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It’s just a simple request, right? Go meet a lovely lady and do a job. A favor for a friend. Even though the job sounds like an awful lot of fun, it’s still intimidating for Sam to undertake.

What it does is open a world where a simple college tutor can be anyone he pleases, including the guy who gets the girl. And sometimes he gets into situations that he never would have imagined experiencing. Like seducing a nerdy young woman, or tying up a wife while her husband watches.

The owner takes notice and suddenly Sam is thrust into the spotlight, where he can be whoever he pleases, even around his gorgeous crush.

He just has to let his other side out.

Just a Gigolo is a new erotica novella series with steamy encounters and lots of humor. One click now for a short read novella that will burn up the pages!


CHAPTER ONE

The ramen noodles were boiling as my phone went off. I sighed, because I’d been looking forward to quiet high sodium meal flavored with my favorite packet. Today’s choice was Spicy Seafood, and it smelled great.

Call me ASAP bro.

It was my good friend Andy, and the fact he wanted me to actually call him rather than text was unusual. I turned down the stove and quickly tapped his name to make the call. He picked up right away. “What’s up, budday?”

“You’re the one who texted me. Is everything okay?” Andy was a great guy when you needed him but had a knack for getting into some interesting situations. Everyone had that one good friend who was a bit weird and unconventional, and he was mine.

Ever since we were roommates during our undergraduate degrees, we’d been fast friends because he was the guy that made sure I actually got out and socialized. I was the guy who made sure he actually graduated. Although he wasn’t exactly using his degree in communications for work.

Well, maybe he was, actually. In a much different way.

“Bro, I’m just in a bit of a problem right now, and I have a weird question for you.” That was nothing new, coming from Andy.

“Shoot.” I was used to him making requests and having to drive places, or pick up weird takeout, or sometimes even tell a girl he’d been with me last night when he hadn’t. As long as it never went into anything criminal or harmful, it was fine.

“So, I have this booking that I can’t make tonight, and I need you to go in my place. Airport hotel, two-hour session, totally cool vibe.”

“What?” I was completely taken by surprise. He was seriously asking me to take over a job for him? And Andy’s job was anything but normal.

“Come on, man. You’ll be doing me a solid. Plus, you get laid!”

I couldn’t believe what Andy was saying. “You’re serious about this?”

“Nobody will ever know.”

My mind was racing. I’d always wondered what it might be like to step into Andy’s shoes, considering his profession. But actually doing it? That was a whole different story. “Can’t you just cancel?”

“No way. I’m already in enough trouble for canceling last minute once last week. If this customer complains, I’m in deep shit.”

“Won’t they complain that I’m not you? I mean, your pictures are on the website.”

“Put on some nice clothes and do a good job, and she won’t care. I guarantee it. I’ve filled in for guys before, and as long as you rock their world, it’s fine. Just make sure she has a few orgasms.”

He said it so nonchalantly. Like it was just magic that I could have a woman writhing in bed with me, orgasming at the drop of a hat.

Okay, wait. I should probably back up a bit.

What my friend was asking me to do was go to a hotel room as a gigolo and sleep with his paying client. A total stranger who had registered on a company website, paid for sex from a guy who looked like Andy, and probably expected her world to be rocked. Whatever that meant.

He started to beg, so I knew he was serious. “Come on, dude! You’re the only person I trust to do this. And you’re the only one who could pull it off. Your body is rocking now, and I know you’re a stud in bed. I remember how much the ladies used to scream.”

I’d just finished training for a Spartan Race and as a result, I looked pretty darned good body wise. But Andy was a whole different level than me. Built, jacked, could bench a kajillion pounds. No way any woman who’d seen his shirtless photos would settle for me. But we were the same height, at least.

“Plus, I’ll give you sixty percent of the money. It’s six hundred bucks, bro.”

My eyes widened. “Six hundred bucks!? You make that much?”

“How the fuck do you think I can afford my life, dude?”

I knew he was doing well, but not five hundred dollars an hour well. Of course, most of it went into his car, partying and whatever else he did. And when he dated girls, he always spent a ton of cash. Why did he even need to date? He was getting sex all the time.

Secretly, I was jealous when he told me about his lifestyle. Under the guise of being a personal trainer, a few months ago he’d confessed to me he actually worked for one of the biggest escort agencies in our city as a male escort. They only had a few men on their roster, but the ones they had were in decent demand, which I’d never even considered.

Meanwhile, I was a struggling grad student with loans and tutoring in my spare time to make ends meet. There was a stipend for being a teaching assistant, but it was barely enough to keep me in ramen noodles. The thought of six hundred dollars was insane to me, and if it also came along with some sex, the deal sounded kind of amazing.

“Won’t your agency be kind of mad?”

“Let me deal with that. My boss is pretty cool, so as long as I make sure the client is happy, she’ll be okay with it. All you have to do is make sure you do a good job.”

“A good job? What the hell does that mean?”

Andy laughed. “You know, rock her world. It’s not like you’re a virgin, dude. And I can walk you through the details so you have all the little parts down. Other than that, just don’t be a twenty pump chump and make sure the lady has a couple of orgasms. Or whatever she wants you to do.”

He made it sound simple. But the thought of having sex with a stranger and having the pressure of performing on top of it? It made me nervous.

But I’d been single for a while, and the thought of maybe a no strings attached encounter sounded kind of good. It was almost like a blind date, right?

“Bro, it’s hundreds of dollars. And if you do a good job, who knows? Maybe you’ll get on the roster too if you want. The job is pretty awesome, not gonna lie.”

On the roster? Like, get a job as a gigolo?

“Yeah, I bet.” I laughed. “But seriously, are you for real?”

“Buddy, I’m stuck. And if anyone can help me, it’s you. You’re in good shape, just dress nicely and do the thing. It’s no big deal.”

Yeah, have sex with a stranger and get paid for it. No big deal. Even if it was legal, it certainly was a daunting idea.

“So, I have to have sex with her?”

Andy laughed through the phone. “Oh, no! I have to have sex with a woman! And she’s actually pretty cute. Just your type. Like, nerdy cute, you know? I think she just wants to get her rocks off with a stud. In town for some convention or something. Probably an accountant. And they’re freaky in bed, man.”

Okay, I definitely wasn’t a stud. But it wasn’t sounding too bad. “So you go to the hotel, have a drink, usually it’s get to know them a bit, and then the action starts. The only thing you need to make sure of is to bring condoms. And probably some lube just in case. And then do whatever she wants.”

“Whatever she wants?”

“Hang on, let me check something.” He paused. “Nope, no weird requests. No dressing up like a horse or asking to be tied up. Just a real standard, vanilla booking.”

Well, that was a relief. “Why can’t you do it?”

“Bro, I have a date. With a smoking hot blonde who just happens to be…get this…a twin. And they’re just here from Europe for this weekend, and her sister likes me too. Can’t pass that up. They’re leaving in two days, and I gotta seal the deal.”

Andy was always prioritizing his dick over anything else. Which was ironic, considering what he was asking me to do. He begged again. “Come on, man. There’s nobody else who could pull this off.”

“What about your…co-workers?”

“Bro, I already checked, and they’re all booked already. Place is busy on weekends. And I can’t tell my boss I’m bailing last minute. I already did that once and got in serious trouble.”

My mind was racing. What he was asking of me was kind of beyond the principles of friendship. Or was it? We’d been out before over the years, and he’d asked me to take one for the team when the girl he was trying to hook up with had a less attractive friend. And a couple of times, the girls had been really amazing. Was this really any different?

The money was one thing that was pretty enticing. Another was the opportunity to maybe do away with all the ideas of dating and just jump straight to the main event, as it were. I always wondered what that might be like, but one-night stands weren’t my style at all.

“Come on, man. I just need it this one time, I promise. It’s in a couple of hours. I’m desperate.”

Taking a deep breath, I heard myself agree. “Okay. Send me the info.”

“Awesome!” Andy exclaimed. “You’re the best. I promise, it won’t be a problem. You just make the client happy.”

Just make the client happy. As Andy disconnected the call, I didn’t even know what that meant, really. Obviously, somebody hiring a person for sex wanted the experience to rock their world, as Andy so eloquently put it.

I just didn’t know if I was a world rocking guy in the bedroom. My previous girlfriends had always been satisfied, I just had no idea if somewhere inside me was a sexy, confident guy just waiting to emerge.

But I was about to find out. Whether I wanted to or not.


CHAPTER TWO

Later that evening, I found myself in the parking lot of an airport hotel, drumming my hands against the steering wheel. Was I really about to go through with this? Andy had coached me through what the usual process was through text, and he reassured me that the client didn’t request any special kinky stuff. Just straight on service, which meant getting to know her, and then we’d get down to business. He’d told me she was cute, so that was a bonus.

Once he revealed the world he was in a bit more than I already knew, it didn’t sound that bad at all. But there were still a million questions running through my mind, mostly about my performance. I’d never had a woman be disappointed in my sexual prowess, but it had been a while since I’d slept with anyone.

Checking my watch, it was time. Andy had given me a room number, and he told me to just walk into the hotel like you’re supposed to be there. Confidence. Yeah, right. I’d worn a nice shirt and a pair of decent pants and made sure I smelled good. Walking across the parking lot felt like it took forever, and I was sure as I made it to the elevator that every staff member I saw was about to scream and point at me.

Taking a deep breath, I knocked on the door. The moment of truth. He said the client might just say no, but it was my job to get her to be okay with the fact that I was a substitute. She didn’t have to know I was completely inexperienced.

The door opened. “Um…can I help you?” A woman stood there, and from Andy’s description, it was definitely my client. And he was right, she was damned cute.

I froze. Did I have the wrong room somehow? “Hi, are you Dana? I’m…from Dreams? The agency?”

Her eyes narrowed. “You’re not Apollo. What’s going on?”

It was clear to see she was a bit confused. Not angry, at least not yet. “Uh, no. He was called away unexpectedly. I’m…” what the hell was I going to call myself? Shit. The thought of a Western movie popped into my head for some reason. “…Colt. I’m here instead. If that’s okay.”

“Uh, sure. Come in?” She turned, and I walked into the hotel room. It was pretty typical, with a king sized bed against one wall, a desk and a television, big enough to also hold a loveseat with a balcony outside. A lovely view of the airport. Closing the door behind me, I took a breath.

The woman who’d let me in was older than I was. Long brown hair was waving down around her shoulders, and she was wearing tight jeans and a cute brown shirt that hugged a decent set of curves. I didn’t know what I’d expected, but she looked a lot like any woman I’d meet out at a bar, just about ten years older.

Her makeup was done and glasses framed a very cute face with dimples as she turned and waved at the dresser surface. “Since you’re here, do you want a drink?”

Okay, so she wasn’t flipping out and seemed to be okay with me not being the person she booked. So that meant I wasn’t hideous. The next step loomed.

Andy had coached me through things as only he would. “Make sure you serve them drinks. Talk to them, get to know them. Pamper them. It’s about fantasy, so treat them like gold. And in bed, they get whatever they want. Make sure you take condoms.”

At least, that’s the amount of coaching I got. But it was enough to let me know I should be pouring the drinks. “Here, allow me.”

She giggled, and it was cute. “Such service.” Sitting down on the bed, she sighed. “I know this must be pretty weird. At least, it is for me.”

“Not weird at all.” Although it was very much like a blind date where I knew sex was guaranteed. If she didn’t throw me out. I quickly managed to get a couple of glasses of vodka and mix together, and clinked plastic glasses with her. “So…”

I quickly realized I didn’t even know how to start a conversation with the spectre of sex looming over our heads. “…tell me about yourself, Dana. What brings you to town?”

Dana took a breath. “I’m just here for a course. And because it’s far enough away from home, I thought I’d indulge a bit and try something new. The website came highly recommended. A friend of mine used Dreams last year and said she had an amazing time.”

Trying not to gulp my drink to calm my nerves, I nodded. “What kind of course are you taking?”

“It’s a course in stitching. I’m a stitcher.” Her face flushed a bit. “So nerdy, I know. But it’s a fun hobby.”

“Not nerdy at all. I’ve never actually heard of that.”

“Want to see my work?” Her face lit up suddenly, and she took a gulp of her drink and headed to her suitcase. Pulling out a canvas, it was dotted with…well, stitches. And it looked like a sunset from a beach perspective. “I’ve been working on this one for a while.”

“Wow. That’s gorgeous.” I said honestly. “I’ve never been a crafty type of person.” It looked like the type of thing that required meticulous attention to detail and a lot of time.

“Yeah, not a lot of guys are. So, it’s hard to meet people, you know? I guess this is just my way of…indulging.” Her face flushed a bit again.

“Look, there’s no need to be nervous.” I couldn’t tell her I was just as nervous as she was, but I wanted to reassure her somehow. “Tell me more about your stitching. And what do you do for work?”

We chatted about her art and life for a bit and finished our drinks, and she quickly poured another one. I could see I wasn’t the only one who was nervous about the encounter, and that made me feel a bit more assured.

That was when I realized I had absolutely no idea how to start things off. Kissing? Stripping her clothes off? I was probably supposed to take the lead somehow. What would Andy have done? Probably just thrown her on the bed, right? But that wasn’t my style. He said it was all about her fantasy, right?

“I guess maybe this is foreplay? I had no idea what to expect from this. My friend didn’t give me a lot of details about the…you know.”

Neither did mine. She put her art aside, and suddenly the tension in the room grew.

“I think it’s great you’re doing this.” I was being honest, and it had the desired result. Her eyes met mine, and she laughed.

“I never expected to talk about my hobbies or anything like that with…someone like you.” She said. “No offense intended. I thought you’d come in and just tear my clothes off and rock my world.”

I barely even knew how to respond. “Is that…what you wanted?”

“Honestly, I don’t know what I wanted.” She said. “This whole thing is kind of weird. So I guess it would be better if you took the lead. But just don’t get all caveman on me.”

That made me smile. “No caveman. Me good.”

But that meant she wanted me to initiate things. I tried to pretend it was like any other date. Moving to the bed, I sat down next to her and put my arm around her waist. “Why don’t we start with a kiss?”

“Okay.” She giggled. Her head tilted, and it felt awkward leaning in, but as soon as our lips brushed together, she sighed. I tried to keep it soft and gentle until I felt her relax a bit, then allowed my tongue to probe her lips. She accepted it, and what had started as a gentle kiss rapidly accelerated into something more.

Her skin was soft, and she smelled amazing, and the way our tongues were exploring had my nervous cock hard as a rock in moments. That was a massive relief. When the kiss finally broke, she sighed again. “That was nice.”

“Yes, it was.” I was sort of stuck on where to go next. Strip her? Probably. But she gave me a reprieve.

“I brought something to wear. Do you want to see it? It makes me feel really sexy.”

“Absolutely.” I nodded, and when she stood up and took a bag into the bathroom, I was suddenly nervous. This was about to happen. I was in a hotel room with a woman about to have sex with her, and even though it was supposed to be transactional, she seemed really nice, and cute as hell.

“Okay, here we go.” I heard a couple of minutes later, and when the door opened and Dana stepped out, my cock responded instantly. She was wearing a virtually transparent one-piece lingerie that was cut like a swimsuit, and the white material made it so that her breasts and pussy were covered, but you could see just enough to be enticing.

Her big breasts were fuller than I imagined, with dark nipples. With her hair down, they were partially covered to make it seem just a bit hidden, and her legs tapered up into the mesh crotch of her lingerie, showing me just a hint of bliss between her legs. She had a great body.

There was only one response I could think of, and maybe it wasn’t super alpha, but it was how I felt. “Wow.”

She blushed and turned around, showing me that the lingerie back was a thong, and the thin strip slid up an absolutely gorgeous butt that was firm and round. “You like it?”

“It’s…yeah.” I was somewhat speechless. My sexual encounters thus far had been mostly rushed and never super fulfilling, so I’d never had a woman wear lingerie specifically for me before.

It was having an effect just seeing her in it, and even though I barely knew her, suddenly a flood of lust came through me. I was ready to seduce her and beckoned her forward. “Why don’t you come over here?”

Still sitting on the bed, she walked over and I took a solid look at her big breasts, covered by the lingerie. At least a D cup, they hung perfectly, and I could see two hard nipples underneath the sheer material. It was easy to see she was nervous, but I took her hand, and she stepped between my legs as I sat up. “You look absolutely gorgeous, Dana.”

My hands ran up her waist, and I was starting to enjoy the fact I knew she definitely wanted sex. It was just up to me to provide an experience that she’d remember, so that meant I had to be attentive to her needs and make sure I rocked her world as much as possible. Sliding my hands around her body, I cupped her ass cheeks. “Mmm…I like being spanked.” She sighed. “Please.”

Taking that as a hint, I quickly slapped her ass on one side, then the other. The action felt unusual, but fun. A red bloom appeared, and Dana giggled. “That feels so bad. But it makes me so wet.”

It made me realize, maybe that’s what she wanted. To feel desired, like somebody was so into her they lost all control and wanted her to be a slut for them. I wasn’t used to treating women like that. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t.

“Take off the top. I want to see you bare.” I tried to sound commanding.

“Ooh, okay.” She sighed. Slowly, she took off one strap of the negligee, then the other, and then when she peeled it down her big breasts popped out. They were fantastic, with barely any sag, and they looked incredibly soft. “You like them?”

“They’re amazing.” I cupped the globes, my fingers spilling over her soft mounds, and massaged them gently. All the foreplay was also unusual for me, but I was really enjoying it. A buildup before the big event, and Dana seemed to really be enjoying it too. She kept looking down at me, and I could see her pulse was pounding in her throat.

Leaning forward, I kissed one breast and then the other, finding a nipple with my lips and teasing it with my tongue. I’d made sure to read up on some tips for proper sexual seduction, and the number one thing I’d read was to go slow and make sure the woman was good and ready before progressing to the next step.

Covering all her curves, I pulled her head down, moved back to her lips, and she kissed me lustily this time, her tongue sliding against mine. It was obvious she was getting into it, and with the throbbing staff in my pants, I definitely was too.

But this was all about her. I cupped her sexy thick ass and massaged it, then gave it another spank, harder this time. “Turn around.”

“Ooh, okay.” She giggled. I was treated to her facing away from me, but then she bent forward and the lingerie slid up, showing me the thick ass I’d just spanked. It was already flushed and slightly red, and the thong she was wearing tugged up between the cheeks.

Okay, definitely needed to perform some oral sex, which I actually thoroughly loved to do. The woman I’d lost my virginity to told me if I could make a woman cum, they would always be a return visit, and it had never steered me wrong. I was always grateful to her, even though I hadn’t had a lot of conquests over the years.

Spreading her thick ass cheeks, the string of her thong pulled up and exposed her pussy, which was tufted with light hair. But it was also glistening with dew, making it obvious how aroused she was. Leaning in, I kissed one cheek and then let my tongue dart between them, flicking it up her slit.

Dana gasped. “Mmm…yeah. Oh, I love a guy who knows how to make me cum with their mouth.”

That was all the encouragement I needed. Tugging the thong aside, I began with long, slow swipes of my tongue like I was trying to collect all the lovely juices flooding out of her The fact her lovely little rosebud was there was too tempting to resist so I let my tongue graze it as well, and that elicited yet another lovely little gasp of pleasure.

Eating out a woman from behind was something I hadn’t done before, but Dana was enjoying what I was doing, so I stayed right where I was and kept going. One piece of advice I’d been given was to let the woman guide you, and they will let you know when you hit the right places.

She was happily doing that as I explored her entire sex with my eager lips and tongue. “Oh, shit…yes…fucking lick my pussy…you’re such a fucking stud, Colt…that’s so goooooooddddd.”

Tonguing her asshole created another little squeal of delight, and I slid a finger inside her dripping cunt to plumb it deeper. She leaned harder into the bed and began to really moan and move against my mouth and fingers. “Yeah…yeah…fuck, you’re eating my pussy so good, Colt.”

Just maintaining a steady rhythm was easy, and soon I was rewarded with some higher pitched squeals, and then her legs started to shake. “OOOHHHHH! YES! I’M CUMMMMMIIIIINNNNGGGG!” It was almost violent as her ass cheeks shook with the force of what was an obvious release of sexual tension from her pussy. A lovely flavor covered my tongue, and I kissed her cheeks as I lifted my head.

She turned her head with hazy eyes as I stood up behind her. “Jesus. I was expecting exemplary service, but you just ate my pussy better than anyone ever has. Nice job. Holy shit, I just came so hard. I need to sit down.”

“I’m happy to hear it.” I was suddenly struck with not knowing what to do next. In this type of situation, I probably would have just plunged my cock into her wet pussy from behind, but I wanted to let her take a lead if she wanted to. It was her time, after all. “Please, feel free to lie down.”

Dana crawled onto the bed and her sexy butt pointed up in the air. I massaged her back, and she sighed as I ran my hands up and down her legs, trying to make sure I didn’t rush anything even though my dick was begging to dive into her.

“Take your clothes off.” She looked at me, and stripping for her was another novel experience. It made me self conscious as she watched, but I’d been working out hard, and I didn’t see any hint of disappointment. When my pants and shorts came down, I tried to give it a bit of a flourish and she laughed.  

Rolling over, she beckoned me into her arms and kissed me again, this time with lots of passion. It was intensely erotic to feel her tongue licking at my face, making sure that she tasted the flavor of her own pussy off my lips.

Now that I was naked, my cock was screaming to enjoy her body and I felt her hands roam across my chest and abs, finally resting on my erection. Fingers wrapped around me and stroked it a couple of times, as if she was making sure I was ready.

She moaned and then pushed me back on the bed. “I want to be on top.”

There was no argument coming from me. My cock was sticking straight up, and she quickly slid her sexy hips across me, not even removing the lingerie, which just made her body look even more enticing. But then I froze, thinking about something Andy had mentioned about a dozen times. “Wait. We should probably use protection.”

She laughed. “Damn. You’re right. I was so into it I almost forgot. I really hope you have some.”

“Yes.” Quickly, almost running to my pants, I retrieved a condom and undid the foil, slipping it over my cock with ease because I was so hard. Returning to the bed, she repositioned herself on top of me, and when my covered cock touched her wet pussy, she lowered herself all the way down with a loud moan. “Mmmmmmm…”

A gentle surge coursed through me, knowing that Dana was enjoying every moment we’d had so far, and this was going to be the ultimate part of it. All I had to do was make sure I didn’t explode in moments so she could be totally satisfied.

Instantly I felt wetness and warmth, even through the barrier. “Damn. You’re nice and big.” She said, placing her hands on my chest and starting to slowly rock her hips. It was perfect seeing her sexy tits hanging down, and as she moved faster, I moved my hands to them, massaging the heavy globes. Dana sat up and grabbed my hands. “Fuck…this is so nice…I love being in control.”

“This is all about you.” I told her, grabbing her hips and making sure she was guided up and down my full length. Thanks to the condom, I realized I could last a long time.

Her sexy tits bounced as she rode me, moaning and writhing her hips. I could see that there was some pent-up sexual energy inside her she needed to get out, and I was thrilled in that moment to be the man she was doing it with. I was giving her something she truly wanted. Release, a fantasy.

As the pace sped up, she was gasping with every thrust and grabbed her tits, pinching the nipples and arching her back. Damn, she looked amazing on top of me. There was just enough friction to keep me going, and I knew all I had to do was hang on and she was going to continue to enjoy me.

When she slid a hand between her legs and I felt her rub her clit, it was obvious she was close. I thrust harder from below her, making sure to hammer inside her pussy as her fingers flew back and forth, and I could feel more wetness coming from her, soaking my crotch. Her little moans became gasps. “Ah…yes…yes…yes…fuck meeeeeee.”

Skin was slapping, and her cries only increased until finally she jerked and gave out a loud wail.

“Oh, FUCK YES!” she gasped. “Fuck my pussy, you fucking stud! COOOOOOLLLLLLTTTTT!” It sounded ridiculous to hear her screaming my fake name, but the orgasm she had was very real. I knew that because her pussy squirted all over my cock, soaking it with cum and wetness. She sat on top of me, shuddering as if she were having a seizure.

I was shocked with the result. Wetness dripped out of her, and her tits were almost glowing in my hands. The lingerie was soaked, along with my crotch. She kept gasping.

I’d never made a woman squirt before, but knowing that she’d definitely orgasmed, and orgasmed hard, meant that I could do whatever I pleased as long as she was happy. Once she was done shuddering, I wanted to enjoy her body like she’d just enjoyed mine.

Throwing her off me, I spanked her ass again, and she moaned, looking back at me while I lined my cock up with her pussy from behind and thrust back inside with ease. There was so much slick coating everywhere I probably could have been dry, and she would have coated me with one deep hammer of her pussy. The bedspread was stained with her lusty juices.

She got up on all fours, showing me her round ass, and I palmed it while my cock buried itself inside her deep and hard. Now we were just fucking like animals. I took hold of her hair with a hand and yanked on it, making her wail. “YES! Fuck me, you fucking STUD!”

Didn’t she like being spanked? I slapped her sexy thick ass, making the cheek bloom red, and she certainly didn’t protest. Somehow, this anonymous encounter was rapidly turning into some of the best sex I’d had in a very long time, and it wasn’t going to end anytime soon.

But I also had to make sure she was completely satisfied. And if I didn’t last a bit longer, she might be disappointed. Maybe she wanted some more kinky fun. I pulled out of her and quickly pulled her off the bed. Our lips met in a lust-filled kiss briefly, and then I pushed her towards the dresser, with a perfect view from the mirrored closet right across from it.

She bent over and spread her legs again, and this time when I was fucking her from behind, we could both watch. I saw she had her head turned and was smiling at the sight of her body being used like a rag doll, my cock plunging deep between her thick ass cheeks while her big breasts rocked.

“Yeah, fuck that pussy! I LOVE IT!” she cried. Thanks to the condom, I had even more staying power than usual, so it was easy to keep going until I heard her cry out loudly that she was cumming another time. My heart was hammering in my chest, and her ass was flexing in my hands while I gripped her lovely tits as they swayed underneath her.

“I’m going to cum, Dana!” I gasped, knowing that it was close to time. There was no way to know if I should just flood the condom or pull it off and cum somewhere else. Some women were definitely into that, according to my internet research.

“I want your cum on my tits!” she gasped. Quickly pulling out, I tugged off the sheath of latex and jerked my cock as she turned and kneeled in front of me, holding up her lovely big jugs like a target. “Right here, baby. Cover me with it.”

That was all it took. Tightening in my balls and I gasped, my dick exploding with thick ropes of cream all over her lovely big tits, coating them with white. It was like I was a porn star in my own video, covering my lovely starlet with a big cumshot. Which seemed like it was exactly what she wanted, because she immediately ran her fingers through it and licked some off her fingers. “Yummy. Mmm…that was a lovely big load of cum on my tits.”

“I aim to please.” I gasped, letting my breath come back. It had been a very intense sexual encounter, and much longer than I was used to. Cardio was going to have to be on my workout agenda if I was ever going to do this again.

Her arms stretched above her head after she stood up, and she ran her hands down her body. “God, that was exactly what I needed. That was incredible.” The compliment made me flush, but the awkward part was, I didn’t know what to do now. Did a gigolo cuddle with their client afterwards? Make out a bit?

I was relieved when, like before, she made the decision for me, and I was grateful for it. “Just going to get cleaned up.” She smiled at me as her thick ass swayed towards the bathroom.

That meant things were over. It was kind of awkward but also sort of liberating at the same time. My job was done. I’d performed well. Or at least, I hoped so. If orgasms were any indicator, I’d definitely given her a good time, and I’d had a great one as well. She was really cute, and the entire experience had been fun. Plus, I was actually getting paid for it, which was crazy.

I could hear her humming in the bathroom, so that was also a good sign. Probably a good idea to clean up. Grabbing the condom, I quickly put it in a tissue and threw it out, straightening the bed for good measure. When Dana came out, she was in a bathrobe. “Damn. Not only great sex, but cleaning up afterwards? You’re like the ideal man.”

It was obvious that our transaction was over. Even though she technically had half an hour left. I grabbed my clothes and started to put them back on while she watched. “Listen, I know this was supposed to be a one-off thing for me, but if I come back into town, would you maybe…be available again?”

It surprised me. Plus, this was supposed to be a one-time thing, helping out a friend. But the answer was obvious. “Um…I’d definitely love to. Contact the agency, I guess.”

Her smile was genuine, and she sidled up to me seductively again. “Yeah. That was an amazing time. Everything I could have imagined. Can I have one more kiss?”

Our lips met again, and when I felt her body press into me, my cock stirred quickly again. What did people in my position do if the client wanted another round? I had no idea. Better just to get out of there before I let things happen naturally. The kiss ended, and she sighed. “Okay.”

Picking up her purse, she opened her wallet and handed me a very large bill. “Consider this a tip on top of what the agency gives you. Just think of me when you spend it.” It was a hundred dollars. And that was on top of what Andy had promised me.

“Uh…thank you.” Part of me felt guilty for taking money for what had just happened. But it was a service, right? Even though I was very happy with providing it, what was going into my bank account was going to pay half my rent that month, which was mind blowing.

We kissed lightly one more time, and after I left, the door shut behind me with a wave. Tension felt like it melted out of me once I was out of there and knew I’d taken care of her. I’d told Andy I’d text him when it was all over, so once I was outside the hotel and in my car, I quickly sent him a message.

Everything went well I think. She was great.

The response quickly came through. Sounds like I missed out. But you did me a solid. Appreciate it. I’ll make sure your money gets sent as soon as I get mine.

I gave him a thumbs up and closed the phone. My body was still feeling the thrill of what had just happened. It was easy to see how the whole thing might become an addiction because it had been such a rush the entire time. Definitely didn’t feel like work.

It felt like something I would happily do again.


CHAPTER THREE

The next day, I didn’t even believe what had happened was real. Colt had done a great job, obviously. And Dana had been amazing to have fun with. The anonymous nature almost made it more fun somehow. Just go in, do the deed, have a good time, and then leave.

She’d been fun to hang out with and get to know. And then the sex was amazing. Andy had told me stories before about some of the funnier things he’d encountered with clients, but that wasn’t a concern for me. At least it hadn’t been with Dana.

It was getting paid for it and the fact that it was transactional that was still weighing on my mind. Obviously, that was something Andy had no problem with because he was used to casual sex, but that wasn’t my usual M.O. I preferred sex a slightly different way.

When my phone rang and I saw it was him, I picked up right away. “Hey, Andy. Is everything okay?”

I was still worried that maybe Dana complained about something, even though she’d given all indications she had a fantastic time with me. Was the sex good enough by gigolo standards? I had no idea. What made really good sex? None of my previous partners had ever had a problem, but then again, they weren’t paying for service.

Andy laughed. “All good, my man! Bro, I don’t know what you did, but you really did a solid for me. The client absolutely loved you. So much so, she said when she comes back to town, she only wants to see you! She left comments that you were incredible. In every way, hint, hint. You’re going to put me out of a job if you keep giving the ladies good times.”

There was a bit of a warm glow about that. I’d really enjoyed being with Dana and had hoped that she did too. “But I have some awesome news for you. My boss wants to meet you. I think she might want to offer you a spot.”

“A spot?” She?

“Bro, a job with the agency. Like becoming one of us. The money is ridiculous. You’d be able to pay off your student loans in a year, probably. Maybe less. I make five hundred dollars an hour.”

Becoming a gigolo? The idea was so crazy I almost didn’t believe him. “Are you serious?”

“Wouldn’t be saying it as a joke, bud. I’m sending you the money today from last night.”

My mind raced. I was literally headed to a tutoring session that was going to pay me about forty dollars. Instead, I could be making five hundred. The money was potentially too good to pass up. “So, what do I have to do?”

“I’ll give Nicole your number, and she’ll reach out. Cool? She wants to meet you in person and interview you to see if you’re okay. Just don’t blow it. We could be working together, man!”

I had no idea what that meant. All I knew was I had to get to my tutoring session, because that was my proper job. Plus, my client was someone I really wanted to see. “Okay, man. Thanks. I’ll wait to hear from her.”

A new career in sex work? How did even happen to a guy like me? All I’d done was get to know a very cute woman and do my best to rock her world in that hotel room, and now the possibility of something much bigger was thrust upon me.

My head was still spinning as I walked into the library, but as soon as I saw my tutoring client, it quickly focused like a laser on her. Mostly because she was one of the hottest girls on campus.

Lana Callum was sitting at a study corral, and as usual, she looked insanely gorgeous. Whenever we met at the library, suddenly there was a gaggle of guys who would find reasons to study near her, mostly because they wanted the occasional glance.

She was at school on a cheerleading scholarship, so most of her time was dedicated to working out and flipping around. School was secondary, and she also partied a lot according to what she’d told me when I inquired about her plans once in a while. So, she always had trouble with a couple of classes and had asked for tutoring help at the end of last semester. We’d been working together occasionally ever since, and I didn’t mind at all.

Today she was wearing jeans, but they hugged her hips like a second skin like always. She was the type of girl who could make guys walk into poles because they were staring as she walked. Her sorority letters were emblazoned on her shirt, which was cut just a bit short, enough to show a strip of her flat stomach. The package was completed by an amazing set of perfect natural B cup breasts and her blonde hair flowed over her shoulders.

Lana knew she was hot too. Not that I was immune in any way, because I crushed on her just like every other member of the male population on campus, but the fact she knew it and leveraged it sometimes was a bit of a turnoff. Still, whenever she leaned in to focus on what I was telling her, it was impossible not to look at her plumped, glossy lips and wonder how it would feel to kiss them. And other parts of her, of course.

“Good evening!” I said with a flourish. She looked up and giggled.

“Well, good evening yourself.” Her smile literally took my breath away, and as I sat down next to her, I saw a couple of jealous glances from guys around her who were way too afraid to approach. “Thanks so much for meeting me on short notice. I really want to make sure I have everything down before the midterm tomorrow.”

“Happy to help, you know that.” Like I always said, and then immediately wondered if it sounded lame. I’d never been in any situation where a woman like Lana would even give me the time of day, and had always focused on being just a nice, dependable guy that girls could rely on. But I also knew in the back of my mind that it didn’t get me anywhere.

Lots of girls liked assertive guys. Almost to the point of being an asshole. But that just wasn’t my style, so having a shot with a woman like Lana was probably a pipe dream. “Let’s jump into the section you’re having the most trouble with.”

“Awesome.” When she opened her book and leaned forward, I caught a whiff of her body spray, and it gave my cock a reason to wake up. Sometimes when she was near me, it was hard to focus on tutoring her and not fall into a fantasy where I peeled her t-shirt off and devoured her incredible looking tits. Along with the rest of her.

Her Instagram feed was a constant thirst trap, and I wasn’t ashamed to admit I’d jerked off more than once to the TikTok dance videos she posted sometimes. It was like somebody had poured every bit of my lusty thoughts into a body, and now I was trying to focus on tutoring her.

“So, this is the main part I’m having a problem with.” She looked up and totally busted me staring at her instead of the textbook. It was impossible to prevent falling into her eyes, and I turned away quickly and blushed, trying to compose myself. It was unprofessional.

“Okay, let’s start there.” I guided her through the method in a much easier way, drilling it down so that she understood. When we moved on to the next concept, I could see her concentrating hard. Even though she had the looks of a dumb blonde, she was actually pretty smart, and I knew she was planning on doing grad school like me, eventually. There were just some things that tripped her up.

It only made it harder to resist her, because not only was she stunning, but I knew that she was focused on a good future and had an amazing head on her shoulders. As if she could be any more attractive to a guy like me. Too bad she was totally out of my league.

Finally, we finished the last concept, and she shut the book. “Okay, that’s enough for me. If I put anything else in there, I’m going to forget something.”

“I really hope it helped. Make sure you let me know how you did, okay?”

“Of course! And we already have our next session booked, right?”

“Yep.” I paused, and when the words came out, I wanted to snatch them back. “Do you want to go grab a bite really quick before you go home?” My heart sank, like my dick had taken control of my mouth.

Shit. I hadn’t intended to ask her out, but it was like I was possessed. She made me feel that way. And it was totally unprofessional of me to think about us on a date since we were working together.

Her voice paused. “Oh. Uh…” I could see she was trying really hard to come up with a reason not to. “I should really get home and study. Tomorrow, right?”

I’d pushed it a bit. Maybe the newfound confidence from my encounter with Dana had gone a bit too far. “Of course. Sorry. I, uh…good luck on the midterm.”

She smiled, and it lit up her entire face. “Thanks! I’ll text you and let you know how it went!”

Without another word, she walked away, and I couldn’t help but stare after her. Part of it was her spectacular butt in her jeans, but part of it was genuine longing. Having a smart girl who was also drop dead gorgeous was a rare combination, and Lana also seemed to have good values and a lot of things that made her a complete package.

Damn. Oh well.

My phone vibrated in my pocket, and I realized I hadn’t looked at it because I’d been so focused on Lana. There were two text messages.

Sam, this is Nicole, the head of Dreams Agency. I’d like to set up a time for us to meet.

Without waiting for a response, she’d already sent some options.

Wednesday at 1pm or Thursday at 3pm.

Well, that was direct. And I had to pick one. There was no way I was letting the opportunity pass me by. If she was going to be direct, then I was too.

Wednesday at 1pm works great for me.

Excellent. I’ll send the address and look forward to meeting you in person.

The address came through a moment later.

Okay, this was really happening. I had a meeting set in a couple of days with an escort agency, and if things went well, then maybe a job that was probably something most men would have killed to have.

Thinking about Lana, she’d sort of shot down the idea of anything after tutoring. So, it wasn’t like I had anything holding me back from pursuing something with Andy’s agency. I had to see what the place was all about and give the idea a chance.

What had happened with Dana in that hotel room was fun enough to make me intrigued. And if it led to even more, I didn’t have any reason to turn it down.


CHAPTER FOUR

Yet another parking lot, except this time it was outside a non-descript industrial looking building. And this time, the pressure to perform sexually wasn’t on, so I wasn’t quite as nervous. However, the meeting with Nicole was still important. Andy told me that she was the head of the company, and she was impressed with how I’d treated Dana.

I’d never thought in a million years I’d be meeting with a madam, but Nicole ran one of the biggest escort agencies in the state, so if I got in her good books, then Andy said I could write my ticket. They happened to be looking for new talent. I just hoped it wasn’t to replace my good friend.

So dressed in my best outfit that I hoped looked casual but sort of sexy, I walked up a metal flight of stairs on the outside of the address like I’d been told to. When I hit the doorbell, I could see a camera looking at me and then the door buzzed open. Another door I had to knock on, and that one opened as well. Obviously, security was a thing around there.

But when I walked into the place, it was totally opulent. You never would have guessed that inside the decrepit industrial building, there was a gorgeous entry lobby with frosted glass, couches and a desk. And behind the desk was a stunning young woman. “Good afternoon. How can we help you?”

“I have an appointment with Nicole?” I watched her eyes slide up and down my body, and she smiled briefly. Hopefully, that was a good sign. Was she one of the escorts?

“She’s expecting you. I’ll go get her.” The young brunette stood up in a stunning tight dress, and I couldn’t help but feel my libido stir watching her walk through a thick curtain. I’d looked at the website before I came, and the women who worked for the agency were all insanely gorgeous as well. There were only about half a dozen men, and Andy was one of them.

He’d told me there was a very strict rule about dating within the agency. Although that hadn’t stopped him before, apparently.

An older woman walked through the curtain with a broad smile. She was wearing a gorgeous knee-length skirt that wouldn’t have been out of place in any salon, a cream colored blouse, and long blonde hair flowed down her shoulders. There were a couple of tattoos on her arms, and her eyes were intense and deep, fixating directly on me. I could tell she was looking me up and down as she approached, extending her hand. “You must be Sam.”

“That’s me. And you must be Nicole. It’s nice to meet you.” Considering the position I was applying for, it all seemed very professional. Although that reassured me. I’d envisioned meeting in a much rougher place, but it was all class so far. If the agency was legit, then it was going to be much easier to think about working for them.

The hardest part I was struggling with was the thought of having sex with women for money. I mean, it wasn’t a big deal in most parts of the world, and I wasn’t a prude about sex, but it felt slightly wrong. If Nicole and her agency could make it feel somewhat easier to perform the job, then it was something I was interested in. I’d been thinking about it non-stop since she reached out.

“And you’re on time. I like that. Come on back to my office.” She turned and opened the curtain, leading me through.

“This is a really nice place.” I commented, and she smiled as we walked.

“We don’t do a lot of in-house stuff, but some clients prefer it, so we base it all on appointment only.” As we walked by one of the open doors, I could see a big room that looked like it had been transplanted from a hotel, complete with a king-sized bed. “The girls are able to book rooms on their own if they have clients.”

Moving through the hallways, we entered a big office space with a large desk and a couple of pieces of furniture. It looked like I could have been visiting a lawyer. “Have a seat on the couch and we can get started.”

My nerves swelled a bit. I had no idea what to expect, especially because Nicole was a MILF beyond compare in the looks department. “So, Andy tells me you two have been friends for a few years.”

“Since university. We lived together for a bit.” I decided to be as honest as possible with her. There was no point in trying to lie about anything. “He was always kind of the crazy one, and I was the one who kept him in school.”

Sitting down against the desk, Nicole laughed. “I can see that. Can I give you an idea of what we’re looking for? Since you already took care of a client, I know that at least you’re reliable.”

“Of course.” It felt like any other job interview, but she was obviously quite direct. I could appreciate that. Time was money, after all.

“Well, you’re obviously attractive.” That made me feel good. “And have decent style. Although some of our clients request certain things you might have to wear. So, expect to spend some money on clothes. Or maybe costumes.” She flashed a smile.

“My expectations are the client gets what they want. Performance is key, as are things like punctuality and being client focused. Sometimes we get requests, and you have every right to turn them down, or leave the situation if it becomes uncomfortable. It happens occasionally, even though we try hard to vet people ahead of time.”

I nodded. But this wasn’t exactly an interview. “So do I…already have the job?”

She nodded. “Call me the person who vets the talent. If you can impress me, then the job is yours. Although we do things on a probationary basis. If you screw up or let us down, you’re done instantly.”

It felt like it could be a setup. Nicole was stunning, and there was no way any guy would ever turn down a chance to impress her with their body. I’d spent the last week killing myself in the gym just to get my physique better for the meeting. “Okay then. How do I impress you?”

She crossed her long legs. “Well, tell me about yourself. We have to know you’re not just an attractive guy. Some of our clients are quite sophisticated.”

It was good to hear she thought I was attractive. “I’m from the Midwest. My family is all back there, but I came here for grad school to make sure I had the right name on my diploma. I’m planning on going into teaching, or at least I hope so.”

“Okay, so you’re smart. What do you do in your spare time?”

“Hmm. Well, I tutor as a job. I play ultimate frisbee, have done a couple of Spartan races. I like to be active.”

“Anything cultured?”

“Not…really.”

She nodded. “It’s not a bad idea to develop some culture. Things like the arts, knowing a little bit about everything so you can carry a conversation. Some clients love a good dialogue or you have to make it through a dinner party or a dinner date and keep them entertained.”

“That makes sense.” I couldn’t picture Andy talking about opera, but if it came down it, he probably could.

“Do you have your test results?”

“Yep.” I went to my bag and got out the envelope, handing it to her. She scanned the paper quickly.

“Perfect. If you’re working here, you’re expected to get tested once a month, but we pay for the test if you’re on staff. And you are still expected to use discretion in your private relationships, and condoms whenever you’re with clients. Is that clear?”

“Crystal clear. Andy told me all about the rules. And that’s no problem.”

“What you do in your private time is yours, but if it affects your work, then it basically means you’ll be off the roster. Andy himself is skating on pretty thin ice at the moment, but he’s got tons of repeat customers. So, we’ve had a conversation and I’m always very clear. The expectation level here is very high.”

“I understand. You want the best.”

“Absolutely. So that leads us to my next question.” She leaned forward. “Are you great in bed?”

That made me nervous. “I guess so? I’ve never had any complaints.”

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

“No. I’ve been single for a couple of years. Too focused on school and other things.”

“How often do you get laid?”

“Including the other night? That was the first time in a while. I don’t really date much.”

Nicole pursed her lips. “Hmm. Okay. We like men who are confident and have experience, but aren’t cocky assholes about it.”

“I mean, I’m pretty confident about my abilities, if that’s what you’re wondering.” I told her. Meanwhile, I was nervous as hell. There was a gorgeous older woman evaluating me sexually and probing into pretty personal details. Definitely different from any job interview I’d ever had before.

“Well, that takes us to the next step of the interview. Show me your body. All of it.” she leaned forward, her eyes drifting to my crotch. “I need to see you naked. We have a certain standard to uphold, and our men are all well endowed.”

Nerves had taken over, and as much as my cock had loved the way she was flirting with me originally, it had softened since we’d been having the conversation. “Oh, and you’ll probably need to be able to get hard on demand in front of people. That’s something a lot of men struggle with.”

“Well, that’s good to hear. Because getting naked in front of you is making me really nervous, I’m not going to lie.”

“No need to be nervous. I’ve seen lots of naked men before. And just so you know, there’s a bit more on my agenda than just looking at you. So, if you need some encouragement, that’s fine.” She smiled.

What did that mean? As soon as she said it, there was almost a flirtatious tone to her voice, and even though I was about to get naked in front of a stranger, it wasn’t like she wasn’t a very attractive stranger.

“Okay. That’s a very nice penis.” She said. “Can you get fully hard without being touched?”

“I guess that depends on the stimulation involved.” I told her, trying to sound like I was flirting. After all, if she was willing, I was more than game to do whatever it took to land the job.

She laughed. “Subtle.” Taking hold of her blouse buttons, she did exactly what I was hoping for and started to undo them one by one. Cleavage slowly came into view, and then two lovely big breasts encased in a very expensive dark blue bra. At least, it looked expensive. “Maybe this works for you?”

I was still standing there with a semi, but as soon as she started taking her clothes off, thankfully my little head responded. My cock grew even more, and within a minute it was pretty damned hard. And that was without even seeing her naked. She was stunning, and even sitting there in just a bra I was fantasizing about what was under it, and that seemed to be enough.

Her eyes roamed over me as I continued to grow, and she nodded. “Very nice. That will definitely do.” She continued taking her blouse off, and when it was put aside, she stood up from behind the desk. When she walked around, her tight skirt hugged her hips, and I loved that she was wearing stockings underneath it. “Size is one thing. But there’s another part to this, which is making sure you don’t blow your load within minutes when you’re with a woman.”

“Okay.” I replied, unsure of what she was going to do. She looked down, getting closer.

“So, I’d like to watch you jerk off. At least a little bit.”

Damn. But having her in front of me in a bra with her big tits spilling out along with two very long legs in a tight skirt was stimulating enough for me. I took my cock in my hand and began to slowly masturbate, making sure I was looking her in the eyes, and trying not to let my eyes roam all over the place.

“Eye contact. Very good.” She nodded. “We need to provide stimulation for all the senses when we’re with clients.” Her eyes dropped to my hand, and I saw the pupils dilate slightly. That was a good sign. I was moving slowly enough to keep myself hard, but not edge towards any type of finish.

“Tell me what kind of lover you are. Like, are you the type of guy who just pounds a woman into submission, or are you a more connection type of man?”

“I’d say I’m more of a connection type of guy. Definitely not like Andy.”

Nicole laughed. “You know him well. And our client Dana had nothing but good things to say about you. She told me you made her cum orally.” Her hands slid her skirt up, and I watched as a lovely pair of dark blue panties came into view, matching her bra. The sheer material barely covered her obviously shaved pussy. “Maybe you’d like to show me?”

Was she kidding? If this was some sort of audition, it was the best one I ever could have imagined. “I’d love to.”

“Don’t stop stroking your cock.” She slowly stepped towards the couch and raised one leg, placing it on the couch beside me while her lovely looking panties and pussy hovered over my face. “And if you can truly eat pussy, then show me what you got.”

Without the ability to use one hand, I figured if she wanted to be shown my skills it was going to be without any fingers. But that didn’t mean I could use my other hand for some fun. The lovely panties were already damp with a wet spot, and I quickly leaned forward and kissed the fabric, running my tongue straight up and down where I could see the outline of her slit.

Her pussy slid back and forth against my mouth, and I took my time, kissing each side, the inside of her thighs, and the fabric of her panties, including her fingers. Running my tongue up the open slit, I took a long, slow lick and heard her give out a little sigh of pleasure. If she wanted to see my oral skills, I was going to take my time and really enjoy it.

My hand was still busy making sure my cock stayed hard, although now that this sexy older woman was riding my face, it wasn’t a problem. One hand went to her firm ass and squeezed it, pulling her tightly against my mouth, and that allowed me to penetrate her pussy deeper with my tongue, exploring every little notch and sexy bit of her.

Moving my tongue up, I flicked it against her clit and rounded it, and her sigh deepened as I explored the sensitive bud. “Mmm…that’s really nice.”

She took hold of the skirt bunched around her and quickly slid it up her body. I could feel the stockings around my face underneath it, and that just made my cock throb even more. Her pussy rubbed back and forth on my face, and she started to spread her pussy for me. “Yeah…right there…that’s really nice.”

But just as quickly, she stepped off my face and looked down. “And you stayed nice and hard. That’s good. Following direction is key.” Her hands went behind her body and unsnapped her bra. Her tits were spectacular naked, big and full.

Looking at her naked body dressed only in panties, I marveled at her sexy flat stomach and her lovely big tits. She could have given a dead man an erection. “I don’t think it’s going to be hard to keep myself up.”

“Well, let’s see what it feels like, shall we?” She pushed me back onto the couch and I sat down, my cock jutting straight up. Straddling my hips, I was presented with two amazing bra covered tits right in my face and felt her lower herself onto me.

“Wait. Don’t I need protection?” I grabbed her hips, and she smiled.

“That’s another test. And you passed quite nicely.” Nicole replied. But then I felt her lower herself again, and I gasped as a lovely wet tightness enveloped my bare cock.

“But…what if I cum inside you?” I gasped.

“Honey, I’m fixed. I don’t need condoms. And you just showed me a clear test.” She eased herself down onto me, and as soon as I was inside her bare, her wetness enveloped my length and I gasped with the sensation of slick heat that consumed every inch of my cock.

“Damn…that’s nice and thick.” The sigh that escaped her went straight down and she leaned forward. Her tempting tits hung right in front of my mouth, so I took a nipple into my mouth as she eased herself up and down my entire length.

The big mounds filled my mouth as she pressed into my body, almost smothering my face as she started to ride me with ease, like she was a porn star who was being paid to do it. I suspected maybe she was a former escort herself, and the way she was fucking me virtually confirmed it.

“Yeah…good…you have a great cock, Sam…” she sighed. “So fucking big.”

My ego was exploding, because I had a virtual porn star on top of me and her pussy was making me lurch towards a lightning fast orgasm, as if just seeing her naked and eating her pussy wasn’t enough. My hands grabbed her hips and stopped her as she continued to bounce on me. “Fuck…just give me a second…”

“Ah, so we finally found your weakness. If you’re going to work for me, you need staying power.” She smiled down at me and flexed her inner walls around my cock, making me almost cry out with intense pleasure.

“Oh, shit…you’re going to…shit.” I was trying to hold on, but even though I was breathing hard and trying to think about anything but the fact her pussy was milking me, it was impossible.

“Nope. We need to see how your control is. Stop your orgasm for me. Squeeze it. Down at the base. Can’t disappoint a client.” She said, lifting her pussy up. I groaned with pleasure, feeling a surge heading like a freight train towards my balls, but somehow, I reached down and gripped the base of my cock. I breathed hard, trying to stop the waves, and felt a lovely sense of euphoria course through my body.

“Oh, my God.” I moaned. “That was insane.”

Her pussy started to move again, and she leaned down, rolling her hips. “Do it again.” As soon as she brought me right to the edge, which happened in about thirty seconds, I was able to stop anything from erupting again.

“Such a good boy. You’re going to be a really fun person to work with.” Nicole moaned. “And you’re going to get rave reviews about this cock.”

Now that I’d settled down slightly, I squeezed her perfect, big breasts and reached down between our legs. When Nicole saw what I was doing, she leaned back, and my thumb found her throbbing clit. Playing with it gently was easy as she moved just a little, and instantly I felt a tightening inside her. Two could play at her little edging game.

“Fuuuuck…how did you know…damn…yes, just like that…” I couldn’t believe I’d unlocked the way to give her pleasure, and suddenly my focus was wholly on making her cum. If I could give a madam an orgasm, I was definitely going to get the job. Her pussy stayed moving just slightly as I flicked her lovely wet bean.

“Yeah…YEAH…YESSSSSSSS!” she gasped, and when her hips shuddered on top of me and I felt a lovely gush of heat, I knew I’d accomplished my goal. Her eyes met mine when she was done, and they were wide and dilated.

Jackpot.

She gave me a few more seconds and then dropped in front of me. “That was very well done. You passed the final test.” Thinking she wanted me to finish finally, I still had hold of my cock and began to stroke it. But Nicole had other ideas.

Instantly, her hand batted away mine, and her mouth inhaled my cock right down to the base I’d just been squeezing. Like she’d been fucking me, it was wet, fast and sealed tight inside her lips, making my cock surge again. “Oh, shit…oh, SHIT!” I gasped.

There was nothing stopping the massive pulse of cum shooting out of me, but Nicole took the first massive spurt and swallowed, then just kept on sucking like a woman possessed. My head swam with the intensity of my orgasm after all the buildup and then being denied at first.

It was like she knew exactly how to drain out every ounce of cum, and then she slid her luscious lips off and kissed the tip. “Well, that was delicious.”

I could barely breathe. “Glad…you enjoyed it.” It came out in a pant. She laughed and stood up.

“Okay, you’re hired. Keep yourself available. Bookings are given out 2-3 days in advance, so you should have lots of time.” She grabbed her blouse and held it up as she pointed at me. “And NO doing what Andy did. If he wasn’t so good at his job, he’d be out.”

The blouse went back over her shoulders, and that told me it was time to get dressed again. “There’s a standard contract I’ll expect signed and returned, and you’ll need to provide regular tests uploaded to our employee portal and ID. Otherwise, no bookings.”

She sat against the desk and watched me put my clothes back on. “You’re going to do well, I think. And if you can perform like that with me under pressure, I’ll expect good things.”

How was one supposed to respond to that? “I’ll do my best?”

Once I was dressed, she walked me out, and as we went down the hallway, passing by one of the doors we heard sexual moans coming from the formerly open room. Nicole didn’t even blink, it just seemed to be part of regular business. Once we were back in the lobby, she hugged me and kissed my cheek. “I’ll be in touch soon.”

Walking down the stairs was difficult, and my head was spinning as I got back in my car. It was like every sexual fantasy I’d ever had come to life, and there was only more on the table about to happen, now that I was getting hired.

The proof was the sensation of her pussy still lingering on my cock, and the flavor of her pussy still on my tongue. My life had turned violently in a direction I’d never expected.

Now I just had to keep my hands on the steering wheel somehow.


CHAPTER FIVE

It was finally my first real client for the agency, and it was going to be an interesting one. Nicole and Andy both told me that often they got requests from couples to have a man entertain them for an evening. A three hour booking, which meant more money for me, and the couple wanted to get to know me first. I had no idea what to expect. 

All I could think about was the added pressure of impressing not only one person, but two. And performing in front of another person was something I didn’t think I’d have to try right away, but it was the one assigned, and I wasn’t about to tell Nicole no with the first clients she assigned me.

Two weeks had passed, and since then I’d been nervous about never getting a booking, even though I was equally nervous about having one. Spending a couple of tutoring sessions with Lana didn’t help, because my mind was elsewhere. She seemed to notice, at least.

When the text with the information came through, I didn’t know if it was a relief or not. The idea of having two clients was daunting.

I’d been told to meet them downtown at a small lounge near the hotel district. Wearing my best shirt and pants I’d worn to a wedding a few months before, at least I felt confident in how I looked. My barber fit me in for a quick haircut, so I had my style on point as well.

The place was fairly quiet as I walked in, and the lights were flashing, along with an excellent track playing in the background. But it was acid jazz, very cool, and there were tons of beautiful people standing around. Everyone was dressed impeccably. This definitely wasn’t a student place like I was used to, it was an uptown sophisticated place where the drinks cost $20 and the women looked like they stepped off an Instagram page.

I’d been told by Nicole what the couple looked like and zeroed in on them quickly sitting at a table. Taking a deep breath, I walked over, hoping that I fit what they were looking for. It was going to be a very different dynamic from my time with Dana, that was for sure.

According to Nicole and confirmed by Andy, every now and then, married couples would book a guy. Sometimes it was a situation where the husband just wanted somebody to give his wife some satisfaction, and sometimes it was a threesome. I was pretty clear about the fact that I wasn’t willing to do anything with another man. Some guys would, and I didn’t judge them, but I wasn’t one of them.

But this was more of a hotwife scenario. I was supposed to meet the couple and then head back to their hotel and have sex with the wife. And when I saw what she looked like, I was suddenly very interested in that side of the booking.

Approaching the table, she was wearing a tight dark red dress that was almost sparkling under the lights, looking somewhat sheer on her lit up skin. Her body for a woman who was over fifty was obviously carved out of a pilates studio, because it was muscular, and she definitely had breasts on display that had been enhanced from a pretty damned excellent plastic surgeon.

Her husband was sitting beside her with an obvious seat for me, but he saw me approach the table and stood up, extending his hand. I was sort of surprised a guy who was going to watch me fuck his wife was being so friendly. “Hi, you must be…Colt?”

“That’s me.” I nodded. “You must be Jack.” Looking over at his wife, I flashed her my best casual smile. “And Jasmine?”

“That’s me.” She extended a hand, but didn’t get up, and I quickly felt her soft skin and then sat down across from them. The music was soft enough in the background that we could actually talk. “This is a great place.”

“We looked it up on Google.” Jack said. “Our hotel is right across the street.” Jasmine had her legs crossed, and they looked toned and long, and now that I was closer, her body was insane. Like she lived in a gym, with toned arms and shoulders.

“How long are you two in town for?” It was a three-hour booking, so there was lots of time for conversation and a couple of drinks.

“Just a few days. I’m an engineer and have some meetings in town, so Jasmine decided to come along with me. Are you from around here?”

“I’m a grad student.” Immediately I wondered if I should be sharing personal information, but there didn’t seem to be any harm.

“What are you studying?” Jasmine asked.

“Psychology.” I said. She laughed.

“Well, that kind of makes sense.” When she smiled, her face lit up. The interesting thing was, Jack wasn’t a bad looking guy at all, and the two of them together looked like a really pleasant couple. I wanted to know more about their dynamic.

“Are you guys comfortable talking about tonight?” I offered. Nicole and Andy both told me to always ask permission before launching into any conversation about the events that were likely to take place. They both nodded. “Have you ever…done something like this before?”

“Oh yes,” Jasmine said with a smile. “Usually when we travel, so we don’t have to worry about running into anyone we know. We’ve been to a couple of spicy resorts too.”

Well, that took some of the pressure off me. It meant I probably didn’t have to take the lead. Jack stood up. “Can I get you a drink and the two of you can get to know each other?”

“That’s a great idea, honey.” Jasmine said.

“Just a rum and coke would be great.” I told him, and Jack quickly headed towards the bar. We were alone, and Jasmine leaned in. Her breasts caught my eyes again, it was impossible not to let them. They were threatening to spill out of her dress.

“You’re cute. Probably half my age, though.”

I tried to keep my composure and act cool. “Is that a problem?” I knew that flirting was a fine art, and she was probably testing the waters.

“Not at all. How long have you been doing this type of work?” Okay, that question made a lump come into my throat. Should I tell the truth? Probably not.

“A few months.” Okay, that wasn’t an outright lie. Sort of. But it gave me plausible deniability. I glanced over and saw Jack at the bar watching us. Maybe that was part of his kink. Leaning forward, I touched her knee and saw her eyes drift to it. “Maybe while Jack isn’t here, you can tell me about what you’re looking for tonight.”

She sighed and spread her legs slightly. It was just enough to tease me with a glimpse under her dress, which showed me the tops of her stockings. “Jack enjoys watching me with other men. He’s a great lover, and our sex life is fantastic, but there’s just something about watching me fuck that really gets him riled up.” Her manicured hand took a sip of her drink, and I loved watching her lips on the edge of her glass. “Plus, I love young men who can really bang my pussy hard.”

Well, that made my cock flex. She definitely wasn’t shy. “So you’d like things a bit…hard?”

“Absolutely. We have some toys back in the room. A little rough can be fun.” Jasmine offered. “If that’s okay with you.”

“Whatever you want.” I squeezed her knee and slid my hand across the thin material. “I’m at your service.”

“That’s a very nice thing to hear.” She said, touching my hand with hers. “I think we’re going to get along just fine.”

It turned out she was a psychotherapist, and because I was interested in the field, we began talking about it, and it felt much more comfortable getting to know her. Jack joined us again, adding a drink to my hand that had a double shot of rum in it. Anything to help me relax.

We talked for a bit longer, mostly about their lifestyle and Jasmine being a hotwife. The interest I had about what they did was genuine, although I’d been warned not to come across as too judgmental about what they preferred to do. And honestly, it didn’t bother me. I just had no idea if getting naked with her and Jack in the same room with me might cause some problems.

No, another drink to relax was in order, and I insisted on getting it this time. I also wanted them to have a chance to discuss things without me there for a moment. It was about keeping them comfortable, with no pressure. Part of me wondered if they even wanted to continue the evening with me. Maybe they were disappointed?

Standing at the bar waiting for my drinks, I had all these thoughts whizzing through my mind. My shoulder felt a tap on it, and I turned, assuming it was Jack or Jasmine. My heart sunk as soon as I saw who it actually was.

“Sam?”

Oh, shit. What were the odds? It was Lana. My heart sank.

“Uh, hey Lana.” Fuck. Of all the places in town, she just happened to be there on the same night I was meeting a couple as another person.

She looked me up and down. And damn, if she didn’t look incredible herself. The dress she was wearing looked like a handkerchief, and as usual, her body and insanely intense eyes made me weak in the knees. It was a far cry from what she usually wore at school, and that stuff was hot enough to make heads turn.

There was also a lot of surprise on her face. “What…I didn’t know you hung out here?”

Well, normally I didn’t. My mind spun, trying to come up with an answer. “Just meeting some friends. This place is pretty cool.” I was trying to be nonchalant about it, but now on top of talking to a gorgeous wife that wanted me to sleep with her that night, I had to deal with my crush appearing out of nowhere. “What are you up to?”

“Here with some girlfriends.” She pointed at a trio of ladies around another table. “I thought that might be you, but I never thought I’d see my tutor out in the wild. Are you with that couple over there?”

“Uh…yeah.” Thoughts were whirring through my brain trying to come up with a reason I’d be there. “Just an old mentor and his wife were in town, and they invited me out.”

“You look so different.” She smiled. “That’s a really nice shirt.” Holy shit, was Lana actually flirting with me? Her friends were all close over the table looking at us talking. I could see Jack and Jasmine watching too, and I realized I needed to get back to them.

“I can dress up when I want to.” I grinned. “And you look incredible in that dress.”

Even though I was caught off guard, the fact I was definitely getting laid that night, plus a bit of liquid courage, made me feel far less vulnerable to rejection. “You should wear something like that during our tutoring sessions. I wouldn’t be able to keep my eyes on the work.”

Her face actually blushed. Lana was blushing in front of me. “You’re crazy.” She giggled. But it was a nervous giggle. I glanced over at Jack and Jasmine, and quickly realized I wasn’t there to flirt with Lana. But I had, and she wasn’t shooting me down.

“Listen, I’d love to hang out with you, but I have to get back. I’ll see you around?” Her eyes widened, because I knew she wasn’t used to getting rebuffed. But there was a lot of money involved for me, and that meant the clients had to come first. Before she could say anything, I walked back to the table. I could almost feel her eyes boring into me as I left the bar. It was a good feeling.

“Sorry about that.” I said as I returned and put down the drinks.

“No problem.” Jasmine smiled. “Do you know her?”

“I do. But she doesn’t know…this side of me.” I replied, wondering how I should frame it. I had never expected I’d run into Lana, of all people. “It’s not a problem.”

“Well, regardless, why don’t we get out of here?” Jack said. I could see he was eager to get the next part of the night started. And frankly, after flirting with Jasmine so much, so was I. We all stood up, and I glanced quickly over at Lana’s table, watching four pairs of eyes clearly tracking me leaving the bar with an older couple. Including Lana, who lifted a hand in a short wave.

I waved back, following Jack and Jasmine out of the bar, and once we were outside, Jack pointed at a large hotel just down the block. “We’re staying there.”

Once we began walking, Jasmine drifted to my side and took my hand as if we were on a date, and I noticed Jack walking behind us, watching. I took some initiative and slid my arm around her waist, and she didn’t resist. “This city is lovely.” She commented. “And you seem like a really nice guy, Colt.”

“I appreciate that. You’re a gorgeous woman, Jasmine. I’m very lucky.” My hand slid down and drifted across her butt, and she didn’t seem to mind.

She giggled. “Oh, you’re definitely getting lucky.”

Suddenly stopping in the middle of the sidewalk, I was surprised when she stepped into my arms and tilted her head, virtually asking me to kiss her. Our lips met softly at first, and then harder with a bit of tongue sliding between us. The throbbing staff in my pants only got harder when I tasted her lips against mine.

As the kiss broke, Jack stood there with his mouth slightly opened and Jasmine smiled at him, taking my hand again. “Let’s go.”

The sensuality of her kiss told me I was definitely in for a really fun time once we got to the hotel room. Walking through the lobby, we entered the elevator alone, and as soon as the door shut, Jasmine glanced at her husband and then kissed me again.

This time, I knew there was permission, and I added some pressure, tonguing her lips and nibbling at them while letting my hands run up and down her dress. She pushed against my tented pants and sighed. “That feels very nice.”

Once the doors finally opened, we followed Jack, who led us to their door and opened it. I was breathless already, and my nerves jumped a mile as we walked in.

The hotel room was elaborate. They obviously had money, especially if they could afford an escort, and the main feature was a massive king-sized bed that was centered in the room. Over to the side was a sitting area with a massive television, and there was a bag sitting on the bed as well.

Jasmine let go of my hand, but she walked to the bag on the bed and opened the zipper. “This has all sorts of toys inside that we can enjoy.”

She pulled out a bottle of what must have been lubricant, placing it on the bedside table. It was incredibly nonchalant as she also pulled out a blindfold, a paddle, a vibrator, a couple of cuffs, some rope and a long bar that I recognized from my research as a spreader bar. “I have something to change into, and then we can get started.”

When she stepped into my arms, I took that as my cue and sampled her lips again, letting it linger just long enough to make my cock like steel. “Unzip me.” She sighed.

My fingers found her dress zipper and slowly took it down. As the fabric fell away, the skin of her bare back was revealed and I let myself kiss that as well, covering her shoulders with my lips. Finally, she sighed and stepped away, holding up the dress.

As soon as she entered the bathroom, looking at the toys on the bed and then back at Jack, it felt slightly awkward. How did one make conversation with a man when you were about to fuck his wife in front of him? But he started talking first. “We have a safe word. It’s peaches. If you hear that, please just stop anything you’re doing. Otherwise, anything goes. And she loves it a bit rough.”

Did husbands take requests in situations like these? I honestly didn’t know. He sat down in the chair, leaning forward and watching the bathroom door while his foot drummed. Obviously, we were both nervous, although I was trying really hard not to let it show.

Thankfully, it wasn’t long before the bathroom door opened, and Jasmine emerged. The outfit she was wearing hadn’t changed much besides being black, but it was a full body stocking that was virtually transparent and clung to her insanely toned body like the dress had.

Now that only mesh material was covering them, I could see how truly spectacular her breasts were. Full, round and with perfectly shaped dark nipples. Whatever they paid for them, they were perfect.

And now her lower half was transparent as well, showing off her sexy hips and an uncovered pussy that was completely bare. When she turned around, her butt was insanely firm. “You like?”

I glanced at Jack. Who was supposed to answer that? “It’s gorgeous.” He croaked. I only nodded, and my cock was fully hard in moments, looking at her. This was it. I was about to have all the access I’d ever wanted to a hotwife who just wanted to be used in front of her husband.

“So come here and take it off me, Colt.” Jasmine beckoned. When I approached her, it was easy to draw her into my arms, and her head tilted. Kissing another woman in front of her husband was still strange, but I had already gotten used to it with how good her lips felt and her tongue quickly pressed against mine. Her hips undulated against my crotch, and that definitely helped in the boner department. My dick was throbbing to be released.

Jack just sat there watching me make out with his wife, and there was an amused expression on his face as he did. Her tongue slid against mine gently but erotically, and being so close to her had my cock raging to emerge from my pants. I took the initiative, letting my hand move to her leg and as she parted them, I ran my hands underneath.

When I touched her smooth pussy, it was soaked and hot under my fingers, and her kiss increased in intensity. I noticed she adjusted her position so Jack could see my hand touching her. The kiss finally broke, and she spread her legs wider. “He’s got me so fucking wet, baby. And he’s a really good kisser.”

“That’s nice, babe.” Jack said. “Do you want to suck his cock?”

“Definitely,” Jasmine purred. She got on her knees. With no need for any prompting, I stood up and turned so that when my cock was revealed, the angle would let her husband watch, thanking God I was already hard. Thinking about him watching us had almost deflated me. It was the first time I’d ever had performance anxiety, and in the back of my mind, I knew I’d have to work on that side of things.

As soon as Jasmine undid my pants and tugged them down along with my shorts, my cock popped out. There was no hesitation on her part, and her mouth slid right over my head and down my shaft with a low moan I could feel down to my toes.

And damn, was her mouth skilled. Jasmine inhaled my cock right to the base, moaning in her throat and sending an incredible shiver through my body. I grabbed her long hair and thrust even deeper. If she wanted rough, I was definitely okay with giving it to her. My cock hit the back of her throat, and she gagged, but her eyes watered and she didn’t stop.

I could see Jack was watching intently, so I decided to fuck her mouth a bit, and she not only took it well, she started to drool and spit all over my dick as soon as I pulled it out. “Fuck, I love being treated like a slut. I’ll be your dirty hotwife for the night, Colt.”

Damn. I’d never been in a situation where the woman was so open about her wants.

It turned me on even more. This sexy MILF was going to get everything she wanted. Tugging her hair, I lifted her head from my dick, and she moaned as I leaned down, tonguing her sexy lips again. When she took my cock down again, her throat was like heaven, and every time I thrust, her eyes watered, but she was smiling around my shaft.

Finally yanking her off, I lifted her up and kissed her hard again, spanking her sexy ass hard. Turning her around, I bent her over, and she spread her legs. “Ooh, yes. Eat my fucking pussy, stud.” Her ass was spectacular, and the way her lips glistened showed me they were soaked already. The mesh dress slid up her thighs easily and revealed two cheeks that were definitely sculpted in years at the gym.

How Jack could let this gorgeous babe be with other men, I had no idea. It wasn’t my job to judge. All I wanted at that moment was to taste her.

Turning her hips towards her husband, she pushed a hand between her legs, spreading her pussy. “See how wet he’s got me, baby? I’m soaked from sucking his big dick. My pussy is dripping.”

“I see it, baby. I can’t wait to watch you.” Jack moaned.

Instead of having to deal with the material, I slid the dress up her ass and left her bare from waist down. The labia were gorgeous and full, glistening with wetness and lust. She’d probably shaved for me that afternoon in preparation for tonight, because the area was smooth as silk when I touched it.

Slipping two fingers inside her was child’s play. Kissing one of her cheeks, I finger fucked her so Jack could watch, then kneeled between her legs and took my first taste of her pussy. It was just as delicious as I’d suspected it would be, tasting like sweet dew on my lips and tongue.

“Oh, shit…you’re so gentle. I love it…” Jasmine moaned. “But I want to cum all over your face.”

Perfect. That I knew I could probably do. Continuing with two fingers, I licked her labia in small circles, making sure I lingered on the places that got a positive moan or gasp, and built her up slowly. Sucking on her pussy was heaven, and soon it was easy to latch onto her clit and ease my lips around it, sucking gently.

The result was a long, shuddering moan and little gasps of pleasure. “Oh, baby…yes…fuck, you’re so good…Jack, he’s going to make me cum! BABY! AAAAAHHHHHH!” As her hips shook and her pussy released a lovely flood of wetness onto my fingers, I lapped up her flow while my cock throbbed between my legs.

Okay, at least I’d made her cum once. That took some of the pressure off. She finally stood up, and we embraced again, her mouth lunging for mine. Feeling her lick her own pussy flavor off my face was enough to make me like steel, and she reached down and stroked my length.

“Let’s get me all prepared for a good fucking, like your dirty slut should be.” Jasmine declared. “I want to be tied up and fucked.”

When I hesitated, not really knowing what to do, she pointed at the bed. “I’ll tell you what I want. Okay?”

“Definitely okay.” I didn’t want to let her know how relieved I was.

“Put in the plug first. I want to have my ass stretched out.” Jasmine moaned. “Let Jack watch you put it in.”

It was quite easy to take hold of the small, jeweled plug. I dripped a couple of drops of lubricant on it, then turned her ass towards her husband. Part of their enjoyment was putting on a show for him, and that was easier than thinking about how to fuck her. Placing it against her tight ring, I slowly pushed it in, watching her ass spread.

“Mmm…fuck, I love that feeling.” She moaned. Slowly it slipped all the way inside, and then her hole closed around the base. Rotating it slightly, she gasped and giggled. “Okay. Now the bar around my ankles.”

Even with her coaching me, I still hadn’t lost my erection, thank God. The long bar was easy to attach with ankle straps. I’d never used a bar, but Jasmine was an expert and cuffed herself without me even having to try. The only thing I had to do was bind her hands behind her back, which was pretty simple.

The rope took care of that item, and I did my best knots I remembered from my Boy Scout days. Definitely not a place I’d ever thought I’d use those skills. She rolled onto her knees and moaned. “Now you can spank me. I’ve been a naughty girl.”

On her hands and knees, now her pussy was wide, presented to me with her knees open. Even her hands were unable to move, and I grabbed the paddle that lay on the bed. Giving her a gentle spank, she moaned. “Harder. You can do it harder.” I glanced over at Jack, whose eyes had glazed over.

Well, he’d given me a safe word. I laid a hard slap on her cheek with the paddle, and Jasmine gasped, but it wasn’t a painful denial. It was acceptance. “YES!” Another spank and her cheek was blooming bright red, even in the dim light. I hit the other side, and she moaned again. “Fuck, I might cum if you play with me.”

She turned her head. “Use the dildo and fuck my pussy while you spank me.” It was within reach, and whatever she wanted, she was going to get. The thick rubber cock felt hefty in my hand, and with the paddle in the other, I felt like some type of dual wielding sex knight.

With her luscious ass bent forward, her pussy was open and dripping wet, and I placed the dildo against it and easily pushed it deep, watching her lips suck at the toy. Jasmine gasped when I shoved it deep. “FUCK YES! Fuck my pussy and spank my ass, Colt!”

One hand was using the dildo like a weapon, almost intoxicated at the fact I was fucking her while my other hand unleashed a blow on her sexy thick cheek. As soon as the impact echoed into the room, Jasmine gasped with intense pleasure. “MMM! More!”

With the combined fucking of her pussy and me spanking her, the wails she was giving out were probably enough to be heard on other floors of the hotel. Her head was buried in the bed, and her body was shaking as she continued to gasp. All I did was keep going, and then suddenly she threw her head back. “AAAAAAHHHHHHH!”

A massive wet squirt exploded from the pussy I was fucking, spraying onto the bedsheets below her like she had thrown a glass of water on them. Her pussy lips pulsed, and her lovely little ass winked while she continued to gasp, her thighs dripping with wetness. I stopped the dildo and gently removed it, and she didn’t protest.

Turning her head, she looked straight at Jack. “Fuck, baby. He made me squirt all over the bed.”

“Does it feel good, baby?” Jack replied. His hand was skating over the bulge in his pants, where there was an obvious wet spot. “Did you cum hard?”

“I came SO fucking hard.” Jasmine said. “And now I want to fuck him. Do you want to watch me fuck his big, fat dick?”

“Hell, yes,” Jack moaned. “I want to watch you get fucked.”

Damn. It was dirty talk right in front of me, and I tossed the paddle aside, my cock like steel. Jasmine rolled over and spread her legs, her pussy glistening in the light with the spreader bar between them. Her hands were still behind her back, and her knees came up to her chest to open her pussy up to me.

I took that as an invitation and kneeled between her legs, lining myself up and gently easing into her throbbing slit. It was so wet I could barely feel myself enter her, but once I was inside her muscles grabbed onto my shaft and she groaned again. “Fuuuuucck. It’s stretching me, baby. So much. He’s so fucking big!”

Well, that was good for my ego. Her hands came up to my chest, and she massaged my pecs. “Come on, Colt. Fuck me like a stallion. Give me that nice, thick dick.”

She was light enough that I could lift her hips and pull her pussy onto my cock, and that’s exactly what I did. Like a living sex doll, who was moaning and rocking in front of me as my cock plunged deep into her pussy.

My stamina was holding on nicely so far, and I rode her hips, pulling them back into me until I felt a surge coming to my cock from how good her pussy felt. It was time to change positions, so I didn’t blow too early.

Pulling myself out, I grabbed her ankles, undoing the bar from them, and her legs finally collapsed towards the bed. But I kept the hands bound in the back as I grabbed her limp body. “Stand up. I want to fuck you where everyone can watch us.”

“Oh, shit yes.” Jasmine moaned. Her legs came off the bed, and I moved her towards the massive glass window covering one side of the room. She allowed me to position her bent over sideways against the couch, so that anyone looking up at the window would be able to see us fucking. We were only about six floors up, and there was an office building across the street.

“Look at that, Jack. Your hotwife is getting fucked right in front of all these people.” I lined my cock back up and quickly slid it back into her dripping wetness. My balls slapped against her ass as I continued to fuck my beautiful client, and now that I’d taken a break I could easily keep going.

“It feels SO FUCKING GOOD!” Jasmine gasped. “Baby, everyone is watching me get fucked!”

Jack’s mouth was agape, and he was still fondling his cock through his pants watching us. Jasmine’s round ass was still red from the paddling I’d given her earlier, and I grabbed her bound hands, pulling her back into me as I thrust to make it more forceful.

The result was explosive. “Oh, shit, baby. He’s going to make me cum again!” she gasped. I just kept going, starting to sweat as my cock felt her muscles tighten around me. When she finally gave out another loud, shuddering moan of release, there wasn’t the same explosion as before, but my cock was still flooded with her juices.

I paused again to catch a breath and undid her hands, finally releasing them, then tugged her head towards mine. The kiss we shared was lusty and tongued filled, and then I grabbed her and propelled her back towards the bed.

Climbing onto it on all fours, she positioned herself so Jack could easily see my cock and her pussy. “Fuck me more, Colt. Fuck me until you cum. And then I want your cum all over me.”

Jesus. I’d already given her the sexual performance of my life, and as I grabbed her hips and kneeled behind her, I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer. Her pussy was perfect, embracing me like a vise, and she leaned down, pushing back into me. “Fuck…fuck…yes, cum for me, Colt! Let me suck all that lovely cum down my throat!”

I slid off her body, tore off the condom and quickly moved up, kneeling right by her head as my balls flexed. True to her word, she enveloped my cock just as I let out a loud groan and sent about a gallon of cum straight down her throat. Her mouth bulged with the effort of taking it all. The load was massive, and she continued to suck and swallow, taking it all in with little sighs.

“Shit, baby. That’s so fucking hot.” Jack sighed. “Come over here.”

Jasmine kissed the tip of my cock and then slid off the bed, her naked body quickly moving towards the chair. She mounted Jack even though he was fully clothed, and I was almost in awe as she kissed him hard. I’d just shot a liter of cum into her mouth, and the two of them were sharing it, moaning as he grabbed her ass cheeks. Their tongues were both coated with my load.

Seeing that startled me a bit, but whatever made them happy was fine with me.

“Baby, I can’t wait to fuck you.” Jack sighed. “Make you mine again.”

“Let’s let Colt here get dressed, and then we can have some fun.” Jasmine smiled down at him. “I can’t wait for you to feel my stretched out pussy and make me yours again.”

They kissed again, making out like old lovers. I took that as my cue to start getting my clothes back on. Jasmine eventually slid off her husband and grabbed a robe from the bathroom, slipping it around her with a smile. Both of them stood up. “That was fantastic. Everything we were looking for.” She said, kissing me on the cheek. “And we will definitely see you again when we’re in town.”

As she walked me to the door, I saw Jack starting to strip down and knew it was probably going to be about thirty seconds before he was on top of his naked wife. It was fine with me. I’d done my job and apparently, done it well.

On top of that, I also knew that I could perform in front of somebody else. Jasmine could have gotten an erection from a corpse, though. I’d have to talk to Andy about any situations he’d gotten into where he might have had a hard time performing with a client.

Taking an Uber home, I sent the agency a message to tell them the booking was over and I was back at my place as they’d requested. Even though I’d spent most of the night nervous, what had finally taken place had been relaxing enough that I crashed almost instantly.

When I woke up, my muscles were slightly sore. Damn, I was going to have to ramp up my workouts to make sure I was ready for interesting positions and sustained sex. Was there such a thing as a sex workout? I was googling it on my phone when a message came through, and I was happy to see it was from Nicole.

Congratulations Sam. You got another rave review from the clients. And there was a two hundred dollar tip added that’s all yours.

Damn. So, I’d just made hundreds of dollars, more than enough to pay my rent for the month between what had happened with Dana and now Jasmine and Jack. That meant my stipend for school could be spent on something else, and I knew just where I wanted to put it. Some decent clothes for sure.

But then another idea percolated.

Lana.

My confidence in myself and my body had soared. Maybe it was time to shoot my shot with the hottest girl I knew. She’d seen another side of me at the club last night, and now that my confidence was soaring, there didn’t seem to be any point in not trying again with her.

How did the midterm go?

I was surprised when a response came back almost immediately.

I got an A! I didn’t have a chance to tell you tonight. Thank you so much for helping me.

Okay. I took a deep breath.

I have something I want to celebrate. Come for dinner at my place Saturday night. I’ll cook. Be here for 7 and I’ll send a car.

I could afford an Uber with all the money I’d just made. And some decent food, too. My body was shaking, waiting for a response.

Sounds like fun!

My breath let out. Had I really just done that?

Maybe it was time to show Lana a new side of me after all.


CHAPTER SIX

I had somehow managed to make a miracle happen. The hottest girl on campus was soon to be arriving at my doorstep, and I’d made it clear it wasn’t for a tutoring session. There was no way I was about to confirm it was a date, because I was way too afraid for that, but she’d agreed to let me cook her dinner.

After all, girls didn’t come over to your place unless they were expecting something. At least, that’s what I hoped. And I knew that after she’d seen me at the club with Jack and Jasmine that Lana had been at least intrigued, if not attracted.

I was going to have to be careful, but my goal for the evening was ambitious. Use my newly found self-confidence and gigolo skills to rock Lana’s world and seduce her. If I could do that, then anything was possible. Even embracing my new profession and riding the wave of what might happen.

My buzzer sounded and I let her in, bouncing back and forth nervously until I heard her knock. If she was wearing something nice instead of casual stuff, I knew at least I had a shot. Breath almost went out of me when I saw she was wearing a dress.

The dress was really cute, a flowery short number, but not slutty short. Just short enough to show off the legs I’d been admiring all semester. And she was wearing a bra, but the thin straps of the dress showed it, and it was black. Another good sign, if the panties matched. After all the research I’d done, it told me women wore black underwear if they were thinking about sex. Whether or not that was true, I was determined to find out.

“Come on in.” I drew her in for a hug, and smelled she was wearing body spray, which was another good signal. I’d straightened the place up, happy that I lived on my own. The place was spotless, especially the bathroom. Another tip I’d acquired from the internet. Girls apparently really liked it if they saw things were prepared and cleaned up. She walked in and looked around.

“I never thought I’d be hanging out with you at your place.” She said. “But it’s…nice. And so close to campus. I have to take a bus.”

“Glad you like it. And I’m very glad you’re here.” I told her, making sure to maintain eye contact. She blushed a bit and then looked me up and down. “Is everything okay?”

“You just seem…kind of different.” Lana said. “Are those new clothes? I’m not used to seeing you dressed up.”

“There are a lot of new things going on with me.” I said, making sure I kept eye contact with her. “And I hope you don’t mind me saying, you look hot as hell in that dress.”

She giggled. I’d heard that before when other guys were flirting with her, and it always gave me a flash of jealousy. Now it was because I was flirting with her, and that felt incredible. “Thanks?” I could see she was a bit taken by surprise at what I was bringing to the table, because it was different from what she normally experienced.

“Come in. I’ve got a decent bottle of wine and just need to keep prepping everything.”

My plan for seduction was solid, and if there was any chance at all that I was going to get out of her friend zone, tonight was definitely it. Without waiting for an answer, I turned and walked into the kitchen, grabbing the wine without asking any type of approval.

Once the glass was poured, I put it in front of her and poured my own. “Here’s to new beginnings.” I raised it, and she still looked a bit surprised, but clinked my glass against hers.

“What kind of new beginnings are we talking about?” she asked after taking a sip. “You just seem so different right now.”

“I got a new job. And I’ve been having a lot of fun lately. So I thought I’d share a bit of it with you.” I pointed at the counter. “Some steaks, some good wine. When I thought about celebrating, you were the first person I thought of. So, it’s a double celebration. You getting an A on your midterm, and me…getting new opportunities.”

“That’s so nice.” She said. “I’m very happy to be part of your celebration.” We clinked glasses and took a drink. She was definitely intrigued, I could tell. Maybe all she needed was for a guy to take the lead a bit, and I kept telling myself she wouldn’t be here if she wasn’t somewhat interested.

As I fired up the steaks, she wandered around my apartment. “Is this your family?”

“Yep. My parents and my older sister. They’re across the country, so I don’t get to see them that often.”

“I know how that feels. It gets a bit lonely, right?” She sipped her wine while I put the steaks on to sear. “Too bad decent education has to be so far away.”

“Yeah, but you have a scholarship. That helps a lot.” I pointed out.

Her nose wrinkled. “As a cheerleader. Do you have any idea how much I get judged for that? People think I’m just a stupid bimbo. Maybe that’s why I try so hard to get good grades.”

I nodded, flipping the meat. “Well, people who really know you also know you’re far from stupid. You’re smart and gorgeous. The perfect package.”

When her eyes met mine, she smiled. But it was a smile of appreciation. “You’re such a nice guy.”

“And you’re such a nice girl. I don’t invite people over here often, just so you know.”

“Oh, so I’m special, am I?”

I locked eyes with her intentionally. “Very special.” There was a sudden silence, and her face flushed a bit, which had nothing to do with the wine. She took a gulp of wine, and I lifted the bottle. “Refill?”

“Please.”

The steaks were sizzling and quickly finished. When we finally sat down and clinked glasses, it actually felt like a legitimate date. Not awkward, just two people having a pleasant conversation and a good meal.

“In case you’re interested, there’s chocolate for dessert.” I pointed at the fridge.

“Damn, Sam. Wine, steak, chocolate? You know exactly how to treat a lady.” Lana sighed. “Most guys try to herd me straight into the bedroom.”

I wasn’t about to tell her I’d planned the same thing, but it had been on my mind since she walked in. There just had to be a bit more seduction first. Plus, I was thinking of it as practice. If I could somehow seduce Lana into my bed, no woman was off limits. “How about the living room instead?”

We sat on my small couch and enjoyed some strawberries with chocolate dip. Continuing to talk, she was laughing at my terrible jokes, and we’d progressed to our knees touching. The chemistry between us was better than I expected.

Once the dessert was done, I picked up my phone and hit my music app.

“Stand up.” I offered her my hand. “We’re going to dance.”

She giggled, but didn’t resist, and took my hand. I was playing some smooth acid jazz like I’d heard at the club when she ran into me, and when I pulled her into my arms, I inhaled her perfume. She’d worn something very sweet.

I’d done a couple of online dancing classes, which felt stupid at the time, but now it felt like it was a wonderful idea. Feeling her insanely firm body pressed against mine woke up every fiber in my body, and soon I knew she could feel my erection through my pants. But she wasn’t pulling away. In fact, she was positioning herself perfectly for me to kiss her.

I wasn’t about to pass up that opportunity. Leaning in, every muscle in my body tensed as I kissed her lips softly.

She didn’t resist.

Jackpot.

Smelling her hair, I kissed her lips again and then nibbled lightly, knowing that tactile sensations were everything. Her tongue found mine, and for a moment when they touched, my cock throbbed and surged, clearly poking against her through my slacks.

“I’ve wanted you since you walked in the door.” I sighed in her ear.

“You…this is…I don’t know what to do right now.” She sighed. My lips trailed down her neck carefully, and when I took hold of her dress zipper, she didn’t resist my touch. It went down slowly, and every little bit of skin that was revealed was kissed by my eager lips. Her skin tasted like honey.

Hands crossed when her dress came loose, but then it dropped to the floor. She was still wearing a bra and panties, but I was happy to see they were a decent set, which told me she’d at least considered the idea I was going to see it at some point. Still kissing her neck, I let my hands cup her gorgeous ass, reeling at the fact I had the lovely Lana’s butt in my hands.

Giving it a light massage, I turned her around and kissed her. She had her eyes closed, but even so, her lips pressed into mine and she allowed my tongue to slip in between them. I kept my hands running up and down her narrow waist and then took a moment to cup her lovely little tits.

When the kiss finally broke, she was looking at me incredulously. I didn’t give her a chance to even think, pushing her onto the couch behind her.

Standing up in front of her, she didn’t move. I could only hope she didn’t see that my legs were shaking. “Why don’t you undo my pants and take a look at what you’ve done to me, Lana?”

She looked into my eyes and when I didn’t budge, I could see I’d won the battle of wills. Her hands went to my jeans and started to undo my fly. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

Batting her hands away, I grabbed her chin and looked firmly into her eyes. “You’re doing this. We’re doing this. And I’m going to enjoy every inch of you tonight. Now, get my jeans off.”

Lana bit her lip, and that told me she was ready. Her hands undid my button and then opened my fly. Like I was a porn star presenting myself, I let her lower my jeans and see how thick and hard my cock was under my boxer briefs. I traced my length with my fingers. “You make me fucking hard as a rock.”

“Damn.” She sighed. “I guess I never knew.”

“Oh, you knew.” I laughed. “I was just too much of a pussy to do anything about it.” I tilted her head back. “That’s over now.” Leaning in, I kissed her again, and this time I let my lips linger a bit, gently nipping at her upper lip. At the same time, I took hold of my boxers and lowered them while she leaned back, so that my cock popped out. It was like steel after seducing the woman I’d lusted after from afar for so long.

“Holy shit.” Her eyes went wide. “Um, like wow.” A hand reached down, and when she grabbed my length, she actually laughed. “This is so…mmm.” Squeezing it, she stroked a couple of times, and I had to stifle a groan of pleasure. “I can’t even get my hand around it.”

“Kiss it. I’ve been dying for you to touch me all night.”

When her lips grazed my head, and she obeyed my command, and then her tongue snaked out and licked my veiny shaft, I almost jerked and blew a load all over her lovely face. It was heaven feeling her soft lips touch me.

“How did I not know about this?” she moaned. “It’s fucking huge.”

“You never asked to look. But I’m glad you like it, because you’re going to see a lot of it from now on.” The smile that spread across her face was enough to make my cock twitch. And with no hesitation, she opened her gorgeous lips and slid them around my throbbing head, giving off a little sigh while she did.

As soon as I felt her mouth on my cock, I virtually spasmed from top to bottom. The fantasy I’d had for a couple of years was about to become a reality. The lovely Lana, sucking my cock and not only that, but enjoying it. Her eyes closed, and she went a couple of inches deeper, showing me that her cheeks were bulging. It felt so intensely wet and sensual I had to squeeze my muscles to not surge and possibly cum too soon.

“You look really fucking good sucking my cock, Lana.” I told her, stroking her hair and then gently tugging on it. Her eyes opened and met mine, but she only used the moment to go even deeper down my shaft, moaning at the same time. My eyes almost rolled back in my head, the sensations rippling like pleasure spasms all the way up and down my body. Her skills with her mouth were beyond anything I’d imagined in my fantasies about her.

She pulled off with a gasp. “It’s stretching my mouth so much.” But then she dove back down, sucking like a vacuum. I’d never suspected Lana was such an oral expert, but she was blowing my mind while she blew my cock. Stroking her hair, I thrust my dick between her lips a couple of times and felt her breath catch, but she didn’t pull away.

“I want you naked. On your back. Spread legs. And I want to watch you play with your pussy.”

Without a word, she stood up, and when she moved to take her bra off, I had to stop her. “No, let me.” Turning her around, I pulled her into my rock hard erection and kissed her neck from behind. She arched her back. “Fuck…Peter…what is going on with you?” My hands cupped her breasts as I devoured her skin, enjoying the fact that her ass was grinding against me. “I don’t even know what’s going on right now.”

“You don’t need to.” Grabbing the clasp, I unhooked her bra, and it dropped away. My hands rapidly found her breasts again, and this time they were naked, her hand nipples little points against my hands. “Just let me enjoy you.”

Massaging her breasts felt heavenly, but I also wanted to see the rest of her. She tried to turn around, but I held her firm and slid my hand to the front of her body. When I slipped a hand between her legs, I felt heat and then her panties, a massive wet spot on them. As soon as my hand slid across her mound, she gasped. “Oh, fuck. Peter…you’re…I’m fucking dripping wet.”

“Good. That’s just the way I want you.” I sighed into her ear, kissing her neck again and easing her panties down. The panties were the same black as her bra, and the thong strip up the middle of her cheeks was barely covering anything. It made me wonder if she’d expected something to happen between us. She stepped out of them and I cast them aside.

Now I let her turn around, fully naked, and when her eyes met mine, they were wide and incredulous. “What the fuck happened to you?” I didn’t answer, sealing my mouth over hers with passion, and her tongue slipped between my lips as soon as I parted them with my own.

The kiss made my knees weak, and my naked erection was very aware that there was just a thin strip of fabric between it and the pussy of the woman I’d had a crush on for a very long time.

Her hand found my erection again, stroking it. “You want that?” I asked, breaking the kiss. “Tell me you want it.”

“Oh…damn…yes…” Her hand kept stroking me. “I want this. I can’t believe it. This is crazy.”

Kissing her hard again, I knew there was something I absolutely wanted. “Not yet. I have something I want first.”

“Oh, yeah?” she breathed. “What’s that?”

I grabbed her hair and tilted her head back. It was easy to tell her what I wanted, and I knew it would only make her want me even more. “I’m going to lick your pussy, and you’re going to cum all over my face.”

She shuddered, but didn’t say a word, just tightened her hand around me and squeezed me again. Taking a firmer hold of her hand, I pulled her to the bedroom, which I’d already set up with candles ready to be lit.

There was no hesitation to be taking the lead as I quickly lit a couple of candles to create a sensual light and made sure the music was still playing. As soon as I was done, I grabbed her and kissed her again, feeling my cock sliding against her bare thigh.

Spanking her ass sharply, I spun her around and shoved her forward towards the bed. “Bend over. Show me your pussy.”

It was like I’d unlocked a cheat code for getting a woman to do whatever I wanted. Which I supposed, I actually had.

Confidence.

Her long legs were standing straight up, revealing her swollen pussy lips. There was glistening wetness on them, and I was happy to see she was totally bare. It made me want her even more. Massaging her ass cheeks, I quickly kneeled behind her.

“You’re so fucking gorgeous, Lana.” I told her as my lips found the back of her legs. It was time to tease her, to drive her absolutely crazy, so she was begging me to fuck her.

Her toned limbs tasted amazing under my tongue, and when I moved to the little crease between her ass and her thighs, she gasped. Moving my tongue in between the cheeks, I inhaled her musk, and my cock throbbed at the smell of her pussy, knowing that soon I was not only going to taste it, but fuck it as well.

I kissed her swollen mound hard, using my tongue to swipe between them. Lana squealed, and her legs shook. “OOOHHHH!” She tasted just as lovely as I imagined, the delicious wetness coating my tongue and making my cock flex.

Her pussy was one I wanted to eat like a peach, and I licked straight up her core, opening her wide and massaging her ass cheeks at the same time. “FUCK! MMMMM!” she gasped, her knees bending. Leaning on the bed, she let herself virtually collapse, but I wasn’t going anywhere. Devouring her was making me want her even more and making her cum harder than any man ever had before was my goal.

Even her sexy little rosebud was begging for some tongue action, so I teased that as well, slipping a finger into her dripping lips and feeling how hot and tight she was. I could tell my cock was going to have a fantastic time sliding into her, and it almost made me rise up to claim her right in that moment. There was no way she would stop me.

But I wanted to make her cum, and I wanted to watch her while I did. Turning her body around, I stood up and pushed her back so her ass was on the bed. Her naked body looked absolutely glorious. She looked up at me and kept her legs spread. “I…what the fuck, Peter…you’re insane.”

There was no need to respond. Diving back in between her legs, now I could grab her lovely tits as I munched hard on her lips, swirling them between my lips and tonguing her all the way up and down until I found her swollen clit. As soon as I touched it, she gasped loudly. “Oh, SHIT!”

Going down on her was heaven, and my goal was to make her see nirvana when she came. Hearing the gorgeous Lana moaning and gasping as I devoured her pussy was better than I expected. My dick was throbbing, and I knew that if I made her cum, she definitely wouldn’t resist when I slid my cock inside her, so I was determined.

Continuing my long, steady licks and sucks, her little sighs became words. “Oh, shit…yes…that feels so fucking good, Peter…” I could taste her sweet flavor all over my face, and when I circled her clit again, her hips pushed into my mouth. “YES. Right THERE!”

That spurred me on. Gently grabbing her clit in my lips, I sucked gently and felt her body tense up. The sounds coming from her sounded better than any porn film I’d ever watched. “Oh, fuck…yes…YES…I’m going to cum! Keep going!”

As if I was going to stop. I knew all I had to do was stay right where I was and let her build, and build she did. Within a minute, she was crying out loudly, so loud I was worried the neighbors were going to hear her cumming in my bed. But then I realized I didn’t care. In fact, I wanted them to hear it.

“OOOOOHHHHHHH YYYYYEEEEEESSSSSS!” she cried, her hips bucking and her legs shuddering. A delicious flex of her hips and she came hard, her pussy rubbing all over my face with a lovely wail of pleasure. I kissed her lips a couple of times, and she twitched as I did.

A purr came from her mouth as I started to kiss down her thigh and then stood up. “Holy shit. Peter, what the hell was that? Nobody has ever made me cum that hard.”

“That was a pretty loud orgasm. And I hope it won’t be the last.” I grinned at her. She lay there, her body lightly shaking as I approached her on the bed and then moved into position to finally fuck this lovely beauty who had just cum all over my face.

Grabbing her long legs was easy, holding them up and placing them on my shoulders. She sighed, looking up at me with wide eyes as my cock nestled against her folds. Teasing her a bit, I rubbed it up and down, and she gasped. Somehow, I had enough ability to hold back. “Tell me you want it.”

“Oh, fuck.” She moaned, moving her hips. “You’re such a fucking teeeeeasssseeee.” It was a thrill when she tried to push her hips forward to impale herself on my throbbing cock. She actually wanted me, but I was going to make her beg for it. Finally, she gasped. “I want it. So bad. Get that big fat cock in my pussy.”

That was all I needed. Thrusting inside, my cock was coated with her juices already, and I slid in deep with one hard flex of my hips, making us both gasp loudly as my entire shaft was swallowed by her tight tunnel. I began to thrust quickly, then slowed down, making sure I kept a steady rhythm. Everything I’d read about how to be better at sex was going to be unleashed on her tonight, and I was hoping it would guarantee a return visit.

Considering the gasps and squeals coming from her every time I thrust, she was thoroughly enjoying herself. “Yeah…yes…fuck my pussy…it feels so fucking GOOOOODDDDD!” she cried. With her long legs on my shoulders, I could get deep and felt my cock hit the very deepest parts of her pussy. It continued to get wetter, and I could feel her muscles flexing as I kept enjoying the fact I was fucking the hottest girl I’d ever seen.

But there was another vantage point I wanted. My fantasy had always been the lovely Lana riding me, watching her insane body bouncing up and down on mine. Sliding myself out of her, I grabbed her and hauled her to her feet, kissing her hard and feeling her tongue eagerly stab into my lips while she moaned.

She was light enough for me to almost carry, and I pulled us to the bed, but then got myself underneath her and she read my mind, sliding on top of me. Her mouth slid over my cock and she sucked it with a moan, but then I yanked her hair. “Get up here.”

“Oh, fuck. Yes, please.” She gasped, climbing on top of me and as soon as my cock was in position, I thrust up and impaled her, hearing the sexiest gasp I’d ever heard as my cock thrust deep. “AAAHHH!”

Grabbing her hips, I pulled her down all the way. When our lips met this time, I felt her mouth smile and then she sat up, looking own at me and placing her hands on my chest as she started to ride me like I’d always dreamed about.

Watching her on top of me, her insane stomach was flexing and her tits bounced while she moved better than any porn star I’d ever watched. And it was like her pussy and my cock were two puzzle pieces fitting together, the perfect level of tight and wet around my shaft. “Fuck…yes…your dick feels so good, baby…” she moaned. “I’m going to cum again!”

Bearing down on me with her muscles, she threw her head back, and her sexy breasts jutted out while she gave out a long, shuddering moan that released a flood of wetness onto my dick. I could see little slick lines all over my cock as I watched her pussy slide back and forth.

Her eyes met mine, and it increased the level of intimacy. Now I knew I could let go and let the building orgasm I’d been trying for a long time to hold off from happening. And it was going to be like a nuclear bomb going off.

“I’m going to cum soon.” I moaned up at her, but she just smiled down at me and kept writhing, like she was milking my dick.

“You can cum inside me, Sam. I’m on the pill. I want to feel all your hot cum filling me up.” She looked into my eyes as she said it, and my entire body lurched towards completion. It was like a freight train barreling straight to the end of my dick that I didn’t want to stop.

A massive flood of heat spurted out in waves, shuddering through my body, and Lana gasped above me as she could clearly feel how much cum I was pumping inside her pussy. When it felt like the deluge was finally over, I grabbed her and kissed her gently as she sighed.

“Wow. That was incredible. Like it was your job to satisfy me. I’ve…like, never felt anything like that before.” Her hips stopped and she massaged her breasts, almost purring with satisfaction.

The irony of that statement didn’t escape me. I’d treated it like a job, at least almost. All I wanted to make sure was that she wanted to see me again, and I figured I’d probably accomplished that as I withdrew my cock and a lovely thick drip of cum came out of her shaved pussy.

“Oh my God, I’m like a puddle.” She sighed, dismounting me and rolling over onto her stomach. Even after all that, she kept my cock hard just looking at her naked. “Can I ask you something?” With her lovely pert ass sticking up in the air, she could have asked me anything she wanted. “How long have you wanted to do that?”

“Since the first moment I laid eyes on you.” I said truthfully, and she giggled. “Come on, you know every guy on campus feels the same way.”

Lana sighed. “Yeah, but you’re so…different. Like, I knew you were sweet and smart, but holy shit, now that I know how good you are in bed, you’re going to have a hard time getting rid of me.”

I slid across her body and kissed her breast. “That sounds like a fantastic problem to have.” Finding her lips, we kissed again, and I felt my cock stir.

But I also knew I had class in the morning, and so did she. Plus, we had a tutoring session later that week. If this situation was actually going to be a thing, then it was going to have to wait for another time. Thankfully, she didn’t make it awkward.

When she stood up and stretched, I was treated to her insane body naked next to my bed, a sight that was going to be emblazoned in my mind for a very long time. “Even though I would really love to feel that again, I should get going.”

“Oh, don’t worry. If I have my way, you’re going to feel it anytime you want to.” I smiled at her. She giggled, and her lovely breasts bounced. Leaning down onto the bed, we kissed, and it was like a conduit straight to my dick as her tongue found mine. “See?”

She giggled again and headed to clean up. Watching her gorgeous ass walk to my bathroom was insane, and as soon as the door closed I flopped back on the covers, trying to process what had just happened.

The main problem being, I had a serious thing for this gorgeous woman, and she had no idea about what my new job entailed. Right now, things were only casual, and what I was doing for the agency meant it would probably have to stay that way. Because there was no way I could reveal to Lana what was going on.

At least not for now. How was a newly anointed gigolo supposed to have any type of proper relationship?

By the time she was out of the bathroom, I’d retrieved her dress and underwear from the living room and laid them on the bed. “Such a gentleman.” She smiled. “All these brownie points coming your way.” I’d already put some pants on, and once she was dressed, I walked her to the door.

“I called you an Uber.” She smiled.   

It felt slightly awkward, but I knew if I was going to deal with that, I just had to push right through it. “See you Thursday? And text me when you get home safe.”

“If not before.” She leaned in and kissed me, and this time it was her making the move. It felt natural to have her lips against mine, and I had to almost push her away before I tore her dress off again. Once she was out the door and it shut behind her, I started to laugh with the release of all my pent-up emotion.

Plus, my ego was glowing like a nuclear bomb. Not only had I just seduced the hottest girl at my college, the physical chemistry between us was undeniable. The sex was incredible beyond anything I ever could have imagined. I could still smell her scent on my nose as I cleaned up the kitchen.

A text pinged through about ten minutes later, and I grabbed my phone, but it wasn’t Lana. It was Nicole.

We need to get you on a regular schedule. Send me the evenings you have available and I’ll put you on the web site. Please make sure you’re ready for lots of bookings!

After what had just taken place, I had forgotten almost entirely about my other budding career, but that text brought reality crashing back in. I was getting paid to have sex with other women for money. And Lana had no idea. She might have suspected, but obviously it wasn’t something on the table. At least, not yet.

As if the powers above read my mind, another text came through.

Just got home. It was an amazing night. See you Thursday for tutoring. And maybe after we can hang out? It was followed by a heart emoji.

Shit. Guilt flooded through me. How was I supposed to juggle a new job like the one I’d just taken on and also possibly develop any kind of relationship with Lana? Or any other woman, for that matter?

As thrilled as I’d been, now I was starting to see the drawbacks of my new gigolo status. Whatever was going to happen between us, I had to make sure Lana wouldn’t get hurt by anything.

I just had to figure out how to do it

.

THE END
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