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Most guys would think getting paid to sleep with women is a wonderful thing. But for Sam, it’s becoming more complicated than he really wants. With the gorgeous Lana in the picture, taking on jobs as a gigolo is hard on the conscience.

It definitely creates a lot of adventures, though. A BDSM session here, a bachelorette party there. But the latter is where he’s suddenly forced to face the truth with Lana, and it’s at a time he can’t avoid.

Sam’s been trying hard to live a double life. But now, he has to face the facts. How is somebody supposed to spend time with other women when he’s supposed to be committed to only one?

Just a Gigolo 2 is the sequel you’ve been asking for, with even wilder steamy encounters and lots of sexy fun. One click now for a short read novella that will burn up the pages!


CHAPTER ONE

It was a rare thing lately that I was actually able to relax and just enjoy a day without stress. But today, the sun was shining, I had a gorgeous girl lying next to me enjoying the rays, and I was enjoying a decent book on my tablet, praying that my phone wouldn’t go off.

Ah, the life of a gigolo.

Wait, I should probably explain that.

Only a few weeks before, I’d been a lowly master’s student with a tutoring side gig that brought in some spare cash. But I was still a struggling student. Tutoring wasn’t a bad gig because it was easy, and had also introduced me to the incredibly hot woman currently tanning next to me.

But I digress.

My buddy Alex called me out of the blue one night, desperate for a favor. The only problem was, the favor was filling in for him at an appointment as a gigolo, so he wouldn’t get fired. When he told me about the money that would come my way if I just went to a random hotel and had sex with a woman, I didn’t quite jump at the chance, but let’s just say it didn’t take a hell of a lot of convincing.

That first session went well enough that I garnered the attention of the owner of the company he worked for. An audition followed, which wasn’t exactly what I expected, but apparently, I did well enough to get a job offer. Since then, it had been an adventure because I never knew when my phone was going to ring and have a job ready for me.

Oh, and it also resulted in enough confidence to make a move on the lovely Lana, who was currently lying next to me looking like an absolute goddess in a bikini that barely covered anything. Already, pretty much every guy that walked by us at her condo pool paused to say hello and gave me a look like I was the luckiest guy alive.

And currently, ever since my life had done a complete hundred and eighty degrees, I was happier than I could remember being in a long time. It was the one day I was hoping my phone wouldn’t ring with a job, because I hoped that spending the day with Lana was going to bring us even closer together. Namely, in her bed at the end of the day panting for breath and sweaty from some amazing sex.

The only problem looming was, she had no idea about my extracurricular job outside of teaching and tutoring. Instead, she thought I was just a nerdy guy with a tutoring job and a lot of students to deal with.

She sighed as she flipped over, exposing her back and the most incredible set of legs I’d ever seen. “God, that sun feels so good.”

“I know, right?”

Turning her head, she smiled at me. “Look at us doing normal things that have nothing to do with school.” Lana was also a student on a scholarship, which was why she required high grades and therefore my tutoring skills. Sleeping with a client was probably unethical in some circles, but looking at her body, nobody could blame me.

She was a stunning blonde who was also smart as hell and with a body that was sculpted from years of cheerleading and dancing. The type of girl who turned heads wherever she went, and while she wasn’t totally oblivious to it, I’d learned that it didn’t make her succumb to the idea that she deserved special treatment just because she was hot. It was a quality that made her even more attractive, in my opinion.

“I think I need some lotion. On my back.” She pointed behind her, and of course, all I could see was her incredible butt. Round, firm and the source of a lot of my horny fantasies. It had always been when I saw her, because she had a tendency to wear yoga pants to our tutoring sessions, and her ass always filled them out perfectly.

The type of co-ed who turned heads on campus, and I still remembered the first time she showed up at the library and took my breath away.

Now, of course, I’d seen that ass naked and marveled at how it was possible for a butt to be so perfect. Which made touching it a top priority for me.

“Lotion man at your service.” I grabbed the bottle and squirted some on my hand, then touched the warm skin of her bare back. Her skin glistened in the sunlight, and she had a pretty decent tan with some really sexy lines under her bathing suit. “Want me to do your legs too?”

“Of course.” She wiggled her legs, which had the added effect of making her ass flex. Which had the additional effect of making my dick stiff as steel. I had intimate knowledge of her body now, unlike the fantasies I used to have about her, and knowing how good her ass cheeks felt in my hands, especially when I was thrusting into her from behind, never failed to get me rock hard.

My cock responded as it always did, by getting nice and hard, and I was glad my trunks were extra loose. Gliding my hands down her toned back, I lifted her bikini strap and made sure to get under that as well. It was too tempting not to tease her, and I let my fingernails graze her skin a bit, which made her wiggle her perfect ass again. “Damn. A girl could get used to treatment like this.”

“So could a guy.” I smiled. “I’m happy to rub your body down anytime you like. Even during tutoring sessions.” She giggled.

My phone suddenly vibrated on the table between us, and I instantly tensed. I had a feeling I knew what it was, but at least Lana didn’t seem to notice.

“I might just hold you to that sometime. And by the way, my legs need some lotion too.”

Well, that was a hint I was certainly going to pick up. Lotioning up my hands again, I let them glide down her long legs, remembering how good they always felt squeezing my hips or wrapped around my body while I plunged my cock as deep into her as I possibly could. Even her calves were sexy as hell, and I couldn’t remember any other woman I’d ever said that about.

Recently, my number of female sexual partners had gone up significantly. I wasn’t contacted daily, but at least a couple of times a week over the past few weeks the agency had a new client for me, and the scenarios had ranged from a man wanting me to claim his wife in front of him to casual sex for women who were simply in town on business.

Apparently, that was the norm. Just a resource for lonely women who wanted some male companionship and to have no strings attached. The women who hired me were all shapes and sizes, and even ages, but the most common thing was just wanting sex without having to worry about dealing with a jerk.

Gigolos weren’t exactly common, but the ones who could do a good job were in demand enough that the extra money had allowed me to pay down my student debt by thousands even in just a few weeks. It was making my life feel like less was hanging over my head. The only thing that still hung there was the fact that I was technically cheating on Lana, although we hadn’t had the exclusive talk yet. I knew she wasn’t seeing anyone else, and when she asked me if I was, I answered I wasn’t dating anyone else.

Technically true, but not exactly the case. Still enough to make me feel guilty. She didn’t know everything, and if things were going to ever get serious beyond the casual sex and occasional meal we were already doing, I was going to have to reveal it.

Not today, though. I slipped my hands higher and massaged lotion into her hamstrings to make them glisten. When I reached her perfectly shaped ass, I definitely couldn’t resist coating that with oil as well. The firm cheeks were a perfect fit for my hands, and when I rubbed them, she sighed and her legs spread a bit.

That was a cue to work on her inner thighs, and with a raging erection between my legs, I was starting to wonder how far I could take things before she made me stop. It was driving me crazy touching her, like it always did.

Rubbing her inner thighs, she sighed but didn’t stop me. “Your hands feel so good, Sam.”

“I’m glad.” I murmured. “I really enjoy pampering you.”

“That’s great, because I love being pampered.”

Her legs spread a bit more, and it showed off the thin strip of fabric between her legs, just barely covering a part of her I’d become quite intimate with since we started sort of dating. Mostly because I loved to eat her pussy. And I’d perfected a technique that made her cum like a river whenever I was able to go down on her.

I let a hand drift between her legs and brush against the lycra fabric, hoping it would elicit a horny response. Just being near her body in the bathing suit she was wearing made me sad we were at a pool in public instead of somewhere we could have fun.

My phone vibrated again. I resisted the urge to grab it. Obviously, there was an assignment for me. I just had to confirm, and the agency was relentless about getting confirmation as fast as possible. Right now, I had other things on my mind, namely the area between Lana’s legs that I was rubbing slowly.

Although she was right. We couldn’t exactly take advantage of things in a public place. I should have been happy enough to be hanging on her rooftop pool with a literal goddess dressed in what amounted to dental floss.

There was more to us than just sex, of course. It just so happened that sex was a big part of my life now, since I’d started working with the agency. At least a couple of times a week, I was assigned to various situations where women or couples hired me to take care of their sexual needs.

Juggling my regular job as a Master’s student along with this new venture meant that I didn’t have a lot of time to spend with my new girlfriend.

So, when I had a chance to touch her, I was going to take advantage of it. I’d had a crush on Lana when she was a client of mine as a tutor, because she was insanely gorgeous, and then through either luck or pure balls I’d asked her out and one thing led to another.

Massaging her thighs with the lotion, I took my time, making sure that her ass cheeks also got lots of attention. When she spread her legs a bit more, it told me touching her was having the desired effect. What I was really hoping for was heading back inside her apartment to have some fun without any bikini in the way.

Her head turned in her sunglasses, and she spread her legs further apart. “Go ahead and touch me.” She said, her eyebrows wiggling. “It would be hot. Your fingers feel really good.”

I glanced around the pool deck, which wasn’t crowded, but there were others present. At least, nobody could see what I was doing directly. “Like, right here? With people around?”

“They can’t see what you’re doing. If you’re careful, anyway. You’ll have to do it real slow.” Lana sighed. “Like, super slow and careful.”

She was right. And the suggestion was kind of kinky, which was a happy revelation. Maybe the usually demure Lana was into public sex, and I was all for it. Making sure everyone else sunning themselves was positioned so they couldn’t actually see what I was doing, I let my fingers slide past her bikini bottoms, finding a very prepared pussy.

Her lips parted easily, wet and throbbing. Two of my fingers slipped into her to the second knuckle, and they were engulfed fully as she let out a little sigh, wiggling her hips. Knowing she liked some friction against her g-spot, I curled them and started to stroke her there. It never failed to make her go crazy.

The slow pace and the fact that there were people barely twenty feet away was making me rock hard as well. Lana‘s hand slid over the side of the chaise, and she found my tented shorts, the long nails just grazing me. I kept my fingers moving steadily, loving the way her pussy kept getting wetter and making me able to spread her slick around her entire mound.

“Mmm…damn, I love how hard you get.” She sighed. Her nails stroked my length.

“That’s all because of you.” I pushed my cock against her hand.

“Sam…that feels soooo fucking good.” Her hips squirmed, and I used the movement to press my fingers even deeper, thrusting slowly inside her wetness.

Meanwhile, her hand brushing against my throbbing cock felt pretty damned good too. It closed around the head, and I had to stifle another moan of pleasure, especially when her hand slipped inside the leg of my shorts and suddenly touched my throbbing cock bare.

“Somebody’s very excited.” Lana said.

“Not just you, I guess.” I slipped my fingers out and rubbed a path around her swollen, slick lips, then dipped my fingers back in and made her gasp again under her breath. Her clit was throbbing.

So far, nobody around the pool could tell what we were doing to one another, and that made it even hotter. I could tell Lana felt the same way when she started to grind her hips in a circular motion down on the chair below her, and she gave a little sigh of even more satisfaction. “Ffffuuuuuccckkk…I’m fucking dying.”

“Do you maybe want to head inside?” I offered. My dick was like steel, even though her fingers were just grazing up and down the length. But she surprised me.

“No. I want to fucking cum right here. Right now.” Lana said in a breathy tone as her hips kept moving. “And I’m so close, baby. Make me cum.”

She’d called me baby before during sex, and it was a term of endearment reserved just for when she was truly turned on. Her slick wetness kept coating my fingers, and I went as deep as I could inside her tunnel, curling my fingers to fuck her as slowly as I could but also achieve maximum penetration.

Her fingers adjusted, and when they curled around the tip of my cock, I had to stifle a loud gasp. Just below the head, she had a hold of my glans and started to slowly tug at it, sending my cock into heaven and making my balls throb. “Fuck, Lana…if you keep doing that, I’m going to make my shorts all sticky.” I whispered.

“Good,” she replied softly. “So, I won’t be the only one. It’s going to be so hot feeling you cum in my hand.”

Now, my sole focus was making her into an oozing puddle of sexual release. I kept fucking her with my hand, using my fingers to stroke where I knew she was sensitive and maintaining the pressure against her g-spot. She turned her head away from me, and her hips began to rotate faster. When her calves and feet wiggled, I knew she was close.

Now it was time for my secret weapon. My thumb placed against her winking ass and when I let it slide across her pucker, I felt her body begin the shudder that I’d come to love so well. Her little mewl was quiet enough that nobody close by could hear it, but it was a clear sign she was heading over her climax cliff.

I knew playing with her ass would do it, and I was truly looking forward to the day she’d let me put something in there other than my fingers, because it always resulted in a powerful, usually bed shaking orgasm. Her tight fingers pumped me faster, and feeling them graze around my head made me head towards the cliff rapidly at the same time.

Glancing over at the few people around the pool, I had a hard time believing nobody noticed the gorgeous woman being finger fucked and about to cum like a rocket, or the guy she was jerking off at the same time and his expression of pure bliss. But I wouldn’t have cared if somebody walked up to us to watch us.

In fact, having somebody watch me fuck was an experience I’d already had, and it surprised me how much it felt like a thrill. I filed that little nugget away for another time, but knowing that Lana had a kink for people being nearby told me it might be on the table sometime.

“Mmm…mmm…yes…MMMMMMMWWWAAAAAHHHH!” she quietly gasped, her hips finally shuddering up against my hand with a spasm and a flood of cum soaking my fingers. Her pussy was dripping with wet heat, the bikini bottoms close by soaking up some, but a lot of it puddling on the fabric below her. I stopped my fingers, feeling her muscles pulse around my hand. There was no doubt she’d orgasmed hard.

Meanwhile, as I watched and felt my gorgeous date cum, I relaxed and let my dick surge, grabbing onto her leg with my hand and massaging it. “Ah…FUCK…YES!” I gasped as softly as I could.

My dick spurted a lovely thick stream of cum all over her pumping hand inside my shorts, and a wet spot instantly appeared, blooming across the fabric. Her hand didn’t stop moving until I was drained, and it slowly crept out, coated with white.

Lana turned her head back as I slipped my hand out of her pussy and lifted her cum soaked hand to her lips, letting her tongue circle around and clean my load. It was hot as fuck, and after that, all I wanted to do was tear her bikini off and fuck her senseless.

As if teasing me, she flipped over, adjusting her bikini back into place and glanced around. “See? Nobody saw.”

“Goddamn.” I sighed, easing myself back onto my chair and making sure my soaked shorts weren’t so obviously stained. My cock was sticky and completely drained.

Lying on the chaise, my phone vibrated again. Lana glanced over. “Man, somebody really wants to get a hold of you. Popular guy.”

“Probably just a student or a tutoring client.” I said, trying to blow it off.

I knew it wasn’t, but I also knew I wasn’t about to break the spell of what had just happened. Our sex life had been incredible so far, even though it had been fairly normal. Today was the first time she’d given me any sort of hint of kinky fun, and I was definitely all for it if there was more on the table.

Still, the relationship was so new, those conversations hadn’t taken place yet. And the biggest conversation of all was still weighing on me.

I just had to figure out when the right time was, because it would probably mean I’d have to say goodbye.


CHAPTER TWO

After begrudgingly leaving Lana’s place because she had a class, I finally got around to answering the multiple texts I’d received. The agency owner Nicole always expected prompt replies, but usually wasn’t so insistent. When I finally reached out, she was grateful, because she’d received a request and needed somebody to fulfill it the next day.

When she told me the client was a long time one and a VIP, I was pretty pleased she’d asked me to take care of her. The only thing that gave me pause was that she told me the client was into some kinks, so I’d have to be prepared. Of course, we could always say no to anything we wanted to, but I have to admit, it made me curious about what I was going to run into.

So far, everything I’d had to do was relatively vanilla. Meet the client, make some small talk, then rock their world. My buddy Alex told me some funny stories about some of his clients wanting some different things, but I hadn’t run into any of that yet. Maybe Nicole was keeping me away from that until she knew I was ready.

I was dressed in my best and made sure my hair was on point. Lana had texted me a couple of times that day, and every time I saw her name come up, it sent another small shard of guilt through me. Especially when she asked what I was up to that evening, hinting that maybe she wanted to get together. Blowing her off was such a hard thing to do.

But when I saw the building my client lived in, I knew I had to drive all thoughts of Lana out of my mind. It was a high-end building that housed condos that cost several million dollars, meaning my client was definitely one of those wealthy owners. That’s why Nicole told me to make sure she was happy. She’d also booked a three hour session instead of the standard one or two, so we were going to have lots of time.

The valet took my car, which almost embarrassed me considering how he looked at it when I handed him the keys. Like it would infect him with the smell or something. Heading to the concierge, he quickly directed me towards a bank of elevators, and I pressed the indicated button.

When it opened, it opened into a whole unit. I quickly realized that it was the entire floor that belonged to my client, not just a unit on a floor. The entire place looked crazily opulent.

And standing there was a woman who looked as if she’d stepped straight out of a fashion magazine. I knew her name, but didn’t know what to expect otherwise. When I saw she was stunning, it helped me relax a little.

“Hi there. Colt?” I nodded, and she held out her hand. “Dalia. Nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you as well.” Her nails looked perfect.

“Come in, please.” The tall heels she wore spun on the hardwood floor and she clicked her way into her home.

Her condo was big, spread out, and quite modern. Even the building itself was one of the nicer ones in town. As I walked in, I saw some really nice furniture and some artwork that looked modern as well. Lots of curves and very few straight lines. Everything seemed to be in a theme of toned colors, which made it feel professional.

Just like her. Screamed total professional, but gorgeous at the same time. She was in a cream colored blouse with a knee-length skirt, her body curvy and full, with her hair done in a wavy cut that screamed money. If she wanted to be my manager, I wouldn’t have complained at all.

“Can I get you a drink?”

“Yes, please. Or would you like me to get you one?”

“Oh, let’s not go there. You’re a guest. Even a paid one, but a guest nonetheless.” Walking to a bar cart, she took a brown bottle off and poured us both a generous shot of some sort of liquid with a perfectly placed square ice cube in each glass.

Handing me the glass, we both took a drink. It was definitely a very expensive alcohol, considering it tasted like velvet on my tongue. I’d enjoyed my fair share of nice drinks since starting my gigolo work. “Please, sit down.”

The couch we sat on probably cost more than my car. “Nicole says you’re one of her special clients?” I began.

She smiled, raising her glass. “She’s so funny. Every once in a while, I indulge myself with some fun. Blow off some steam. You came recommended, and I trust Nicole implicitly. She knows what I’m into.”

“I’m glad to hear that. May I ask, what does blowing off some steam entail?” I smiled, trying to play the part of the seducer. It was getting easier to slip into that gigolo persona, even though it was still somewhat new to me. I could literally be an entirely different person, not just Sam who was worried about Lana and his future.

“Wow, straight to business? Don’t want to get to know me first?”

I blushed. “Sorry.” I almost forgot to built some rapport before we got naked. “Tell me about what you do. You must have a nice job to afford this condo?”

“I do. I’m a senior manager at a law firm. And that means I have a lot of people I need to argue with all day. Which is why when you’re here, you don’t get to argue about anything. Just…obey.” She took a sip of her drink when she said the word obey with a smile that looked like a shark about to eat a small fish.

But it had the added effect of being sexy as hell. Like she knew exactly what she wanted. I took a deep breath.

“What type of law do you deal with?”

“Mergers and acquisitions. Where the money is. Corporate law bought all this.” She waved her glass around. “But it also demands eighty hour weeks.”

“Hence, the steam you need to blow off.” I sipped my drink, and it burned deliciously going down again.

“Precisely. But tell me about yourself. Young, attractive. What’s your story?”

It was the first time anyone had asked me. “Uh…just a grad student.”

Her eyebrow raised. “Smart, too. That’s a total package. Girlfriend?”

She was getting exceedingly personal quickly, but I could tell it was just her nature. And there was no need to lie. “Not yet. Dating.”

“This must be an interesting job to have while you’re dating.” She smiled. “I’m assuming you don’t tell them what you do.”

I quickly decided to change the subject. “That is a really lovely painting. Who’s the artist?” Pointing at one of the pictures on the wall, I could tell she knew I was changing the subject, but she happily engaged me in a discussion about art for a bit.

Getting to know a client was nice, and she was an absolute fox. I had a hard time believing she had any problem finding a man who would happily jump into bed with her.

We finished our drinks sitting on the couch, and as she slid closer to me, I could feel intensity emanating from her as she tilted her head. “I’d like to kiss you now. And I mean, really kiss you.”

Her lips looked wet and enticing, and her cleavage threatened to burst out of the blouse she was wearing. I was happy to indulge her with anything she wanted, because I was rapidly feeling like this was just any normal date.

Grabbing her chin, I drew her in, and her lips found mine, her tongue sliding into my mouth with ease and a small moan. The kiss was deep and long, and then as she nibbled across my lips, she licked the side of my neck and then gently bit me there. I yelped with the sudden pain and surprise.

“Oh, honey.” She smiled, pulling away. “If you’re going to have a problem with a little love bite, we need to work on things.”

“Just wasn’t expecting it.” I kissed her again, this time harder, and when she started to grind against me on the couch, her lovely tits pressed against my arm, and I could feel the heft of them. When I finally broke it off, she sighed with her eyes closed.

“Okay. You definitely passed the makeout test. Usually a man who can kiss can really fuck.”

When she stood up, I was expecting her to maybe take her blouse off. But she held out a hand. “Why don’t I show you where we’re going to spend the evening?”

“Gladly.” I took her hand, and her fingers curled into mine, going over her shoulder.

Leading me through the condo, we approached a hallway but walked by an open door that looked like the master bedroom, judging from the massive bed inside it. If we weren’t going in there, where were we going? Shower?

Turning through another door, she led me through a small room with a television and a couch that looked perfectly normal. But there was another door past it with a digital lock on the door. “I tell people this is where I store my guns.” Typing on the keypad, the lock released.

The entire setup was right out of a secret agent movie, or at least that’s what it felt like. But when we walked into the next room, I could see clearly why she kept it hidden from prying eyes.

It was painted a dusky green color, slightly dark, but with the overhead light she clicked on, the palette was sensual. My eyes first went to the queen-sized bed with an intricate iron frame attached to it. The curling iron was a good fit for the room, and I noticed there were posts on the base of the bed as well, with straps attached to them.

But what made my heart skip a beat was a tall piece of furniture that looked like a letter X opposite the bed. There were straps attached to it as well. Some kind of cross, but obviously designed for restraining somebody. I’d never seen anything like it before. It was a kink room, obviously designed for one thing, and that was some freaky BDSM stuff.

I took a deep breath, suddenly a bit apprehensive. “Gorgeous room.”

“I’m glad you think so.” She smiled again, in that lovely predatory way. “Because we’re going to have lots of fun down here.” Walking to a storage cabinet, she opened the door, and there was a long cylinder inside that looked like a yoga mat. It was obviously slightly heavy and she carried it to the bed.

“Here’s how this is going to work.” She laid out the long fabric cylinder, which looked almost like a chef putting their knives down. But when it unrolled, instead of short knives, there was a selection of long objects, some of which I’d never seen before. “What I want to do is play with my toys. While you’re strapped to my cross.”

There were paddles, sticks, and a couple of smaller things that looked like garden tools, along with some other sex toys and a couple of bottles. I gulped inside. This was definitely not something I’d been exposed to before. Kinky stuff, sure. But this was a whole different level.

Her gaze challenged me. “And then, if you’re good, I’m going to let you fuck me.”

Her older woman body was sexy on many levels, and the way she was so direct about what she wanted to do was actually kind of refreshing. It was going to be her calling the shots, and that made my job a lot easier. Or at least, the promise of what she was describing might be a fun experiment. Nobody had ever tied me up before.

Undoing her blouse buttons, when it opened, a piece of lingerie that was virtually transparent was revealed underneath. It was dark green to match the color of the room. Lacy, and just enough to show through so it was fully titillating. Her big breasts and massive nipples were prominent underneath it, and the upper straps cupped them perfectly.

She unzipped her pencil skirt and dropped that as well. The lace drew down over her stomach and then through her legs, cupping her crotch but showing me she was perfectly shaved down there. The entire package was a lingerie clad powerful woman who obviously wasn’t going to take any shit from me.

And even more importantly, there was already spreading damp darkness between her legs, telling me she was already wet.

“Take your fucking clothes off.”

The tone of voice shifted, and I felt myself compelled to obey her. Unbuttoning my shirt slowly at first, she watched and smiled as I slid it off my shoulders. “You’re in good shape.”

“Thanks.” I undid my belt and pants and dropped them as well, folding them and putting them aside. Her eyes lingered on my bulge, which was already a snake inside my tight shorts.

When I took hold of my underwear, she raised a hand. “Stop.” The tone definitely didn’t sound like I should argue. “I want to have some fun first.”

Standing there in just my boxer briefs felt slightly awkward, but Dalia quickly turned and picked up one of the implements she’d laid out. It was a long-handled thing that had a somewhat serrated wheel on the end, almost as if she was going to plow a furrow in a garden bed with it.

“Our fun is going to be all about…sensation.” She said. When she held up the item, I got a small rush of apprehension. Although it didn’t look like it could do any damage. Approaching me slowly, as she got closer, her lips parted, and she entered my personal space. As soon as she did, the energy she brought with her made goosebumps break out on my body. Damn. “And this is just a taste to get you primed for the main event.”

My nerves were firing on all cylinders as she got closer, but I had to admit, my cock was hard as a rock after seeing her in the outfit she was wearing. The length was barely encased in my boxer briefs, and when she got close enough, the toy was placed against my length. “Don’t move.”

I could only freeze, but when the edges of the circular wheel slightly bit into my hard cock and she started to run the toy up and down, it made my knees weak. “Uhhhh…wow…”

There was a small amount of pain involved because of the spiked wheel, but along with it came a lot of sensation that definitely wasn’t pain. She ran the toy up and down my length, and it kept twitching and getting even harder as she played with me.

Another sensation came with it. That of submission and being controlled, which was actually kind of nice. Instead of having to figure out what to do and call the shots, all I had to do was stand there and enjoy the feeling. “You have a big dick.” She said, a smile flitting across her face. “That makes me very happy.”

“I’m very…GLAD!” I gasped when the toy bit in harder and she ran it firmly down my length again.

“How does that feel? Tell me.”

“Scary.” I admitted, taking a breath. “Like you could hurt me, but you’re not going to.”

“That’s a very good answer.”

Turning away from me, she grabbed the set of cuffs off the bed and motioned me towards the apparatus opposite the bed. “Take your underwear off and face the cross. Put your hands up.”

Being naked in front of her felt slightly different because it was firmly with her in charge and she still had her lingerie on. I was also facing away from her against the cross, and her hands deftly attached the cuffs to my wrists, but they were soft and had straps, so it wasn’t uncomfortable.

The only discomfort was standing there with my arms up with my cock jutting out, but Dalia adjusted my hands and placed them so they could rest on the tops of either side of the cross. And, my dick was able to branch out in front of me without being pinched.

Actually, it was kind of neat. Now all I had to do was deal with the anticipation of not knowing what was about to happen to me. And of course, being trapped without any ability to get free.

“So, there are a couple of different things I’m going to use on your body. Some of them are more for impact, and then some sting a bit. Is that okay with you?”

“Yes, it’s fine.”

“Your safe word is lemon. And, I would like you to call me Mistress.” I felt her close to me but not touching me. It brought the anticipation even higher.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Thank you.” I was facing away, but I could still see some things in my peripheral vision. She walked to the bed and picked up a paddle, slowly stalking towards me. Walking around the cross, it was making my cock ache with the anticipation of what she was going to do with it. I knew what was about to happen, and couldn’t do anything about it, which was turning me on more than I suspected it would.

The flat surface ran across the back of my leg and then trailed up to my butt and my back. “You’re in good shape.”

After she said it, she smacked me with the flat surface, and the impact sent a shock through me. “UH.” There was a brief flash of something inside me. It was an unusual feeling.

“Such a nice, firm ass.” The paddle moved lower, and then she smacked me again, this time harder. The crack of it echoed in the small space, and I felt blood rush to the area, making it feel tingly. “Is it too much?”

“No,” I said.

“No, what?” the paddle slid down the back of my leg. Anticipation flooded my body.

“No, Mistress.”

“Good boy.” The paddle whacked my hamstring, and it was hard enough to make my breath let out in a gasp. She was testing the waters, I could tell. So far, everything was good, although the fact I couldn’t get free was making alarm bells go off in my head.

“Let’s try something different.” She went to the bed and picked up another object, which looked more like a belt. It was flexible and moved as she swung it. “This is usually a bit halfway between thuddy and stingy.”

I took a deep breath, and when I felt the impact this time, she was exactly right. A sear of pain happened where the belt hit me, but it also spread across the area. The sensation was new and made my heart skip a beat.

Another interesting part was my cock was starting to get hard. I had never been trapped, helpless like I was before, and subject to the whims of a woman who was totally in control. Dalia walked around in front of me, letting the belt slide against my cock, and the leather fabric slid over my shaft, making it even harder. “Ooh, I think you like it. Such a nice, hard man.”

Her hands took the straps of her lingerie off, and two gorgeous breasts emerged. They were definitely professionally done and absolutely stunning, big and full. Walking behind me again, she struck me with the belt across my back, hard enough to make me wince. But then she took her lovely big tits and rubbed them across my skin.

The contrast between the sting and then a soft massage was exhilarating. Slapping my ass with the belt, she did it hard enough to make me yelp again, but then she massaged my body with hers once more, and that was something I wasn’t expecting. “This is fun. Are you enjoying yourself, Colt?”

I didn’t know what to say, so I figured I should stay in character. “Yes, Mistress.”

Although the way my dick was responding, a part of me was definitely enjoying it. Dalia returned to the bed and picked up a new implement. This one looked more like a riding crop. “Okay, this one will sting a bit more. I’ll make sure I don’t break the skin.”

“Thank you.”

The first strike felt like all the breath in my body had been pushed out of me, a quick, burning sensation that made my heart skip. “Fuck.” I gasped.

“What was that?” she slid up to me, her big tits pushing against my back again.

“Nothing.”

Stepping back, she slapped the back of my legs with the crop, and that one stung enough to bring tears to my eyes. I heard rustling, and then when she walked back in front of me, she was totally naked. Her thick hips were framed with a sexy landing strip in between. “It’s making me so fucking wet doing this to you. I’m going to turn you around.”

Releasing the cuffs, I obediently turned my body around, and she put the cuffs back on me, my hands still up. Now I could see her the whole time, and her sexy naked body walking back and forth was a sight to behold. My dick was jutting out in front of me, and she let the tip of the riding crop slide onto it, making it twitch.

“Here’s something I want to make sure you experience.” She walked back to the bed, and when she turned towards me, I could see she had a thick ring in her hand. A cock ring. Approaching me, when her fingers touched my shaft she gripped it and it made my balls surge.

The ring slid down my length, nestling tightly at the bottom. Suddenly my dick felt tight. Full of blood, and there was no way to release it. “There we go. Now that nice, sexy cock is going to stay good and hard for me.”

Still helpless, I watched as she retrieved the belt again, and seeing her heft it and then seeing it slap down across my chest drove another breath out of me. Red appeared instantly, a thick welt that spread over my pecs.

But then she rubbed her breasts against my chest again, her lips kissing my shoulder, and I could feel her hot breath against my neck. “You’re going to cum so fucking hard when I’m done.”

I was speechless. Whatever Dalia was doing, it was driving me absolutely wild. She continued to smack my naked body with a few more implements, ranging from the thicker ones to thinner ones, and then made sure to kiss and rub the area with her naked body afterwards. It was like a tease that never ended, and my cock was aching for release, almost to where I wanted to beg her to make me cum.

Finally, she put the last toy down and picked up a long tube with clear liquid inside it.

She squirted a small dollop of something onto her finger. “Have you ever had a prostate orgasm before?”

“Can’t say I have.” I gritted. My penis was so full of blood, it felt like it was ready to pop. Dalia slowly walked to the bed and picked up her discarded outfit, the lacy garment in her hand as she approached me, still wondering what was about to happen. Her sexy breasts looked incredibly inviting. So far, I hadn’t even touched her. Although she had teased and touched me a lot.

When she kneeled in front of me, I got a rush of anticipation, especially when she grabbed my cock and slid the cock ring slowly off me. As soon as she did, my dick got a rush of blood that made me gasp, and it became even more stimulated when she wrapped the lacy lingerie around my dick and started to stroke it. “Holy…shit…wow…”

“Oh, you haven’t felt anything yet, my dear.” She smiled at me, and her hand crept around my body, sliding against my ass cheeks that were already clenching. I could feel the slick lubricant on my skin.

A finger pushed into my ass, and when I felt the penetration there, I gasped. Not because I wanted it to stop, but because the surge it sent through my body was something I’d never felt before. Dalia moaned, still letting the silky fabric slide up and down my cock. “If you’ve never had your prostate teased before, you’re in for a real treat.”

“Jesus…” I moaned. It was like all my senses had been heightened, and my dick was straining for something. I just didn’t know what was going to happen when it finally reached a climax. Because of all the teasing and stimulation, my balls were throbbing.

Being jerked off with something in my butt hadn’t been on my bingo card for that evening. The fabric sensation along with her probing digit was intense enough, but when I felt her finger curl inside me, it hit something that made my head swim and my eyes start to twitch.

“Yeah…that’s it…let it go.” She moaned. Her hand with the lingerie sped up, and suddenly I could feel my balls tightening, but it was much, much more intense than I was used to.

“Oh, SHIT!” I gasped. There was no other way to voice what I was feeling or what was about to happen. “OH, GOOOOOODDDDDDD!”

My cock flexed and then cum exploded out of me in a massive spurt, landing at least five feet in front of me as my entire body shook against the restraints and the door frame behind me. The massaging of my inner gland forced out another massive cumshot, spurting at least half as far as the first, and Dalia let out a gasp of delight.

Once my third shot came out, it fell virtually in front of me, and my body felt completely drained. Not only from cum, but all the muscular tension I’d been feeling. I hung from the cuffs that kept me attached to the door frame. Her finger slowly slipped out of my ass, and she walked to the bed, putting the lingerie down.

I was helpless there as she walked to the bathroom and I heard her running the water. Drying her hands as she walked out, her insanely gorgeous breasts swayed. My eyes felt hazy, and my cock was completely finished. “Did you enjoy that?”

“Jesus.” I gasped with a dry mouth. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“I know. The first time is always the best. And you have no idea how fucking horny I am after watching you cum like that.”

The amazing thing was, I was actually getting paid for this. She walked up to me and kissed my chest along the lines that she’d created with her toys. “God, this is so much fun.”

Her lips found mine, and I got enough energy to kiss her as her tongue invaded my mouth. A hand fell to my cock and massaged it. “Perhaps we’ll give him a little rest and have some other fun, shall we?”

Reaching up, she undid the cuffs holding me, and my arms happily dropped. My body was definitely exhausted, but Dalia obviously had more she wanted to enjoy, and the booking was for three hours, so I was still on the clock. “Do you need to lie down? Sometimes people get lightheaded after that.” Her eyes darted to the floor. “And that was a pretty big load.”

“I’m okay.” I felt like the energy was about to shift, and with what she’d just given me, I was looking forward to turning the tables and helping her feel just as good as I had. “What’s next on your agenda?”

“Oh, this has nothing to do with business.” She giggled. “But I like your attitude.” Walking back over to the bed, I was happy to see her heading towards the sex toys, not the tools. A big black dildo lay in the middle of all the vibrators and what looked like anal plugs, and she picked it up, handing it to me.

The big piece of crooked furniture that sort of looked like a couch was her next stop, and I could see how it worked now. She bent over it and kneeled, her legs spreading and her knees supported while her upper body lay over the cushioned part. She could lie there with her ass up and legs spread without having to worry about getting tired.

“I love having my ass licked. And my pussy fucked at the same time.” She handed me the toy, and I could tell exactly what she expected me to do. The thick rubber cock felt hefty in my hand, almost making me insecure because it was longer than I was. “Make me happy, and then you had better be hard again because I need to get fucked hard.”

The command was unexpected. No woman had ever told me to fuck them, and somehow it was different, but also really hot. Even after the insane orgasm I’d just had, where the streams of my load were still on the floor, I could feel my dick waking up again.

Obviously, she worked out, and it definitely had a lot to do with her ass. I imagined that a lot of men at her law firm loved it when she wore pencil skirts, because her glutes were thick and round, and the pussy that was revealed between them was shaved perfectly. Probably waxed, actually.

“Come on, stud. Get to work.” She sighed, looking over her shoulder and wiggling that insane ass at me.

Now it was going to be my time to shine, or at least I hoped so. I’d been dying for her to allow me to spoil her a bit, because that was what I really loved. I supposed it was what made me good at my job. Kneeling between her legs, I slid my hands up the back of her thighs and massaged gently, kneading apart the cheeks as her legs relaxed a bit.

When they separated, I could see glistening petals of her pussy, wet and dripping. But her little ass pucker looked pretty damned inviting as well, and that was my first stop. Letting my tongue graze against it, she moaned as soon as she felt the sensation. “Mmm…my ass loves being rimmed.”

Eating an asshole might have been gross to a lot of men, but I loved it. And the subsequent reward was being able to go lower and slip the tip of my tongue between her pussy lips, which was my next stop. Dalia gasped as I entered her shaved slit with my tongue, enjoying the flavor of her and then switching back and forth between her ass and pussy.

“Okay, stud…now put that big rubber cock inside me while you tongue fuck my ass.” She growled, and it made my dick wake up even more. This gorgeous beauty was telling me to do everything I probably would have done anyway.

The big rubber dick was easily rolled across the slick lips, making it wet, and when it penetrated her, I watched raptly as her lips spread and her wetness enveloped the lovely rubber cock. She’d told me to use it instead of my own dick, which was fine for now, because it also allowed me to slip my tongue back between her cheeks and start tonguing her ass at the same time.

“Shit yes…fuck, that feels so fucking good…” she moaned. “Put it all the way inside me.”

Shoving the big dildo even deeper, I was surprised at how easily her pussy took it, but every time I slid it out, it was like a river of dripping wetness came with it. And as I dug my tongue even deeper into her lovely ass, she started to wiggle her butt against me. “Yes…yyyeeessss…fuck yeah, you’re making me so fucking wet!”

Increasing the pace of my thrusts, I fucked her pussy hard with the big dick while tonguing and kissing her lovely ass.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck…I’m SO CLOSE!” she cried out. “YYYYEEEEESSSSS!”

When she bucked her hips against my mouth, her pussy squeezed the rubber dick and coated it with cream. I watched as her pussy quivered and her ass flexed, her legs shaking in front of me. Gasping for breath, she finally gave out one last gasp of release, and then her body relaxed. I kissed her sexy cheeks one more time and slowly slid the dildo out.

“Oh, Jesus. You are a stud, Colt. That was fucking amazing.” It sounded like a purr.

Turning her head, she certainly looked relaxed. “Go get us another drink. I need to recover from that.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I smiled. Walking through her place naked with my cock freely bobbing was kind of fun, and I replenished our glasses and headed back to the boudoir. When I returned, she was lounging on the bed and patted it beside her.

“Come and join me. I hope you’re not tired.” She purred. Accepting the glass I handed her, her sexy big tits looked enticing as she took a long sip. “Because we are definitely going to have some more fun.”

As soon as I settled next to her and took a sip of my own drink, I started to relax. I could feel the effects of what she’d done to my back and chest, but it definitely wasn’t anything bad. Although in the back of my mind I knew I’d have to explain a couple of marks to Lana if she saw me naked. That concerned me a bit.

“What are you thinking about?” Dalia asked, breaking me out of my thoughts. Her gorgeous chest and hips slid closer to me. “And yes, you need to answer that.”

“Just wondering how long it takes these to heal.” I pointed at the mark on my chest.

“A couple of days and you’ll be fine. The skin isn’t broken. I know what I’m doing.” She leaned forward and kissed the line on my chest, her tongue sliding across it. It made my cock spring to life again, beginning to lengthen out.

As soon as her mouth got lower, she kissed a trail down my body and then kissed my rapidly hardening dick. “You young guys are the best. But there’s still some work to be done.”

“Whatever you want, Mistress.” I moaned as her mouth circled my cock head and she sucked gently, pushing away the last of any fatigue I had from my previous orgasm and making my dick throb.

“I really hope you can stay hard, because I’m going to cum all over this nice big dick.” Dalia grabbed a condom from the side table and quickly opened the package, but instead of sliding it over me with her fingers, she popped it into her mouth and then descended again, sliding the sheath down my cock with her mouth. My hips arched into her mouth as she did, the sensation unreal and traveling straight up my spine. She popped up quickly. “See? I have skills.”

“You certainly do, Mistress.”

Hungrily, she slid her voluptuous body on top of me and placed my cock at the entrance to her dripping shaved pussy, easing herself down on my length with a guttural moan. “God, I love nice, young dick.”

As she started to grind on me, she took my hands and cupped her big tits with them. “Pinch my nipples. Hard.”

My thumb and forefinger tightened, and she winced, but kept my hands on her big breasts, massaging them. “Ffffuuuccckkkk…yes…”

Releasing my hands, she leaned back on top of me. Her pussy was tighter than I expected, like a velvet glove around my cock. “Slap them. Hard!”

I’d never slapped a breast before, but this kinky woman was definitely expanding my horizons in a rapid fashion. Many new ideas for my sexual repertoire. Slapping one side, she gasped. “Harder! Just with the edges of your fingers!”

Rearing back with my hand as much as I could, I slapped sideways, and it was like a powerful graze across her big tits, and she moaned, her pussy suddenly feeling like it was getting wetter. “I love knowing that I’ve been fucked when I look in the mirror. Again!” she cried.

A red welt had already appeared, and when I slapped her again, she gave another cry of pleasure, loud and satisfied. “MORE!” Her hand plunged between us, and I felt her fingers start to ferociously play with her clit, rubbing it with eager speed.

If my job was to keep fucking and slapping, that’s what I was going to do. I pushed my cock up into her hard with every blow I was giving both big breasts, and quickly she started to moan and gasp. “FUCK! YES! I’m going to CUM!”

Her shudder when she tipped over the edge was obvious, her entire body shaking as the red continued to bloom on her sexy tits above me. The hand between us stilled and then sped up again as she cried out and arched her back even more.

“YYYYYEEEEESSSSSS!”

She didn’t hold back, gasping loudly and letting her pussy flood my cock with wetness. “Ooh…damn…fuck, I just came so hard.”

Quickly she slid off me, turning over and presenting me with the gorgeous ass I’d admired. “Now I need you to fuck me hard.”

Entering her from behind with ease, my cock sang with pleasure as I bottomed out with one thrust, wet noises coming from her soaked pussy as I thrust deep. A hand reached for one of the toys on the bed.

Her sexy ass rippled while I fucked her, and I took the riding crop she handed to me, eagerly hefting the lightweight rod in my hand. It didn’t even need to be stated what she wanted. “Yeah…yeah…come on, stud…fuck me harder!” she gasped.

I let the crop lash down on her ass cheek, and she cried out with pleasure, pushing back into me as hard as I was thrusting. Another lash went onto the other cheek, a line of red appearing on her thick skin, and suddenly we were both gasping, moaning and hearing wet fucking noises along with the crack of the crop on her sexy butt and legs.

“YES! YES! AGAIN! HARDER!” she screamed. I gave her a really hard blow, and her legs trembled, with a gorgeous gush of pussy juices coating my cock all of a sudden. Putting her head down, her whole body shook. “AAAAAHHHHHHHH!”

Her ass paused and then her back arched with a loud wail, her muscles squeezing my cock tightly as she flooded my dick with cum. There was no way I could stop the freight train of my own orgasm, but I also knew I didn’t need to stay quiet. “I’m going to CUM!”

“Cum on my ass!” she gasped, and I quickly yanked my cock out just before I let go, tearing the condom off me and letting a fire hose burst onto her sexy welted cheeks. I was shocked that there was so much still built up inside me after the orgasm she’d given me earlier, but I managed to paint her gorgeous butt with ropes of my cream.

Panting for breath, I collapsed onto her back, and she sighed. “Like I said, I love young guys. Fuck, that was good.”

She shifted away from me, and I lay down on my side, not afraid to show her I was pretty damned tired. A sheen of sweat was all over my body. “Glad you enjoyed it.”

Pulling me towards her, she kissed me with enough passion and tongue to make my body respond right away again. Her sexy tits rubbing against me and her pussy grinding against my crotch was enough to keep me at least semi-hard, even though I was exhausted.

“Oh, don’t worry. You’re going to get a fucking rave review.”

She looked over at her phone. “Okay, time’s almost up. Why don’t you clean up and get dressed.”

Wow, it was refreshing that she was okay with letting me go. There was a small bathroom with a towel so I could clean myself up a bit before I got dressed. Checking out my marks, there were at least two decent sized welts that I was going to have to deal with somehow. At least, if I wanted to see Lana soon.

How the hell was I going to explain that? I’d have to come up with something.

As if reading my mind, when I walked back towards the door fully dressed, Dalia was waiting. “A small tip. You can buy concealer to cover those marks if you don’t want other clients to see them. Or anyone else.” A wink followed.

“Thank you. I appreciate the advice.” She stepped into my arms and tilted her head, offering her lips once again. The kiss this time was more chaste and tender, which was welcome.

“I’ll definitely see you next quarter.” She smiled. “Lots of fun stuff we can explore together.” Another kiss, and then the elevator arrived. I entered it with weak legs, seeing that my hair was pretty disheveled. Walking out past the concierge, I was positive he and the valet knew exactly what had just taken place. Freshly fucked didn’t even begin to describe it.

When I checked my phone, there was a message from Lana. Thinking about you. Hope you’re having a good night.

I certainly had. But of course, the guilt came easily when I realized I’d lied to her. Again. Another message quickly came through, but it was a notification that I’d gotten paid.

There was always a moment of pause when I saw the money that had been transferred into my account. Plus, Dalia tipped me generously. It was completely changing my life to be doing what I was doing, but it also meant I was essentially living a double life. Along with dating a woman who had no idea what she was getting herself into.

But there was no way I could tell Lana. We’d been sort of dating for a few weeks and hadn’t quite had the serious talk yet about where things were going, but I could tell it was on the horizon soon and definitely the elephant in the room when we were together. So far, we’d avoided anything serious by mostly doing activities and then ending up in bed, which I wasn’t complaining about.

After what I’d just experienced, I knew it couldn’t continue much longer.


CHAPTER THREE

The next day I woke up feeling every part of what had happened the night before, but like Dalia had said, a lot of the stuff she’d done to my skin was already fading. And the concealer was a superb idea.

When I went to the drug store, nobody even blinked at the fact that I was buying makeup, so at least that was covered. Lana was busy anyway with a birthday party the following night, so I didn’t have to worry. And it also freed up my time to take on another booking if I needed to.

So, when my phone lit up, I was more than happy to see it was Nicole. I was starting to get used to having money, and had already gotten myself some decent new clothes, plus a couple of new video games for my downtime.

It was great not to have to worry about pulling out my debit card when the time came to pay, knowing my bank account was growing rapidly. My student loan balance was dropping like a stone.

I was even thinking about Lana and I going on a trip. Her birthday was coming up and heading to a nice place for a long weekend of good food and tons of great sex was a fantastic scenario. Especially if there was a hot tub involved.

But when I read the request, it was a first time encounter again for me.

It’s a bachelorette party. They want a cowboy theme like the show Yellowstone, apparently. So dress up. And you’ll be stripping, plus basically the women requested that sex be on the table if needed.

If needed? I didn’t know what that meant, but I’d heard about bachelorette parties and how wild they could get. The bachelor parties I’d attended with friends had been pretty tame, but at least one of them had a man getting some action in the back room of a strip club, and apparently women were down for the same thing.

When I got the details, it seemed pretty straightforward. A hotel suite, about a dozen women, and I was expected to show up in my cowboy attire and strip, plus maybe entertain a bit. I made sure to brush up on my dancing a bit, watching a couple of YouTube videos of Magic Mike just in case.

Good thing was, I had cowboy boots buried in my closet from a trip to Texas years before. That was a lucky sign. On top of that, all I needed was a shiny belt buckle, a denim shirt, and jeans that I could easily take off. I’d already bought some sexier underwear, so that went underneath. It was the first time I’d needed a costume for a job.

The clients were partying in a hotel suite downtown, and I managed to find parking not too far away. Walking through the downtown area, I didn’t feel out of place until I walked into the hotel and glanced at the front desk, who gave me a funny look as I headed towards the elevators. I knew better now than to announce that I was looking for something, because it made them suspicious.

When I approached the door of the room, I could already hear music and tons of female voices and laughter behind it. A firm knock had the door open quickly.

“Are you Colt?” a brunette with long, flowing hair greeted me with a big smile. “You look like a Colt.”

“I am,” I nodded. A couple of other heads poked around her, and I heard a loud squeal from behind as they turned towards the group.

“I’m Stacey. Come on in.” She was in club attire, and when I walked into the massive suite, there were about a dozen women gathered, including one with a sash and a tiara on. “Ladies! Gather round! We have some entertainment for our blushing bride!”

The women were all standing with big smiles and drinks in their hands, and a whoop went up. Scanning the room, all of them looked like they were pretty friendly. It was a bunch of women around my age, and they all looked pretty normal.

Except one.

My heart sank into my cowboy boots. It was Lana, staring at me from the back row with a shocked expression on her face.

Shit. Shit. Shit. How was it possible that the party she had been invited to was this one? She’d lied about the fact that it was a birthday, but because I was there, it was pretty obvious why. But now my heart was in my stomach, and I couldn’t do anything about it. 

I had no idea how she’d react to seeing me in that position, performing for a group of women. I mean, she’d told me she was very open about sex, but I’d also basically been lying to her about my job for a few weeks, and finding out like this wasn’t going to go over well.

The women were already cheering loudly. A ring of chairs gave me a very obvious space to begin my performance. With my outfit on, I heard the music blasting and knew that I had to just take a deep breath and begin doing what I was being paid to do.

Walking into the middle of the room, I was virtually shaking with nerves. Practicing in front of a mirror and watching videos was one thing, but putting moves on ladies like I’d seen other guys do wasn’t something I was used to doing. Plus, I’d never been a very good dancer.

Grinding my hips, I walked around the circle of chairs, paying attention to each woman slowly, letting my hands wander around a bit within reason. Almost all of them, including the bride, were obviously excited and embarrassed at the same time.

Standing in front of her, I only hoped she was happy as I unbuttoned my denim shirt and quickly whipped it off, a loud scream echoing in the room again. The music was loud, and I was starting to get into it, grabbing her hands and placing them on my pecs. I quickly glanced over at Lana, who was staring at the spectacle.

Moving to Stacey, who was beside the bride, she quickly took the lead, letting her hand run down my stomach and cupped my bulge. Okay, she was aggressive about it.

That was fine with me. I was supposed to get mostly naked anyway, but I’d heard stories about bachelorette parties getting wild from my buddy who also worked for the agency, and expected that maybe I’d have to get naked.

Spinning away from her, I shook my ass a bit more and got in the face of a couple of other ladies sitting in the chairs. The song ended and the women all clapped as another one started.

I’d been hired for an hour, and therefore I knew I’d probably have to dance for a good fifteen minutes. Good thing I had worked on my cardio recently.

Grinding on the bride was fun because she was playfully pulling away, but I was getting nothing but lusty eyes from more than one of the bridal party, mostly Stacey, who I could tell was more than interested in seeing more if she could. Glancing at Lana, she was still completely expressionless.

Moving over to Stacey again, I put her hand on my fly, and she quickly unbuttoned it, allowing me to step away and turn around. As I slowly lowered my jeans, the ladies all screamed again when my black underwear was revealed. I stayed bent over, wiggling my ass and tried to block out how silly I felt.

The good news was, I was already pretty damned hard, so when I turned around, my length was encased perfectly in my tight underwear, and the ladies all whooped again when I leaned back to outline my length in my briefs.

When I turned towards one of the other women, she surprised me by running her hand down my stomach and then into my underwear, tugging them down. My hard dick emerged quickly, and I instantly wondered if I should cover myself up, but from the looks and screams I was getting, it wasn’t needed.

I hadn’t expected to be fully naked, but nobody seemed to mind. Even the bride was peeking through her fingers at my length.

The second song ended, and another slower one began. Stacey held up a  can of whipped cream and motioned me towards her. “Come on there, cowboy! Let’s have some fun!”

I thought we were already having fun, but approaching her with my dick out, I glanced over at Lana, who was now looking both amused but had her arms folded. The ring of ladies certainly weren’t letting me through to try to talk to her, and I wasn’t about to try talking while I was standing there naked with an erection.

Stacey held up the can and grabbed my cock, hitting the release so that whipped cream spurted out, covering me and splattering on the floor. All the women screamed with laughter as I let her coat my cock and stomach.

My cock was covered with whipped cream, and as I approached the bride, she quickly waved me away, obviously completely mortified about what was happening. Okay, if she didn’t want anything to do with me, there were obviously other women who did.

Right beside her on the other side was another member of the bridal party, and as I turned towards her, she whooped and beckoned me forward. There was definitely nothing bashful about her as she quickly leaned down and licked a long line down the cream covering my shaft. Her bride friend looked shocked, but I was concentrating as much as I could on not only staying hard, but when her lips kissed my cock head, it twitched and the ladies all screamed again.

She almost lunged and suddenly her lips kissed at the tip of my dick, and my cock flexed, spraying whipped cream up onto her face. The entire room shrieked and hooted with laughter, and I had to admit, it was pretty damned funny.

Stacey motioned me over, and lifting the can, she sprayed my dick again, and this time turned me to offer it to another woman, who leaned back in mock refusal. But the next woman used her finger to scoop off some of the whipped cream, my hard cock bobbing in front of her. When she popped the cream in her mouth, the room squealed again.

I continued to dance, my cock the center of attention, making sure not to go anywhere near Lana who was still hanging out in the back row. Once the song was finally finished, I took a bow and all the ladies cheered. Gathering my things, I knew I needed to get cleaned up and dressed, and then figure out what to do about the fact the girl I was dating just found out I was a stripper. And of course, get all the whipped cream off my dick.

When I was looking at myself in the bathroom mirror, I saw a man looking back who looked ridiculous. Covered in whipped cream, a discarded cowboy outfit on the floor, and having just gotten paid to do something so insanely silly for a group of horny women. A knock came, and when the door opened, my heart skipped a beat, wondering if it was Lana.

But it wasn’t. It was Stacey, the girl who’d hired me. I covered myself up a bit as she slipped inside and closed the door behind her. Her back was to the door, and I could hear the ladies outside all partying with the music going.

“So, everyone absolutely loved your performance. We’re going to the bar soon. Did you want to join us? Keep the party going?”

That would make for a wild night, I was sure. The implications were obvious, and as attractive as she and a few of the other women were, it was tempting. But I had to try to talk to Lana before she bolted. “Uh, I appreciate the invitation, but I definitely shouldn’t.”

“Aw…that sucks. I bet you have some killer moves on the dance floor.” I finally turned around. After all, she’d seen me naked already. “But don’t worry, I’ll make sure you get paid before you go.”

“Thanks, I appreciate it.”

“Are you sure there’s nothing else we can do for you?” Without even waiting for an answer, she sidled up to me and reached her hand out, cupping my sticky dick. “The bride doesn’t seem to want to enjoy any fun with you. But I sure do. And I really want to suck that nice, fat cock of yours.”

When she dropped to her knees, I knew I should probably stop her. But before I could barely blink she had my cock quickly in her mouth, licking and sucking me until I was rock hard again. It only took a short time. The woman had some serious skills with her mouth, and enthusiasm went a long way when it came to a blowjob.

Without all the others around, her head was bobbing back and forth and watching her lips suck me was a thrill. I hadn’t expected it, but the tension that had filled me the second I started to get touched, especially with Lana watching, definitely needed some release.

Even though my body was wracked with guilt, Stacey’s skilled sucking meant that quite quickly, I was feeling my balls tighten and my cock get ready to explode. When I grabbed her head to tell her I was about to cum, she didn’t pause for a moment.

“Oh, FUCK!” I gasped, exploding inside her mouth, and she swallowed every drop possible, inhaling my cum like she was downing a shooter. Kissing my dick when she was done swallowing, she stood up with a smile.

“Consider that your tip.”

“Thank you.” I gasped.

Stacey wiped off her mouth with a grin. She slipped out of the bathroom on her own, and I could only hope Lana didn’t notice that she’d spent some time with me alone.  

When I finally cleaned up and emerged from the bathroom minutes later, a cheer went up from the room. My face blushed red, because it was pretty obvious what had happened with Stacey’s lipstick smeared all over her face and the way the others were giggling.

And Lana was nowhere to be seen. Shit.

She probably had a pretty good idea what was going on in the bathroom with Stacey in there alone. After the show that I’d put on for the ladies, there was no hiding what I was anymore. Or maybe I could get away with telling her I was just a stripper, but as I gathered my stuff, a couple of the other women thanked me for a fun time.

The bride was definitely grateful too, but when Stacey handed me the payment she leaned in. “Hopefully I’ll see you later.” I checked the envelope, and inside was a business card with her number written on it.

All I could think about was Lana as I headed to my car. We hadn’t even spoken, and the fact I’d been busted like that was looming over me. I had to text her right away.

Hey, so I guess we need to talk.

No bubbles. No response, even after a few minutes. Shit. My heart was sinking until the phone vibrated in my hand. But it wasn’t the message I was looking for.

Instead, a message came through from Nicole.

Looks like you made quite an impression. Somebody wants you to head back to the hotel in a couple of hours and they’ve paid double for short notice. Are you up for it?

Crap. Turning down the sudden booking wasn’t a great idea, but I could only think about Lana and what she might be thinking. Perhaps the booking was her?

No, there was no way. It had to be one of the bridal party. I didn’t know who, but I wasn’t about to say no.

Sure. I’ll do it.

Excellent. I’m going to give the client your number to tell you when to meet them.

Taking a deep breath, I went to my car, checking my phone every minute to see if Lana had texted me back. Nothing. But after about twenty minutes, my phone buzzed.

Hey Colt, it’s Stacey. Meet us at the hotel in about half an hour. Same room.

See you then. I replied. My intuition was bang on, and knowing that Stacey wanted to hire me for much more than just a blowjob had my mind split. On one hand, it was my job, and having a chance to spend some sexual time with her was going to be really great.

But the guilt still lingered. I had to make sure it didn’t affect my performance.

The time arrived, and I headed back to the hotel, knocking on the same door. Stacey opened it with a smile. “Hey, Colt. Glad you were available to come back.” She smiled. “The bar was really fun, you missed out. You didn’t get a chance to meet Katie.”

Another member of the bridesmaids was sitting on the bed, and smiled at me as I walked in. “Hey, Colt.”

“I hope the bride had a good time?”

“She’s in bed already. Way too drunk.” Katie laughed. “But she had fun.”

“And now, we want to have some fun too.” Stacey grinned. The sultry look on her face told me everything I needed to know. And the payment had been made for an hour of fun. Which meant only one thing. I had to shove down all the torn feelings I had inside me about Lana’s reaction and actually do my job if I expected to keep it.

Nicole told me very clearly when I was hired on that one screwup or dropped client would put a big black mark on my record, and that meant no more bookings. Which would mean no more money.

No, I had to put everything aside. Even if it meant that Lana wasn’t going to be a part of my life anymore. My future was more important, and this job was going to give me financial freedom. I’d just have to figure out how to explain myself to her.

The two women seemed to be quite comfortable with the fact there were two of them in the room with me, and as soon as I turned to Stacy, knowing exactly what she wanted, she virtually attacked me.

Her kiss was intensely passionate, a moan escaping her as her lips sucked on my tongue with need. I wrapped my hand around her waist and let it drift down to her lovely ass, squeezing it.

Katie was beside me on the other side after standing up, and I had to ensure that she was just as into the encounter as Stacy seemed to be. Her kiss was a bit more tentative, but her hands definitely weren’t.

Unbuttoning my shirt, they ran down my bare chest and abs, and she quickly let them dart lower and cup the bulge that had suddenly reappeared.

I’d gotten one hell of a blowjob barely an hour before, but that didn’t matter. Now I was most definitely going to have to entertain two other ladies, and when they met in front of me and sensually kissed one another, it told me they were as intimate with each other as they were about to be with me.

Watching two women make out had me rock hard within moments. I quickly realized that I was about to have one hell of a threesome, and I was definitely ready for it.

Katie’s hand slipped into my pants, and when she found my lengthening cock she fumbled at my belt. I helped her undo it, and as soon as my pants opened, I was throbbing and ready, fully at attention. “Goddamn. That’s such a nice dick.” Stacey moaned. Her lips found mine again, and as she kissed me I felt a set of lips engulf my cock, glancing down to see Katie’s eager head bobbing down my length.

I peeled off Stacey’s dress, lowering it past two perky little tits. Grabbing one of Stacey’s lovely mounds, I sucked on the taut nipple while Katie continued to suck at my length, making sure I was rock hard again, even after the display from earlier. I don’t know what deity I needed to thank for the ability to get hard several times a night, but I said a silent prayer again.

Healthy living. Or whatever. All I knew was I had one woman letting me devour her breasts and another inhaling my dick at the same time.

We all tumbled onto the bed, and Katie didn’t miss a beat, crawling between my legs and inhaling my cock again.

Letting Katie continue, I tugged Stacey onto my body, and she quickly straddled my upper body, finally nestling herself over my face. Her panties got yanked aside easily, and it revealed a gorgeous mostly shaved pussy with a lovely landing strip. Inhaling her musky scent, I started to tongue fuck her slit and she leaned back to rub it against my mouth, moaning. “Fuck yeah…goddamn, that’s so fucking amazing.”

Katie finally relinquished her hold on my cock and she stood up, sliding her dress over her head. Kneeling on the bed, she slid up behind Stacey and grabbed her tits from behind. The two women turned their heads and lustily kissed one another, making my dick throb just watching the sapphic display they were putting on for me.

Stacey slowly slid down my body and hovered over me, my cock jutting straight up. Lowering herself slowly, I felt her dripping wet slit embrace my dick and then I slid fully inside her with one thrust. She gasped with the sensation, and started to rock her hips up and down, riding me with continuous gasps coming from her as Katie watched and continued playing with her breasts.

Seeing her bouncing on my cock, her gasps of pleasure got louder and faster until she shuddered on top of me, wailing out that she was cumming. As soon as she did, she climbed off and was quickly replaced by Katie.

I had to change positions to not blow my load, so I threw Katie down on the bed and fucked her prone body, lifting myself above her as her pussy happily embraced me, her guttural moans coming quickly while I fucked her into the bed.

Gasps and moans from all three of us filled the hotel suite, and soon I was lost in the fact I was happily getting fucked like a porn star, alternating between the two women. Because of the blowjob earlier, I had amazing staying power.

Both women were thoroughly enjoying every part of the hotel room. As soon as one yowled out that they were cumming, the other would position themselves somewhere else. It made me feel like a porn star, fucking them on chairs, dressers, against the windows, and finally on the bed where I was making out with Stacey while Katie took my cock for the third time.

I was standing up, finally ready to unleash my load, and when I pulled out of Katie I grabbed my dick, intending that they get a lovely load of my cum all over one of them. Stacey quickly grabbed Katie and they slid in front of me. I knew exactly what they wanted me to do.

Both women eagerly looked up at me, my cock quickly spurting out a load that coated Stacey’s face and when I turned, Katie gasped as a stream hit her cheeks as well. I’d never suspected that getting cummed on was something women would actually enjoy, but more than one client told me it was like the icing on a slutty cake.

Stacey quickly turned to her friend and started to clean off her face, and the erotic display in front of me kept driving out thoughts of betrayal. At least, for a moment. The two women collapsed onto the bed.

“Goddamn. Worth every penny.” Stacey sighed. “I hope you like repeat business, Colt.”

Katie’s hand ran over my stomach. “God, you would be so much fun for a whole night.”

“Maybe next time.” I said, and both women laughed. My body was exhausted, but exhilarated at the same time. My first ever threesome, and it was definitely one to remember.

By the time I got dressed and finally left, with a massive deposit ready to hit my bank account, I had almost forgotten about Lana.

Almost.

Still no message on my phone. Fuck. Driving home felt like something heavy had fallen over my heart, and it told me I definitely couldn’t keep doing what I was doing. Having Lana see the other side of my life had been unexpected, but it sort of forced the issue, and that was totally okay with me.

I just didn’t know how to explain what was going on without losing her.


CHAPTER FOUR

The morning after my stripper adventure, my phone finally buzzed with a message that I wanted to see. Sort of, anyway. My heart leapt when I saw it.

I think we definitely need to talk.

I paused before typing back, trying to make sure I used the right words. This was going to take some careful navigating.

I’d love to. Want to meet up tonight?

The bubbles appeared and then disappeared. Obviously, Lana was having a hard time figuring out what she wanted to do. I was sort of happy she hadn’t blown me off right away.

Yes. Come over at 7 tonight.

My heart felt heavy, even though I was thrilled at the same time. It wasn’t like I had been caught doing anything wrong, but I had hidden a fairly big part of my life from Lana, and I didn’t know how to deal with it. At least she hadn’t cut off all contact with me.

I’d been expecting her to block me and cut me off entirely, so having a chance to explain myself was going to be pretty welcome. But what could I say? Could I get away with saying I moonlighted as a stripper and that was that? Then I’d be lying again, and I wanted to stop doing that.

If I revealed the truth, it was probably going to mean the end of my relationship with her. I’d researched enough to know that often gigolos had a hard time keeping girlfriends or any type of serious relationship, for obvious reasons. Partners having sex with other people was usually a pretty clear deal breaker for a lot of women. Or men, for that matter.

When she buzzed me into her building, I didn’t know what to expect. Or what I was really going to say. Hey, so funny story…

Even when she let me into her place, looking as gorgeous as usual, I could tell that she didn’t really know what to say either. Even just wearing a tight t-shirt and shorts she looked insanely hot. I was taking it as a good sign that she’d invited me over and looked casual, and when we sat down on the couch, I told her as much.

“I’m really glad you invited me over. You look amazing.”

She smiled, at least. “Well, I wanted to talk. I mean, it was a bit of a surprise to see you last night.”

“I know. I wasn’t exactly expecting to see you either.” I nodded, trying to figure out if she was mad or not. “And I didn’t get a chance to say anything to you.”

“Uh, yeah. I left as soon as you were done. Figured with that crowd and knowing those girls, they would probably get a bit wild if I stayed longer. And…I sort of didn’t know how to react. It was sort of a shock.”

I wasn’t about to reinforce how wild they actually got during my performance, and especially after it was done with Stacey in the bathroom. Guilty feelings were difficult for me to process, and all the hiding had finally gotten me into a place where I’d betrayed her trust. Mostly because I thought I could keep my hidden life hidden.

But if I was going to be in any kind of serious relationship, this whole second life was going to be impossible to hide. And I really had to stop trying. If Lana didn’t want to deal with it, then that was fine. Better off she found out from me rather than how it happened, but it was far too late to take that back.

“I definitely need to explain. There are some things you obviously don’t know about me.”

I watched her take a deep breath. “Yeah.”

But before I could say anything, she suddenly cut me off. “Sooo, before you explain.” She looked down. “There’s actually something I need you to know first.”

“Okay.”

I could see conflict darting back and forth in her eyes, and she kept looking around. “Sorry. I just…I have no idea how to say this. I haven’t exactly been a hundred percent honest with you either.”

“Say what?” I was wondering what she possibly could need to say that was worse than what I was about to reveal.

“A lot of people think my family comes from money, but they don’t.” I nodded. She never really brought it up, and I assumed because of the clothes she wore and the decent condo she lived in there was some type of support. She could even afford to pay me for tutoring.

Another deep breath, and now she was looking at the floor. “So…in order to pay for school, I’ve had to do some things. I didn’t want to tell you yet because I didn’t know where this was going. It’s been going really well so far, though. I really like you. And after finding out about you last night, it’s only fair that I tell you what I need to tell you.”

“Well, I like hearing that.” I said, wondering what direction this was heading in. It sounded like she was about to confess something instead of me. “And I really like you too. Which is why I need to tell you…”

I couldn’t even get my truth out. “I’m a cam girl.” She blurted out. “There, I said it. I…do stuff online. Like videos and private chats. So kind of like a stripper. Just not for groups of people. For guys.”

My mind swam. She’d just admitted that even though I was obviously a sex worker, she was one too. Which brought a flood of relief washing through my body. Her eyes were almost brimming with tears, and it made me want to hug her.

But the revelation was even better for what I had to reveal. It meant we were on an even playing field, and that meant I didn’t have to hide the full story.

Now it was my turn to take a deep breath.

“Um…okay. Now, it’s my turn to make a confession. So, I guess I should tell you I’m not just a stripper.”

Her eyebrow raised a bit, but there was half a smile on her face. I took a final, deep breath. “I’m a gigolo.”

A moment passed between us, and her jaw dropped slightly as she took in what I’d just said. “Wait a minute. So, you don’t just…strip. You actually…”

“Have sex with women for money? Yeah.” I let out the breath I’d been holding. Even though I was shaking with anticipation of getting gloriously dumped, at least the secret was out.

“Jesus, no wonder you’re so good in bed,” Lana said, and it shocked me. The last thing I expected to hear was her complimenting me.

Then the realization of what she’d said hit me and it was my turn to ask a question. “Wait a minute. You perform online for guys? Like, stripping and sex stuff?”

“And you do the same thing, except in person?” A dawning realization came over her face, and I could feel it blooming on mine.

It was so incredible that we both broke out laughing. There was no other way to react to the fact that both of us had just confessed that we were in the sex industry. And neither of us had any idea.

She looked at me grimly. “So…I need you to be honest. Did you fuck any of the girls at the party?”

I gulped. “Well, they kind of paid me to. So, yes.”

“They!?” she sounded incredulous. But not angry. And I knew it was a bit of a test. If she knew the girls, they were going to tell her anyway.

“Yeah. Two of the members of the bridal party.”

“A threesome.”

“Yeah.”

She paused. I didn’t really know how to react, but figured it was best to let her take the lead.

“Tell me about it.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, tell me about it. What happened?”

I took a deep breath. “Well, after the show I was leaving, and then got called back.”

“Who called you back?”

“My agency. They do all the bookings. And they said somebody wanted me to head back to the hotel room. But when I got there, it was two somebodys.”

“I bet one of them was Stacey. She’s such a fucking slut.” Lana said. But she still didn’t sound angry. “Go on. What happened when you got there?”

“Well, she was there with one of the other women, and…”

“And what?” She leaned forward. Her tongue licked her lips. Was she getting horny?

“Well, we started kissing. And then the clothes came off. And then we all fucked.”

“I need more details. Like, you kissed one of them and then the other, or a three way? Did they suck your cock?”

She was pressing, and I was having a hard time thinking about her motives for all the details, but I knew I had to be honest about everything. “Yes, they both did. At the same time.”

“Oh, shit.” Her eyes went wide. “And then when you fucked, did you fuck them both?”

“Yes.”

“More than once?”

“Uh…yeah. Like twice for each of them. All over the suite.”

“Jesus. You’re a machine.” Her eyes turned up, like she was being cheeky. “Like a really amazing sex machine. How much do you make?”

“Make?”

“Like, to fuck someone.”

“Uh…I think five hundred.”

“For a night?”

“For an hour.”

Her eyes went wide. “You make five hundred dollars an hour for sex?”

“Well, yeah. I mean, the agency takes a cut, but…yeah.”

“Holy shit. And is there anything you won’t do?”

“I mean…I haven’t had that come up yet.”

“How long have you been doing it?”

“Not long, actually. Like, only since…just before we…”

She laughed. “Are you serious? Like, right before we had our first date?”

I shrugged. “I think it gave me the confidence to finally ask you out. And obviously, it worked.”

“It definitely did.” She smiled and took my hand. “And after it happened, I was really happy you worked up the confidence.”

My mind was blown that I wasn’t getting thrown out. “So…this is all okay?”

“Listen, you’re a great guy. And I can’t exactly condemn you for what you’re doing, because I’d be a hypocrite. Plus…it kind of gives me ideas.”

“Like what?” My ears perked up.

“So…what if we made a video? Like, together?” The smile on her face was genuine. “We could share it or not, but I’d really love to watch you…fuck me. It makes me hot thinking about it. I love watching my own videos.”

“Damn.” My cock swelled almost instantly, and not because I was now quickly realizing what could be possible. Not having to hide anything anymore and still being able to keep my relationship was so far beyond my imagining I never even considered it. “But I have sex with other women.”

She shrugged. “But it’s your job, right? Like, you’re not on Tinder slaying random women, right?”

“No, not at all. You’re…well, I guess you’re it.” I paused. “If you want to be my girlfriend?”

“Like, we make it official?” she said coyly. “But what about all these other women you’ll be having sex with?”

Before I could stammer out a response, she quickly put a finger over my lips. “Just so you know before you answer, I’m bisexual. And…talking about sex really makes me wet.”

The finger trailed down my lips and my chest, and when it found my bulge she traced around the head of my lengthened cock. “Like, thinking about you fucking my friends is actually making me really hot.” Her fingers tightened. “And I have a lot of sexy as fuck friends.”

With her hand around the bulge, she kissed me with passion, and like a flood of pent up energy was being released, my desire for her ignited like flames being doused with gasoline. Being able to relax about what had been going on behind the scenes, plus knowing that I could be open about things from now on, made my entire body relax.

The kiss between us had more lust than usual, and she moaned as I quickly slid her t-shirt over her head, yanked her bra cup aside, and tongued her sexy, hard nipple, sucking it gently. Pressing my head into her, she yanked my hair. “Ffffuck…you make my pussy so fucking wet, baby.”

She called me baby. My heart leaped, and without any hesitation I grabbed her shorts and tugged them down, almost fumbling with the clothes in order to get them off. Once she was naked, I shoved her onto the couch and spread her legs, finding a deliciously wet pussy and yanking her panties aside to bury my mouth inside her gorgeous muff.

“God, yes…I fucking love your mouth on my pussy.” She gasped. I sucked at her labia, dancing across them with my lips and teasing her clit with my tongue.

“Hang on. I have an idea.” Reaching for the table across from the couch, she grabbed her phone. A smile broke across her face as she held it up. “Okay. Keep licking me. I’m going to cum on record. Camera’s facing me, so you don’t have to worry.”

It was so kinky, knowing that she was taping me eating her pussy. But the words that came out of her were even better.

“Fffuuuuck…I’m getting my pussy licked right now…it feels so fucking good…” the moan she let out made my dick twitch. “My man is making me feel soooo fucking amazing.”

Finally able to relax, I let my mouth enjoy her whole slit, licking her like a man possessed. I wanted her to know that no matter what happened, she was going to get the best of me I could possibly give her, so I focused on bringing her to the ultimate peak of pleasure with as much skill as I could muster.

The lovely slit tasted like honey, and the commentary as I circled her sexy bud with my lips and sucked on it gently was something new.

Her expressions were exaggerated, but the sounds she was making were right out of a porn movie. I knew she was good at dirty talk, but this was an entirely new level. “Dip that tongue in my slit…fucking deep, baby…yyyyeeeessss, oh, fuck I’m so close…”

When she started to gasp out that she was cumming, her hips writhed against my mouth and I knew it was totally genuine, even though she was filming herself.

“OOOHHHHH! OOOOHHHHHH! FUCK YYYYEEEESSSS!” Her hips bucked, and her mouth opened and closed, loud gasps filling the room. When I stopped my mouth and kissed her slick mound, she sighed like a little girl.

“Jesus. I just came so hard. My pussy is soooo ready to get fucked.” She gasped, and then pursed her sexy lips.

The phone was tossed aside after that, and she grabbed my head. “Get up here. Holy shit, you’re worth hundreds with that mouth of yours.” Our kiss was more passionate than I expected, especially with her tongue cleaning the scent of her pussy off my mouth. Her hand clutched at my cock, and she growled into my ear, licking it. “Bedroom. Now.”

I let her stand up and lead the way, and her t-shirt went over her head, being tossed aside. Holy shit, she was sexy as hell. When she peeled down her shorts, from behind her ass was a work of art, and my dick was throbbing as I virtually ran after her.

She leaped onto the bed, and I quickly followed after stripping myself down. My lust was firing on all cylinders, and I’d never wanted her more, which was saying a lot because I’d spent months lusting after her from afar as my client. Kneeling on all fours, she grinned at me. “Come and show me what five hundred bucks an hour is worth.”

I almost tackled her once I was naked, and suddenly we were akimbo in each other’s arms, her legs wrapping around mine and our lips desperately fusing together. Like suddenly, neither of us had to hold back from what we truly wanted, which was to be as close together as humanly possible.

Preferably with my cock buried deep in her pussy, fucking her until we both exploded in sweaty orgasmic bliss.

Eventually she ended up on top of me, her perfect teardrop breasts in my hands. I teased and rolled her nipples between my thumb and finger, and she sighed as her perfectly shaved pussy ground against my cock.

“Wait. I have another idea.” She slid down and gave my dick a quick suck, then ran and grabbed her phone. I was treated to her gorgeous ass winking at me again, and wondered what else she had in store.

“Here, take this.” She climbed on top of me, and the screen of her phone had a full view of her insane body about to mount my jutting dick, which was sticking up like a staff because I wanted her so much.

“Look at this nice, big dick I get to ride.” She looked down at the lens and licked her lips, rubbing my cock back and forth across her slick tunnel. “I can’t fucking wait. It’s my favorite cock.”

Her favorite cock? That was good news. As she eased down on me, I had to stifle a groan of intense pleasure as her heat sucked me in and clamped down around my shaft like a vise.

“Aaaaaahhhhhh…yes.” Lana gasped. “God, he fills me up so much. This cock was made for me.”

It was an incredible perspective, and because she was so wet I sank all the way into her with one steady drop of her gorgeous hips, my cock fully engulfed.

Holding up the camera, I was getting a perfect shot of my cock plunging into her pussy while she rode me. “I fucking love your cock.” She moaned, squeezing me. “It’s so goddamned big inside me.”

I’d watched her fuck me a bunch of times, and it never got old. She was easily the hottest girl I’d ever had sex with, and my number was increasing steadily, including some pretty damned hot ones.

But watching her insane body riding me, playing with her breasts and seeing her flat tummy flex, it was a vision right out of my greatest sexual fantasies.

Leaning down, her lips hungrily found mine, and she hissed into my ear. “Come on, mister sex worker. Fuck me like you’ll never fuck anyone else.”

My dick surged, and I started to thrust up into her harder and faster, until she was gasping with every movement, her tits bouncing above me. When she came again, it was announced to the entire building, and her pussy flooded me with her slick heat, then she bore down and I knew I couldn’t last much longer.

I had been filming the entire spectacle, but when I swelled inside her, she almost ripped the phone out of my hand and held it up to her face. “Oh, shit…he’s going to cum inside me!” Her muscles squeezed me harder, and I went right over the cliff, firing a massive load of cum into her eager pussy.

She bore down harder, grabbing the phone and vamping for the camera, licking her lips at the same time. I could see she was used to performing. “OOOOHH YES! He’s cumming in my pussy! Making it all nice and creamy…” when she said the words nice and creamy she ground herself down on my dick and squeezed, like she was milking out the last drops of my cum inside her.

“Holy shit.” I gasped quietly. Lana looked down at me and smiled, but then looked back at the camera.

“Guys, I think he’s happy. And I have a lovely pussy full of creamy cum. Want to see it?”

Of course, there was nobody to answer her except me, and I was a very happy puddle underneath her naked body. She giggled as she dismounted me but then lay back right away and let the phone move between her spread legs.

I watched enraptured as a thick dollop of my white cum glistened at her slit, and her fingers played with it, spreading it around. “Ooh, fuck…it’s so hot inside me.”

Dipping a finger into her mouth, she moaned. “And it tastes so fucking good.” Her lips closed and sucked. “I hope you all really liked watching that, because there’s going to be more to come. Let me know!”

She wiggled her fingers at the camera and then tossed it aside, crawling on top of me. Her lips found mine, and I didn’t even care that she’d just licked my cum off her fingers. She was a goddess, and I was lucky enough to have her as my girlfriend.

“Did you like that?”

I laughed out loud. “Are you kidding? I’m just a bit nervous about watching it.”

“Well, we can talk about that. Because I’m not sure I’m ready to go public with something like that. But I have to say, it made me soooo fucking hot!”

She nestled into my chest and kissed it. “And thinking about watching you fuck someone else is definitely okay. Hearing about it made me crazy.”

“So…we’re good?”

Lana kissed my chest. “More than good. And we’ll have to discuss more about it because of what I do. But knowing that I don’t have to hide anything is so amazing.” She curled into me even tighter. “You’re amazing.”

“You’re amazing too.” I sighed, kissing the top of her head.

After what had just happened, I had no idea what was going to come for our future. Could I date a sex worker, especially while being one myself? How were we going to deal with it if either of us got jealous? Saying it was okay was all fine, but it might make things tough.

Still, I knew she was worth it. Especially after being so open minded about my new job.

With her in my arms, we cuddled and talked, and tried to be open about everything we’d experienced. It was a new dawn for our relationship, and definitely a new situation for me as a gigolo. With a girlfriend that I was rapidly falling for.

Could gigolos fall in love?

I was going to find out.

THE END
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