said Linc. “You can pretty much guess where that led. She started giving them blowjobs and finishing them with her hand, out in their cars.”

He sighed once again and continued, “That quickly changed into all-the-way blowjobs, where she’d suck them off and swallow their come. From there it seemed like a short hop to full-on sex. She’d run home afterward and tell me all about it—all the delicious details of what she’d done with these strangers—and we’d fuck like newlyweds.”

There was an awkward silence. At last, Shannon summoned up all her courage and asked, “What happened next?”

“Boyfriends, guys who became her regular fuck buddies started showing up at our house, to see her,” he said woodenly. “She got real comfortable about being intimate with them right in front of me and so, God help me, did I.”

He breathed out heavily and concluded with, “I even got to where I was eager for her to bring them over to our house, so we could both fuck her together, in our own bedroom!”

He looked at Shannon, his eyes full of emotion as he said, “One of them had this huge cock and he was really buffed. He did things to her that I just couldn’t do, right in front of me. I got jealous; told her she couldn’t see him anymore.”

Again, silence reigned. At last he said, “She promised she wouldn’t, but of course she did; behind my back. She just didn’t tell me anymore about seeing him. She started cheating on me with Rick--that was the kid’s name, Rick—I could sense she was doing it.”

After a beat, he said, “I hired a private detective and he brought me all kinds of pictures of the two of them in bed together out at our Malibu house. They weren’t even careful about it…left the drapes open to the master bedroom and even fucked out on the deck, overlooking the ocean; easy work for a telephoto lens like the one the detective used.”

She thought Linc was going to start crying as he said, “I confronted her with the evidence; begged her to stop seeing him. She said she wouldn’t…that she needed what he gave her!”

Linc said bitterly, “He gave her nine and half inches of big, thick cock! That was what he gave her. I helped turn her into a cheater, and she wouldn’t stop cheating…she admitted that she couldn’t!”




Chapter Ten

 

Meeting Sweet Lou

 

The two-thousand dollars she earned from Lincoln Bradley, plus the two-fifty tip he had given her as she had left the hotel suite at five this morning were in her purse. As she pulled into the carport, she had the thought that this money was different. It was the hardest two grand she had made so far.

Not that fucking and sucking Linc was difficult. He’d been a real sweetie, enjoying everything she’d done for him and promising to make another date with her very soon.

He’d been fun to have sex with and he had behaved like a perfect gentleman all night. She’d definitely date him again, if he called.

But the story of his marital breakup had sent chills down Shannon’s spine which refused to go away. She slipped into the master bedroom, barely making a sound, after silencing Willie, the Springer Spaniel, who had heard her drive up, by petting him for a minute and assuring him that she and Diane would play with him later in the morning.

Roger was asleep. She stripped off her clothes and got into bed next to him.

“Oh, hey, you’re home,” he said sleepily, waking as she snuggled up against him. “How was this one?”

“Great, no problems,” she whispered. “He was a pussycat, and he tipped me, too, and promised to call again real soon.”

“Did he want anything…special?”

She smiled at her horny hubby in the weak morning light and reached for his cock. Sure enough, it was half hard already, at the mere thought of her spending the night in bed with another man.

“Nothing out of the ordinary,” she whispered back, tugging Roger’s boxer down and out of the way as she took his dick in hand and began to lightly stroke it to full hardness. “I suppose you want to hear all about it?”

“You know I do,” he said with a grin, turning on his side to face her, so that he could touch her naked breasts. “What did he want you to do?”

“Everything, darling,” she murmured, moving forward to kiss him, “the poor man was really horny. He and his wife of many years split up not long ago, and he has yet to find a steady girlfriend to replace her.”

“Poor guy,” Roger sighed, as she really began to play with his cock and balls, “at least he knew who to call to solve that little problem for him.”

“I definitely solved it, for a few days at least,” she said with a smile. “He has a pretty good pair of nuts on him, even though his cock is very average. I thought he was going to drown me in spunk, the first time I blew him.”

Roger groaned at the thought of that and his dick jumped in her fist. She kissed him and felt him shudder. She knew he was thinking of a strange man emptying his balls into her mouth—the same mouth that was avidly kissing him right now —earlier in the evening.

“Did…did you swallow it all for him?” Roger gasped out the question, his cock now as hard as an iron fireplace poker in her palm.

“Every drop, darling,” she said teasingly, knowing that he loved to hear about her being a nasty girl, “I’m very good at my job, you know.”

“Will you do that for me, right now?”

She smiled and cocked her left leg at the knee, running his hard cock head all up and down her juicy slit. As she rearranged her hips slightly, so that Roger could slide part of the way inside her, she murmured, “We can finish that way, if you want. But first I want you to fuck me, honey; hard and deep!”

He moaned and started to do just that, scooting still closer to her, kissing her again, rubbing his chest fur up against her bare nipples. She sighed at how nice that felt and started to whip her hips in and out, fucking him expertly…

****

 

 

Roger was pretty quiet after Shannon finished telling about the succession of events that had led to the breakup of Lincoln Bradley’s once-happy marriage. He looked over and said, “And you’re worried that the same thing is going to happen to us, aren’t you, babe?”

She nodded morosely and said, “Yeah, I kind of am.”

After a moment of reflecting on it, she added, “I won’t lie. I love what I’m doing now and I’d hate to give it up right away.”

Her eyes held his as she said, “I think I could, if you wanted me to, if you weren’t okay with it anymore. But I wouldn’t like doing it; stopping: I’m just being honest.”

He thought about that a long time before he finally said, “Well, I’m more than okay with it, right at the moment. I think it’s great. You have fun and bring home loads of extra cash. And the two of us have the hottest sex life we’ve every enjoyed as well. What’s wrong with that?”

“Not a thing, as long as it stays that way,” she agreed. “I think what we have to watch out for is me getting hooked on experiencing strange cocks, really needing that, and of you becoming jealous of my…uh…extramarital activities, I’d guess you’d say.”

He nodded and said, “Yeah, I think that’s right.”

A long silence settled in between them. At last, Shannon broke it by asking, “Well, are you jealous?”

A slight blush spread over Roger’s face as he admitted, “Not really; I guess I should be, but I’m not.”

She gave him a look that demanded more explanation than that and he went on to say, “You’re not going to leave me for any of these guys, are you? I mean, from what you’ve said, some of them have much bigger…equipment than I do, and some of them are damn good looking. And all of them are richer than me—I could never afford to spend a couple of grand on one night in bed with a woman.”

Shannon laughed and shook her head that she wasn’t tempted. She said, “No, I love what you and I have together; being a family, having Diane and our little house—our lives together, I guess you could say—to want to trade it for something else.”

“That’s why I’m not really jealous,” Roger said. “Because I know that and I really believe it to be true.”

 

****

 

Breakfast was over. It had been a late one, because Shannon had slept until nine-thirty, after staying up and talking things over with Roger when she got home.

And fucking him, of course; that had taken some time, too. But that part of the reclamation process was important and they both knew it.

She’d take a nap this afternoon, if she could, to help make up for the sleep she’d missed. And she planned on going to bed early tonight as well, for the same reason.

At eleven o’clock that morning, just as she was finishing up the breakfast dishes, which Roger was drying and putting away as they did them, she turned and asked him, “Do you ever think about seeing me in action, with another guy, I mean?”

He had been gazing out the kitchen window at his daughter and Willie, cavorting around in the backyard. Clearly surprised by the question, he turned to her, a sheepish grin on his face, and admitted, “Yeah, I sometimes fantasize about that. If you had a regular that wouldn’t mind another guy in the room, who might be turned on at the thought of doubling you…”

She smiled and urged him, “Come on, give; I know you’ve thought about this.”

“Well, I keep flashing back to that thing you and Charlie did with those two black guys, Omar and Jamal, when they double-teamed you,” Roger blurted excitedly. “I’d love to do that, to see you do that, instead of just hearing about it; to be part of it!”

“Would you want my bottom or my pussy?” Her voice was teasing, playful as she asked her husband that question.

Roger beamed and said, “I wouldn’t care. It would be so fucking exciting to be there, in the actual room with you, that I wouldn’t care which hole I got to fuck, baby!”

Shannon giggled at that statement and said, “My husband, the horndog, so pervy he doesn’t care if he gets front or rear, just as long as he gets to play, too!”

Coming closer and putting his arms around her waist, he leaned into her and whispered in her ear, “That’s right, sexy, I wouldn’t care, if I could see you like that!”

She sighed and whispered back, “I’ll let you know, if that ever becomes possible. It sounds outrageously fun to me, too, darling!”

 

****

 

The work cell phone had two messages on it at three o’clock, when she awoke from her nap. Roger had taken Diane to a matinee—to some Disney thing she had been clamoring to see—so that Mommy could rest a little.

One of the messages was from Harry, asking to see her next weekend, on Friday night. He wanted to take her to dinner again, and for her to spend the night.

She smiled, knowing that would be fun, looking forward to it immensely, and checked the second message. It was from a number that was new to her, and it was from a man named Lou Baker.

“Hey, Shannon, this is Lou, Lou Baker; they call me Sweet Lou in the music business, which is my business,” the obviously black voice said in a husky baritone.

“Anyway, I played golf this morning with an old buddy of mine, Linc Bradley, and he gave me your name and number,” the man said.

After as second’s pause, he added, “Man, he couldn’t stop raving about you, girl! Old Linc really thinks you’re special, so I decided I’ve got to meet you. How about tonight, at about eight? I know its Saturday and kind of short notice, but I’d love to see you, if you don’t have a date booked for tonight already.”

Sweet Lou Baker, he’s this recording mogul, she thought excitedly, I’ve read about him and seen him on television lots of times, on the Hollywood Insider and shows like that. He’s famous, and very rich…and kind of cute, too, now that I think about it!

She wrote the number down in her client’s book and called Roger. His cell phone rang twice before he answered.

“Babe, what are you calling on this phone for?” Her husband asked.

In her excitement, she hadn’t switched back to her everyday cell phone; she’d just dialed Roger up on the business line. She blurted, “Would you mind too much if I went on another date tonight? I know I was out all night last night, but Linc recommended me to Sweet Lou Baker, the big-time music mogul, and he wants to see me tonight, if I’m not busy!”

“Man, he should be able to afford your rates without a second thought,” mused Roger. “The kitten and I were just grabbing some ice cream at Baskin-Robbins, after the movie. What time would you have to leave the house?”

“Well, I don’t know,” she admitted. “I haven’t called him back yet to confirm the date. I wanted to talk it over with you first, to make sure you were okay with me being gone two nights in a row. But he wants to get together at eight; like I said, I don’t know where yet.”

“Why don’t you call him back right now and schedule it,” Roger said eagerly. “Diane and I will find something fun to do tonight until she goes to bed at seven-thirty. Don’t you worry about that; we’ll watch Frozen again, if nothing else.” Shannon laughed and said, “God, I don’t envy you that. We must have watched that movie fifty times already!”

“Yeah, I can say the lines in my head as they happen; hell, I can recite them before they happen, from memory,” Roger chuckled. “But it’s okay; go ahead and make your call.”

The line went dead and she took a deep breath and then dialed the new number. After three rings, a deep voice said, “This is Sweet Lou; who’s this?”

“My name is Shannon, and you asked me to call you.”

Immediately, the man’s tone softened as he answered, “Yeah, Shannon, my boy, Linc, couldn’t say enough nice things about you. I’d love to get to know you myself.”

“You said eight o’clock tonight,” she answered, slipping effortlessly into her Shannon the escort persona, “where would you like me to meet you?”

“Why don’t I send a car for you, and we can party at my house, in Beverly Hills?”

Shannon flashed back to the advice Charlie had given her when she was still thinking about becoming an escort: never agree to meet a client at his place unless you knew him well. She didn’t know Sweet Lou Baker at all, except by reputation.

“Uh, well, I don’t usually go to a man’s home on the first date,” she answered. “I prefer to meet my clients at hotels, until we get to know each other.”

“Call Linc, he’ll vouch for me,” Sweet Lou said somewhat impatiently.

“Okay, I’ll do that,” she replied. “If he says you’re okay, send the car to pick me up at the Raj restaurant in Santa Monica at twenty minutes to eight. That should give us plenty of time to get to Beverly Hills on time.”

He said he’d do that and prepared to get off the line. She brought up the two-thousand dollar price tag for tonight’s proposed tryst and he dismissed it by say, “Shit, babe, two-grand ain’t nothin’ to me. I’ll gladly pay that, and more, if you’re as good as Linc claims you are.”

“Well, I like to think I’m worth what I charge,” she said in a flirty, teasing tone.

“Tonight, at eight, we’ll see about that, girl!”




Chapter Eleven

 

Sweet Lou’s Place

 

One of the wonderful things about kids, she thought as the big limo pulled into the mansion in Beverly Hills at precisely eight o’clock, is how rapidly they adapt to change.

Diane hadn’t seemed upset at all about her mommy being out again tonight when she’d left the house at seven, all dressed up and in her high heels. The little girl had barely looked up from Frozen as Shannon had kissed her and Roger good-bye.

This is some place, she marveled, looking around the recording company owner’s five acre estate in the ritziest part of Beverly Hills. The house was two stories. It was both stately and impressive, made of red brick with imposing white pillars in front.

The grounds were impeccable. The landscaping was understated but perfect. A fountain stood in the center of the circular drive, spewing water into the air in the middle of the worst drought to hit southern California in years.

The uniformed black chauffeur came around and opened her door, motioning her up the six marble steps. Sweet Lou Baker himself answered the door when she rang the bell, a huge, infectious smile on his handsome face.

Baker was a trim, lithe man, taller than Shannon but no giant. He had chocolate colored skin, not nearly as black as her two African clients, Omar and Jamal, but well past mocha on the tint scale.

He wore his hair short, and it was more brown than black. A tidy mustache, which he kept short also, emphasized a Roman-looking nose, and his twinkling eyes were of a rich brown shade.

“Linc didn’t lie,” he said as those eyes scanned up and down her frame. “You’re a very pretty girl, Shannon.”

He extended a hand for her to shake and she did. Once that was done, he motioned her inside and closed and locked the front door behind her.

Sweet Lou Baker’s mansion was a showplace. The foyer in which they stood was nearly as big as her living room and the great room it let to had vaulted ceilings that had to be twenty feet high, a huge fireplace, and back wall that was entirely made of glass, so that the house’s occupants and their guests could admire the garden and pool area amid the sculpted topiary and the golf course quality lawn.

“Allow me to offer you a drink to get things started off on the right foot,” he said, gesturing toward a small, six-seat bar tucked away in one corner of the magnificent room.

“I like cabernets, mostly,” she replied. “I’m not much of a hard liquor drinker.”

“Then I’ve got a rare treat in store for you, Shannon,” he said, leading her across the cavernous room to the bar. “I just acquired a case of this, at a wine auction. It’s forty years old and truly delicious.”

“No, don’t open that for me!” She said quickly. “I’ll gladly drink something less expensive.”

He grinned and pulled the cork on the vintage bottle, pouring her a glass. Handing it to her and pouring himself a snifter of very-expensive looking brandy, he said, “Nonsense; nothing but the best will do for my guests.”

They clicked rims and each had a sip. The wine was the best Shannon had ever tasted. It flowed over the tongue without a hint of bitterness or “oakiness” or anything else detrimental. It, like this house and its owner, was fantastic, bigger-than-life!

 

****

“What would you like tonight?” She asked him the question a half hour later, upstairs in his lavish bedroom as she unzipped her azure gown and kicked off her shoes. “What can I do to please you this evening?”

“Just keep doing what you’re doing, for starters,” he replied with a grin. “I love seeing beautiful women naked.”

She smiled back at him and removed her pantyhose, and then her bra. Now clad only in her wispy thong panties she peeled then off as well, displaying her nearly shaven pussy to him.

God, I can’t believe how comfortable I’m getting with total strangers seeing me naked, she thought to herself, putting one fist on her left hip and executing a runway model’s turn for him.

“Nice, really nice,” he complimented her, as she showed off her ass and legs for a moment, before turning back around to face him.

He stepped forward and touched her bare nipples lightly with just his forefinger. They were already spiked with excitement, and his caress sent waves of pleasure rippling through her.

I love this, she admitted to herself, I love getting naked before a new client and… well…displaying my wares!

“Take off my shirt,” he commanded her.

She did so, gladly, her eyes never leaving his. When she had it all unbuttoned, she opened it and pulled it loose from the waistband of his slacks.

“Drop in on the floor and undo my pants,” he said, stepping out of his shoes.

Shannon what he directed her to do, dropping the slacks as well down around his ankles. She glanced down at his boxers and sucked in her breath.

This guy was huge, if the bulge she saw there was any indication. The boxers were tented well away from his slender body.

“My socks, baby, take those off, too.”

She went to her knees in front of him and helped him step out of them. Getting back to her feet, Shannon watched as her newest client hooked his thumbs in the elastic of the short’s waistband and tugged the garment downward.

Holy Jesus, that thing has got to be at least eleven inches long and as big around as my wrist!

“Like it, baby?” He asked the question smugly, as if he was sure she did.

“It’s…it’s so big!” She stammered, her heart shifting into overdrive as she stared down at the massive cock.

“Hold it in your hands, darlin’,” he invited her. “It’s okay to use both hands. My dick is a two-hands sort of cock!”

Nervously, she did as he asked. The thing was much darker than the rest of his skin; it looked black and sinister and downright dangerous as she slipped both palms under it and lifted it slightly.

“Get down on your knees again and suck it, mama,” he crooned softly. “Get as much of my big old dick as you can in that lily-white little mouth of yours.”

As she obediently sunk down onto her knees in front of him, she looked down, only to discover that her pert pink nipples were as excited as she could ever remember seeing them. She knew her pussy was awash in lube, too.

Part of her clearly loved being alone with a huge black cock like this one, intent on pleasing it in every way she knew how. Part of her was terrified at the very thought of that!

 

****

 

“Oh, God, oh, God, it’s stretching me out!” She gasped the words, barely able to get a breath.

They were on the bed now, and he had that gigantic dick of his driven deep into her straining pussy. She was up on her hands and knees and he was behind her, fucking her doggie style.

He was wearing a condom. She didn’t know where he had found one big enough to encase his gargantuan dick but he had. The thing was white latex and it had looked full to the bursting point when he’d lubed it up and eased it an inch a time into tightness.

“Ungh! Ungh! How…how much is left?” She panted out the words as he fucked her slowly, spearing more of his enormous prick into her with each lunge.

“You’ve nearly got it all now, little mama,” he murmured back, his voice full of both admiration and excitement, as he watched his swollen manhood disappear down into her cunt.

He held onto her ass cheeks as he nailed her, steadying her hips so that he could force more hard dick into her pussy with every thrust. She sighed and felt his wiry pubic hair touch her butt and realized that all of him was inside her!

“Oh, yeah, you got it all now, girl!” He hissed and gave her ass a pat. “Now we’re really fuckin’, and that’s for sure!”

Sweet Lou reached down with his other hand and began to caress her clit. That made her poor, jammed-open pussy feel better right away and she moaned.

“Shake that fine little ass for me, darlin’,” he urged her, increasing his pace. “Shake that cute little booty while I deep-fuck that tight pink pussy of yours!”

Shannon shivered. It felt…frightening to be this crammed full of cock, but oddly satisfying, too. She twerked her ass for him and was rewarded by further stimulation of her throbbing clit.

“Oh, oh, that feels so good,” she sighed out her growing pleasure.

“Which one is it that feels good…my dick being inside you, or me diddling your clitty?” He demanded, with a little chuckle, fucking her even harder.

“Both,” she panted, telling him the truth.

His laughter grew louder and then it was drowned out by the sound of his thighs smacking into hers. She gave in to the feelings overwhelming her and cried out, “Oh, fuck me! Ram me with that elephant dick of yours; fuck me hard!”

“You want it?” He teased her, stroking her clit to perfection. “You want by big cock right up that tight little cunt of yours?”

Shannon wailed, “Oh, God, yes I want it; feels so good inside me now…so damn good!”

Sweet Lou chortled and really started to give it to her. He pounded his massive prick into her depths and she braced for what she knew was coming: her orgasm was going to be searing, in its intensity. And it was nearly here!

 

****

 

“Old Linc was a hundred percent right about you, Shannon,” he whispered, a completely contented smile playing across his handsome face.

“He was?” She had her head in his crotch, licking the come from his soft cock and making a big production out of swallowing it as he watched.

“Yeah, he said that you were a real hottie, once you got going,” Sweet Lou said with an even bigger smile, “and you are. You really go for it, baby.”

She appreciated hearing that, after the way she’d gritted her teeth and taken all of his python of cock into her smallish pussy for him. It was true, his teasing her clit had gotten her so aroused that she’d come like crazy on his huge dick, but still…

“Most girls who have a tiny pussy like yours just let me slip four or five inches into it and then shake their butts something fierce around me,” Sweet Lou said. “Don’t get me wrong; that feels great, since most of the feeling in a man’s dick is in the head. But you took it all for me, darlin’, without a whimper. And that’s special.”

“Happy to do it,” she smiled up at him, kissing his now very clean-looking shaft adoringly as she gazed at him. “You fucked me great and made me come so hard!”

The music mogul puffed out his thin chest, the way most guys did when a girl praised their abilities as a cocksman, and said, “I loved the way you took it, babe; like you really wanted it.”

She straightened up and whispered, “That because I did want it. I want every inch of it…all night long!”

 

****

 

It was near midnight and Sweet Lou was balling her brains out with that incredible cock of his for the fourth time that night. This time, she was on the edge of the bed, her legs spread as wide as they’d go, and he was standing in between them, bending at the knees so he could ram all the way up into her pussy.

He feels so good, Shannon told herself in awe. Now that I’m used to its unreal size, that dick of his feels marvelous all the way up in me, fucking me to another blistering orgasm!

The multi-millionaire wasn’t bothering with condoms anymore at this point in the evening and Shannon didn’t care a bit. He’d showed her his latest lab results, from just yesterday, and he’d tested as clean as she had.

Besides, she admitted to herself, his unbelievable cock felt so sweet up inside her now that she could barely stand it! She had found that she loved being stretched all the way open like this and ravaged until she was screaming out her joy!

Oh, God, I hope he doesn’t spoil me for smaller dicks, she told herself, getting ready to come yet again. His big boy feels so good, balls-deep in me now. I love it; I just love getting fucked by this big-cocked bastard!

“Can I pull out at the last second?” His voice was a tight croak, as he got ready to come, too. “Will you swallow it for me, babe?”

“God, yes,” she sighed, wanting nothing more than to feel him blasting off between her sucking lips.

She was shocked to realize that she wanted it! Shannon craved it. She was dying to feel him explode inside her mouth and to swallow his delicious spunk!

“Oh, babe, oh, babe, you’re a great fuck!” He bellowed just then.

Shannon began to come, hard! She squealed out her bliss and smoothly inserted two fingers into her pussy, to continue masturbating herself, as Sweet Lou abruptly yanked his cock out.

She sat up on the edge of the bed, still frigging herself furiously, as he stuffed the head of his mammoth black dong into her lips and began to fuck her mouth as frantically as he had just been fucking her cunt.

Shannon tilted her head back, to take as much of him as she could, and readied herself to receive his steamy ball juice. She didn’t have to wait long.

As the pangs of her own orgasm continued to vibrate through her now empty pussy, Sweet Lou’s dick jerked in her mouth and began to spew out wad after wad of hot, thick, gooey man-cream for her to swallow.

“Oh, you’re a hot bitch!” He gasped out the words as he watched her masturbate her pussy while she ate his load.

Mouthful after mouthful of jism rocketed into her lips for her to deal with, and deal with it she did. She swallowed every drop, and licked for more!

 

****

 

Shannon counted out the deep stack of hundred dollar bills. Her eyes grew wide as she passed the four-thousand dollar mark and kept on going.

Looking up from her counting, she stopped and said, “This is way too much.”

He beamed at her and shook his head that it wasn’t, saying, “You know what’s too much? You’re too fucking much, girl! Last night was the sweetest night of fucking I believe I’ve ever enjoyed. So you keep all of that money.”

She stopped counting and simply folded the obscenely large stack of hundreds in half and stuffed them into her purse. Smiling in shock at Sweet Lou, she asked shyly, “Will you call me again?”

“Are you kiddin’, sweetheart?” He rasped, still beaming happily as he showed her to the door. “I want lots more night like that one. Let me recharge my balls for a little while, and I’ll call you again right away!”




Chapter Twelve

 

Harry’s Surprise

 

Shannon got five calls for dates that week. One of them was from Charlie, wanting to reserve time for Omar and Jamal’s up-coming visit to LA two weekends hence. Harry wanted to see her on Wednesday night, all night, instead of next weekend.

One was from Linc Bradley, for Friday night. One was from Sweet Lou for next Saturday. And one was from a young man by the name of Jason Cruz, who was a hot new recording artist that had just signed a new three-album deal with Lou Baker’s firm. He said that Lou was paying for his session with Shannon, as soon as she could find space for him.

“Wow, I guess this means I’m a hit!” She put away the business cell phone and went to find Roger to tell him the good news.

He was elated, to say the least. Anxiously, he asked, “How much is that, altogether, honey?”

“Well, I don’t really know,” she answered truthfully. “Sweet Lou gave me a little over six grand last time and I have no way of knowing how much he’s going to pay me for dating both him and this recording artist kid.”

She thought about the others and said, “I’ll probably get just over three grand for a night with Omar and Jamal again. And Harry is good for at least two-thousand, as is Linc.”

“God, that’s a shitload of cash!” Roger commented gleefully.

She grinned at him and said, “That’s a real professional description of my potential earnings, Mr. Accountant. You should be ashamed of yourself!”

“I am,” he said with a grin, “but I’m not a bit ashamed of you, kitten. I’m proud as hell that you’re doing so great, especially since this is just a sideline.”

Shannon’s face turned serious as she said, “Actually, I’ve been wanting to talk to you about that. I’ve been thinking of making this my last year as a classroom aide, at least for now. We don’t really need that money anymore and getting up early on a weekday morning, after being out with a client all night, is a real drag. I’m thinking of not going back to work at the school in the fall.”

Roger thought about that for a moment, and then nodded his agreement. He said, “Yeah, I can see that. What sense does it make for a girl who can knock down three grand a night, maybe more, to slave away for a lousy eleven-hundred a month?”

“I was happy to get that money at first, before I stumbled onto this line of work,” she reminded him. “And besides, I’ll miss the kids. They’re so adorable at that age.”

“You can hang out more with Diane and her friends,” he retorted. “She’ going to be six before you know it.”

“Yeah, I guess that’s true,” Shannon sighed, slightly depressed at the notion that her cute little girl was growing up so fast.

 

****

 

She spent the afternoon on Tuesday with Charlie, shopping for what they jokingly referred to as “hooker dresses”, and expensive high heels on Rodeo Drive. Shannon had never had the money to shop there before, but half of the shop managers seemed to know Charlie by name and were glad to see her.

Shannon amazed herself by spending ten thousand dollars on dresses, underwear, and shoes in less than two hours. She barely missed the ten grand, really, but the idea of spending that much money on herself was still an entirely foreign one to her.

“Relax, you’re worth it,” Charlie assured her, after buying her a late lunch at a trendy café in Beverly Hills. “Besides, what you spent today is a drop in the bucket, compared to what you’re going the rake in this month, from what you’ve been telling me.”

“Yeah, I know it is,” Shannon agreed, eating a forkful of the most delicious salmon Caesar salad she’d ever imagined and chasing it with a sip of excellent Chablis. “But I still can’t get used to the idea that I can shop on Rodeo Drive, like some kind of a movie star or something.”

“All it takes is money, and you suddenly have lots of that,” Charlie reminded her.

“Yeah, I guess that’s true.”

Charlie whispered, “Can you come over to my place this week? I’m Jonesing for a taste of that sweet pussy you’ve been selling all over Beverly Hills, babe.”

Shannon laughed and felt herself turning red. She said, “Well, not tomorrow. I have a date with Harry tomorrow night, and I’ve got to get ready for that. But maybe on Thursday; how is that for you?”

“Great,” Charlie said, after checking her schedule on her phone, “shall we say, one o’clock. I’ll fix us lunch and we can spend the rest of the afternoon in my bedroom, hot girl.”

“Sounds great to me,” Shannon whispered back, her eyes shining with lust at just the thought of spending a whole afternoon in bed with Charlie.

 

****

 

“How much did this one cost?” Roger asked, helping his wife into the slinky new cocktail dress she’d bought on Tuesday.

“Don’t tell me you’re going to start bitching about how much money I’m suddenly spending on clothes,” Shannon said archly, checking out the way she looked in the full length mirror hang on the back of the bedroom door.

“No, no, no,” Roger assured her, zipping up the dress. “I was just curious, because it looks so great on you.”

He stepped back and admired his wife’s figure and the way the clingy dress showed it off to perfection. Stroking his chin, he mused aloud, “It’s too bad what you do isn’t strictly legal. We could write these expensive clothes off as a cost of doing business.”

Shannon laughed and said, “We’d have to start paying taxes on my illegal income in order to do that, darling.”

He enjoyed a good chuckle over that idea and nodded agreement with what she’d said, murmuring under his breath, “Well, we wouldn’t want that, now would we?”

 

****

 

Shannon had grown comfortable enough with what she now did for a living to dispense with the cab ride entirely. She waited for Harry’s limo inside the restaurant and sipped a very good cabernet at the bar.

Harry’s man, George, was right on time; the Rolls pulled up in front of the restaurant. Harry sat in the backseat, awaiting her entry as the chauffeur opened the door for her. The car was soon on its way to a seafood place in nearby Marina Del Rey that had been built atop the slips of the marina.

The restaurant’s theme was unrelentingly nautical, with real fishing nets mounted to the walls and several old porthole windows which looked as if they’d been salvaged from actual ships and added to the décor. The maitre-d even wore a blue blazer; white yachting pants, and sported a white captain’s cap with a black visor.

“Don’t be fooled by the kitsch, the food is outstanding, if you like really fresh seafood, lobster and such,” Harry advised her as the fake captain seated them at a table overlooking the bay and the marina.

“I love lobster,” she said, smiling at Harry, who was all decked out in yet another custom made, very expensive-looking suit, a dress shirt, and another power tie.

“Be sure to order it, then,” he said, studying the menu, “I can assure you, it’s excellent here.”

Again, the meal was spectacular, as the sunset had been, just as they arrived at their table. Harry ordered their most expensive bottle of vintage champagne with to be served with the food, and they had drinks before dinner, while they were waiting, with Shannon sticking to red wine.

He asked her to tell him a little about herself and she decided that there was no harm in telling him that she had been born and raised in Bakersfield and that she had moved to LA to attend college. She carefully avoided revealing details about her home life, of course.

He surprised her, just as the salad course came, by saying, “Well, thank you for being honest, as far as you went.”

She ate a forkful of the salad, with a sip of the excellent champagne, and said, “What do you mean, Harry?”

“Your real name is Shannon Van Horne. You’re twenty-six, married to a CPA named Roger, with an adorable little girl named Diane, and you live in a small two-bedroom house in a so-so part of Glendale. You drive a beat up, high-mileage Japanese sedan, and you work half days as a teacher’s aide during the day, helping out in a local first grade classroom.”

Shannon could swear her heart stopped beating. Harry smiled affably and had a sip of his wine and said, “Relax, Shannon, I’m not going to blackmail you and I’m not going to tell anyone about your evening job, trust me on that. I value your company too much to ever do that.”

“H-How do you know all that?” Her voice was a tiny squeak of utter shock and acute pain.

“Easy, I had George, my driver, wait for your car to come out of the parking garage last time you spent the night at my place. He got your license plate number. I have friends who have contacts at the Department of Motor Vehicles. I got your address, age, etc. from them, and hired a private detective to find out more about you.”

When Shannon didn’t reply—she could scarcely even breathe she was so frightened by this much unexpected turn of events—he went on to explain, “I like to know who I’m keeping company with, Shannon; not just a phony hooker name, like Shannon Sable, but a real, live person.”

“W-What about Charlie…Charlize, I mean,” she stammered. “Do you know all about her real life, too?”

Harry ate some of his salad and took another big sip of champagne before saying, “She’s quite a character. Her real name is Charlene Henson, she hails from some nothing little backwater town in central Illinois. Almost didn’t finish high school—which was strange, because she had something like a one-forty IQ; the girl is no dummy—moved out here when she got out of high school and became a professional escort right away. Worked through an agency for the first year, and then went out on her own.”

He grinned at Shannon and said, “Our mutual friend Charlie is a piece of work. She’s busy four nights a week, on average, and has to earn upwards of a hundred and fifty grand per year. And she’s a girl after my own heart—she invests heavily in the real estate market. At last estimate, she was worth a few million, at least on paper.”

Shannon was stunned. Harry knew more about Charlie than she did, and she’d spent hours in bed with the girl!

Of course, come to think of it, so has Harry, she thought wryly.

“I bear you girls no ill will; believe me,” he said apologetically. “I just like to know who I’m sleeping with.”

The moments crept by. Shannon began to breathe again.

“You really won’t tell anyone?” She said at last.

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” he assured her, “and I made the detectives involved surrender all their files to me. It cost me a bundle, but it was worth it. I believe in protecting the people I care about.”

****

 

“You really don’t intend to do anything with those files?”

She asked him the question on the way back to his house from the restaurant. He smiled at her and said, “They’ve already been destroyed. The only record of them is right up here.”

He pointed to his head and winked at her, saying, “I just wanted you to be aware of the fact that I knew all about you, and that I thoroughly approve. You and Roger seem to be quite happy and I don’t blame you a bit. Diane is lovely, your house is getting paid off quickly, and you’re completely free of debt, otherwise. Most young couples would envy you.”

Well, I doubt most young couples would ever consider letting the woman become a professional escort in the first place, Shannon told herself ruefully. That’s the only way Roger and I have managed to come so far, so fast.

She said as much to Harry. He looked at her and nodded quizzically, saying “That’s the one thing I find fascinating about all of this. Why is Roger going along with you becoming a professional working girl?”

After checking to make sure the privacy glass between the rear compartment and the front seat was all the way up, Shannon asked softly in a low voice, “Have you ever heard of wife-watching, or becoming a hotwife?”

Harry smiled knowingly at her and said, “Yes, I’ve heard of both those things.”

“Well, Roger and I have been married for five years,” she explained, and things were starting to get a little…routine in bedroom? He read about wife-watching on the web and it sounded like harmless fun, so we tried it a few times and really liked it.”

He nodded again and said, “You found that it added missing spice to your sexual relationship, I take it?”

It was her turn to nod, and she did. Then she smiled somewhat ruefully at Harry and said, “You share some of the blame, as far as the whole escort thing goes.”

When he looked somewhat flummoxed by that assertion, she explained, “That night at the Raj, when the two of us first met at the bar, Roger was sitting on the other end, watching as men hit on me.”

“Ah, I see,” Harry announced with a smile of understanding. “You weren’t even entertaining thoughts of becoming an escort yet, but I mistook you for one!”

“Exactly, and then you propositioned me,” she agreed. “It seemed like a lot of money to me at the time. And I got to thinking; Roger was already after me to take the wife-watching thing a step further. He’d broached the idea of me eventually meeting someone I really felt attracted to and going all the way; sleeping with him and then running right home and telling Roger all about it.”

Harry nodded that he got it. He said, “and you, practical girl that you are, thought why sleep with someone for free, for just a sexual thrill, when you could do the same thing for a substantial amount of money, and still share all the details with Roger?”

She gave him a look that said he had it precisely right. A surprised expression came onto Harry’s face.

“You don’t mean you shared with him the…uh…intimate details of our times in bed together?”

“Every second of it,” she said, smiling like the cat that ate the canary. “He went crazy over how hot it was. We fucked for hours.”

He began to laugh heartily, shaking his head in disbelief. At last he said, “Well, we must make sure to give old Roger something to really hot listen to tonight, mustn’t we, pet?”




Chapter Thirteen

 

An Intriguing Development

 

Harry proved once again what skilled lover he was. He made Shannon come once during foreplay, when he was just getting her ready for him to penetrate her.

He started to roll a condom onto his big cock, but she stopped him, whispering, “You don’t have to use one of those things if you don’t want to; I’m clean and you are too!”

Throwing the condom packet to one side with a huge smile, Harry lined his thick cock up with her small pink lips and pushed gently.

“Ooh, it feels so good to have you in me again,” Shannon murmured appreciatively as he slowly filled her.

“You can’t know how good it feels to have my prick inside you, Shannon,” Harry sighed, as his balls came to rest against her ass and his scratchy pubic hair kissed the bare skin of her mostly shaved pussy.

The two lovers simply stared at one another for long moments, and then Harry kissed her and she let his tongue in her mouth. His cock began to move slowly in and out, right across her puffed up clit and she moaned and wrapped her legs and her arms around him.

Harry fucked her beautifully for a full five minutes. Shannon pushed her sensitive nipples up against the graying hair of his chest and made contented little noises while he kissed her.

This is so great, she thought, Harry may be old, but nobody pleases me any more than he does!

She felt her orgasm start to build and she welcomed it. Shannon knew it was one of many she’d experience in this bed before morning came and a soft, confident glow filled her.

What a way to earn obscene amounts of money, she thought as the first twinges of bliss rolled through her well-fucked body. What a life I lead!

 

****

 

“Harry, can I ask you something?”

It was one in the morning, and they were cuddled together under the covers at the head of the bed. He had made her come six times thus far, and she knew he was good for a few more spectacular, mind-shattering orgasms before morning.

After all, he hadn’t even eaten her yet, and she was confident he would want to do that. Other men might have felt queasy about sticking his tongue into a pussy already stuffed with their own come, but Harry North wasn’t like other men!

“Of course, my dear, you may ask me anything,” Harry said.

“I got the feeling earlier tonight that it really turned you on when I told you about my husband’s little fetish,” she said softly. “You know, that he gets really excited from hearing about me being in bed with other guys.”

“You were correct,” Harry admitted. “I find that very hot, somehow, that a man can be aroused at the thought of his wife sucking other cocks…especially on a professional basis.”

She hesitated only for a second, and then plunged ahead, asking, “Would it bother you if he watched us together sometime; maybe even took part?”

Harry looked surprised at first. A delighted smile spread slowly over his face as he said, “You mean both of us fucking you at the same time?”

Shannon shuddered a little at how hot that struck her as being and nodded that this was exactly what she had meant. Her mind flashed back to Omar and Jamal, double-penetrating her so deliciously on her first real “date”, and how taboo; how sensual that had felt.

How much kinkier and thrilling would it be for her own husband and Harry to perform the same illicit act with her? She shivered with anticipation, just imagining it!

“Yes, that’s exactly what I mean,” she told Harry. “You in my ass and Roger in my pussy, at the same time; or vice-versa, I really don’t care.”

“Intriguing,” Harry replied succinctly, clearly seeing that in his own mind’s eye.

“When would you want this to happen, if I agreed?” His eyes glittered with arousal, the more he thought about it; and his cock was starting to get hard again.

“Right away,” she whispered, reaching for his growing hard on, “before I have too much time to think about it and chicken out.”

She slid downward, to take him in her mouth and said, “I think it would be so hot, having Roger actually there, seeing me do this!”

Harry sighed as her tongue began to swirl around his cock head as it gradually disappeared into her sucking lips. His sighs quickly turned into moans as she began to slide those full lips up and down his now very hard prick’s full length. He gasped as she licked his balls when she reached the bottom of the long shaft, his cock still lodged deep in her throat.

“Let me think about it, pet,” he murmured. “I think I might like to participate in a three-way with you two very much!”

Shannon’s clit throbbed when he said that, and she went even crazier on his cock with her mouth and tongue. It was going to happen. She knew it as surely as she knew Harry was going to cream her mouth in a few minutes and she was going to swallow it all for him as he watched!

 

****

“Harry, am I still tight?”

She asked the question as he was spooning her from behind at two-thirty that morning. His cock was driven deep into her spunk-filled pussy and he was fucking her slow and easy while he nestled her body in close to his.

“Of course you are, dear girl,” he said, clearly surprised by the impromptu question. “Why do you ask?”

“I had my first really huge cock this week, on Saturday night,” she confided in him, looking back over her shoulder. “It was awesome to look at; right at eleven inches long and very thick, too.”

She felt Harry tremble behind her and his cock jump in her clutching pussy. The idea of her dealing with a dick that big plainly excited his imagination.

“It was jet black, too, if that makes any difference,” she added, watching his eyes light up as she mentioned the tremendous cock’s color.

“Some people still find the idea of a white girl and a black man together in bed irresistible,” he whispered.

Again, she felt his prick jerk deep within her as he went on to say, “I must confess; I’m one of them.”

She smiled at him as he fucked her a little faster. He murmured the question, “Did he stretch you out, Shannon? Did he ravage this tight hole until it was loose?”

Shannon felt a strong spasm of pre-orgasmic sensation flutter through her cunt as she whispered, “God, yes, he was like a bull inside me, Harry!”

The older man sighed and gripped her breasts tighter, really starting to give it to her as he imagined an anonymous black man with a stovepipe for a cock ripping it into her again and again. She quivered with rising bliss and said softly, “Roger always fucks me a couple of times, after my dates, as I tell him what happened that night. He doesn’t have what I’d call a small cock, either, and I could barely feel him inside me after that black guy got done with me.”

Harry moaned and drilled her even faster. His own big dick was gliding into her as deep as it would go, and he was tweaking her erect nipples as they made love.

“Did…did you let the black guy come inside this tight little pussy?” Harry’s voice was now a croak of pure lust.

“Yes, lots of times,” she admitted with a shudder. “He had enormous balls, too, so there was an ocean of come, every time he cut loose in my pussy…in my mouth…all over me, Harry!”

The older man gasped and started to come inside her himself. She felt his hot semen hit her clit as he filled her up and began to orgasm right along with him!

 

****

 

“I’d love to have seen that, you know,” he confided, his head across the pillow from hers, “a huge black cock disappearing into that tiny pink opening.”

“It was kind of hot, I’ll have to admit,” Shannon smiled at him. “He made me come almost as much as you do.”

“How long did it take for your pussy to return to normal?”

Shannon thought about that and said, “Well, we were together on Saturday night. I guess everything was back to normal by Monday evening or so. Roger fucking me numerous times on Sunday morning and later that night, after our little girl was asleep, didn’t help, of course.”

She was grinning coyly, knowing somehow that mentioning Roger balling her stretched-out pussy furiously would arouse Harry. Reaching down for his seemingly indefatigable prick, she discovered that she’d been right: it was firming up yet again.

“Want some anal, this time?”

He beamed and nodded that he did. She took her hand from his cock and patted his cheek with it.

“You’re very predictable, you know,” she said, reaching for the tube of lubricant on the nightstand.

“Did the black guy—the one with the massive dick—want to have you that way?”

Shannon shuddered at the very notion of something as long and thick as Sweet Lou Baker’s prick being shoved up her ass!

“No, thank God, he didn’t,” she whispered vehemently to Harry as she handed him the lube. “Your big cock is about my limit, anally speaking.”

“Lucky me,” he said with a grin, slipping a big finger, full of the slippery gel, up her bottom as he spoke.

“No, lucky me, I think,” she cooed as he began to stroke her clit with one hand and to lube up her ass with the other. “You were one of the ones who taught me to love anal. You’re so good at it, baby; so good!”

In what seemed like moments, he was entering her. She sighed and willed her anus to loosen, to accept him.

Mmmmmmmmm, he’s the best at this, I think of all my lovers, she thought as she felt Harry slide inside her balls-deep. The way he touches my clit so lightly as he fucks me back there; the way he plays with my nipples with the other hand while he does that. He’s simply the best!

When he was sure she was ready, Harry began to fuck her hard and deep. Shannon moaned and thrust her ass back to meet his lunges, burying his cock in her bottom eagerly.

“Oh, Harry, it feels so wonderful when you do it to me!”

He didn’t bother to reply. He just fucked her butt, drilling all the way into it with his magnificent cock…

 

****

“So, you’re going to mention the threesome to Roger right away,” Harry said. “And you promise to call me as soon as you have his answer?”

She smiled up at him and nodded that she would. He drew her in for a parting kiss and they clung together for over a minute.

They were standing in the front doorway and George was waiting patiently in the Rolls just down the steps. It was nearly daybreak.

What a wonderful night, she thought as she came down the steps. He was perfect, as usual. God, he’s so masterful, when it comes to sex!

George popped out of the limo and opened the passenger door for her. She got in and he drove her right to where her car was parked in the parking garage and she drove herself home from there.

Roger, of course, was still asleep when she crept into the house at a quarter to six and got into bed with him. She had a grin on her face as she gently shook him awake. Her hubby was going to love it when she told him all about last night, and he was going to be downright ecstatic when she told him that Harry was willing to engage in a threesome with them!

“Hmmmmmmmm, you’re home,” he said with a tiny smile of greeting. “What time is it?”

“Almost time to get up, this being a weekday and all,” she whispered. “But we have a few minutes in bed together.”

“How did last night go, with Harry?”

She smiled and said, “He was great, as usual. I think I came about eight times, altogether.”

“Did you suck him off, too?”

“Sure did, and I swallowed for him,” she replied teasingly, reaching for Roger’s dick.

It was more than half hard as she began stroking it gently. She cuddled in close to her naked husband and asked, “Do you want to fuck me this morning? I cleaned up a little, but I still have some of Harry’s jizz in me, just for you.”

Roger moaned at the notion of that and his prick got harder in her fist. She leaned in close and whispered in his ear, “You can fuck me in the ass, if you want. He only did me back there once, so I didn’t bother to clean up. There’s still a big wad of come back there, and some lube.”

He sighed and patted her bare bottom under the covers, running his finger into her butt a little way. Roger nodded, saying with a smile, “Wet as can be, you little slut.”

“Slip it in and fuck me while you play with my clitty,” she cooed, working her ass eagerly back onto his exploring finger, burying it inside her anal sheath. “I’ll tell you some news you’ll want to hear, while you butt-fuck me, darling.”

Roger smiled and got up onto his knees right behind her, pulling his finger free. He lined up his cock and pulled her hips upward a little.

“Ooh, that feels so nice,” she crooned as he filled her ass with hard, throbbing dick and diddled her clitty. “Fuck me good, right in the butt, the way Harry did last night!”

Her husband began sawing his prick in and out of her tight opening. She heard his breath rate increase, the more he fucked her.

“Harry says he wouldn’t mind playing with us, and soon.”

Roger’s breaths seemed to stop altogether for a moment. After a pause, he gasped, “You…you told him about us?”

“He already knew, sweetie,” she explained, “it seems our Harry is a bit of a snoop; a snoop with lots of money, so finding out exactly who I really am was no trick for him.”

She waited a moment and then added, “But its okay. He isn’t going to blackmail us or anything. He just likes to know who he’s going to bed with.”

The cock was still buried in her backside, but it remained motionless. She sighed and said, “Anyway, since he knows all about you, he was curious as to why you are okay with my being an escort. I told him about our history, wife-watching and such, and he understood about you wanting me to go further, and that leading to my becoming an escort.”

With a tiny snort of impatience, she turned and looked back at him over her shoulder and demanded, “Fuck me, baby. The long and short of it is that, since he knew all about us anyway, I felt okay about asking him if you could watch, next time we get together.”

Roger began to move his cock up and back once more. His eyes shined with an unholy excitement as she asked, “And he was okay with it?”

She smiled at him and started to work her butt for him again, while whispering, “Not only was he okay with it, he liked the idea of a three-way with us. I think he wants to see me take it up the ass and the pussy both at once.”

Roger chortled and fucked his wife faster, mumbling, “So do I, baby, so do I…”




Chapter Fourteen

 

Jason

 

“Mr. Cruz, my name is Shannon Sable,” she said into the business cell that evening. “You left a message on my voicemail and said you wanted me to call you back. What can I do for you?”

The male voice on the other end of conversation laughed and said, “I want everything you gave Sweet Lou the other night. He can’t stop bragging about how hot you are, lady.”

“I love your new song, by the way,” she said truthfully. “I just heard it the other day on the radio, and it’s great.”

“Hey, thank you,” the young man said, sounding like he meant it.

A semi-awkward silence ensued until Jason Cruz said, in a lowered voice, “Sweet Lou said you seemed to like big ones.”

Shannon laughed easily and said, “Well, they can be lots of fun. Lou’s got an extremely large one, I have to say.”

“I’m not small myself,” Cruz bragged. “I think you’re gonna’ like it, if you really go for hung dudes.”

Men, thought Shannon, they all love to boast about their dicks, if they’ve got anything to be proud of.

“I guess we’ll see,” she answered diplomatically, “when did you have in mind for us to get together?”

“As soon as possible,” he said eagerly, “how about us hooking up tonight?”

God, another midweek date, she thought wearily. I’m going to be dead on my feet, come Friday; especially if I have another date scheduled for that night!

“Uh, yeah, I guess that’s okay,” she said into the cell phone. “Lou did mention my rates, I take it?”

The young recording star snorted derisively and said, “I got millions, baby. A couple of grand don’t mean jack to me anymore.”

“Okay, then,” she said, “what time did you have in mind?”

“Say nine, at my place,” Cruz said. “I just bought a crib in Beverly Hills, baby.”

“I don’t usually do in-house on the first date,” she said.

“Come on, baby, Sweet Lou said you came over to his place, and he also said that was the first time he’d fucked you.”

Shannon shuddered at the crude way the young man spoke. It was true; she had fucked Sweet Lou all night long. But this Jason Cruz didn’t have to be so blunt!

“Lou was referred by another client, who has known him a long time,” Shannon retorted. “It visited his house because my other client vouched for him.”

“Listen, lady, Sweet Lou will vouch for me,” Cruz insisted. “What’s the matter, you’ll fuck black men sight unseen, but you draw the line at Latinos?”

“I’m not prejudiced,” Shannon bristled. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t see you; just not at your place the first time. I’d rather meet at a hotel and get a room.”

There was a long silence and then Jason Cruz said, “Please, come to my house tonight, Shannon. I’m pleading with you. I’m so tired of banging teenyboppers and fan-girls. Getting dressing room blowjobs from fourteen-year olds sounds like fun—and it is sometimes, I’ll admit—but I want to be with a real woman for a change; someone who knows what she’s doing!”

He sounded like a petulant little boy now. Shannon chuckled internally and relented, saying “Okay, I’ll take a cab to your house if Lou says you’re alright. What’s the address?”

****

 

“Lou, this boy, Jason Cruz, better not turn out to be some kind of sicko,” she said into the cell phone. “If he hits me or wants something weird from me tonight, I’m blaming you.”

Sweet Lou laughed and said, “Jason Cruz is like a teenage boy—all bluster and talk. Believe me; he’s got a real soft center. A grown up woman such as you will handle him no problem.”

“Well, okay,” she sighed. “I just wanted to check and make sure I wasn’t making a mistake in seeing him at his house.”

“Nah, it’ll be fine,” he assured her.

After a small pause, he said, “Listen, I’ve been meaning to call you about this weekend, but it’s been a hectic week in the music business. Are you free on Saturday evening?”

“No, I’m not free,” she kidded him, “but I think I’m reasonably priced, considering all I can offer a man.”

He laughed out loud and then said, “I’ll send a car for you at seven. Are you going to be waiting at the Raj again?”

“I’ll be there, unless I get a better offer,” she teased him.

“Ain’t no better offers than an evening with Sweet Lou, and you know it!”

She laughed and broke the connection. Thinking about it, she shook her head in wonder; Wednesday, Thursday, and Saturday night so far this week already. She’d have to stay home Friday night and rest up, or she’d be in danger of getting fucked to death!

Still giggling at that notion, she put down the business cell phone and took out her regular cell to phone Roger on. She dialed him up on speed dial and said when he answered, “I have a date tonight.”

Roger sighed and said, “Okay, I guess I’ll stop and pick up Mexican take out for us on my way home.”

“Get tacos for me, darling,” she urged him.

“Who are you seeing tonight?”

She smiled and said, “Only Jason Cruz, the hottest young singing star on the planet, this week anyway.”

“He’s still a baby,” Roger teased her. “You’ll probably have to show him how to do it.”

“I’ll manage,” she shot back tauntingly. “I’m experienced at teaching kids.”

 

****

 

Jason Cruz’s mansion wasn’t nearly as grand as Sweet Lou’s or Harry North’s. It was barely big enough to even qualify as a mansion.

It’s still a palace compared to my house, she thought wryly as the cab stopped in front of the one story home, which had probably been built in the 1930’s. It was white stucco, with slate-grey awnings over the windows.

The cab rolled to a stop and Shannon paid the driver and got out. There was only single step leading up to the front door, and she climbed it and rang the bell.

The American teenage girl’s new heartthrob answered the door and Shannon smiled at him. He was cute, she had to admit.

She had worn a new blue dress tonight that showed a lot of cleavage. The young man’s eyes went immediately to it and a smile came to his lips.

“Come on in, mama, and let’s party,” he said, opening the door wide.

The foyer in this house was small, and the living room beyond it was normal sized, not huge like the one in Sweet Lou’s place. The furnishings were tasteful and everything looked neat and tidy: Shannon suspected an expensive interior decorator was responsible for the former and a maid service got the credit for the latter.

“Let me offer you a drink, to get the evening started,” Jason Cruz offered.

“Are you sure you’re old enough to have booze in the house?”

At first the young man looked highly offended, but then the smile returned to his face. He shook his head and said, “Sweet Lou said you were a feisty one.”

She laughed gaily and followed him into a room which resembled a teenage boy’s fantasy come to life. There was a bar with twelve stools, a bank of big screen televisions, a pool table, a foosball table, and a whole raft of video game machines.

“This is my rec room,” he said proudly, “me and my boys hang here a lot.”

He looked at her and said, “There’s no one but us here tonight.”

“Do you have a bottle of cabernet around here?”

“Sure, sure,” he said excitedly, “follow me. There’s, like, a wine cellar that came with the house and I had a guy who’s supposed to really know his shit when it comes to wines stock it with the best stuff out there.”

The kitchen was state of the art, with marble flooring, a six burner, restaurant style gas stove that featured double ovens and a Jenn Air, both a standard convection oven and one that combined with a microwave. The refrigerator alone must have cost a couple of thousand dollars, and the counters and backsplashes were made of the finest quality granite, as near as she could tell.

“Do you even cook?” She asked the question of Jason as he went to a door that was made mostly of pebbled glass and read “wine cellar” in script letters.

“Uh, not really,” he admitted as he opened the door. “I have a lady who does that for me.”

She followed him down a short flight of wooden stairs, into a well lighted cellar that must have held five-hundred bottles of wine. All of the racks, she noticed, were full and several unopened cases had been stacked along a back wall, out of the way.

“The room is kept at a constant fifty-five degrees, winter and summer, and at a certain level of humidity,” he parroted proudly, gesturing at all that wine. “That’s supposed to be the best temperature for storing this stuff.”

He turned to her apologetically and admitted, “I’m not much of a wine guy, myself. I like beer or maybe a rum and coke at a party.”

She smiled at him and moved down the rack marked “Cabernets” and found a bottle of Mondavi Reserve that was twenty years old. Shannon turned to her host and said happily, “This will do nicely, thanks.”

 

****

 

“So…what’s the drill?” He asked her almost shyly.

They were seated at the bar in the rec room and she was sipping on a glass of the excellent cabernet while he downed a tall rum and coke. She asked him, “What do you mean?”

America’s current favorite pop star looked embarrassed and stammered, “I mean what is supposed to happen next, usually? I…uh…never hired a professional before.”

She finished her wine and reached over and took his half empty rum and coke and placed it on the bar. Taking his hand, she stood up and asked, “Which way is the bedroom? We may as well get started.”

Once inside the ornate, wildly-over-the-top master bedroom, he definitely knew what to do next. Within seconds, he was kissing her, his tongue begging for admittance to her mouth, and his hands were all over her back and down onto her ass cheeks.

She let him open the dress by unzipping it and moved away from his slightly so that he could strip it off her. Never separating her lips from his, she stepped out of it and he threw it in a chair.

Shannon was wearing a new set of frilly, sheer, underwear that was black and lacey and nearly see-through. Young Jason’s eyes went wide when he saw her nipples through the bra cups and her pussy lips through the translucent front panel of the skimpy panties.

“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, you’re really something,” he rasped pulling his mouth away from hers and staring down at her body.

“Let’s get these off, shall we?”

Shannon reached behind her back and unsnapped the bra, letting it glide down her arms and onto the bedroom carpet. She smiled as he nearly drooled over her revealed breasts while she was busy wriggling out of her pantyhose and kicking off her high heels.

Dressed only in the nearly transparent black panties, she eased them downward, baring her pussy to his view for the first time. She let the thong fall next to the bra and whispered, “See anything you like, sweetheart?”

“Fuck, yes, honey,” he panted tearing at his own clothes, “you’re fantastic, just like Sweet Lou said you were!”

In a blink, the excited boy was naked before her. She smiled as she saw his lithe, youthful body naked for the first time. It was heavily “inked” and Shannon didn’t particularly care for tattoos, but she had to admit, she did like the tight, muscular look of Jason’s frame.

And she absolutely loved his cock! It was long, and it curved slightly downward and it was very thick as well.

“Mmmmmmmmm, it’s big…and I just adore big ones,” she sighed, staring at his very hard prick.

He smiled cockily and puffed out his chest when he heard her compliment his dick. Jason said smugly, “All of the ladies do. They go crazy over my huge cock!”

“Well, I’m not exactly crazy over it, but I do like it,” she breathed huskily, coming up to him. “Let me show you how much.”

She dropped to her knees in front of him and took the rigid prick shaft in her right hand. Making a fist around it, she drew it downward until it was even with her mouth.

“Oh, yeah, suck it!” Jason urged her as she licked all around the fat head until it was shiny with her saliva.

“You mean like this?”

She slowly eased the head into her lips while she continued to lap at it. Jason Cruz groaned at how great that felt and watched eagerly as more than half of his long dick disappeared into Shannon’s sucking lips.

“Oh, yeah,” he sighed as she started to blow him in earnest, bobbing her head, taking all of him; the head now deep in her throat as she tilted her head back and gobbled him up, “that’s it, lady, that’s the way to suck my cock!”

Shannon reached around him and dug her nails into his ass cheeks, pulling him in deeper still, her tongue tracing lazy circles around his gliding prick as she swallowed it all the way up to his wiry pubic fur. Jason shivered and put his hands atop her head, to keep his balance.

“Goddamn, but you can suck a cock, lady!” He gasped after another minute of the torrid blowjob. “You’re incredible with that hot mouth of yours!”

She would have smiled, had her mouth not been totally stuffed full of pulsing meat. Most of the young girls in America would have died to be in her position right now; sucking the dick of the young man they had made the country’s newest super-star.

Looking up at the ecstatic boy, she thought, He’s so handsome he’s almost pretty, and he has a great cock. But he’s just another client to me, a man to be pleased; another hard dick to satisfy my own lust with, for money…

 

****

“Oh, oh, you fuck me so great!” Jason babbled blissfully. “Your pussy is so perfect; so tight and wet!”

He was doing her doggie style, with Shannon’s upper body pressed tightly down omto the mattress, her ass thrust up in the air. She had made him wear a condom, although he hadn’t wanted to.

This guy got lots and lots of strange pussy, all around the world. There was no telling just what sort of exotic STD’s he might have been exposed to recently!

She wanted more than anything to impress him with her sexual expertise; to show him that she wasn’t some fifteen year old girl who had given a couple of blowjobs to past boyfriends. Shannon wanted to stand apart in this beautiful boy’s mind from the endless stream of fan-girls who had let him fuck their adolescent pussies until he’d come inside them.

“Hey, honey, why don’t you let me show you a few tricks?” She sighed out the words, somewhat reluctant to halt the nice fuck he’d been giving her.

This kid had a wonderful, thick cock. She like having it inside her, there was no doubt about that.

“L-Like what, mama,” he panted out the words haltingly, “aren’t I fucking you great?”

“Yeah, you are,” she assured him, pushing her upper torso up off the bed.

“Let me show you something,” she whispered, disengaging her cock momentarily from her juicy cunt and motioning him onto his back.

Shannon set the head to the large diameter dick against her pussy lips once more and slowly let her weight down on him, facing away from Jason, on her knees. She shook her trim ass for him as she began to ride him in a modified twerking motion, using her inner muscles to milk him at the same time.

“Oh, fuck, that looks wicked, when you shake it like that!” He groaned out delightedly, watching her ass jerk and shimmy above his once more pistoning cock.

“Thought you might like it, sweetie,” she cooed at him over her shoulder. “Just relax and enjoy. The evening’s young yet…”




Chapter Fifteen

 

Something Entirely New

 

There were several messages awaiting her on her business phone when she dragged herself in the door from school the next afternoon. She was grateful for Willie’s unflagging enthusiasm for playing with Diane as she watched to two of them romp around the backyard, the phone to her ear, legal pad at the ready as she listened to the recordings.

The first was from Sweet Lou. The music mogul said, “I don’t know what you did to Jason last night, but I want you to do it me, the next time we get together, Shannon. Which will be soon, when I get done with launching Jason’s new album and seeing him off on his world tour; anyway, the kid was ecstatic about last night. He’s now a solid Shannon fan, too. Thanks so much for making him so happy.”

He made me very happy, too, thought Shannon, remembering the boy’s huge cock fondly and how many times he had made her come with it last night.

The four grand reposing in her purse didn’t hurt either. She looked forward to adding it to her ever-growing horde in the safety deposit box over the weekend.

The next message was from Linc, wanting to book her for an all nighter as soon as she could work him into her schedule. She smiled, thinking how handsome he was and how easy it was to be with him.

I’m really looking forward to another night with him real soon, she thought to herself as she made a note to call him back right away.

The last message was from Harry. He said he figured that Friday and Saturday nights were probably already booked, so he was inquiring about next Tuesday.

Shannon frowned and thought about doing another all night gig during the middle of the week next week. She sighed; this being popular had its downside, in terms of loss of sleep!

“I thought you and your husband might like to spend the night. I’ll have George pick you up at the restaurant and drive you back to your car in the parking garage in the early morning. That way you can both be at work on time.”

Her heart beat much faster as she thought about that. Even before she thought about potential problems both of them being gone overnight might cause, Harry solved them in the next sentence.

“I’m going to book an overnight stay by an extremely well-recommended and very reliable babysitting service located in Beverly Hills, if you can make it Tuesday. I’ll pay all costs involved, of course, so you won’t have to worry about young Diane being in safe hands.”

She bit her lip and agonized over leaving her baby with strangers overnight, no matter how reputable a firm they represented. Roger might not go for that, either. He was even more paranoid about their little girl’s well-being than Shannon was, if that was possible.

I’ll have to talk to him about it, before I agree to this particular date, she thought.

 

****

 

“Cynthia seemed very competent and very reliable,” Roger commented as the Rolls entered Beverly Hills that Tuesday evening. “Not to mention her being a very nice person as well.”

“Yeah, she did,” Shannon replied, still a bit nervous over being here, in Harry’s car, headed toward his mansion.

She turned and looked at Roger, who was again wearing his very best suit, a clean white shirt, and his best necktie. Harry was taking them to yet another fabulous restaurant for dinner before their night of debauchery in his bedroom. Chez Henri was world famous. It was frequented by the elite of Hollywood, as well as visiting famous political types, sports figures, and recording industry nabobs.

The menu was extensive, the prices stratospheric, and the food was legendary. The place itself was cavernous and very dark, lit only by a sea of single candle table lamps and a brightly lit bar area that was separated from the dining area only by a waist-high brass railing.

On this night, it was jammed with the wealthy and famous. Shannon spotted one of her favorite television stars, a world-renowned motion picture actor, a pop star with a huge retinue in tow, and numerous sports icons and their wives as they followed the maitre d’ across the packed room and to their table. Harry said to the hovering waiter, “We’ll have a glass for your finest cabernet for the lady, and I’ll have a Knob Creek, on the rocks.”

He looked expectantly over at Roger who, looking around at the assembled multitude of famous people, cleared his throat and said hoarsely, “I believe I’ll have a Chivas and soda, thank you.”

“Some crowd, for a Tuesday night,” Harry observed, sitting down after pulling out Shannon’s chair and helping her get situated at the table. “But then, this place always seems to be full.”

“My first time here,” Roger admitted, still rubber-necking his way around the room, eyeing the slew of celebrities that he found himself seated in the middle of, “you know, you live in LA, and you know these people do too, but you never expect to see them in person, somehow.”

“I’ve met a lot of them socially over the years, Harry said, studying the menu, “and done real estate deals with a few more of them. They’re just people, when you get right down to it; oh, they may have more money than God--and some of them are a bit full of themselves, just because their faces are recognized all over the globe—but in the end, they’re just like you and me.”

“Holy Jesus, some of their appetizers cost seventy-five bucks!” Roger marveled aloud, looking at the menu for the first time.

“Order anything you want,” Harry said magnanimously, taking Shannon’s hand in his and kissing the back of it, “we’re celebrating a new chapter in your lives tonight…and I, for one, think it’s going to be extraordinary!”

 

****

 

“I never appreciated just how rich Harry was until now,” Roger whispered to his wife as they followed the older man up the stairs to the master bedroom. “This mansion is fabulous, and dinner tonight must have cost nearly a grand, and he didn’t even blink.”

“It ran a lot more than a grand, darling,” she smiled over at him. “Those two bottles of champagne alone were five-hundred dollars each.”

“That stuff was delicious,” Roger admitted. “I didn’t know champagne could taste that good.”

“I just hope you didn’t drink too much of it to…uh…perform tonight,” she teased him.

“Are you kidding,” he sighed, “I’m half hard already, just imagining his cock in your mouth, inches away from my eyes!”

“Oh, you’re going to see a lot more than that,” she whispered, leaning over and kissing her husband’s cheek chastely. “I promise.”

It impressed Shannon that Roger was so calm about all of this. He seemed to have really taken a liking to Harry and vice-versa.

What made the whole evening even more magical was that they all knew what was going to happen. For the first time in months, she felt totally at ease on a “date”, because that really wasn’t what this was.

Harry knew all about her being married to Roger, and her husband was well aware that she was about to fuck Harry. It all seemed very exciting in one way, but so relaxed and pressure-free in another.

In no time, they were all naked and she and Harry were on the now familiar king size bed. Roger stood nearby, hard cock in hand as she licked Harry’s big dick from top to bottom and laved his huge nut sac with her lively little tongue.

She heard Roger gasp when she first touched another man’s prick with her tongue, and heard him sigh with arousal as she began to lick it. Just before she eased it into her mouth, she stole a glance out of the corner of her eye and saw that Roger was smiling, but barely breathing, he was so excited by what he was seeing.

Harry stroked her hair as she sucked him and looked up at Roger and said, “This little girl’s mouth is like heaven around my dick, but you already know that.”

He paused for a moment and then added, “There are times when I envy you, Rog, being married to a hottie like Shannon.”

“It’s…it’s incredible,” Roger whispered in awe, watching her perform the ultra-hot blowjob on another man’s dick.

“Do you want to fuck her with me, later on?” Harry asked.

“God, yes, but I want to watch the two of you together first,” her husband admitted. “Is that okay?”

“Anything goes tonight, my friend,” Harry said. “We can do anything you’d like to see, and I know I’ll love doing it.”

 

****

 

Over the next two hours, Harry took her in every way there was for a man to have used a woman’s body. He fucked Shannon when she was on her back; licked her pussy while he massaged her g-spot, made her get up on her hands and knees, and sawed his huge cock into her while she lay flat on the bed and he was lying on top of her.

She got up and rode him, cowgirl style, and then scrambled around and gave him one of her new specialties, the twerking, reverse cowgirl, ass-shaking fuck that had thrilled young Jason Cruz so much. Harry lay spooned behind her for a while, his dick plowing her pussy from in back while Roger sat near them on the edge of the bed.

Shannon lost count of the times he brought her to a screaming, shattering orgasm. Harry shot at least two big wads of come into her pussy as Roger watched, feverishly stroking his cock. And she saw her voyeuristic husband shoot off at least twice himself, the second time when she gave Harry another slurpy, prostate-massaging blowjob and swallowed his come noisily.

She had licked her favorite client’s asshole right in front of Roger and tongue-fucked old Harry’s keister for at least minute, amid gasps from her husband and a whispered, “I can’t believe you’re really doing that”, as she tenderly finger-fucked the older man’s bunghole while she sucked his dick.

When the anal started, at around one in the morning, Roger could hold off no longer. He moved onto the bed and watched intently as the other man claimed her ass just a few inches from her husband’s anguished, yet ecstatic face.

“He’s so big,” Shannon moaned to her hubby a little theatrically as Harry started to fuck her back there. “Oh, darling, he feels so big up my tight asshole!”

Seconds later, Roger gave out with a guttural growl of total arousal and moved into position in front of her. She lowered her hips a bit and she felt his hard cock slide into her pussy while Harry continued to bang her ass hard.

“Oh, gawd…so much…so much cock for me to take all at once,” she sighed, loving the way they felt in her, stretching her open in both holes; Roger pressing up against her throbbing clit while Harry lit a fire in her sensitive butt with his massive, unrelenting prick!

The two of them managed to give her a climax she’d remember when she was an old lady. She wanted to scream, it was so intense, but she couldn’t seem to catch enough breath to do so.

Harry groaned and started to unload up her ass, holding her close. Roger whimpered at how marvelous it felt to come inside her tight, slippery pussy and began spewing an unbelievable amount of cock cream into her very womb as he cuddled her close and exploded up into her.

The three of them quivered and moaned and orgasmed together like some great beast suffering through its death-rattle. The trio of unlikely lovers stayed joined until the last scintilla of joy had ebbed away.

“Man, that was really something,” Harry managed to pant a minute later.

“It may have been the best come I’ve ever experienced,” Roger sighed blissfully; his dick still trapped in his wife’s slit. “And believe me; I’ve had some awesome orgasms, being married to this girl!”

Shannon slowly disengaged from her husband smiling. She was less out of breath than the two men, but she, too, was panting slightly as she said, “You two better rest up, because I want to do that again!”




Chapter Sixteen

 

Uncle Harry

 

Diane sat happily on the lap of the man who had been introduced as “Uncle Harry” and beamed while he read her one of her favorite stories. Harry, for his part, looked to be in seventh heaven as he used a variety of accents and pitches to give voice to the various characters.

“Look at those two,” Roger marveled from the kitchen. “They are already best pals and they only met a half hour ago.

“Our Diane is a friendly, outgoing little girl,” Shannon said, smiling. “But I’ve never seen her take to a stranger so quickly.”

“Even when we took her up to Bakersfield for Christmas last year, she took a whole weekend to really warm up to our folks, and they’re her grandmas and grandpas!”

“Yeah, Harry’s got a way with kids, that’s for sure,” she agreed, watching her daughter squeal with delight as Harry made his deep voice go up into the falsetto range as he read the fairy godmother’s part.

When the story ended it was still a half hour or so until dinner, so Diane went outside to play with Willie. Harry accompanied her and met the bouncing up and down with energy Springer Spaniel, petting him while Diane told him what a good friend Willie was.

As soon as the two playmates were busy playing fetch the tennis ball, Harry stepped back inside, grinning from ear to ear. He said, “She’s delightful, just like her parents, and that Willie is a real pistol!”

“Drink,” Roger offered, “I bought a bottle of Knob Creek, just for you, my friend.”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Harry said.

While Roger was busy fixing the cocktails and pouring his wife a glass of the cabernet she favored, Harry joined Shannon at the back door and, putting his arm lightly around her shoulders, said, “This is a cute little place. But you should really have something bigger, for Diane.”

“We intend to, just as soon as we save up enough money,” she assured him, watching her daughter heave the tennis ball as far as her little arm would let her and Willie leap after it.

“Let me help out with that, why don’t you?” He said. “I own hell’s own amount of properties, all over LA, and I bought some of them quite a while ago, when they were relatively cheap, compared to what they’d sell for now.”

Roger came up to them and handed Harry his drink. He gave Shannon the glass of wine and said, “You mean you might be willing to sell us a bigger house for what you paid for it way back then?”

“Sure,” Harry said, still watching Diane and Willie intently, “why the hell not?”

“Because you’re a rich real estate investor,” Roger said with a sly smile, “and you didn’t get to be one by giving your profits away.”

“She sure reminds me of Annie,” Harry said enigmatically. “I think I’ll step outside and throw the ball for Willie for a while. Call us when dinner is ready.”

“Who is Annie?” Roger asked as soon as Harry was back outside.

“Harry had a daughter and her name, as I recall, was Annie. She was killed along with his ex-wife in a plane crash years ago. I think she was just nine at the time,” Shannon said, “I read all about it on the web, when I first looked up Harry’s biography.”

 

****

Dinner was long over and Diane was safely asleep down the hall. Shannon, after checking to make sure that was the case, locked the bedroom door and turned to face its two naked occupants.

Doffing her bathrobe to reveal her own nude body, she surveyed the two limp cocks and smiled. She said, “Well, I guess we’re going to have to do something about that. They’re no good to us in that condition!”

Coming around the bed, she sat on it and took a flaccid dick in each hand. Gazing up her their owners, she asked breathily, “Who would like a nice blowjob, to start the evening off right?”

Both men grinned broadly, not bothering to answer. Roger beamed as he watched his wife slip their guest’s cock into her mouth and begin to suck it as she jacked his back and forth in her fist.

“This never grows old, does it?” Harry sighed, smiling at Roger.

“No, it doesn’t,” he said, his eyelids going to half mast with undisguised lust as Shannon gave Harry’s prick and exquisite licking and sucking.

A gasp escaped his lips when she suddenly switched cocks and slid his into her mouth while she stroked Harry’s. He nodded his head, and whispered, “She’s the best; just the best.”

Harry murmured his agreement with that assertion as he watched Shannon tongue her husband’s balls while she sucked him, putting on quite a little show for them. He smiled, knowing he was next…

 

****

 

“Deeper, harder,” she urged them, her head thrown back in gathering bliss, her nipples standing out erect and covered with goose bumps of arousal on her breasts as they took her in both her holes at once, “Oh, God, fuck me good, and make me come!”

Harry was in her pussy and Roger was reaming out her ass. The three of them moved in unison, the men’s cock gliding up and down together, caressing her slick sheaths, stimulating her clit and her anus at the same time.

“Oh, fuck, it feels so nice to get it like this,” she crooned happily, the first spasms of her climax gripping them simultaneously.

“God, she’s fantastic,” Roger murmured; his eyes full of love for this sinful, wicked, but totally exciting woman he was married to.

“She is, my friend,” Harry moaned out happily, “she is at that!”

Rockets were going off behind Shannon’s tightly closed eyelids as the waves of sheer ecstasy gripped her. She was coming so great…her two favorite men were fucking her so perfectly!

“Oh, God, I’m coming, too!” Roger panted, his grip tightening around his wife’s waist.

“Me, too,” Harry murmured, “it feels so great to come in this tight little pussy!”

The three lovers shivered with pure joy as the men emptied their balls into Shannon. They stayed together for what seemed an eternity, and then slowly broke apart.

“Let’s rest up for a while,” she suggested, wrung out by the towering orgasm she had just experienced.

She looked up at them and her eyes twinkling with mischief, she said, “And then let’s do it again. Harry can have my ass this time, and you can fuck my pussy, darling. How does that sound?”

 

****

 

“You know, he’s a great guy,” Roger said at midnight that night as they were about to go to sleep. “I really enjoy his company.”

“So do I, lover,” she whispered teasingly, “but bet I enjoy it more…he’s got such a great cock!”

Roger laughed and kissed her on the neck, admitting, “He does at that. And I love seeing it inside you, babe. We’ll have to invite him to dinner at our house more often. It’s so much easier on our schedules than going over to his place for the night.”

“And it leaves me Friday and Saturdays open for dates with other clients,” she pointed out.

“I almost didn’t feel right about you taking the money he offered you tonight,” Roger confessed.

“Neither did I, somehow,” Shannon agreed. “It doesn’t seem right to charge a friend for coming to dinner.”

“But most friends don’t get to fuck their hostess,” Roger pointed out.

“No, there’s that,” Shannon said thoughtfully.

 

****

 

“I want you and Roger and Diane to meet me at a house I own in Toluca Lake,” Harry said when he called a few days later. “It’s a rental that I bought it back in the early eighties at a sheriff’s auction, for cash, so I got it really cheap.”

“Oh, and you want to rent it to us?” Shannon laughed.

“No, I want to give it to you,” Harry said. “Or nearly give it to you. I’m willing to sell it to you and Roger for just what I paid for it way back then. The family that’s been living there for the last six years just moved out. It needs some work, but it’s a nice place, with plenty of room for Diane and Willie to play in the backyard and four big bedrooms, two and half baths, a double car garage—not a damned carport—and it’s on a very good street. I think you’ll find it much to your liking.”

It was a Wednesday afternoon, so Shannon called Roger at the office immediately and they made plans to drive over to meet Harry at the Toluca Lake house as soon as Roger got home. She then called Harry back and completed the arrangements for the meeting.

Toluca Lake wasn’t that far from Glendale, where they lived now, in terms of miles. But it was very upscale, as far as the size of houses went, and the amenities most of them featured.

Close to several major motion picture studios, the town was home to numerous movie stars, producers, and other Hollywood denizens. There were multimillion dollar mansions in parts of Toluca Lake; it wasn’t much like the section of Glendale the Van Hornes called home now, and it wasn’t a place they would have normally considered looking at real estate.

For that reason, Roger and Shannon were both excited and apprehensive when they drove toward this enclave of wealth and prestige at five-thirty that day. They were supposed to meet Harry at six at the vacant house, to have a look around.

They found the right house easily enough. Harry’s distinctive gray Rolls Royce was parked in the driveway and he was waiting for them inside the house.

The front door had been unlocked and the three of them, Roger, Shannon, and Diane went inside. Harry was in the kitchen, looking out the window at the backyard as they approached him.

“Uncle Harry, hi,” Diane shrieked gleefully and ran right up to him.

He beamed down at her and leaned over to scoop her up and settle her against his hip as he turned back to the lush, spacious backyard. His hand sweeping from side to side, he said, “I bet you and Willie could have quite a time back there. What do you think, princess?”

“It’s big,” she said, staring at the near quarter acre of mowed lawn and at the lovely garden. “We could really run back there!”

“That you could,” Harry agreed as Roger and Shannon joined them at the window.

“Harry, it’s beautiful,” Shannon sighed, gazing at the perfect suburban backyard longingly, “but I’m afraid we could never afford a huge place like this. It has to sell for six or seven-hundred thousand dollars, and that’s way out of our price range, I’m afraid.”

“How about one seventy-five, do you think you could swing that?” He asked her.

“You’re kidding,” Roger said, slightly awe-struck by the low price.

“That’s what I bought it for back in the eighties, at that Sheriff’s Auction, and that’s what I’d be willing to sell to you for,” Harry said, smiling lovingly at Diane.

“Our tiny house in Glendale was recently appraised for just over two-hundred thousand,” Shannon protested.

“Well, then that should make things easy,” Harry said, grinning. “I can’t wait to see Diane and Willie cavorting around back there, can you?”

 

****

 

The sale took just a few weeks to complete. Shannon and Roger put their place up for sale at two-hundred and ten thousand dollars and it sold immediately.

Harry helped grease the skids for them on the other end, and a loan was arranged practically overnight. The payment was going to be less than it would have been on luxury car and the balance they owed on the Toluca Lake house was so low they could have actually paid it off, by making a major withdrawal from Shannon’s safety deposit box.

Roger, the accountant, and Harry, the real estate mogul, advised her against doing that, tempting as it was. As they explained it, the write off on the real estate loan was all deductible and the write off would come in handy at tax time.

So Shannon bought a new car instead. She plunked down twenty-five grand in cash on a new Mercedes E-Class sedan, a gleaming black one, with all the amenities.

“I’m moving to Toluca Lake,” she explained with a proud-of-herself smile, “I don’t want to look like I’m somebody’s maid when I drive to the grocery store.”




Chapter Seventeen

 

An Enviable Client List

 

“Remind me again, who’s your date for tonight?” Roger asked slyly, watching Shannon get ready to go out.

They were in the master bedroom of their new Toluca Lake house and it was Saturday night. She had spent last night at Sweet Lou Baker’s mansion in Beverly Hills.

“A brand new guy that Linc recommended,” she said, her eyes sparkling with both pride and excitement. “I think you may have heard of him…Lance Talbot, the movie star?”

“Wow, babe, he’s a huge box office draw and getting bigger all the time,” Roger marveled, but then his face assumed a quizzical look as he said, “Lance Talbot probably has to employ bodyguards to keep the women from mobbing him out in public. Why does a macho, handsome guy like that need…professional help to get laid?”

“I gather from what Linc said that Lance’s main thing is swinging. He apparently belongs to some ritzy, rich guys and celebrities-only swingers club, and that’s where he finds most of his fun.”

“He and his fellow club members are very cautious—they get tested every week, so no one passes along anything icky to anyone else at their little orgies—and in between swinger parties, he like to hire high-end escorts, like me, who are certified to be clean as well. When Linc told him all about me, he wanted my number to add to his call list. He checked out my website, like what he saw, and made this date; simple as that.”

“Where are you meeting him?”

“He has a place just a few blocks from Sweet Lou’s mansion in Beverly Hills. I’m driving over to one of the all night parking garages just off Rodeo Drive and then having a cocktail at Spago. He’s sending a car for me.”

Roger just shook his head in wonder at his confident, gorgeous, sophisticated wife and said, “Spago, limos, Beverly Hills; where did that wide-eyed little redneck from Bakersfield I married go?”

“Oh, she’s still right here, darling,” Shannon assured him after putting on her new diamond earrings.

She turned and sauntered over to him, looking positively resplendent in her newly purchased red Versace gown and Louboutin shoes, with their distinctive red soles. Throwing her arms around his neck, she told him, “She may look a little different now, but she’s still right here, and she’s still all yours; never doubt that for a moment.”

 

****

 

Shannon parked in the city self park facility just off Santa Monica Boulevard in Beverly Hills and walked up to Spago. The world-famous restaurant featured a rather simple bar, but the atmosphere in the restaurant nevertheless seemed to shout “home of the rich and famous”; and the drinks and food were absolutely top drawer.

She ordered a Grey Goose and tonic and sat sipping it until it was seven o’clock. Finishing it, she paid the barman and walked back outside. A sleek black Cadillac limo pulled up and the driver got out and asked, “Shannon Sable?”

Shannon nodded, and he came around and held open the back door for her to enter the big car. Lance Talbot sat inside, resplendent in a Hugo Boss suit, worn sans necktie, and a pair of expensive-looking loafers, without socks, of course.

He looked as handsome in person as he did up on the silver screen or on television; more handsome, actually. Lance Talbot had sky-blue eyes, a hero’s big, square jaw, broad shoulders and a narrow waist, and gorgeous blond locks that he wore long, down onto his shoulders. They were feathered back just so; obviously the work of a very expensive hair stylist.

“You’re even hotter looking than Linc said you were,” he said with that big, thousand-watt smile that had helped to make him a superstar.

“I thought you’d be waiting for me back at your place,” she said as she got in and the driver closed the door for her.

“That was the original plan,” Lance explained with a shrug, “but I’m impatient by nature. I couldn’t wait to meet the girl Linc had raved so much about.”

“Well, now that you’ve met me, what do you think?”

He smiled once again and said, “You’re everything he said you were, looks-wise, and more. And I’ll bet you’re just as hot in the bedroom as he bragged you were, too.”

“I like to think I’m good at what I do,” she told him as the car moved away from the curb. “What would you like tonight?”

“I want everything that Linc got,” he replied. “I want it all, Shannon.”

“That can be arranged, handsome,” she promised him with a provocative little smile of her own. “If you’ve got the money, I’ve got the time.”

“Money’s no object,” Lance assured her as the car turned up into the actual hills of Beverly Hills and started to climb. “I don’t know if Linc mentioned it, but I’m a swinger. I’m used to exotic sex of all kinds, performed by girls who are…well, let’s just say they’re both enthusiastic and highly competent, when it comes to fucking.”

“And you use professionals, like me, in between parties, I take it?”

“Oh, I date once in a while, usually other celebs, actresses, models, singers, and like that,” he admitted. “But as a rule, I’ve found dating to be more trouble than its worth. I’m really busy with my career, and I just don’t have the time to play the mind games necessary to sustain a real relationship.”

He rolled his eyes and said, “And some of these famous girls can be real divas, when it comes to playing games, let me tell you. It seems like the more well-known they are, the more insecure they are. They want a guy to reassure them all the time that they’re going to get that big role, or that their next record is going to be another mega-hit. Hanging out with them can get to be a real pain in the ass, pardon my French.”

They turned onto a residential street just then. The big limo crept down the secluded lane until they came to a set of high, wrought iron gates, which swung open electronically for them, and they rolled inside.

Lance’s house was a two story Tudor, with casement windows, a shake roof, and a sprawling front yard. The limo pulled up in front of the place and the driver got out and came around the car to open the door for them.

Shannon reflected for a moment as her host for the evening got out his key and unlocked the front door to his mansion. She felt almost totally calm.

Most women in America would be having trouble breathing normally, knowing they were about to get naked with Lance Talbot, the hottest young movie star in the world, she thought. But it’s all in a day’s work for me. I’ve fucked music moguls, a top recording artist, movie studio big shots, rich guys of all colors and ages in the last couple of months.

She remembered her husband asking her where that scared little red-necked girl from Bakersfield had gone earlier in the evening. Shannon smile to herself and thought, she’s still right here, and she’s about to fuck Lance Talbot!

 

****

 

“So handsome, and with such a nice cock, too,” she cooed up at him minutes later.

They were upstairs, in his bedroom, and she was completely naked and sitting on the corner of his bed. Lance was naked as well, and she had his very impressive prick in her fist.

“Let’s see how it tastes, shall we?”

Her tongue slithered out and lapped teasingly at his cock head. His world-famous face broke into a satisfied smile and he murmured, “That’s right, suck it a little for me; get it good and hard.”

Shannon opened her mouth and let the head slip inside. She hadn’t lied: Lance Talbot had a very nice dick and she was happy to suck it for him.

He wasn’t as long as Sweet Lou or Jason Cruz, but he was longer than average, and he had the advantage of being thick, too. She took more of the pretty cock into her mouth and throat, eagerly anticipating how great it would feel in her pussy, or her ass.

Lance sighed as the last of his eight inches disappeared into her mouth and her lips met his pubic hair. She thought it was time to give her movie star date a little treat to remember her by, so she began to lap at his nut sac while he was still buried deep in her throat.

“Oh, fuck, that’s hot!” He gasped as her tongue was all over him and he felt her swallow a big mouthful of saliva and his leaking pre-come fluid. “You’re really as good as Linc bragged you were; there’s no doubt about that!”

 

****

 

“Man, what a tight little pussy you have,” Lance sighed as he banged his big dick into it all the way up to the hilt. “I can’t believe a girl who does what you do for a living has a cunt as tight as this!”

Shannon purred and wriggled her ass back onto the invading cock, relishing how deep he was fucking her, and how great his wide prick felt, stretching her out; burying itself in her snug sheath again and again. She had her ass tilted up in the air before him and her tits pressed flat against the mattress.

Lance was kneeling behind her, fucking her flat out, doggie style, and he had been for five minutes. His cock was going in and out of her juicy cunt at just the right angle to drag across her clit as it penetrated her and as it withdrew for another thrust.

Mmmmmmmmm, this cutie is heaven to fuck! The happy realization flitted through her mind. I love my job! Making a few grand to have fun with a male sex symbol like Lance Talbot, plus getting to tell my husband all about it afterward— while HE gives me a great fuck too—what could be better than this?

“Oh, Shannon, you’re incredible,” Lance groaned just then. “God, you’re so wet and slick and warm inside!”

First load of the night, Shannon thought, bracing for the deluge of male come she knew was about to erupt into her pussy. So far, so good; I wonder how many of these he’ll have for me before morning…

 

****

 

Lance was fucking her in the ass enthusiastically. He was massaging her clit just right as he did so, and Shannon was about to orgasm yet again.

“I thought your pussy was tight, babe,” Lance panted, sweating from the effort it took to power his thick cock in and out of her snug little ass sheath. “This bottom of yours is incredible—you’re fucking fantastic!”

So are you, baby, she thought giddily, getting ready to come right along with him. Fucking all of those rich and famous swinger girls at those parties has really taught you how to use that great cock of yours to please a woman!

All at once, he gasped and went rigid behind her. His dick was driven as deep as it would go into her ass and he growled, “Here it comes! Her comes my load, sweetheart!”

Lance’s semen was hot and thick and the supply was seemingly endless as he started to empty those big balls of his right up her butt. Shannon groaned as her own orgasm took her, and she thought for a moment that her arms and legs would fail her, and that she’d come crashing down onto the bed, she was coming so hard!

“Oh, give it to me!” She begged him, not acting at all now, really into fucking him. “Give me that hot come, all of it!”

“Fuck, you’re good,” Lance moaned as he filled her ass up with jizz. “You’re a great fuck, babe. One of the best I’ve ever had.”

He finished coming inside her and slowly withdrew his spent cock. It was starting to deflate, and it was covered with Lance’s white spunk

They collapsed onto the pillows at that head of the bed together, smiling like a pair of Cheshire cats at how good that one had been for both of them. He reached over and took her hand, saying, “I meant what I said just then. You’re unbelievable in bed, Shannon. You’re worth every penny that you charge.”

She grinned and said teasingly, “Oh, does that mean you think I should raise my prices?

Drawing her in for a kiss, he murmured just before their lips met, “I’d gladly pay whatever it took to enjoy another night like this one.”

 

****

 

“…twenty-nine, thirty,” Lance recited as he finished counting out the crisp new hundred dollar bills.

He took another bunch of the big bills off the dresser and thrust it into her hand on top of the three-thousand. He said, “Here, a little tip for being one of the most delightful girls I’ve ever had the privilege of spending the night with.”

She looked down at the wad of hundreds and smiled. Shannon put her other arm around Lance’s neck and drew him in for a kiss.

During their embrace, she reached into his robe and found his limp cock and began to toy with it. Lance was barely thirty years old; he didn’t disappoint her, even though she had coaxed numerous loads out of those big balls of his already: he started to firm up once again.

“I thought we were done,” he said with a grin as she fisted him to hardness. “After all, it’s nearly morning.

“On the house,” she said, sitting down on the edge of the bed, his dick still in her hand, “for being such a sweet date.

She leaned forward and started to give him one of her slurpy, sloppy blowjobs. He sighed and began to fuck her face gently as she sucked him.

“I don’t want you to hold back,” she whispered up at him, letting his dick slip from her lips momentarily. “I want to swallow it all for you, sweetie.”

Shannon wet her middle finger and got ready to give him a little prostate massage as she sucked him off…

A special little treat for a really nice guy, she thought as her lips moved up and down his manhood.




Chapter Eighteen

 

Being Shannon Sable

 

“This is nice, Mommy,” Diane said, a radiant smile on her little face. “This thing is so pretty I hate to eat it!”

Roger, Diane, and Shannon were at an outside table in front of Amorino an ice cream and gelato shop in Beverly Hills. They had spent the morning shopping for clothes on nearby Rodeo Drive, and now they had stopped for an afternoon treat.

Diane had ordered one the shop’s famous plates of “gelato roses” and was staring at it in awe. She looked up at her mother and father, and then back at the beautiful desert creation.

“Don’t worry, honey, we’ll help you eat it, if you can’t finish it all,” said Roger, picking up a spoon and eyeing the plate in front of Diane with mock hunger.

“No! It’s all mine, Daddy!” The delighted child shrieked, moving the plate closer to her and further from her covetous father.

Shannon and Roger were laughing at Diane’s reaction when a familiar voice said, “Shannon…is that really you?”

Lance Talbot was standing next to their table, accompanied by another man. Shannon recognized him instantly as Judd Walsh, probably the biggest male movie star on the planet.

“Judd, this is Shannon,” Lance said smoothly. “Shannon, this is Judd Walsh.”

“Wow, I know you guys!” Diane said in an awed voice.

“Oh, do you like my films?” Judd said with a big smile, squatting next to the table so that he could shake hands with the little girl.

“I do!” Diane admitted with a tiny squeal of girlish excitement.

She turned to look up at Lance and say, “And I like yours, too!”

“I’m glad,” Lance said, beaming back at her, “it never hurts to have more fans, especially young ones.”

Diane looked at her mother and asked, “How come you know movie stars, Mommy?”

“Oh, I don’t know Mr. Walsh, pumpkin. I just met him.”

She looked up at Lance Talbot and said evenly, “I met Mr. Talbot for the first time the other night. My car battery was dead and he was kind enough to stop and help me.”

“That was really nice of you, Mr. Talbot, stopping to help Mommy out,” Diane said, smiling up at the handsome movie star.

“I loved meeting her,” Lance told Diane. “It was a really fun night for me, and I hope to see her again real soon.”

An awkward silence ensued. At last, Shannon asked, “What brings you out today, Lance?”

“I’m keeping Judd company while his wife is shopping,” Lance answered. “We were on our way to Rodeo Drive, to meet her for lunch.”

“We’ve already been there, as you can see,” Shannon said, gesturing to the big pile of shopping bags occupying the fourth chair at the small table.

“Well, it was sure nice to run into you again,” Lance told her.

“I enjoyed meeting you all, too,” offered Judd. “You seem like a nice young family.”

“I think we are,” Shannon said with a slightly wooden smile in place. “This is my husband, Roger, by the way.”

“Roger, pleased to meet you,” Lance said, shaking Roger’s hand.

“Me as well,” Judd said, still smiling as he, too, shook Roger’s hand. “Well, we’ve got to push off. My wife will be wondering where we are.”

“They were really nice, Mommy,” Diane said as the two famous men walked away. “Do you know lots of movie stars?”

“A few, kitten,” said Shannon brightly, breathing a big sigh of relief that the totally unexpected, embarrassing meeting was over, and that it had turned out as well as it had.

 

****

 

“Well, I guess that was bound to happen eventually,” Roger said that night in bed.

“Yeah, I suppose so,” Shannon sighed. “It’s a good thing Lance and Judd were actors; they were able to adlib their way right through it.”

It was a rare Saturday night when Shannon wasn’t booked to go out on a date. Today had been a family day. They had gone shopping, stopped for ice cream, and then come home and Shannon had cooked dinner—just like a normal wife and mother.

“That was the first time I’ve ever been sort of embarrassed by your job,” Roger confessed. “I guess I’ve been kidding myself into thinking that no one would ever know about Shannon Sable, except Harry, of course, and I don’t worry about him.”

“Yeah, me too,” Shannon sighed. “But like you said, it was bound to happen sometime.”

“Now Lance Talbot knows all about you, that you’re a wife and mom, besides being a glamorous escort,” Roger said.

“He does,” Shannon agreed. “That was one of Charlie’s most strict rules; never let anyone find out who you really are.”

“Do you think it means trouble for us, somehow?”

Shannon thought about that and finally answered, “No, not really. Lance seems to be a sweet guy; and I doubt Judd Walsh will care one way or the other that one of Lance’s paid sex partners is also very domestic, in her spare time.”

“Still, I guess we should be more careful,” Roger said.

“How do we do that, exactly? This is a big town, the odds that we, as a family, will run into someone who knows me as Shannon Sable are not that great,” Shannon posited. “But it might happen. We’ll just have to deal with it if it does. I’m not going quit shopping on Rodeo Drive any time soon and I don’t want to spend my life in hiding.”

She was insistent as she finished with: “What good is having a lot of money if you can’t enjoy spending a little of it, or living the good life?”

After a long while, Roger nodded his agreement and said, “You’re right, of course. It’s not as if you can hide yourself away.”

 

****

 

“Lance Talbot, huh? You are coming up in the world, babe,” Charlie said teasingly.

They were naked in her bed together. That afternoon, they had gone out to lunch in Beverly Hills, and then gone shopping.

Later, they had returned to Charlie’s house to finish up the day making love until it was time for Shannon to go and pick up Diane. They had just enjoyed a huge mutual climax, and their pretty faces shone with pussy juice from their recently completed sixty-nine.

“Has that ever happened to you?” Shannon pressed the point with her best girlfriend. “I mean, has anyone from your client list ever recognized you out in public and said hello?”

“Not really,” Charlie admitted. “But I usually don’t dress up when I’m not working, so I tend to look much different than when I am.”

Shannon flashed back to her first meeting with Charlie in the bar and smiled at the memory. Not much of a chance anyone would mistake the teenage cheerleader Charlie with the sophisticated lady out-on-the-town version of Charlize, she thought to herself.

Charlie’s green eyes sparkled with mischief as she asked, “How was Lance Talbot in bed?”

“Very good,” Shannon answered her friend honestly, “maybe not the best I’ve ever had, but close to it.”

She giggled and added, “Of course, the fact that he looks like Lance Talbot doesn’t hurt!”

The two women laughed and embraced each other. Shannon looked with love and friendship at Charlie as they held each other.

“God, I’ve missed you,” she said, really meaning it.

“I’ve missed you, too,” answered Charlie, stroking her hair. “You’re my closest friend out here, and I don’t see enough of you.”

An idea struck Shannon and she blurted, “Why don’t you come to our house for dinner sometime next week? I’d love for you to meet Diana and Roger.”

“Who’s Roger?” Charlie asked quizzically.

“He’s my hubby,” Shannon replied. “I didn’t want you to know about him at first. But I don’t care anymore. You should meet him and he should meet you.”

“Wow, I can’t get over the fact that you’re married!” Charlie said that while shaking her head in disbelief. “How do you…I mean, isn’t he upset over you becoming an escort?”

“Not really,” Shannon explained, “he originally wanted for me to become a hotwife, so I went him one better and became a call girl instead! Why do it for free, when you can get paid for it?”

Charlie laughed again and said, “You’re going to have to tell me about that, girlfriend!”

 

****

 

“So he’s more than okay with what you do?” Charlie sounded like she was still having trouble getting her head around the fact that Shannon had a husband, as well as a little girl, and that he wasn’t bothered at all by her career as an escort.

“That’s why I want you to meet him,” Shannon said. “I love Roger and he loves me, and he trusts me. He knows I’m not going to get infatuated with one of my clients and run off with him, no matter how rich and famous he may be.”

“He sounds like quite a guy,” Charlie admitted.

Shannon had another, naughtier thought and murmured excitedly, “You should fuck him, after we put Diane to bed, on the night we have you over for dinner!”

Charlie’s mouth dropped open in shock. She stammered, “You…you want me to fuck your husband; whatever for?”

“Well, it would be fun for Roger for one thing—he won’t be expecting that at all —and the three of us in bed together would be dynamite.”

“You wouldn’t mind?”

“Why should I?” Shannon answered. “I’d be right there, watching you two do it, so it’s not like he’d be cheating on me.”

Charlie thought about that for a moment. She finally asked, “Do you think he’d want to do that?”

Shannon laughed and said, “Come on, Charlie, Roger may be a great guy, but in the end, he’s a guy! What man doesn’t want to fuck a hot redhead, with great tits and a fine ass like this one?”

Her hands moved onto Charlie’s butt as she spoke, and began kneading the twin hillocks of tight, supple flesh. Charlie melted into her arms and whispered, “Roger…is he hung?”

“Not really,” she answered just before they kissed, “but he’s a great fuck anyway. I’ve taught him some things, since I started doing this. And he’s a fast learner!”

“Mmmmmmmmm, sounds like fun at that,” Charlie all but purred, “being in bed with you is one of my very favorite things…”




Chapter Nineteen

 

Two Girls And A Guy

 

“So Shannon tells me you’re from Illinois originally,” Roger said, passing their guest the bowl of mashed potatoes.

“Yeah, I moved out here because of the weather, for one thing,” Charlie said to Shannon’s husband. “Why be miserable when you don’t have to be? Illinois is like an icebox in the winter.”

“Yeah, I’ve heard that,” Roger agreed, adding gravy to his potatoes and his pot roast. “The wind off the lake is supposed to be fierce in Chicago.”

“We lived up north, but it was just as cold, if not colder,” Charlie told him.

“Do you like it here?” Diane asked her new friend.

“I like it even better, now that I’ve met you,” Charlie said, bedazzling the child with one of her high-wattage smile.

Delighted by that answer, Diane squirmed in her seat and asked, “Will you read me a story after dinner, Aunt Charlie? Mommy said to call you that, even though you’re not really my aunt; just like I call Uncle Harry my uncle.”

“Oh, Harry and I go way back,” Charlie said, still beaming at her. “He’s a great guy and I bet he’s a very good uncle!”

“He is,” Diane said, “he helped get us this house. That’s what Daddy said. And he’s going to get me a dolly I really want for my birthday next month.”

“Maybe he’s going to get you that dolly, sweetheart,” Shannon reminded her daughter. “That particular dolly and the house she lives in cost a lot of money.”

“I bet Uncle Harry doesn’t care,” Diane insisted stubbornly. “He promised to get her for me, he will!”

Probably, Shannon thought to herself, he’s very taken with my little girl, and it’s only money. Harry has oceans of that

“What story would you like me to read to tonight?” Charlie asked Diane, bringing Shannon’s attention back to the here and now.

“She really loves princess story’s for some reason,” Roger deadpanned his answer, adding, “I can’t imagine why that is.”

 

****

 

Charlie’s reading of the princess story completed and with little Diane safely tucked away in bed and fast asleep. The adults stood sipping their after dinner brandies in the front room.

“This is a really nice house,” Charlie commented, glancing around the spacious living room of the Van Horne’s new Toluca Lake home.

“Let us show you the rest of it,” Shannon offered, her eyes twinkling with mischief and amusement at what she knew was about to happen.

The unsuspecting Roger tagged along as his wife showed their guest one of the spare bedrooms, the doorway to Diane’s room, and the bathroom across the hall. They came to the doorway of the master bedroom and all three went inside.

Shannon quietly closed the door and locked it as Roger showed Charlie the nicely appointed master bathroom, with its big glass-walled shower, the Jacuzzi bathtub and the marble floors.

When the two of them emerged, moments later, they discovered that Shannon had switched off the main lights and turned on one of the bedroom lamps on the nightstand on her side of the king bed. The room was now bathed in a soft, warm glow, the lamp having been turned down to its lowest setting.

This was the ambience that Shannon always selected on the nights when “Uncle Harry” came to visit, and Roger sensed something immediately. He went over to Shannon and whispered the question, “What’s this all about?”

“Just relax and enjoy the show, darling,” Shannon said with a guilty chuckle. “Charlie and I have a little surprise for you.”

“Yeah, Shannon thought she’d pay you back for being so supportive of her career as an escort,” Charlie said softly, reaching for his top button as she spoke, “and I agreed to help her do that.”

Slowly, the spectacular redhead undid the buttons while Shannon went to her knees on one side of him and opened his belt and unsnapped his slacks. He sucked in his breath as Shannon’s beautiful friend stripped off his shirt while his wife dealt with his trousers and his boxers.

“He does have a nice one,” Charlie commented, glancing down at the shocked Roger’s half-hard cock. “Yum, yum, this is going to be so much fun!”

Shannon urged her husband out of his loafers and slid down his socks. Numbly, he stepped clear of the last of his clothing as she skimmed off each sock.

“Now it’s our turn, darling,” Shannon said with a coy little smile, getting to her feet once more, “why don’t you sit right over there and watch, while the two of us play? I think you’ll know when it’s time for you to join in.”

She was pointing to the upholstered chair in the corner of the room. It had a perfect view of the nearby bed, and Roger had sat in that first night with Harry, watching intently until it was time for him to join them.

Wordlessly, he retreated to it and sat down, taking his nearly hard cock in his fist and working the skin up and down slowly as he watched Charlie sweep Shannon into her arms for the first time.

“Holy fuck,” he whispered the obscenity almost reverently as he watched his wife make out with her female lover for the first time.

Shannon loved this! She melted into Charlie’s arms as they kissed and their tongues dueled.

In no time, both women were naked, rubbing their nipples together as they made out, stroking each other’s hair and cooing their enjoyment of feeling skin against skin. Their lust for each other was apparent as they moved over to the bed and got on it, their hungry eyes never leaving one another.

“Oh, gawd, but that’s hot!” Roger gasped as they resumed kissing and fondling one another, and Charlie’s middle finger found its way into Shannon’s wet slit for the first time that evening.

Shannon broke off the kiss and murmured, “Oh, that’s right, honey, finger-fuck me! Lick my hot nipples and finger me; get me ready for that tongue of yours!”

She opened her eyes and looked over at her husband, who was sitting with the biggest hard on she had ever seen him with in the chair, staring mesmerized at his wife responding so openly, so lewdly, to the kisses and licks of another woman for the first time. Shannon smiled at him and whispered, “Do you like it? Do you like seeing Charlie and I together like this, lover?”

Roger was too aroused to trust his voice. He merely nodded that he did and stroked his prick even faster.

“Careful, darling, don’t waste any of that precious come just yet,” she murmured to him in a cautionary whisper. “Charlie and I have plans for that hot stuff, don’t we, baby?”

Charlie stopped kissing and licking Shannon’s nipples just long enough to whip her head around and assure him, “Oh, you bet we do. We intend to swallow every drop you have in those balls of yours before morning, Roger-darling, or take it deep in our pussies, or maybe even up our asses, if you’re lucky!”

Roger’s whole body twitched with anticipation when she said that, and it was clearly all he could do to keep from shooting off then and there. He smiled, imagining all of that, and stopped fisting his cock…

 

****

“Right up here, honey,” Shannon urged him, setting the head of her husband’s lubed up prick against Charlie’s equally slick asshole pucker. “Charlie’s ass in as tight as mine, and she wants to feel you inside it, don’t you Charlie?”

The redhead, who was before him on the bed on all fours, turned her head and said over her shoulder, her green eyes alive with need, “Oh, God, yes, please put it in me, Roger, and keep playing with my clitty, just like that!”

Roger was kneeling behind her, reaching around to finger her wet clit as he prepared to fuck her taut little ass for the first time. He groaned as his cock disappeared into her perfect butt, and murmured, “So tight…so slick…so hot inside!”

“That’s it, lover,” Shannon whispered back, moving around so that she could dip her head in and suck both of Roger’s dangling balls into her mouth while he ass-fucked her best girlfriend.

“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck!” Roger gasped out the words helplessly as his wife’s tongue began to lave her hot spittle onto his nuts while he sank his dick all the way into Charlie’s ass.

“Mmmmmmmmm, that looks so nasty,” Charlie sighed, looking back and seeing what Shannon was doing. “Remember that move, the next time we double with Omar and Jamal; they’ll love it!

Roger groaned, clearly flashing on the mental image of his wife performing this same lewd act on two faceless black…“clients” in the near future, while one of them fucked Charlie in her tight little ass the way he was doing right now! He picked up his pace, really reaming the tall redhead’s butt, grunting with the effort as he did so.

“Oh, that’s the way to fuck me!” Charlie whispered, “Do it hard and deep; just like that!”

Roger sighed and did just as she asked. His wife was gargling his nuts—teasing them with her tongue--and humming a little tune while he banged his cock into Charlie’s anus.

The frantic threesome didn’t last much longer. Roger was too turned on, and so were his partners.

Shannon was openly fingering her own pussy as she tended to her husband’s balls, and Charlie was moaning and sighing constantly, saying how good his cock felt up her ass, while she ground her clit against his toying finger.

“I…I can’t last,” Roger wheezed all of a sudden, “she’s just too tight, and her ass feels too fucking great around him cock!”

“Spunk me,” Charlie cried out, starting to shake uncontrollably. “Oh, God, I’m coming, too; fuck me hard and shoot that hot stuff into me!”

Shannon gurgled and joined them in climaxing. Her body quivered as the first spasms of ecstasy rolled though her pussy and she whimpered at the intensity of it, vibrating Roger’s nuts inside her mouth.

“Oh, oh, God, I’m coming like a madman!” Roger shouted, really unloading up Charlie’s gripping ass.

When the three-way orgasm had run its course, Roger sighed with deep contentment, as slowly eased his spent cock out of Charlie’s gaped-open butt. To his utter shock, his wife didn’t even hesitate; she simply let his balls slip from her lips and pressed those lips right over her friend’s violated backdoor.

He groaned as he sat back on his knees and watched her swallowing his come— sucked right out of Charlie’s asshole! Charlie purred and dropped onto her elbows, saying softly, “That feels so nice, baby. Wriggle your tongue in my ass and get all of that rich cream!”

“Holy fuck,” Roger whispered for the second time that night, as his limp dick began to harden once again at the sight of his wife’s shameless display of wantonness…

 

****

 

“Oh, darling, your cock feels so big up inside of me tonight,” Shannon cooed, rolling her hips down onto his up-thrust hardness.

He was too preoccupied with eating Charlie’s fantastic pussy to answer. Roger just murmured and sucked and licked.

“Oh, baby, you were right,” Shannon whispered to Charlie, just before drawing her in for a long tongue kiss. “This is so much fun. I bet this is a night Roger will remember until he’s an old man.”

“That’s for sure,” Charlie sighed, swinging her big knockers up against Shannon’s, bumping nipples with her, “I know I’ll remember it fondly, darling.”

So will I, Shannon told herself as their lips met and their tongues found each other once again, and this feels like just the start of our three-way fun together, because I know Roger is enjoying this as much as I am!




Chapter Twenty

 

Changes

 

“Is he really going to die, Mommy?” The almost five year old Diane asked her mother as they stood outside the hospital room.

“That’s what the doctors say,” Roger answered for Shannon, who was too choked up to speak. “I’m afraid Uncle Harry’s heart attack was a big one, and there’s nothing more they can do for him.”

The little girl looked stricken at this news, and Roger hastened to add, “At least you get to visit him one more time. I’m sure that will mean a lot to Uncle Harry.”

“Be brave for him,” Shannon said, finally finding her voice. “It’s okay to tell Uncle Harry how much you love him, but don’t let on how sad his passing is going to make you, okay?”

Diane wiped away her childish tears and nodded that she understood. She squared her little shoulders back and straightened up her posture as Roger opened the door for them.

Harry North looked like a shadow of the robust, full-of-life character he had always been. He now lay surrounded by machines, and covered in the patches which constantly monitored his heart. He had a clear plastic oxygen tube over his nostrils, an IV in one arm, and a clip on the finger of his other hand, measuring something else.

“Uncle Harry,” squealed Diane excitedly, “how are you?”

Harry’s haggard face broke into a huge smile as she ran to him. He clearly wanted to hug her to him, but all of the tubes and connections made that impossible.

Diane went up onto her tiptoes and threw her little arms around him as best she could. She pressed her face down onto his tummy and nuzzled in close to him.

“I’m afraid I’m not too good, pumpkin,” his voice sounded tired and far away when he spoke. “But I’m sure happy to see the three of you.”

“Willie wanted to come, too, but Mommy said they wouldn’t let him in the hospital,” Diane said, turning her head on his stomach to look at him.

Harry laughed and said, “That’s probably right, but I’d be really glad to see him, too, if they did.”

Shannon stepped forward and took his hand. She said, “You should rest. You look awfully tired, Harry.”

“They tell me I’m going to be resting peacefully, for a long time soon enough,” he said evenly, looking up fondly at her.

“Is there anything we can do?” Roger asked, stepping up beside his wife.

“No, not a thing,” Harry said, smiling up at him wearily, “just your being here, the three of you, is enough.”

 

****

 

Harry passed away quietly in his sleep the next day. The funeral was a small one, just a few of his business associates, the Van Horne family, the servants who had chauffeured, him, cooked for him, and taken care of his houses and gardens so faithfully for years, and four other young women besides Shannon, all strikingly pretty in their long black mourning dresses. Charlize Nelson was among them and, when the brief service was over, Diane clung to her Aunt Charlie tearfully.

“Well, I guess that’s it,” Shannon said to her friend, tears in her eyes.

 

****

But that wasn’t quite it, as far as the Van Hornes were concerned. On the Tuesday after the funeral, they sat in a lawyer’s office in a red brick office building in the heart of Beverly Hills for the reading of Harry’s will.

Joining them, were Harry’s longtime servants and the other four young women who had taken care of the recently-departed real estate investor’s sexual needs. They were all seated around the big desk as the lawyer, a Mr. Turnbull, read the will.

“To my staff, I bequeath a half a million dollars each,” the elderly attorney began. “To Sylvia St. John, I leave five million dollars. To Catherine McCloud, I leave five million dollars. To Rhonda Riordan, I leave five million dollars.”

Turnbull cleared his throat and looked up at the five young women, and then back down at the will he was reading and said, “To Charlene Henson, I leave ten million dollars and my house in Malibu. And lastly, to Roger and Shannon Van Horne, I leave the bulk of my estate, including all of my remaining real estate holdings, my Beverly Hills house, my Rolls Royce and all my other assets.”

Shannon felt as if she had just been tasered. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t speak!

Turnbull cleared his throat and added, “There is a recent expansion of the will to include a very charitable donation to the hospital which treated Mr. North during his recent heart episode, and a trust fund for one Diane Van Horne, containing twenty million dollars, to be administered by her parents until she is twenty-one years old.”

Roger reached over and gripped his wife’s hand so tightly she was afraid for a moment that he might break it. He asked the lawyer in a whisper, “How…how much would you estimate his assets are currently worth?”

“Oh, that’s difficult to say, most of them being real property holdings,” the attorney answered, “but at least two-hundred million dollars, perhaps more.”

He thought about it a moment and then added, “He had something like six million in various bank accounts and savings accounts; and that all goes to your family as well.”

****

 

Shannon quit accepting dates right away, canceling those she had already made. They put the Toluca Lake house on the market and wasted no time in moving into Harry’s Beverly Hills home.

The Van Hornes found a very good private school for Dianne in Beverly Hills and enrolled her in it immediately. George, Harry’s old chauffeur had informed them that he wanted to keep on working and living in the small house at the back of the property, even though he now had the money to live anywhere he wanted.

They gladly retained his services to pilot the Rolls and told him they’d be delighted to have stay on in the servant’s quarters he now occupied. The house staff all left and Shannon hired a weekly maid service to help her maintain the large house, and a new gardening service to tend to the grounds, as well as a pool service to handle the upkeep on the swimming pool the Van Horne’s now had in their backyard.

Willie loved the newer, even bigger place. He and Diane romped around back there to their hearts’ content, surrounded by the ten foot high stone walls and watched over by George, the chauffeur, who had rapidly become the duo’s new best friend.

Shannon did all of the marketing and cooking herself, except when they hosted a large dinner party. On those occasions she hired one of the best caterers in Beverly Hills and left all of the meal planning and execution in their very capable hands.

When she had Charlie over for dinner, or any of their other friends, she enjoyed handling all of the meals herself. Now that she wasn’t employed anymore— either as a classroom aide or an escort—she had plenty of time on her hands to do that.

Roger, on the other hand, did not. He was busier than ever. After giving his ex-secretary a huge cash parting bonus when he’d closed down his accounting office, he had totally thrown himself into learning to manage Harry’s real estate empire.

He’d quickly mastered it, so much so, that Charlie had insisted on investing two million dollars with him. He had rapidly managed to turn that initial two into three, and the three into four million.

Charlie had enrolled at USC to get her four year degree and had speedily become the most stylishly dressed, highly-pursued coed on campus. She confided in Shannon, one day when the Van Horne family had been visiting her at her fabulous Malibu beach house—as the two women had been lying out in chaise lounges on the patio, watching Roger, Diana, and the yapping, wildly-excited Willie cavort happily on the nearby shoreline—“Those college boys are absolutely luscious, and they’re so energetic! Not only am I learning a lot at school, with my previous years of….experience, I’m able to teach them a lot, too; and God, are they enthusiastic students?”

 

****

 

Shannon kept herself busy by getting very involved in charity projects and by taking a keen interest in her daughter’s education. She attended lots of worthwhile community events and even chaired some of them, making large contributions of both money and time.

Diane excelled in school, making her and Roger so proud. She proved to be very smart, and was in the most accelerated group in her first grade class.




Epilogue

 

Adding Spice

 

During the first year they suddenly found themselves multi-millionaires, Roger and Shannon has sensed, rather than been aware of, a gradually diminishing passion between the two of them in the bedroom. The hottest nights they experienced together still began with Shannon re-telling a story about back when she had been an escort or when Charlie spent the night in their bedroom.

“Listen, we need a little something to add spice to our sex life again,” Shannon told her husband one morning, after George had left to chauffeur Diane to school.

Roger sat back and slowly nodded his agreement. He said, “We do and I know it. But I don’t see how you can go back to being an escort again. You’re too well known now to ever be able to get away with that; you’re not some anonymous teacher’s aide from Glendale anymore.”

“Yeah, it would be tough for someone who gets her picture in the LA times-on the social page, as often as I do these day--to show up at hotels on the arm of some john,” she acknowledged.

She thought about it for a minute and said, “I saw Lance Talbot at a fundraiser recently, and we visited a minute. He’s a very sweet man. He didn’t mention my former occupation at all when we talked, and I suspect he hasn’t told any of his Hollywood friends about it, either, except maybe Judd Walsh, and I doubt he cares.”

“Lincoln Bradley is being very discreet as well,” Roger said. “Remember, we saw him at that big lawn party the Websters threw to raise money for the new children’s hospital wing.”

“I think you’re right,” Shannon agreed. “I don’t think he’s said a word to anyone about my former profession. It would be all over Beverly Hills by now if he had.”

Shannon waited a moment, and then said, “The only thing Lance said about me being an ex-escort was that I really looked nice at that fundraiser, and that he missed the time we’d spent together.”

An idea slowly dawned on Roger’s face. “Isn’t Lance still primarily a swinger?”

“What, are you thinking we should go that route, too?”

“No, not really,” Roger said, “but since Lance knows all about your days as an escort, why not invite him to dinner some night, and see if he still wants to play?”

Shannon smiled and said, “And you being a part of it shouldn’t bother him at all. From what I’ve heard, there arelots of ménages at swinger affairs!”

 

****

 

And so a gradual move into an occasional ménage a trois or an infrequent indulgence in foursomes had happened for the Van Hornes. Charlie was always a willing participant in threesomes, and on several nights during the next few years, she’d brought along a boyfriend who’d had no qualms about sharing her with Roger, while he’d pleasured himself with Shannon.

Lance Talbot had jumped at the chance to double Shannon with Roger, and had become a frequent visitor to the Van Horne mansion. Diane’s friends, most of whom were the offspring of wealthy parents, were nonetheless impressed by her friendship with one of Hollywood’s biggest male stars.

Charlie had met Lance at a dinner party and now the two of them had become regular partners with Roger and Shannon’s in all night foursomes, much to Diane’s delight. She liked nothing better to find Aunt Charlie, and Lance at breakfast on a Saturday or Sunday morning, both of them more than ready to join Willie and her friend George the chauffeur out in the backyard for a lively game of toss the tennis ball.

 

****

 

“Hey, you two, where’s Lance?” Charlie called to Roger and Shannon as she let herself in the yard and moved across the big patio toward them.

“He’ll be here soon,” Roger assured her as she leaned down to kiss him hello. “He’s on his way over. He called a little while ago.

“Where’s my niece?”

“She’ll be leaving for a sleepover down the block in a minute or two,” Shannon said as Charlie bent down to kiss her hello, too.

The french doors at the back of the house opened just then and Diane emerged. Willie, who had been lying in the shade provided by Shannon’s lounger sprang to his feet and began yapping and barking joyously.

Diane, who was turning into quite the young lady at six and a half, opened the pool gate and greeted her frolicking brown and white friend, telling him, “You might as well get comfortable again. I’m going to a slumber party at Missy’s and you’re not invited, Willie.”

The french doors opened again and Lance Talbot stepped out onto the patio. He said, “I rang that bell until I was blue in the face, but nobody opened the door. Luckily, I have a key.”

“Hey, you’re here!” Diane shouted excitedly. “Will you walk me down to Missy’s house? You said you would, Lance, remember?”

“Would I ever let you down, kitten?”

She smiled up at him coyly and said, “Well, you did promise to buy me a pony last Christmas.”

Turning to look around the huge backyard, she said, “Do you see a pony, ‘cause I sure don’t!”

Lance shook his head and said, “I said I might get you a pony. And I did let you ride my horse that day on the set of that Western I was making, when your mom and dad brought you out to visit.”

“A quick ride isn’t the same as having your own pony,” Diane admonished him sternly.

Lance looked up at the other three adults and said, “This one is learning how to get what she wants already. I’d hate to see what she’s like by the time she’s a teenager.”

The others just laughed and he opened the pool gate and took Diane by the hand. She looked up at him and said, “Carry me, Lance.”

Obediently, he bent over and lifted her up onto his hip and arranged her as he scooped up her backpack in the other hand. He asked her teasingly, “What do you eat, kid, bricks? Is that how you got so heavy?”

Diane giggled delightedly and said, “No, silly, I eat only macrobiotic, organic food now, not yucky bricks!’

Lance looked at Shannon questioningly and she shrugged and said, “That’s new; we’re hoping it’s just a phase she grows out of right away.

Shaking his head, he made for the yard’s side gate, toting Diane and her backpack, Willie yapping at his heels.

 

****

 

“Oh, oh, you two hot bitches,” Lance sighed, his eyes at half mast.

He was naked on the bed with Roger, Shannon, and Charlie. They were all as naked as him and the two women were alternating between the men’s hard cocks, licking and sucking each of them, tag-teaming them.

Roger grinned and stroked Charlie’s hair as she gave his friend’s prick a sloppy blowjob. The redhead handed off the glistening cock to Shannon and then engulfed Roger’s in her mouth.

“I tell you, Lance, this is the life,” Roger sighed contentedly, watching his wife eagerly gobble up the other man’s sizable prick.

“Rog, you’re right as rain about that,” Lance agreed, running his hands through Shannon’s raven-dark locks, smiling down at her as she blew him.

Charlie patted her on her bare ass just then, and she turned onto her side so that her friend could access her juicing pussy. She sighed as her lover’s finger slid into her cunt, right across her clit, and sucked harder at Lance’s cock, knowing that it was soon going to be inside her.

You can say that again, thought Shannon, totally at peace with her fabulous life, perfectly at home in her lush bedroom, with her husband and two of their best friends, you can say that again…

 

The End




Author’s Notes

This is a fantasy, a work of fiction. Because of that, a minimum amount of condoms or other forms of “safe sex” were used in this book. I have found that their use usually slows down the flow of the narrative during sex scenes. Should you choose to participate in such behavior, however, please use protection.

Many of the streets and other southern California landmarks in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

If you enjoyed this book, or even if you didn’t, I’d like to hear from you. I enjoy keeping in touch with my readers. You may contact me at: ckralston@gmail.com with either brickbats or kudos.
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