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Losing Laney

Dean

Sadly my teachers never thought I would amount to much because in truth I could barely be seen as a studier or even the slightest bit academic and never excelled at school or actually even tried to; but when I thankfully left the restrictive walls of this less than auspicious establishment of indoctrination - when I had just turned eighteen - I felt that I knew something these narrow-minded supposed educators of mine did not.

Without question I may not have possessed diplomas or qualifications they all felt so necessary but instead had surely developed personal instincts or street smarts and, more than anything else, that alone - and with some certainty - would be my future passport to wealth and success.

I already knew that this was not necessarily going to be an easy road because my ailing father - who was my only remaining parent - had no money and although he had counselled me relentlessly to study harder to obtain an education I of course knew better and used my nose or nous to get by because I was always well-turned out popular or affable therefore had made many influential friends or useful contacts and they of course meant wads of money.

So quickly I became a bit of a wheeler-dealer and within a couple of busy industrious years was living alone in a two-roomed rented apartment in this big City where I had developed an enviable reputation for myself as something of a player.

Some would say my character ethics or morality could be described as questionable but life for me was simply about supply and demand and if some of my naive buddies required pretty girls or petty recreational drugs then I was always on hand to provide what was necessary and make a buck or two in the process.

To my credit the narcotics I sold were merely cannabis or a few harmless pills and the real income or expertise I possessed was arranging for agreeable available young women to entertain many of my old wealthy associates or schoolmates that always liked to come into Town looking for a good time.

Not all of them had sufficient charm or confidence to get attractive female company on their own merits or terms and I had quickly developed good working relationships with some presentable if not nefarious agencies who always supplied comely feminine flesh - for a competitive price of course - while I naturally took my percentage.

It was a good lucrative game to play and there were many fringe benefits for me because now and then I took a turn with some of the giddy easy female stock and had a dirty quick but extremely good fuck as needed or necessary.

In the shortest space of time I had acquired quite a few customers but my best client was well-connected wealthy Danny Webber from school who was a loafer and wasting his time studying at some local college or other - like me he was no genius - but because he was ungainly ugly and rather gross or portly around the middle, the uncertain boy used me continually for his salacious carnal appetites or lascivious requirements.

Thankfully he wasn’t that fussy what the perfumed standard of my available young feminine flesh for hire was and neither were his multitude of rich vulgar friends; therefore he was one person I tried to keep content if not hot or sweet at all times because if he was happy then without question I was always in proverbial gravy.

The point was that I recognised early on you always had to make a percentage on your Marks and I ensured that nothing I came into contact with left me without yours truly having made a suitable profit.

Everything in my scheme of the easy life was going along just fine and I was getting ahead when I received a call from a guy I used to know called Benny - who had lived a couple of blocks from me - and he enquired whether his young sister Laney could stay over one night in my spare room because she had a couple of interviews in town and it was too far for her to travel both ways from the distant suburbs.

I knew of the girl - because I recalled vaguely but with some surety that she definitely fancied me - as Laney had been in the classes a few years below mine at school and I always sensed she had a definite tremulous crush in my direction although both then and now I was in truth way out of her league.

However, in saying that, Benny was a nice regular guy studying to be a lawyer and with an eye to the future - just like in the film The Godfather -favours granted could always be useful and called in at some future date when he or his potential clients were looking for a good time.

So I agreed a fee of $35 for the night for his sibling even though this was an act of benevolence on my part - I was in business after all - and tried to further remember what this juvenile girl looked like but could only recall her being cute skinny and having extremely short blonde hair although, apart from the fact she held me in such high regard, everything else was something of a blur.

In all fairness, given that I had always been around fawning gorgeous women and could readily get a selection of showy willing girls - on their way to and from the well-to-do men they were being provided for - then this young probably virginal girl barely registered with me at all or actually raised my pulse rate whatsoever.

That was until she arrived late one evening in the shortest dress I had ever seen and shook her lengthy blonde hair then flashed mesmerising aqua eyes before promptly disappearing into the small box-room with a pink travelling case - and barely a welcoming word - presumably to be fit and prepared for the meetings or aforementioned interviews coming the following day.

I had no free time to dwell on her however as I had other far more important matters to attend to that evening but - with this said - in the morning it was hard to ignore how incredibly attractive she looked in her short-skirted business suit as I tried to make small-talk but Laney was soon gone saying she would be back later to pick up her luggage because there was a train already booked.

This was after a brief discussion about her brother Benny when I took the opportunity to ask her for the agreed rent - in case she scarpered without settling up - and then this pretty girl disappeared like fresh mountain mist leaving a trail of evocative perfume behind her which I found strangely compelling.

Laney promised to leave the key I gave her on the kitchen top if I was not home when she departed later for the station but - most fortunately or fatefully - I was in fact there when this vision of loveliness returned before, within an hour or so, she quietly took hold of the case and smiled sweetly at me.

“Thank you, Dean…for your hospitality.”

Time with her seemed to be at a premium and I stumbled over my sentence almost gushing in the process.

“How did you get on?”

Her expression was blank as if her success was a given.

“Fine I got the job…”

She seemed to read my dirty mind as I gazed expectantly at her.

“…But I can’t stay here Dean as a full week at the rates you are charging would be beyond me as I will have to work my way up and find something cheaper.”

Always the businessman I thought on my feet.

“How much do you need to pay?”

Her delicate shoulders shrugged with uncertainty.

“Make me an offer?”

I inhaled for effect or pause to think while her pale blue eyes flashed then blinked and I spoke perhaps a tad too greedily or rashly.

“$150 a week…that’s the best I could do!”

She looked downcast and sighed in expressed thought.

“That’s over half of my salary…but the apartment would be cool and useful as the job is close…”

Laney looked pleadingly at me but money was money in my world and I was like granite stone until she folded weakly then buckled.

“…OK, OK Dean…I agree and we’ll see how it goes.”

I interrupted sharply sensing she might flee and leave me out of pocket.

“Three months up front…as that’s standard.”

She looked crestfallen which perhaps wickedly gave me a certain illicit flush of power as her musical voice whined.

“But…but…”

Undeniably this girl was just off the boat and green as grass while I murmured with mock empathy.

“You’re in the big world now Laney and need to realise that real life is sometimes tough.”

She whimpered wearily like a beaten dog in response.

“OK…I’ll borrow it from my brother and pay him back.”

This all sounded like a windfall and an ideal arrangement or solution and she left shortly afterwards leaving me with the expectation of some easy-money and perhaps most decadently an easy lay in the near future upon her returning in a few days’ time.

Sure enough, Laney knocked on my door early on Sunday evening but there was again no time to chat or dawdle because there was an appointment for me to pick up four working girls in a limo then collect my male clients from a hotel to run them around this dazzling town.

The vehicle had to be fully stocked with lots of ice-cold champagne to be quashed by the rich clients along the way until eventually the evening would come to a conclusion when I would normally wait outside the doors of the hotel rooms while my wealthy spoiled customers presumably used or fucked the sullied girls to their various selfish sexual tastes.

In some ways the work was surely demeaning and unworthy of me or the flair for commerce I possessed but it was a wonderful way of making quick big bucks and I had become gradually hardened to this deviant life and felt this was just another necessary step along the way to my inevitable fortune.

Also, some of the girls liked a taste of my developing selection of chemical assets and tonight - as before - there was always the chance of a quick blow-job or a sly screw in the car with the last of the promiscuous empty-headed Sluts that needed to be dropped off.

The evening began well and soon I had the bevy of scantily-clad brassy young women mixed with six privileged raucous youthful men out for a good time and there was much kissing or intimate touching in the rear of the vast limousine as I drove carefully while watching - in voyeuristic curiosity - in the rear-view mirror.

That evening - as arranged - the male hosts were feeding their guests first at some posh restaurant or other and I remained dutifully outside before providing the necessary transport to the selected revered nightclub.

Then I sat patiently once more until inevitably I was in the bright corridors on the wrong side of the polished wooden hotel bedroom doors.

Thankfully around 4.00a.m my gaggle of dishevelled despoiled Young Ladies were given back into my questionable care and I rid myself of the first three obligations quickly before parking up in a shadowy deserted place - near to where the fourth was to depart - then slipping expectantly into the rear of the vehicle.

There a voluptuous blonde young woman called Marcie was waiting with her short red dress already high on stocky hips and she smiled genially as I casually handed her some bright pink pills.

She proceeded to put them inside her purse before - as if an unspoken bargain had been struck - noisily undoing the zip on my trousers in audible gesture as her mouth gurgled lowly before this undeniable whore’s soft red lips suckled co-operatively on my raging erection.

“You can fuck me for an extra couple of tablets if you want Dean?”

Unknown to her the pills Marcie wanted were cheap - as she was - therefore my head nodded as I let her draw me for the longest most delicious while before my busy fingers then smartly pulled off the wet tiny panties she was wearing.

Then in a sudden flush of primitive energy I spread Marcie’s plump creamy thighs on the tan leather and instinctively gasped in awe because the female inverted bald crease of the girl was literally or liberally visibly covered in pools or small puddles of creamy-white semen.

But my primal heat or masculine dander was up or running and - entirely ignoring the unholy mess or putrid deposits of innumerable men before me - I impulsively kneeled between her firm legs then thrust my stiff flesh deeply inside these sodden slimy walls with a definite debauched urgency and rutted the dispensable young woman in some alacrity mixed in with possible disdain.

The primitive motion was immediately frantic meaning I came to climax incredibly speedily then grunted in rude gratification before pulling myself up and reluctantly handing over further garish-looking recreational drugs and breathing a silent sigh of relief as I finally watched Marcie walk away from the car back to her lowly life of obvious rudderless poverty.

Completely missing the unquestionable irony of my tired mental processes, it seemed to me as always that these tawdry piteous forgettable immoral girls would do anything for even a briefest taste of luxury or lucre.

I drove the few miles back home with a thick bundle of dollars in my pocket and a sly satisfied grin on my face because this rarefied existence - I had smartly crafted - was inarguably good and with luscious Laney probably asleep in my small home then perhaps undoubtedly things were soon going to get even better.

My taut tight tenant was out early the next morning - although I made sure to get the full three months rent before she left - and we subsequently seemed to pass each other like moving ships in the morning or evening for a few days as I was a night owl while she worked early and was in bed before I left.

However, it must be said, that I did catch the occasional glimpse of her moving about my small flat in just her short dressing gown or sometimes a shirt with not much below and I definitely had a notable masculine twinge or emerging swelling on these rare but memorable occasions.

As if only to confirm my suspicions that Laney had a romantic interest in me, on Saturday afternoon she suggested we go for a meal then a drink when the girl enquired if I could also show her some of the places of interest around this busy concrete jungle.

Generously she offered to pay and simply out of politeness I let her treat me on the premise or promise I would pay the bar tab at our next port of call or then the session after that as we enjoyed a generally good time together.

However, there was no initial real physical chemistry, because she seemed so pure or virginal and part of me felt more comfortable with the promiscuous town girls that were always around in the haunts I took Laney to and who constantly pestered me for the dates when the next paying Gigs were.

At the end of our evening out Laney and I had the briefest of kisses but although my penis and I could have tried to do more a sensible imaginary voice cautioned against any foolishness, indecency or problems and tried to think about her like a best suit to be stored, saved and used on some later occasion when I needed someone presentable on my arm merely to show off how mature and successful I had become.

So, for a few weeks, we had the occasional meal or drink out - somehow I never did actually foot any bill - until Laney began to gradually pester me about what business I was into because affluent boorish men and comely girls were constantly in my sphere or face wherever I went.

In my decadent world however, discretion was everything therefore I never told her anything whatsoever but allowed the impressionable girl to become increasingly interested or intrigued by me and although she was honey-sweet I sensed any immediate romantic involvement - given she had paid for three months - would be unwise or could become an unwelcome or unnecessary source of potential trouble.

My business, needless to mention, was becoming busier and busier - as it was holiday time - and my phone was ringing off the hook to the point that I sometimes left it in the apartment because even I occasionally needed some peace for a few hours break, often with a leisurely workout at the gym.

My house-guest started then going out with some of her female friends from work but thankfully she did not acquire a boyfriend and I would obviously not have allowed one to stay over in my home anyway.

When I thought about the awful possibility of such an unseemly event happening with Laney it seemed unlikely and I felt that eventually when she was older and I was ready to settle for a more regular less flashy or trashy girl then it would be me in her small bed to control and perhaps corrupt her.

In some ways I was perhaps being a little unfair to string her along - as indeed I was - but would not allow myself to have any compassion and sympathy for this girl or concern myself that she always seemed continually worried about money because it was my finances that really mattered and I was privately considering doubling the rent when this term had expired because I knew prices were on the rise in this neighbourhood.

The point was that my razor-sharp mind or practical head sensed with some assurance that I had Laney where I wanted both fiscally and emotionally even though I would privately confess I did have the occasional sordid daydream about subjugating her completely alongside making the pure young woman my sexual menial and slave.

It was of course only a devious deviant fantasy or depraved reverie but such ideas can only occur when your star is on the rise and mine was definitely somewhere high up in the firmament.

Subsequently, with everything in my favour, a few weeks after Laney had moved in it was with positive spirits I drove to meet a group of three girls that the talent agency were supplying for an early birthday party - given by my best punter Danny Webber - and I collected the aforementioned Danny and his friends first then picked up the trio of Bimbos from outside a bar a couple of blocks down the road.

The young women promptly fell aromatically into the rear of the long limousine in covering coats which were soon removed to reveal tight clingy colourful Bunny costumes over black tights just as the inspirational host of the evening had inventively requested.

Then I drove very slowly to our destination - which was a full hour out of the main city - and watched furtively as usual while these young trampy women were fondled handled and twisted into various nefarious positions before I detected subtle head movements which indicated that some if not all of my dirty girls were busily in not disgustingly providing oral sex.

The stock of females I used for these purposes changed continually meaning I often did not know who was on duty and in the shadows I began to notice a slender blonde who was kneeling between Danny Webber’s open thighs and seemed to be granting him an extremely good salacious time.

Reflexively, my cock stretched and pulsated because the taut backside on this radiant blonde was utterly sublime and I tried to concentrate on the road ahead but the frame of her ass in the taut pink costume over the shiny black tights was magnetic - if not addictive - and it was impossible not to glance up then illicitly revel in the warming hardness between my parted legs.

I lingered on the passing but delicious sensation or thought that I might have this unknown heavenly blonde Tart at the end of the night but tried not to think too much about the privileged but moronic Danny who was having his hard cock sucked simply because he was a rich lucky Bastard.

Such were the misfortunes or unbearable inequities of life and I tried to brush a passing unmistakeable wave of rage or jealousy from my shoulders and took great comfort in the fact that at least I was making a percentage of this sexy girl’s mouth which made me temporarily feel much better.

However when we reached the venue - which was a stately hotel out in the wilderness - there were a myriad of guests already in attendance and, as part of the spectacle of arrival, while the entourage mingled around the vehicle I strode out in my smart but undignified chauffeur’s outfit then ceremoniously opened the door so my always gregarious employer for this night could make his demanded grand entrance.

Being the showman that he was, Danny allowed his best friends to alight first in their black tie penguin suits before the girls appeared in succulent tight clingy gaudy costumes in all their flashy Bunny glory and it was at this specific point in time I had to look twice then again in despair because the perfect blonde who had been providing head to the awful Danny was no other than my supposedly innocent tenant Laney!

Immediately I wanted to say or do something but was actually stunned to muteness or stillness and merely stood like a dumb statue holding onto the shiny black door as the wealthy, plump and extremely average looking host of the evening emerged from the limousine and waved at all the young baying crowd as if he was some tacky fat Roman Emperor of them all.

Instinctively I tried to catch Laney’s flashing blue eyes to demonstrate my acute concern or disapproval of her inappropriate action and to try and say that if she had so desperately wanted to give someone a blow-job then I was always available or amenable for this particular heinous act!

I mean she only had to ask me and I would have been more than happy to oblige!

Laney pretended as if she did not know me at all or never even glanced my way which confirmed the humiliating fact that I was completely helpless and powerless as the marauding partygoers streamed back into the grand country house where loud music began beating in almost rhythm with my racing pulse.

As if exhausted by these confusing unanticipated events I then took my seat inside the front of the car and simply tried my best not to think of anything at all.

Which I would add was easier said than done because all my filthy brain could focus on was the image of Laney’s bottom twerking as she worked on Danny’s prick and what he was going to do to her later because the girls were not due to leave until 4a.m which gave the fortunate spoiled obnoxious boys way too much time to fuck them later in the available bedrooms.

Danny, along with his odious friends were staying over as I was to collect them at noon the following day and as the time passed by I seethed in irrational anger then masturbated madly in frustration to wicked evil but irresistible thoughts about what Laney would be getting up to.

The two climaxes I induced eventually made me doze but then I was awoken unexpectedly by a sharp tap on the window causing me to look up to see my feckless houseguest in her divine pink outfit - which had a teasing white fluffy tail on the back - with a soft drink and a plate of food which I took in gratefully through the window as she smiled genially if not innocently.

“Thought you might be hungry Dean…”

I went to speak - because I had a million questions - but she just pressed her fingers to her lips in a mock kissing gesture and giggled.

“…See you about 4.pm for the ride home.”

In private irritation I then wretchedly watched her run back into the melee but instead of being grateful for her kindness and consideration, all my troubled envious mind could mull about was the inevitable sexy ride she would shortly be getting with the corpulent tubby Danny.

Thankfully I bravely fought off such destabilising demons until I had consumed the food but then a surge of such perverted uncontrollable flights of filthy dreams made me take prompt hold of my aching penis once more and it was only after another bout of flagellation and self-relief at my own hand did I eventually return to the separated state I had been when she had recently come out to feed me.

I was roused again by Laney and the two other divinely covered girls who gently knocked on the windscreen at 4.30a.m before I drove them in utter silence because by their combined dishevelled state I knew they had definitely taken their outfits then knickers off and fucked these arrogant advantaged boys in the room after the party which ironically enraged me more that I could possibly explain.

My eyes could barely look at Laney sitting there looking all so sweet and virginal but admirably I restrained my fury until the first duo of depraved girls had been dropped off and then I bade her sit in the front for the short journey back to my apartment and murmured in some angst but tried to remain placid.

“Why on earth have you joined up with this scurrilous team of young women…?”

It was as if I was talking to myself.

“…Don’t you know what they do and how on earth did you find out the company that I get them from?”

To my ongoing amazement Laney just gurgled and laughed tiredly.

“Well Dean, I saw what you were doing and subsequently asked some of your other girls in passing when I saw them out or about because it seemed an easy way of making money, before eventually I had an audition because…”

Her tone was acid suddenly.

“…Given what you charge me then I have no money at all left at the end of the month and was fed up of being penniless.”

She was unreasonably trying to make me feel guilty but I would not take the bait as I hissed defensively

“It’s merely market rate what you pay…”

In saying that, a small pang of regret or perhaps covetousness rolled over my normally mercenary brain as I whispered with only consideration in my tone.

“…I really don’t want you to sell yourself like this Laney as I genuinely have your best interests at heart and…”

Obviously, I was unusually unsettled as I was not thinking straight.

“…If it makes a difference then I will reduce the rent by $25 a week.”

She shuffled with some discomfort then exhaled in audible weariness and I tried not to think about what she had diabolically disgustingly done as her smeared lips spluttered.

“Make it $35 a week and it’s a deal then Dean…as to be frank the night was a little boring or mundane and I could well manage without doing it again!”

Graciously or perhaps idiotically I agreed to her amendment to an already overgenerous offer and when we reached my apartment Laney left me to quickly shower and then - without another word - sharply closed the door behind her to sleep.

Disgustingly I was so wound up I had to filthily masturbate once more at the vivid imaginative memory of what must have had happened that awful evening to finally distance my crazed mind from a limp spent body.

The next morning was Saturday - which was a rest for most people but a working day for me - and I hurried or scurried around and hoped I would see Laney later on but it seemed that she had things to do and we barely touched base over the weekend.

However, I was certainly pleased that I had philanthropically saved the girl from herself and from inexorably falling into a sleazy or depraved way of life.

Although the loss of rent I consented to was definitely a fierce blow we had never actually specified how long it was to be set at that lower rate and I reckoned I could shortly get the price up again and possibly her cute mouth around my cock at the same memorable time.

Monday brought another pattern of apparent frantic demands on time for my tenant before Danny Webber rang to say he was extremely pleased with how the party had gone then disconcertingly went on to mention that he wanted another three girls in school uniform for Friday night and that he expected the cute blonde from last week to be one of the trio.

When he said this I nearly choked or swallowed my teeth because there was no way at all I was going to send Laney back with this predatory Reprobate and I left it to the last minute on the Thursday night to let him know that unfortunately Laney had been taken ill and extremely cleverly I had organised an even more glamorous replacement.

He did not speak for a few seconds before informing me icily - if not threateningly - that if Laney was not in the group then the order for the group of women was cancelled and in future he would get his expensive source of female entertainment from another supplier.

In blinding panic I merely falsely laughed the cold comment off as I then - in some barely masked anxiety - promised him faithfully Laney would definitely be in attendance but, as she was out with friends on the evening, it was not until Friday morning I could speak to her.

In some nervousness I then purposefully knocked timidly on the door of the room and only went in when she permitted me to.

Laney was putting on her skirt for her office duties and seemed unabashed that I could see her half-dressed as she lips smiled wanly at me.

“Yes…what is it?”

My bare feet trod imaginary water in my patent discomfort but then had to speak about the unmentionable problem I had because time was pressing and there was no other option if I wanted to retain Danny and the network of clients he brought with him.

As she looked at me in perplexity eventually I was forced to mumble out in some detail about my dilemma.

“I spoke to the chubby empty-headed customer from last week and it seemed that he likes you but…”

It was hard for me to go on but bravely I did.

“…To cut to the chase he wants you to come with to party in town tonight and I have cleared it with the supply company that took you on their books if you are able to oblige?”

She glared in my direction in some palpable annoyance.

“No Dean, please don’t ask because quite rightly last week you said it was not becoming that I should prostitute myself in this lowly manner and I think you are correct…so I can’t be some plaything for Danny or more precisely won’t be.”

She finished putting on the smart tight medium skirt and sat at the dressing table painting her face as I whimpered because my need for her co-operation was already desperate.

“Please Laney…if you don’t go he’s not going to trade with me any more.”

The younger sister of my former friend was not impressed and shrugged disinterestedly.

“So, find new customers…”

Her cheeks flushed brightly in explanation of the obvious.

“…You do know what is entailed in these nights out…?”

It was my turn to glow or blush as my complexion went an even brighter red than hers as she went on disarmingly.

“…Just out of curiosity…what does he expect me to wear?”

I gleaned there was just the faintest chance still of turning her to the dark side and I spoke with more enthusiasm than I felt.

“A cute schoolgirl outfit…stockings suspenders and all the trimmings…you’ll look so cute in it.”

She shook her head in repressed anger then exasperation.

“Men are so predictable; but anyway I have no time to buy these things because my day as always is full.”

My lips then grumbled before my brain got into gear.

“I’ll get them…just tell me your size and I will arrange everything.”

Laney sat back and muttered unkindly in temper.

“No, it’s too much and I don’t want to do it again.”

In absolute hopelessness because the world I inhabited seemed as if it was falling apart causing my voice to plead, until to my disgrace I grovelled.

“Please, please Laney…I’ll do anything just ask me…anything…just help me this one time.”

I tried to look suitably hapless and distressed which was actually easy to achieve and humbled myself before her once more.

“…Please.”

There seemed at last to be a tiny chink in her armour as her voice softened but unfortunately there was still some steel in it.

“Well given what you are asking me to sacrifice and you have to gain then I expect to pay no rent for the next three months…”

My concerned head at this impending unfolding financial meltdown nodded immediately but unfortunately, she was not done.

“…You will buy the items I need today and tidy my room as I will not have the opportunity to do it later.”

I exhaled in audible relief.

“Sure, Laney sure.”

She snapped almost cruelly as if she was someone I did not recognise.

“I’ve not finished Dean…”

Her fragile petite form sat up straight on her chair.

“...I have detected a certain supercilious attitude from you when it comes to dealing with me and wish you to immediately alter your approach in my regard to supply more deference and in future refer to me as Miss…”

My mouth was open at her outrageous demands which frighteningly continued still.

“…And do errands for me when required; in fact you can clean my room and do the laundry while I’m staying here as well.”

Naturally her expectations or requirements were outrageous but all I could say in response was, “Yes Miss…of course Miss; that will be my pleasure.”

So the unreasonable pact was made in an unfortunate haste or the rush of fear of what I could lose and when Laney left for work I made her bed then vacuumed the room and did her cleaning while trying my best not to masturbate when I hand-washed the girl’s fine sensual pairs of knickers just as instructed.

I would confess to my shame that I sniffed the sensual items before I cleaned them which evoked a tangible surge of lust for Laney which was truly overpowering and even in my turmoil - and unvented fury with the girl - I suddenly wanted her more than ever.

Once these basic domestic chores were complete my time was spent at the shops where dutifully I sent her pictures of various types of lingerie to wear below the school uniform while she irritatingly ran me around from one store to another before being satisfied with my eventual selection.

All was perplexity or mayhem for a while but mercifully Danny was delighted that I had corralled Laney for his lewd delights that evening and even though I had compromised my ethical values once more I was still in business and vowed that I would get my revenge on my too clever by half  house-guest in due course.

When Laney returned I calmly lay the provocative clothing onto the bed while she bathed then changed into the outfit before calling me in to her room when she was just in the bra, panties, stockings, garter and suspenders while posing without modesty directly in front of the thin silver mirror.

“Do you think Danny will like this…?”

I was scarlet and turning purple because I could not disguise the bulge in my trousers and she scalded me aggressively.

“…Fuck it obviously makes you excited that I have to let him touch my body…”

She seemed to look through me in visible disgust

“…You masturbate when I’m with him don’t you…tell me the truth or I won’t go?”

My mouth salivated then groaned in despair.

“Yes Miss, I’m sorry but I do.”

Her lips subsequently snarled then twisted into warped grin.

“Well let’s see then…”

I looked at her for consideration or mercy but there was none and with no discernable way out I withdrew the male obvious hardness as she inspected what I had to offer as a man then gurgled dismissively.

“…Jerk off then Dean, and don’t let me see you erect around me again.”

To my ignominy the slightest pressure from my wavering hand around the heated pumping flesh made me spurt small spots of hot semen onto my fingers but she no longer looked at me and continued to get ready as I did my trousers up then shamefully sidled out of the door to change into my subservient chauffeur’s uniform.

We left the apartment together and drove without any conversation to pick up the other two young women - who also looked distinctly gorgeous in their school outfits - but not as utterly sublime as Laney because she was suddenly sex on legs to my fond green eyes or burning raging senses.

But stoically I ignored my inner feelings for her because I was commercially minded or driven and therefore obligated to collect Danny Webber with his chums before once more I could only look up in the reflected agony of the rear-view mirror as my secret Love kneeled - as she had previously - and provided seemingly her excusive oral service to the swollen pedestrian undeserving Bastard.

Danny took Laney’s mouth at first then seemed unable to keep his chubby cloying hands off her and all I could do was watch him claw or paw this perfect girl who reluctantly - she was a good actress because her revulsion for him was well disguised - took his attentions with admirable calm or patience as if accepting that earning the money the company was paying entitled this corpulent Bounder to such libertine liberties.

Once this debauched group had departed merrily into another expensive club I waited and tried to control my addled mind or unpredictable body not to get aroused because I was determined there was no way I wanted to disgrace or embarrass myself by being stiff and having to masturbate in front of Laney again.

Therefore I did so alone and furtively while they were in the venue before once more I had to wait interminably outside yet another expensive hotel suite when I could only sit then traumatically invent diabolical or depraved ways Danny would be taking advantage of her slight and fragrant body.

The whole process of the night-out was sorely mortifying or exhausting and when at last the sleazy girls returned I was almost in a drugged stupor and barely spoke as I dropped them off one by one in their creased or smeared disturbing uniforms until only Laney and I remained and even then I found I had nothing to say.

She was bone-tired - probably from all the depraved shagging - and there was nothing mentioned or discussed until we returned home when Laney opened the door to her room and sighed wearily at me.

“Come in after ten minutes because I want you to take my uniform for dry-cleaning tomorrow in case Danny wishes to see me in it again and…”

Her lips curled into an unintentional sadistic grin.

“…Be sure to hand-wash the lingerie right now as I want the stains removed immediately.”

I turned away from her because although I had climaxed many times that evening my penis was already pulsing almost independently beyond my control and all I could utter in response was, “Yes Miss, of course...”

When I returned she was already relaxing inside the bed and I longed just to casually move beside her below the thin sheets but instead I picked up the finery that was on the edge of the nearby chair in the compact area and sighed respectfully.

“…Is that all Miss?”

One glazed blue eye opened then gazed at me in some inquisitiveness or accusation.

“You’ve not erect are you Dean?”

I quickly turned my hips away from her insight or intuition within the poor light and grumbled.

“No Miss of course…I will see you in the morning.”

However as she had alluded to my erratic penis was not so secretly solid or pronounced in its own diminutive way, as I was not overly blessed down there, and to my eternal ignominy - after sniffing then examining the crotch of the perfumed but thankfully untainted panties in some detail - I pressed the delicious scented material to my already free cock and jerked viscous cum all over them because the filthy impulse to do so was entirely overwhelming.

Only then - when my head was clearer - did I giddily or diligently wash them along with the other pieces of frippery because I did not wish Laney to see me as some weird pervert who could simply not contain himself or his sordid ardour towards her.

While I laboured on the tactile smalls I privately accepted that I quite enjoyed the sullied process as somehow the act of cleaning her underwear was unspeakably intimate and made me sense that there was still a chance for me with her if only Danny would only get bored and lose his interest in My Girl.

As if my head was increasingly unstable I had come to view Laney in that loving personal way but it was only a fleeting fanciful idea because sadly the expressed hope Danny would become disinterested in her proved not to be the case and as the time slowly passed there was not a week that went by when my best and most influential customer did not demand that this delicious young woman I lived with should be there at his scurrilous sexual beck or call

All I could do was compliantly run my business - thereby allowing this immoral outrage I had begun almost unwittingly or by mere chance to continue - thereby causing me ongoing suffering or pain and a growing sense of malaise.

Worse than this private humbling by Laney and the humiliating fact that I was forever dirtily obsessing about what she and Danny got up to on their nights out in town - then hotel bedroom afterwards - I had scandalously started to regularly masturbate over her knickers before I washed them.

I knew it was a terrible and ignominious thing to do but my base senses were quickly becoming hooked on my obsession with Laney alongside her underwear as I began to take subversive pleasure in this sordid kink and was just personally relieved that she would never know the full extent of my disgrace.

Also, given that I was receiving no rent, Laney had begun to treat me as some casual servant or menial around the home and would provide generous tips for jobs - she seemed to be making good money now from her deviant work along with the extras with Danny - or services I did for her as if I was truly in her employ.

Naturally I was insulted but the reality she was living in my home for nothing meant I took her coin with a polite murmur of appreciation or thanks and never openly argued or upset the girl because - given her influence with my best client - I had much still to be deprived of.

She eventually offered to leave - so I could get another source of income for the room - but I would not allow her to make the sacrifice as I wanted to be around Laney all the time and within my own little upside-down bubble I was content for her to stay free as it kept us together.

This was as well as the unmentionable fact that having her nearby gave me some real influence or power still with Danny and given that I had lost a couple of good clients recently I needed his undoubted network of well-off men that liked to play or party to rebuild my business connections and customer list once more.

Almost in the blink of an eye six swift months passed and one bright morning - as if I had inspirationally dreamed of an epiphany - I rose with rare purpose and recognised that unless I found some pluck or courage to seize the day then Laney would be lost to me forever because I needed to get her off this slippery salacious escalator with Danny and with this in mind over breakfast I made my politest pitch.

“Miss, may I talk to you for a moment?”

Laney nodded and listened intently with bright mesmerising blue eyes.”

“Of course Dean…I always like to hear what you say and think.”

I drew heated but guarded breath then exhaled hoping my mouth still smelt of fresh-mint toothpaste.

“Maybe I have not been as considerate or honest with you as I should have been from when you first came here…”

Purposefully I gazed in her direction and tried to sound sincere.

“…Also accidentally getting you involved with my decadent business schemes I do not think has actually been in your best ethical or most decent interests…

She seemed less than impressed but did not speak as I made my master move.

“…But I want us to start again and for me to tell you how much I have grown to care for or admire who you are and only wishing to make amends I wondered on this coming holiday weekend if you would let me take you away to the coast?”

Laney leaned back in her chair and seemed to think quietly before sighing lowly then drolly in some consideration of my analysis of her situation.

“Well I don’t feel mistreated…”

She snickered perhaps pointedly in my direction given my initial mistakes.

“…Well not recently anyway and I will think on about your generous offer so let me know where you intend to take us and I will soon inform you of my decision.”

Instinctively I bit my lips to conceal the sharpest prick of rage because her attitude was less than enthusiastic and almost insolent but once more I surely needed to be patient to craftily weave her back into my web and sensed that in due course I would have my day with Little Miss Precious.

All of my tingling spider senses told my astute brain that she still loved or desired me and felt assured that once I had Laney in my bed then arms I would soon shape then mould this naïve young woman to my will.

Therefore my lips smiled agreeably then spoke positive words at her partial acceptance before over the course of the next few days I booked us into a small scenic room in a very expensive hotel on the beach about two hours drive away and was delighted - after I showed her my selfless suggestion in detail - that she accepted the offer the following evening.

It was then set and confirmed that we were due to leave this coming Friday for two nights full of destiny-fuelled possibility for me, and the clear establishment of our undoubted romantic connection.

We had not actually discussed any expectation of sexual or intimate relations that I most assuredly had - even though we had merely briefly kissed once or twice - but given the small fortune I was being forced to spend on her then naturally I silently expected something substantive as a return for my investment.

I was sure that once I had done the undeniably dirty deed then I could get her off this disturbing spiral or ritual with Danny - although I was not sure if I could truly forgive her for what she had put me through - then Laney would subsequently drop all this nonsense with me being in her service and I could or would retake my place as master of all I purveyed once more which of course included her!

Matters had not yet gone so far in my muddled head as to when the rent would begin once again but felt certain that Laney had enjoyed her recent free-loading jaunt for far too long.

However, before that welcome event transpired there was to be another far more enjoyable physical or primal time for me which involved us getting up early on the Friday morning, loading the car then hitting the freeway at which time I had to try extra hard to concentrate on the winding road ahead.

This was because Laney had the most extraordinarily short black dress on I had ever seen in my life which instantly made my head go queasy and my irrational penis stiffen automatically but as always I tried to remain cool or aloof while maintaining my multi-layered enigmatic qualities which had brought the two of us to this precipitous point or on a destiny-laden journey.

We stopped for a break along the way and arrived at our destination just after midday when I parked up behind the picturesque hotel and then walked leisurely along the sea-front with this utterly sexual and delectable golden girl beside me feeling that at last things were going the right way as far as I was concerned with her.

Sometimes I would hang back while we paraded just to see the exquisite curve of her perfect ass under the miniscule dress and reminded myself not to unreasonably pounce when we entered our room although the urge to do so was becoming almost irresistible.

Once I had shown the whole universe what a lucky hound-dog I was we sauntered back hand in hand towards the hotel where I had to do a double-take then swallow deeply in shock because there on the wall outside this prestigious establishment was non-other than portly Danny Webber with some of his bombastic cronies.

My best customer saw me immediately and it was already too late to escape his gaze or company as I drew closer but tried to sound casual.

“Hi Danny, what you doing here?”

He only had wide eyes for divine barely-covered Laney as he exhaled lowly.

“Just out for the day but…”

His round podgy faced beamed at my companion as if she was a delicacy or sticky treat.

“…But I think I’ll stay over tonight then maybe for the weekend…?”

I went to say something meaningful but he beat me to it.

“…Thanks for bringing the Whore with you and I’ll take it from here at double rates for the holiday, naturally…”

The expectation then presumption he had was entirely insufferable or outrageous and I tried to stand up then be a man as I wittered on with the only pertinent or persuasive argument I could think of.

“But I’ve paid for a room.”

He glanced at Marcie who was with his buddies along with a couple of other girls I knew and muttered expectantly to her as if in a solution to a crude quandary.

“There’s a spot for you to stay for a few days…once Harry has done with you…”

Harry I would mention was one of his macho muscle-laden football friends but they all knew that Marcie and I had slept together as he continued.

“…So everyone is happy… now I’ll book a suite with Laney…meaning you can have Marcie later and to seal the deal I’ll pick up the tab for everyone…!”

The tone of his voice had a certain detectable determination or menace to it.

“…Unless there is a problem I’m unaware of Dean?”

Laney stared at me expectantly for action rescue or resolution but my bright business brain was thinking on my shaky toes once more and I realised that perhaps this opportunity with her was not so special after all and I could thereby secure a profit - right here and now - before eventually making my play for this unfortunately recently sullied young woman at another time.

Also, warm willing plump Marcie was a good reliable comfortable screw without the eternal stress caused to me by Laney and - barely recognising the life-altering consequences of my shameless self-absorbed actions - I looked down then whispered unworthy words to this bumptious blubbery young man given he was such a vital cog in my burgeoning business empire.

“Sure Danny…sure, Laney’s just another worthless promiscuous paid for girl after all!”

He smiled dryly as if he knew much more about the world that someone with my proven talents or financial abilities and then gently led sublime but sadly despoiled Laney into the reception of the Grand Hotel to secure their presumably opulent accommodation.

Then in some sudden rush of fatigue I sat on the small wall outside and watched his overbearing affluent friends drift down to the beach where the searing sun shone on high and the residual heat was becoming stifling.

I felt uncomfortable for multiple reasons and opened my shirt to stop sweating while trying to find the positive in what had just passed by; then did so because my common-sense and financial acumen became reconciled to the fact that this weekend would merely be another few extended evenings I had to bear or imagine again what Dirty Danny was doing to her.

At least on this occasion I would be able to readily relieve my sexual frustration or cravings with comfortable Marcie, once rugged red-haired Harry had fucked her a few times first, meaning - with enlightened thinking - unquestionably things weren’t actually quite so terrible after all.

What might have seemed an extremely bad situation for most was not for me because undeniably my great success up to now had been an innate ability to think laterally and as I watched the busy scantily-clad, bikini-driven world go by in the scorching temperatures of the early afternoon I was relatively sure everything was going to work out just fine.

Which I suppose in some ways would prove to be correct but - in all prescient truth - possibly more for some than for others.

Laney

In many ways and almost from the youngest of ages I had always been something of a rebel.

My brother Benny could never control me, even though he was older and much wiser, while my adoring parents loved doted or indulged whatever  wants or desires I had perhaps far too much because they saw me as especially loveable and cute.

Subsequently - in many unspoken ways - I always got what I wanted and inherently possessed something of a wild or wilful spirit that carried me along usually in a wave of misguided juvenile enthusiasm.

Throughout my teenage years I was normally seen as something of a tomboy with short blonde hair and a slender delicate figure that lacked the obvious womanly curves or the sensual shape of my more feminine peers and schoolmates who I often observed with an emotion closer to envy, than the silent ambivalence I openly portrayed.

For in all veracity I was secretly maturing into a sensate young woman and although that might not have appeared to the case to the sleepy world around me there was noticeably stirrings in my fertile mind and developing female form that was disturbing and quickly becoming addictive at the self-same surreal time.

I had quietly noticed handsome boys early on and this casual initial interest became more pronounced up to then past the impressionable age of fourteen when I began to harbour certain unmentionable romantic - or dare I say lustful - daydreams about some of the more appealing examples of the opposite gender.

It should be mentioned that although I did not preen or display myself - like many of my provocative fellow girlfriends - I was always extremely presentable while forever smelling sweetly of heavenly scents thereby gaining more than a passing interest with boys in my class and by the still tender age of sixteen had adventurously made out with more than a few of them.

Given my nature I was not afraid to explore the ways of the flesh and soon knew how to hold then eventually suck a boy’s cock - only now and then to a special few - but though there were many offers to go further I had this simple perhaps stupid old-fashioned idea that I needed to be giddily head over heels with the first lover I surrendered my virginity to.

Therefore, I would not have full intercourse with anyone without feverishly sensing these powerful impulses or feelings that told me it was the right thing to do and looked around for such a suitable or exemplary young man but in all truth such examples of perfection were few and far between in my age group.

As I entered my seventeenth year my secret interest for true love privately therefore wavered and wandered onto various more experienced males then fell fully entirely if not squarely upon one of Benny’s best friends, Dean Stanton, who was utterly gorgeous and exceptionally cool.

Dean was very popular with everyone and possessed absolutely fabulous looks; his hair was short golden-blonde like mine while he had a certain charismatic air or understated charm about him that seemed to make all girls swoon.

Even though to my disquiet he barely noticed me - as he was so much more mature or worldly - truly I was smitten and childishly perhaps vowed that one day he would be entirely mine and take what I had to give him as a woman then a wife.

This was all very fanciful and dramatic emotional stuff but if a young girl could not have her private ambitions or dreams of true love then it would be a grey cold world and with certainty my heart secretly beat for Dean over many months even though disappointingly he barely noticed me because his life seemed to be always at the very busy social epicentre of the school.

Then to make matters worse for me Dean left our local area without moving on to college - which he could have got into even with his average grades - but it seemed that this aspiring entrepreneurial instinct within his soul did not need any further education to make money and his inevitable way to success.

I understood from general gossip and some bits of information from my brother that Dean had moved into the scary big City not so far away and was already starting to make his mark in some unknown business venture or other that I understood was already thriving and proving profitable. 

Once more I felt completely unnoticed by him and cursed the cruel hand of fate making me a year or so younger than he was but at my tender age disappointment was not unusual and I put him to the back of my mind - without actually forgetting him entirely - then went about my life to finish my schoolgirl life in an attempt to gain some academic qualifications.

Then suddenly I was nearing eighteen at which point my sexual development reached some peak or pinnacle because the all-consuming urge I felt to share my slight but maturing body with a man was becoming difficult to resist and worryingly there were times that all of me ached for discovery of what such a life-changing event would feel like.

In spite of this destabilising fact I stuck to my strict principles of remaining a virgin until I was ready - and had met or discovered the precious wondrous man of my dreams - but in saying that I took solace in many brief relationships with boys which I would proudly declare was on a hands and mouth only basis.

It may sound stupid but I felt that I was bravely hanging on to a precious part of me by not giving in to pure female impulse or perhaps mere womanly curiosity and harboured no shame in providing hand-jobs or head to various men or boys I liked or found interesting because the rude enticing theatre of such illicit events was always fun and extremely privately pleasurable for me.

There was something about holding an excited aroused male in my petite hands or between open slippery lips that was indescribably thrilling because in that short tension-filled perverse or decadent time-period I surely held all their focus or attention and it provided me with a certain rush of power that I found increasingly habit-forming.

In all rude honesty I was no different from many of the other flighty females at our High - apart from the primal fact I did not fuck anyone - and my sexual development in providing these often tawdry sexual favours was just about enough for me because I could always bring myself to necessary sensual glory by my own fingers which I did quite often when the urge to do so became all-consuming.

So life rolled merrily along for me until a year or so had passed, by which date I had achieved the necessary grades I needed to attempt to gain access to an internship at legal organisations in the nearby City because I had real ambitions in that regard and would not put the cost of college on my hard-working parents who to be frank did not have that type of money.

It was questionable quite how far I could go without a formal degree but I was fully prepared to accept a lesser role if the company I eventually worked for did not feel I was worth supporting to study alongside my active daily role in their firm.

The important point was that I wanted to try and stand on my own unsteady two feet and not be a financial burden to my family - who had already sacrificed so much - and with this ready but uncertain plan of action in mind I sent off many applications to legal entities who were looking for bright minds to train for relatively nothing.

Such were the modern ways of things for people like me without wealth, degrees or position.

Happily however in no time at all I got interest then interviews and when that happened I realised that I would need somewhere to stay overnight to meet these appointments and helpfully Benny - who was always looking protectively over my shoulder - mentioned that he knew that his old friend Dean had a place not far from my meetings and he’d ask if I could stay over. 

I had not openly thought about Dean for some lengthy period now but as any girl knows a possible first love is always floating around your mind somewhere and I jumped at my brother’s suggestion before, as if by romantic magic - on the long journey by train into the Big City - my pulse was pounding ten to the dozen with a complex mixture of myriad thoughts or emotions.

Obviously I was anxious about impressing the companies I was seeing about any possible job opportunity but in saying that I was quietly confident in my logical or cognitive abilities and in all honesty I think I was more interested in again meeting then hopefully impressing Dean and possibly rekindling a romance that had as yet not taken place except in my febrile mind or within the girlish aspirations I still held so dear

On arrival at the station in the late of the evening I was weary or disoriented from the journey and caught a cab to his apartment but did not linger long with my handsome host after he opened the door because he seemed to be hassled or agitated then on the way out and I did not wish to overplay my hand or enthusiasm for my visit - or simply to see him once more - too early.

Therefore, I went to my tiny bedroom quickly where I privately revelled in having seen his agreeable features again and sensing a gritty determination in my young female heart to land a job to enable me to remain in the large metropolis thereby furthering my chance with regards to this wonderful boy. 

In the morning I was up early and naturally dressed to impress all within my sphere of influence and when Dean rose from his slumber he seemed pleased to see me but quickly asked for the rental payment my brother had agreed with him - which I promptly paid - as if unmentionably doubting my honesty or possibly worried I might flee without paying later on.

It was just something I sensed for an instant which created passing fleeting moments of irritation towards him before realising that everyone had to make ends meet and perhaps his past close friendship with my brother did not entitle me to free accommodation for an evening.

So I mentally scolded myself for a lack of empathy or understanding then politely kissed his cheek in gratitude and quickly concentrated on my interviews when fortuitously - although the first two companies were interested in me and my potential - a large law firm I saw in the late afternoon offered me a position immediately which I accepted even though the pay was miserly.

Obviously, I had expected a low-grade source of income to be the case in my regards - given they would be paying for my education in whatever area of law they felt suited my talents - but it brought to bear the financial realities of my immediate future which were frightening, unpalatable and difficult to come to terms with.

As the minutes passed though, I took a step back then recognised that I had in fact done well to find a position so swiftly and I contentedly took a subway to back to Dean’s small Spartan home then when he appeared my heart skipped a loud beat that only I could hear as if impulsively I sensed that he could be the answer to all of my problems or possible intimate and girlish dreams.

Promptly I packed then grabbed my brightly coloured case before taking some coffee that he generously offered and as we briefly conversed I confirmed that I had been offered employment but when he proposed I might stay with him - thereby renting the room on a more permanent basis - I explained at the daily rate he was charging it would not be affordable.

In some ways what I said was true but part of my conversation was a sly attempt to negotiate and perhaps an unspoken plea for his consideration or generosity of spirit towards me but the discussions with him were brutal before he gave me a best substantial weekly rate - given my earnings - then explained almost callously that in the commercial world I was entering I would need to find three months up-front as well for security.

Once more his brusque distant business-like approach was truly unsettling but I had to think clearly and recognise, although what Dean wanted fiscally from me was high - for my purse - this apartment was conveniently near my new job and if I could have beaten the deal he offered elsewhere then it would not have been by much.

So I nodded in agreement and told him I would borrow funds from my brother and true to his commercial bent or disposition when I returned a few days later to move in permanently Dean took the substantial deposit in full before I had even departed for my first day as a working girl.

In truth I was more than a little hot under the collar with him but it was clear that I wanted to pay my way and by afternoon I had forgiven him in my uncertain head because perhaps I was presuming too much as I could not expect him to share the same fluffy bountiful feelings I had in his regards.

I tried my best to be an adult and settle in the apartment as best I could but in spite of my positive instincts towards him Dean and I did not have much time or space to interact much because my job was demanding - as they provided massive support but had high expectations of me - whereas he seemed to live his life at full throttle and on the proverbial edge of a perilous financial cliff most of the time.

He was forever on the phone doing some deal or other or going out late into the evening then night and whenever I saw him in the night-time he was wearing some smart driver’s suit that made him look like a cross between a businessman or a butler.

To be sure his lifestyle seemed acutely mysterious but equally exciting which encouraged me to begin to question him endlessly about what this apparently covert business actually was all about.

Dean would never tell or confide the truth to me but one weekend after I had moved in we went out for dinner - which somehow I paid for on my credit card even though I had no money - and I was amazed at how many pretty girls or well-dressed boys came up to him as if he had something special to offer and out of pure inquisitiveness I began to ask one or two of them what exactly the score was.

It was still hard for me to get a clear picture of the situation regarding my cute secretive landlord but over the course of the next few weeks Dean and I went for drinks or food a few times - where I might mention the promised free lunch for me never happened - and slowly I became more friendly with some of the town girls who told me a few surprising tales about the mercurial boy I was staying with.

It seemed that my hero, Dean Stanton, made his fortune by arranging parties or decadent evenings out for rich young men he knew where girls and drugs would be supplied to order and I was quite unsure whether to be outraged, impressed or shocked?

In some juvenile ways I admired his entrepreneurial spirit of enterprise and did not judge him too harshly for the drugs - which were mainly cannabis - or his dealings with girls that perhaps needed some extra income, which was something I could really share communality with, as given Dean’s Scrooge-like attitude to money I was always utterly broke.

Therefore I took the information I gained in then digested the facts and came to the bland conclusion that although my first Love liked me and we had shared the odd touching of tongues or a transient peck on the cheek or two over the time I had been here, it was clear that Dean still saw me as innocent and merely probably Benny’s virginal little sister.

In spite of any brief intimacy we had shared Dean demonstrably felt that I was an unspectacular shadow of all these glamorous provocative and often promiscuous young women that continually surrounded him on a daily basis, and I then recognised that if I was to catch his eye and win his heart then I needed to do something to stir the passion or blood in my young man to make him notice and desire me as a woman.

In truth I was still pure and virginal but I was not frightened of using my feminine charms or wiles to gain what I wanted and with only thoughts of love in my mind for Dean I went to the company - that the other girls I had met told me about and whose number I had stolen from his phone - to place my name and body forward and put my devious duplicitous plan into operation.

This small but professional firm was greatly impressed with me and what I could offer then enthusiastic when I mentioned that I wanted to be included in the next soiree organised by Dean because - unknown to them - I merely wanted to show my greedy unappreciative landlord exactly what he could have right in front of his cute nose.

Therefore, when I dressed along with the other girls available for this misadventure - at the company apartment after work on the Friday evening - I shivered in secret anticipation then exhilaration at how I appeared in the tight leotard Bunny costume provided and was impossibly agitated or excited in what was happening.

Naturally I knew that boys that had paid for us expected hand-jobs or oral sex but anything else was at our discretion and to be brutally or disgracefully honest, given my commitments at the office, I had not had time for any male diversion or sexual entertainment at all in recent times and had somewhat missed it.

So when I entered into the limousine in the gaudy garish tight costume I had no illusions of what I was letting myself in for but knew with certainty I would not surrender my maidenhood for mere money, was experienced or game enough for anything else and in truth was secretly looking forward to some harmless female fun.

Almost casually I saw the back of Dean’s head in the driver’s seat but purposefully turned towards a large tubby youth sitting in the middle of two other boys and then kneeled on the carpeted floor so the Love of my life could watch me disgrace myself and for the first time possibly sense what he was missing.

I was desperate to make him jealous and without this unmemorable plump young man even speaking I gently brushed his crotch then smiled slyly as I felt it stiffen because I wanted to earn my wages and then perhaps gain a little extra bonus.

His eyes were bright blue and wide in what looked like fear - but I presumed was anticipation - as along with the other bought and paid for girls, we were soon removing the penises of the lucky rapacious boys before tidily my fingers extracted his erection from the confines of the trousers then gasped in some amazement because he was truly enormous and firm or thick like a huge impressive length of virile rope.

In spite of my fall into minor prostitution the masculine energy or vital feel of this wonderful example of manhood was truly compelling and I rubbed it gently then murmured while he fell back and merely watched me as if traumatised

“You are a Big Boy…look at you…so blessed…”

The other females of fellow whores were already sucking their sullied employers by now but I was in no rush because I always had enjoyed the raw sensation or thrill of rule - holding a man like this gave me - and I smiled drolly.

“…I’ll do what you want but let me make it clear that you can’t fuck me with this enormous thing!”

He seemed so pumped up or agitated and already about to explode so I pursed my lips placed them over the top of his hard flesh then sucked the slimy ejaculate as it streamed or steamed out of him until the living pump stopped and he tumbled back on the seat as if he had been felled.

Out of politeness I wiped his penis clean but held onto it because perversely but privately it felt tactile and warm in my palms before I settled beside him when he grunted weakly.

“I’m Danny…”

His enlarged head and still manic blue eyes gestured to his friends.

“…This is Ray, Harry and Jed.”

I nodded at them all but most were still busy with the other two females except for Ray - who was dark lean and quite handsome - who whispered hopefully to him.

“Can I try yours when you’re done Danny?”

The undeniable fat controller of this night out to my surprise hissed harshly if not defensively then shocked me again because he knew clearly already knew my name.

“…No Ray…Laney is with me so get your grubby hands off as there’s enough here to keep you going.”

The boy winked and laughed the rebuke or specific comment off but I slid tightly beside Danny - who blushed so deliciously at the warmth of my body - and spoke almost silently to him in curiosity.

“How do you know my name?”

His voice became even quieter than mine as he sighed weakly.

“I’ll tell you later Laney…”

He seemed incredibly uncomfortable and almost embarrassed with me.

“…And you don’t have to play with my cock if you don’t want to?”

I giggled at his surreal humble response because it was intriguing if not endearing and my hand pulled the penile limpness purposefully in search of encouragement or some tension.

“Danny please, I have to earn my corn and I understand you are the birthday boy after all…?”

His wobbly head twisted in confirmation of this fact before - to my personal delight - he started to gradually stiffen to my sensual sensitive touch especially as I ran fingernails over the thin skin.

“…So let me do my job as I quite like it!”

It was to be an hour’s drive to reach our destination and after this rotund but genial male had cum once more on my flushed face I gently patted the smeared features dry and then sat on his lap to ensure that our resident chauffeur Dean had a perfect view of my taut backside perched on another man’s lap.

I could literally sense or almost feel his eyes upon me but at this stage he did not know who I was and quite purposely I did not look his way until alighting provocatively from the car and then it was simply a passing glance as if to confirm he was only the driver after all and - although my time and female favours had been purchased at a bargain price - it was me going into the large decorated glamorous mansion to dance the night away.

The celebrations for this unusually respectful boy - to me - Danny were riotous as he seemed popular and incalculably rich but I did not have much time for investigation or discussion because all of the girls in our pretty uniforms were definitely there simply to make him look good.

Subsequently we kissed our rotund benefactor, hung on to his arms and made out he was a relative prince even though - without meaning to be unkind - he barely had the gait or girth to be thought of in that elevated way.

Round-about midnight when the cake had been cut and the party was in riotous flow I had a transient rush of guilt for going out of my way as I had to cause Dean - who was my real love interest - pain or despair and with this in mind I slipped out of the mayhem and thoughtfully delivered him some food.

He seemed unusually dozy or dopey in the gloomy front seat but after barely being able to face me he was reluctantly grateful for the free meal and as I did not wish to show him weakness or sympathy - to ensure that his developing envy or interest in me flowered - I did not dwell and quickly sped back to the melee on the basis I would meet him for our ride home in the early hours.

By 2.30a.m most of the revellers had long gone and all that remained were Danny’s core boy group and of course the three of us giddy dressed-up girls and I watched my two female companions go with four young men to reserved rooms and when the corpulent host of the show asked me to escort him to a separate home-from-home then I could hardly argue.

Could I?

I’m not sure what he or I expected when the door closed and Danny and I were alone together for the first occasion - as there was no way I would sleep with him - but he immediately shocked me and not in any way that was impolite, scurrilous or anticipated.

The large presumably gluttonous young man then sat wearily on the bed which was something of a change of pace from his riotous and infantile behaviour all evening and he looked directly at as if he was my mother.

“What on earth are you doing Laney?”

I took some water then perched myself in this delicious costume opposite him on an antique chair and ignoring his query grumbled directly at him.

“How do you know my name?”

The young man flushed brightly and then whispered as if in confession.

“I was in Dean’s class at school and for some reason I always used to notice you even though you were a few years below us…”

His translucent aqua eyes looked towards the windows while he sighed as if he could not bear to catch my eye.

“…I don’t know why but I always did, even though of course you were never aware of someone that looked as I do.”

My lips laughed at his obvious self-deprecation or amazing lack of confidence given his actions and riches.

“You don’t look bad, Danny…a bit heavy but weight can easily be lost if you have the discipline or want to make a change and the fact I don’t remember you is not relevant…”

I gurgled in ironic but truthful amusement.

“…I barely recall anyone from the upper parts of the school.”

It seemed that he was not as dim as I took him for as he countered sagely.

“Apart from Dean that is…because it was obvious even then you had the hots for him?”

It was my turn to colour up and for some reason I began to settle and relax with him because Danny had been genuine with me and I for some strange reason I wished to be honest in return.

Subsequently I detailed to him about my new job then the arrangements I had made with Dean for accommodation and even improbably went on to explain how my supposed love-interest for so long seemed so locked up in his business ventures that he barely noticed me at all.

When I had finished my impromptu tale his manner was both disappointed then partially sardonically amused as he grinned and passed me a compliment at the same moment of time.

“Wow…Dean must be absolutely crazy not to appreciate you Laney…you always were the loveliest and prettiest thing I had ever seen…”

He scratched his nose in expressed thought and put two and two together most successfully.

“… So obviously you’re here just to make him realise what he could have…?”

His head nodded up and down and I was unsure if it was sadly or insightfully.

“…Well you sure did that Laney because you look utterly sensational and I have no doubt that he’s come around and will fall at your feet after this evening…”

There was suddenly a definite discernable melancholy in his tone as he reached into his wallet and produced some money and a small laminated card with numbers on.

“…This is an extra for doing a sensational job and my mobile contact just in case I can be of any help or assistance to you in town…”

He shook his shoulders aimlessly.

“…I’m just treading time at the moment at college but my family and I have contacts if you need some help or influence?”

He was so unexpectedly open and spontaneous I went to his side and placed the bills then card into my small pouch on my belt before kissing his glowing cheek in a girlish show of appreciation.

“That’s so wonderful of you Danny…but don’t be so negative about your own life or prospects as although learning can be tedious - as I well know because the work I am doing is really arduous - just think what you could achieve with your advantages if you had the knowledge and education to go with it?”

He snickered quietly and absentmindedly stroked my arm as if quite improbably we were friends.

“You sound just like my father.”

As he watched me in some internal dilemma I slipped my hand into his trousers and slowly drew out his warm thick penis that reflexively lurched and grew marvellously in my hand as I whispered.

“I don’t think your father would do this Danny?”

I squeezed the deliciously hard flesh a few times before my lips licked and sucked the trembling tip of it as he wheezed meekly.

“You don’t have to Laney I know your not that type of girl and…”

My mouth wrapped around the hardness in sudden sordid impulse or relish as he went on.

“…Fuck…you don’t have to…not just because of the money!”

My mouth took a breath because I needed to and gurgled in the pleasure of tease.

“We’ve had this conversation Danny…I enjoy doing this for you and the payment helps so please relax and let me treat you because I think after tonight you will never have the opportunity again.”

It was hard to understand whether the strained look on his face was from me predicting the end our association or the imminent arrival of his orgasm but either way he looked utterly tortured or agonised as his slimy but sweet fluid spurted then slid easily down my throat while I swallowed until he was physically done and only then did I release him.

We chatted about not very much at all over the next hour or so during which time I rubbed his definitely active and agreeable cock to glory once more before the time for my departure was upon us and I put him wearily to bed, kissed his forehead in acknowledgement of his kindness or good nature then skipped out to the waiting car with the other waiting girls who - by the rumpled or stained nature of their costumes - looked far more disgraced or dishevelled than I did.

It was late and dark on the journey home when Dean and I did not speak until the other young women had slid out into the night before I then sat in the front when my Love expressed his - personally delicious - vitriol or displeasure at me deciding to become one of his sordid little coterie of the entertainment girls he supplied to his wealthy client to use and abuse.

In truth I had unmentionably actually enjoyed myself because the raucous evening had been something a surreal sullied diversion and although I had no intention or repeating the prurient process I was not going to let Dean off too easily given part of me being in this financial quandary - that encouraged me down this dissolute path - had been mostly at his making.

However with that being brought into the light, playing the sleazy Whore was not who I was and after some discussion with Dean I almost gratefully accepted his castigation or concern then a token reduction in my rental to assist my financial plight and was silently delighted that I had injured or affected him enough to make such a meaningful gesture - small as it was.

As I went tiredly to my bed that evening I was happy with the small cash fortune I had made - which was now safely tucked away - but more importantly felt that perhaps marvellously the original spark of undoubted love or romance with Dean had been relit and I bore no guilt for whatever demeaning actions I had provided to Danny because there were no mental scars and in many ways my sullied sortie had achieved precisely what I wanted.

Or so I presumed because the next morning Dean was noticeably deadpan or distant with me and I sensed he was already at the point of opening talks about the mistake he had made in the rent reduction which I could tell he wanted to correct.

In honesty as each event with him went along I was becoming progressively more uncertain of his true nature and, even as precious and clever as he appeared to be, I needed to be sure I could trust him as a lover or potential husband.

Therefore, after a couple more days of mixed messages - perhaps deviously - I decided to test whether Dean’s tender feelings for me were real or whether he was actually not quite the person I thought him to be.

Subsequently I rang Danny - who I might mention was audibly thrilled to hear from me - and asked him devilishly to categorically insist with Dean that I was to be included in the selection girls for this coming Friday’s evening out.

Obviously given what Dean had spoken about and insisted upon regarding me not prostituting myself in this manner, this would definitely be an acid test of his character or mettle and if he refused his best customer’s demand regarding my company then everything was still possible with my first and hopefully last crush.

Danny subsequently rang me to say Dean had agreed to his demand that I be in attendance which was disappointing to say the least but then strangely my special blonde man curiously did not bother to ask me to make the late night available.

This was until the actual Friday morning came around when it became utterly apparent that the lame excuse Dean had given about me being ill - Danny had already told me the gory disheartening details - was not tolerated by his favoured client to the point that he would take his business elsewhere unless I was in the evening mix!

Therefore, when Dean came into my room while I was dressing - it was a show I wanted him to see - I was unsure if he would at last tell me the truth about the tension-filled situation.

The emotional part of me hoped Dean would simply take me in his arms, inform me of Danny’s rude request but then declare wonderfully my honour and virtue was more important to him than some nameless dumpy client who could only bring him short term wealth and that he had told him unequivocally to, “Go to hell.”

After all what was mere money when set against what I was prepared to give?

My heart was thereby all of a nervous flighty flutter as I gave him a tantalising glimpse of my still pure body and what was possible for us but to my private unhappiness or internal despair the mealy-mouth boyfriend of my supposed romantic fantasies spoke of practicality and that if I did not attend this private outing that evening with Danny - as he had required - then his business or world would be collapse and be ruined.

All Dean’s fine previously elegant elevated words of my morality and protecting my innocence seemed to have conveniently flown out of the window as he suddenly put intense pressure upon me to agree; and at that particular point of time a small niggling despicable demon in my soul decided it was perhaps an opportune time to teach this miserable boy a lesson as far as I was concerned and maybe bring him to heel.

Therefore, knowing full well that I had him in a sticky bind I quickly negotiated three-months rent free for my co-operation and - merely to add insult to injury - placed expectations upon Dean regarding him doing various services for me as well as addressing me more respectfully as Miss.

I also instructed him to purchase the school uniform we both knew would be required for the festivities to come with Danny - along with the crowd - and I watched Dean crumble pathetically then agree to all of my wild outrageous terms purely to protect his awful little enterprise.

This was ignoring the fact that I was some sleazy but central part of this unholy bargain.

But maybe that was how all successful men began and during the day - when he was buying the divine uniform - I quietly accepted that I had treated Dean more harshly than I actually measured his unbecoming actions, until gradually I lost my bubbling anger towards him.

Eventually I became settled or relaxed and let him drive me slowly towards another well-paid night out quite calmly as - perhaps quite surprisingly - I was secretly looking forward to the outing more than I perhaps should have.

In spite of Danny’s protestation that any debased or depraved actions or antics on my part were not expected or wanted by him I was soon supplying him with my hands or mouth - dressed up in my comely school outfit - while on the rear seat of the extended vehicle partly to punish Dean for his weakness but primarily because I was earning much-needed revenue again and perhaps because I merely wished to.

Although I had no discernable fuzzy feeling for Danny the taste and texture of his seminal essence was becoming familiar and strangely aromatic or comfortable for me to suckle then swallow, so to serve him in this perverse way was no trauma for me.

He was receptive then pliant to my sexual attentions and was soon contentedly spent while I was perched or balanced precariously on his knee while he absentminded stroked me as if I was something off a rare touchstone.

Then it was dancing at a nightclub where we were very much VIPs before our entourage retreated to a nearby hotel where the other girls and boys went behind a couple of doors to presumably fornicate while Danny and I took some time or space in a separate room where we could at last relax and talk.

I felt I owed him an explanation and I muttered thoughtfully.

“You know I can’t give you full sex Danny so please go with your companions if you desire to as honestly I don’t mind.”

His podgy face looked at me sheepishly as if he would never even think about leaving me for something so casual or meaningless.

“Honestly I don’t want anything else Laney so please chill…just a chat with you is enough…”

He sat on the bed then drew back to balance on his hands and stared through me.

“…You just look so utterly gorgeous and I’m really happy you rang me and I could help as…”

The sound of his voice was whimsical.

“…I never thought I would see you again!”

Impulsively I flicked my pretty blonde ponytail and snuck a look in the nearby mirror then revelled at how I appeared in this trashy but divine guise because it was definite fun to play this salacious part and once more I warmed to this surprising young man that was so courteous and deferential to me even as my lips smiled meanly.

“You know I am only doing this to teach Dean a lesson?”

His enlarged head nodded without enthusiasm.

“I know, Laney, but I’m grateful for the time we’ve had up to now because through your company and sound advice I see the necessary ways I have to change and will not continue being the waster or pretend playboy I have been…”

The intonation in his low voice seemed sincere but I had learned a few lessons recently so I just listened to his promise which was mainly to himself.

“…And once you have gone off with Dean, as I am sure will inevitably happen, then these louche foolish days are gone and I intend to try to become a better man.”

In response I chuckled at his admirable aspirations then dropped onto my knees and undid his fly again before placing his thick appealing erection at the tip of my tongue before I looked up provocatively.

“Well if that’s the case Danny then I suppose I better help you make the most of what I have to offer before you lose me forever.”

In spite of his false protestation of wishing to be a Saint I drew him - as a sinner - with unnatural urgency and a certain depraved passion that was becoming well-used to his groans grunts or physical sexual nuances that built and grew before his inevitable rise then fall into climactic heaven or hell.

In spite of our sensual and intimate assignations when I at last left at the end of our night together we parted merely as friends because thankfully he sorely understood what my purpose was both with him and Dean and I did not wish to lie…at least to Danny.

To his credit, this young conflicted bur complex man did not fight me or try and alter my direction or perspective, as if truly believing his own overly generous claim that time spend in my company was worth any price or sense of frustration that he sometimes projected, especially when I spoke of my marital hopes for the future regarding Dean.

I had been brutally honest and frank from the start with Danny - as he had with me - therefore he knew where my true heart still lay but acted mostly as if this fact made no matter to him. Bizarrely the nicer he was to me the worse my instinct became towards Dean who I actually made clean my underwear that late evening when we reached home merely to torment and chastise him ever more.

Instinctively I knew that he would filthily search for signs of my fecklessness or disloyalty on the sheer fragrant material but it was still pristine and only held my sensual decadent scent that I decadently imagined would entice then ultimately capture him to my own ends.

Dean was becoming increasingly like my servant and when I slid inside my pristine sheets that late evening I silently masturbated - because with all this subterfuge I just had to - then teased my wet vaginal lips to mixed and mucky thoughts of Danny’s sweet semen and my boyfriends’ delicious recent submission to me.

I was so aroused that my body vibrated to multiple quick orgasms and mentally unstable visions - I could barely see or fathom - until in fatigue my mind tumbled into deep slumber with more physical satisfaction and gratified listlessness than I could ever remember.

There was a definite point or purpose to what I was doing but I would be telling an untruth if I did not admit I was discovering more subversive delectation and entertainment in this dubious duplicitous charade than I had ever expected to find.

The next few months continued in the same wicked vein with me spectacularly teasing Danny with tactile hands or luscious lips while sometimes sadistically torturing Dean as it became obvious my landlord - come-slave - was filthily cumming into my underwear most days before cleaning them, as if unable to contain his feverish unstable dirty lust towards me.

All offers of me moving out to rectify what was becoming a depraved situation were refused by him and time ran along until this absurd living arrangement or our debateable relationship came to a head as I surely knew it must.

The conclusion to the madness came unexpectedly one morning when Dean broke down emotionally and confessed with some teary bleary eyes that he had been reckless, stupid but he could surely finally see the error of his ways - along with the brightest light for the future - and wanted to take me away for a luxurious weekend at the beach when he could or would make amends and see if we could make a fresh start.

This was the sweetest most tuneful music to my ears but I boxed clever for a while and let him wait until finally I agreed to go but - in consideration of what had gone before - I deceitfully organised a small insurance policy to ensure I did not make any more mistakes as far as divine but deadly Dean Stanton was concerned.

In the morning we drove slowly and quietly along the freeway until - after taking the smaller roads - we saw the dazzling blue flash of the ocean in the distance and could taste the brine in the fresh breeze as I sensed an air of desire then destiny as our small car approached the busy coastal town then drew up outside the luxurious hotel and silently parked up.

The early afternoon was already glorious and I let Dean take my hand before we strolled along the small promenade on the adjacent edge of the sands when - not unexpectedly to me - who should come walking towards us but a far more slender and athletic Danny Webber than had existed a short time previously.

He certainly looked the part I wanted him to play, as the young man definitely exuded wealth mixed with arrogance, in his designer shorts and sunglasses before - just as I told him to - he murmured softly to us, but with just the right amount of a dark detectable trace of malevolence.

Danny expressed odiously that he was delighted I had been brought here by happy co-incidence for his spurious uses and his expressed clear base expectation was to have me for the weekend.

This was the final brutal diabolical test for my love Dean - who had sadly slipped so far in my rose-tinted eyes that he had almost become a ghost of who I though once believed he was - and the ultimate opportunity to show some spunk or character then win my hand and heart by at last standing up to someone whose only advantage over him was merely possessing more money.

I shivered nervously then slyly or anxiously watched him attempt to retain my affection or loyalty by mentioning that he had already paid for the room but, at Danny’s insistence and the promise that he would now meet the bill regarding all expenses for everyone, my fading love-interest folded like a busted flush and tragically confirmed what I already knew.

The upsetting but now indisputable fact was that  Dean Stanton was - in all wretched truth - not much of a man and in some clarity he appeared also to be someone I now recognised as a person of the lowest fibre, character or ill-repute.

Even to me it was unavoidably crystal clear that I could never marry a man who would openly auction my morality or body for his own financial ends in such a crass uncaring way.

It seemed that this was the final straw that twisted then broke my spirit; although given what had already gone by it should have already been plain or patently obvious before this final brutal time.

Yet because of my long emotive history with him I had chosen to make excuse after excuse for his weakness or lack of scruples and wanted to be proved wrong on this last but ultimate occasion.

To his ongoing credit Danny had selflessly offered to help me on this less than auspicious occasion to confirm what I feared because he already knew once this weekend was over and even if things went south with Dean - as they already had - I would never again be at any man’s casual beck and call.

To make matters worse for me with Dean, Danny had gently suggested that Marcie stay in his room - once the other boys had finished with her - and although I liked the plump friendly girl it was hard for me to comprehend that I had considered giving my life and love to someone of such despicable attitude and ethics.

That might sound rich considering what I had been doing in recent months but I had always understood the crux or principled nub of the issue for me personally, and without energy I allowed Danny to shepherd me away - along with my travel bag - from my past love and to the reception of this opulent hotel where he quietly booked the best suite available.

Then we took the mirror-lined lift without a word being spoken and when I entered inside the luxurious room I looked at this always considerate and gentle boy then suddenly felt myself welling up in unbearable emotions of emptiness or foolishness and began to cry as he held me closely before stroking my hair gently while murmuring soothing words.

“Don’t cry Laney…don’t cry…he’s not worth it…you tried your best but it was not to be.”

His empathy and understanding only made things worse because at that harrowing instant of veracity or clarity, it was as if the trials, games or tribulations of recent months had caught up with me in a tortuous moment and I dramatically threw myself onto the grand bed then wept inconsolably.

Danny once more was a stable strong rock and having realised that I needed to get Dean out of my system and cleanse it - as if I could - he thoughtfully left me to sniffle or whine miserably and merely placed the covers over my shoulders as if that in itself could protect me from the unfair world and my eternally idiotic part within it.

I slept for a few hours before having a bath that Danny prepared for me and moronically tried not to think or speak at all because I remained terribly upset or visibly unstable and had apparently lost the impulse for rational thought.

Some logical distant part of my watery head told me that my new roommate had paid substantially for my services again as bravely I began to dress to fulfil my side of the awful deal but Danny - as if he read my weary mind - came in from one of the outer rooms when he shielded his eyes to protect my modesty then sighed.

“Sorry Laney but I feel a bit under the weather…can we just put on jeans and a shirt then have a sandwich with a beer on the terrace downstairs and come back to rest because…”

He sounded so plausible but I saw through him.

“…Really I’m bushed and as you know I have been on a bit of a diet recently.”

I was relieved at his considerate suggestion because I certainly did not want to see Dean or any of Danny’s arrogant sometimes unrefined friends and his idea was perfect for me as we wore easy casual clothing then took comfortable chairs on a private area overlooking the sea where we looked out into the multi-layered and fabulously coloured panorama of the evening sunset.

In honesty I still privately felt sick and woeful as I sipped the beer then nibbled around the edges of the pretty sandwiches, as if I was a truly tired little rabbit, while surely appreciating or revelling in the much-needed peace tranquillity and silence.

We sat without speaking; simply taking in the resplendent view for over and hour as the sky eventually turned from shades of red, orange and yellow to grey then black before Danny gently took my hand and led me back upstairs to the suite where I murmured dutifully and fell onto my knees in the bedroom as if remembering my place in the overall scheme of things with him.

However, this time he did not take the bait and tenderly picked me up and placed me on the bed but spoke with an increasing authority and force.

“Those silly days are gone Laney…for us both because thanks to you I feel better and more confident about myself and realise what I have been doing in far too many ways has been so reckless…”

He sat beside me and took my hand in his.

“…Without sounding soppy or wet just being around someone wonderful like you has made me want to be a more productive or responsible man and whatever happens from here the stupid drunken, self-indulgent person I have been with the parties girls or nights out are history because I do want to prove myself in the world…”

Suddenly Danny sounded like an adult but he still gave me a cheeky smile as if to confirm he was not entirely there yet.

“…There’s time for youthful adventure of course but you have definitely made me alter the course of my life for the better and I am eternally grateful…”

I was still pale if not ashen and shivering in some discernable dither at what had happened today as he concluded.

“…Look I just want you to relax, Laney, and rest as no one - especially me - will demand or expect anything from you…so please have a shower and go to bed while I sleep on the couch…”

His eyes spoke a thousand considerate words.

“…Just settle and I’ll watch over you.”

I was too weakened or whacked to argue and I stripped then let the warm water soothe me before coming out of the en-suite in a towel and rifling through my tiny case where the lingerie I had brought to seduce or secure Dean revolted and upset me again as if a flimsy reminder of my infantile lunacy.

Danny’s expansive white shirt was hanging up - as he was now washing - and absentmindedly I slipped the evocative cotton item around me which was so sensual or large it seemed to cocoon or enclose me at the same time and with some comfortable knickers I slipped between the covers of the grand bed and felt safe and secure for the first time that day.

It seemed that a lifetime of childish girlish dreams of special first love that had been crushed so cruelly was ultimately - on reflection - a lot for me to take in. 

However, the tactile shirt held then steadied me as the aromatic heady smell of it started to soothe my giddy senses and I hugged the soft sensual material then glanced at Danny as he emerged from the bathroom in a robe and whispered softly to him.

“Don’t stay on the couch Danny…I want you to sleep here and hold me please…”

I smiled in the simplistic irony of the present emerging situation because it was as if we were meeting for the first time.

“…You know I am familiar with your body, am not naïve but I have a need for company and to be with someone I can trust.”

He blinked as if he was unused to such high praise from me or anyone but then quietly put on dark pyjamas - as if to reassure me he had no ulterior motives - and then slid beside me under the thin sheets and spoke quietly but with palpable feeling.

“Thank you for what you said, Laney…that you feel you can trust me because I would never knowingly let you down.”

Almost automatically I snuggled against him then felt his large strong arms capture me in the most deliciously reassuring way and suddenly could not tell whether the sweet essence of cologne and masculinity was the shirt I was wearing or the divine musk of the large body so close beside me.

Danny was still a big man but he was shrinking daily in all the right places from his endeavours at the gym combined with an alteration of diet - as per my expert guidance - and most disarmingly we fitted together like the perfectly formed pieces in a living jigsaw as I sighed in genuine pleasure.

“I know that Danny…even from the from the beginning of this craziness it was you that actually treated me like the Lady in spite of my perverse role while Dean always dealt with me as a Whore or Tramp…even though I was taking your money and to all the world it seemed that the opposite was true…”

His powerful hands and fingers squeezed me softly as if I was forever treasured and I vibrated in exhaustion then instinctively pressed my hips back to feel his male toughness warmth and adoration while mumbling in my trancelike state.

“…And I do trust you Danny…strangely I really do.”

At that point I seemed to drift off into dark inner-space but I thought before I fell entirely into the nether-world I felt him almost lovingly stroke then gently kiss my scented hair and whisper almost as if in prayer. 

“Good Laney….go to sleep because this is just perfect.”

I slumbered like an angel then awoke early to find that I had rested better than I had since leaving home some many months previously and sensed Danny still tightly beside me but with his arm resting carefully and lightly on my shoulder.

He was comatose but there was one vital part of him that was obviously wide awake and I smiled to myself in female appreciation then slipped silently out of bed before I took some icy juice from the fridge and walked onto the veranda where I drank it slowly while watching the first flickers of shimmering gold on the distant horizon to herald a new dawn.

Amazingly I was completely relaxed as if the heated fiery emotional drama or trauma of the previous day - along with Dismal Dean - had been forever extinguished by my night of serenity with Danny and I looked in to the shadowy room then towards the future and felt an unanticipated unexpected bond with him.

All my life I had been looking for a perfect man or sublime lover to lose my innocence with but suddenly in this evocative enlightened moment I wanted to surrender myself to this - at first glance - less then perfect man who had treated me so wonderfully from the very beginning.

It was just a transient thought at first but once it had entered or snuck into my recently becalmed head I knew - whatever the eventual outcome between us - this was the correct step for me to take as I was ready to be a woman and wanted my first special time to be with him.

Therefore, I finished my orange juice then deliberately glanced once more at the symbolic beginning of a new era in the watery distance and moved back into the murky light then beside Danny before gingerly pulling the cover off his early-morning erection and licking it gently and slowly to bring him around as divinely as I could.

He was truly erect and enormous which made my female line reflexively weep and liquefy in anticipation because I wanted this powerful thing inside me more than I could possibly explain then have it mesmerise or master me.

When Danny inevitably began to stir and realised what was happening he gasped in concern.

“I told you Laney I don’t expect this…there is no obligation or contract between us because you are completely free from me to do as you wish.”

My hands worked over his full balls and devilish length as I gurgled.

“You don’t understand, Danny…yesterday is history and I want to freely give myself to you…”

His voice groaned as I suckled his cock before I rolled onto my back and pulled him up, over and above me then whispered in genuine desire for what was to come.

“…I always wanted to lose my innocence to someone special and now realise that for me you are that person and a whole lot more Danny…”

Unilaterally I took the rounded bulbous tip of his hard flesh and ran it along my increasingly sodden vaginal line then whinnied or whined.

“…No promises or expectations Danny but I want you to make love to me…”

My shoulders leaned up to taste his lips and our tongues embraced for our initial real kiss because - improbably perhaps - although I had handled and sucked his unique cock multiple times, kissing, as any girl knows full well is far more intimate or personal than that as I simpered.

“…Please Danny…make love to me.”

The male primed and pointed spear of our connection moved forward slowly and very carefully - as if not wishing to hurt me - but I was so saturated with craving that even with his girth the spitting bulbous head of him had already entered into my hallowed walls before, with another gentle press or push, it was half-way then swiftly past the point of no return.

I screamed and cried in trepidation or ecstasy then held his muscular back but whatever I had been hoping for in my endless silly feminine fantasies - about this specific moment - this primal interaction had already surpassed my expectations by a million miles.

Improbably I was already unbelievably full to the brim with him and the old-wives tale of possible pain and the probable sharp agony caused by the breaking of any hymen I had was so quick and easy I barely felt or noticed it happening.

In truth he was so huge all barriers between us fell away like warm flowing water.

Already even at this stage I felt complete like a woman should as his blue eyes that - ironically I had just noticed matched my own - stared down in worry as he whispered.

“Are you OK Laney?”

My fingernails scratched his bottom as I grunted and grumbled sensing my own primitive instincts rising or raging.

“You fuck me you Big Stud…take me and make me yours!”

His lower body then hips leaned forward to draw the iron solidity inside me back then returned so simply before he repeated while I spread my thighs and stroked his bare skin before the pace of our exploratory copulation developed then increased and I was surely being fucked for the initial time in my existence as a young woman.

Danny - as was his selfless way - tried to make it last but I was moaning and bucking like a wild She-cat and ground against his wondrous power to an incredible climax just before he shuddered and poured what seemed like gallons of heady healthy semen inside me as we lay together in some communal shock at what we had unexpectedly begun.

Involuntarily I pushed up on my flat angled palms and kissed him again as he stared down with adorable insecurity and sighed.

“Was that OK Laney…you’re not upset with me?”

My wet lips just laughed out loud at his ability to make me feel like an innocent lost little girl in the centre of all this depravity.

“Danny Boy…are you joking that was just perfect…”

As he cautiously rolled off me I took his now vastly reduced penis in my fingertips and held it lovingly before using my mouth to slowly encourage it back to life while I giggled like the impressionable child I had once been.

“…In fact I am going to make you do it over and over again until you’re sick of me.”

We laughed in unison as if quite inexplicably we were of common mind or symbiotic parts and eventually when I was atop him - with his delicious rigidity inside me once more - he stared up at me with so much pure unfiltered emotion then smiled in celebration as if he was truly the luckiest man in the world.

“Laney I’ve always loved you from the moment I saw you…even long ago when I accepted a glorious girl like you would never notice or want someone so ordinary like me…”

Our bodies moved against each other in salacious succulent tempo as he continued.

“… All the times you did not know I was there and now if you will let me…”

My female womanly muscles held this masculine beast of a sturdy cock inside my most secret place and sensed his overpowering urgent need of me as he grunted.

“…I declare without reservation given the opportunity…I will hold and love you forever.”

The two of us thrust and pounded against each other in fervent passion that again made my ditzy head explode into the brightest most spectacular sensations of colour until at last I bent my head and - with his reducing flesh still inside my slippery satisfied pussy - I stroked his smooth stocky chest and smiled joyously.

“Be careful what you say Danny…”

I leaned over and kissed his lovely velvet mouth once more as I giggled in glee.

“…Because I just might hold you to it!”

Dean

I heard a song somewhere called “You don’t know what you’ve got till it’s gone” by some nondescript group or other called Cinderella but for the life of me I never knew what on earth they where whinging about.

In my world, or at least the space I knew when I was young and ignorant, everything was disposable because be it clients, drugs, girls or money they came or went and slipped through my fingertips like sand and with hardly any respect or appreciation at all on my part.

That fateful, if not pivotal, afternoon at the beach when vapidly I allowed Danny to take Laney away from my care or protection - especially after I had previously pleaded with the slender comely girl to come with me for the weekend - weirdly did not seem like such a terrible move on my part at the time.

Well it’s not as if I had not seen them together previously and a pressing fiscal part of me was concerned about the expense I was putting myself under merely to win or woo Laney - as if that was what I really wanted anyway - and even as I watched them walk off to the reception of the hotel to officially sign in, I still saw this development as a win, win situation for everyone involved

Danny had magnanimously or crazily agreed to pay everything for everyone and quite unexpectedly, through my brilliant business smarts or acumen, I could get the whole weekend entirely free and get to fuck rounded pliable Marcie at the very same time once the other sleazy guys Danny hung around with had finished with her.

This all seemed perfectly acceptable to my unbalanced brain although perhaps I had been sampling a few too much of my own chemical stock - to keep myself going at night - because I was surely sold on Danny’s idea or suggestion and presumed there would always be another day or date with Luscious Laney as and when it suited me.

At first I had a great time in the sunshine then on the beach before I gorged myself on free beer and food then readily took warm willing Marcie into my bed in the late evening where I stoically ignored the heavy pungent essence of other men on her soft flesh and took my own private pleasure or sordid needs of the girl.

As I mentioned before, she, like everything else, was just another worthless part of the throwaway universe I inhabited and I used her like she used me as we indulged our swift, sullied sexual passions then collapsed together like the Zombies we were to sleep the readily available pot and beer away.

To me personally this was just another day or night’s entertainment and although I was privately grateful I had not seen Laney and Danny this first evening, in sad admission I had heard or witnessed their lewd interactions all before and the good in getting a bargain break I felt certain vastly outweighed any transient flush of hurt or envy that temporarily washed over me.

However, when I did eventually observe them the following late afternoon - strolling hand in hand on the loneliest most secluded part of the beach - my insides reflexively twisted then turned in some tension or discomfort but I ignored such disconcerting sensation and presumed all would work out in my favour as it always had up to now.

Naturally, given we were all companions, I thought the whole crowd would get together and party but Danny did not mix with me or even his best - normally drunken - friends because Laney and he became increasingly invisible as they sought solitude or privacy and even ate alone somewhere outside of the hotel.

Danny’s buddies returned home on the Saturday afternoon as arranged and I spent the remainder of the day with dependable Marcie which was fine or fun without the slightest pressure but by the late afternoon I was looking forlornly for Laney but she was outside of my influence and nowhere to be found.

As was forever my way I made the best of a bad situation and subsequently took Marcie to bed once more where I fucked her round ass with some strange energy as worryingly my errant mind kept meandering to Laney - along with what she would be doing with Danny - which had the strangest way of increasing my evil sexual drive temporarily until I had cum and then I only did I suffer an unsettling sickness that gathered in the pit of my stomach.

However on Sunday we were due to drive back and I presumed I would take both Marcie and Laney as I had before with the paid-for working girls but Danny - who increasingly appeared very different from the malleable simpleton I had always assumed him to be - found me in the lobby of the hotel and told me clearly to escort my bed-companion home alone as he and Laney were staying an extra night. 

I thought his words or actions a tad unusual but then decided that hell, if he was having a good time with Laney then it would only eventually prove to be more moolah for me to feast on in the future, as my generosity of spirit had undoubtedly cemented our business association which was vital because his family money and contacts were truly golden.

For some reason and outside of my normal insular character I allowed Marcie to stay over with me in the apartment that night after we got back because most unusually I did not relish being alone.

Shamefully, once within my bed I found disturbingly that the rude crude energy enabling me to endlessly cum inside the girl was driven primarily again by uncontrollable unwarranted wild and wicked thoughts about promiscuous Laney with Danny.

My ride for the past few days subsequently left in the early dawn and when she did all I could concentrate on was when Laney would return, at which point I proposed to expertly smooth things over between us and, after a short period, presumed her normal irritation with me - alongside my capricious nature as far as she was concerned - would subside, meaning we could then pick up the pieces once more and find a way forward.

However to my growing realisation or despair that presumption or opportunity on my part never materialised or got a chance to happen because when she arrived, the young woman promptly gathered her belongings and with just a brief conversation - that she had found somewhere else to stay and that I should get a paying tenant - the semi-precious girl was gone in a delicious but tragic whiff of heavenly perfume.

Her actions although understandable were devastating and the emptiness or vacuum she left in her wake was noticeable immediately but unfortunately for me the bitter consequences of my decision on that destiny-fuelled day outside the Grand Hotel at the beach had in truth only just begun.

The departure of Laney - in meteorological terms - began as an uncomfortable squall but as the days, weeks and finally months went along the significant event turned into something of a terrible devastating storm before the final tempest hit me and left me reeling against the rocks.

Frighteningly the event that happened almost straight away after her flight was that Danny broke all his former commercial ties, as he told me kindly but firmly that his juvenile previously profligate ways or days were now history and he was putting his mind and money to more substantive and educational - rather than recreational - purposes.

He was amicable or genial as always and thanked me for my services in the recent past but confirmed that he did not expect to use them in the future; which initially I doubted to be the actual case because I had always seen him as something as a waster and a loser without the real strength of personality or character to alter his bent for partying or self-destruction.

Time however proved me wrong as the nights out and orders for girls entirely dried up from him then his companions and suddenly I had to fight to retain some vestige of the business I had built up because I was sure there were always Danny’s around to exploit if I simply went out and found them.

In some ways this proved to be the case because there were definitely young men who wanted easy girls and heady drugs that made them seem better, cleverer of more attractive than they actually were but unfortunately all of this new stock of customers did not have the money or pull of dim dependable Danny Webber.

My company and enterprise continued for a while but with a substantially lower class of customer alongside a cheaper range of girls simply to meet the price-point before - if that was possible - things began to get even worse.

I was arrested for possession then the sale of narcotics and to my horror, nearly a year after Laney had left my life, I suddenly impossibly saw her again when she came sauntering into my interview room to take some details as she was doing some work with the public defender’s office.

She looked so svelte or smart in her dark suit with the tight pencil skirt and nylons below but I was less interested in her than keeping out of prison and I told the young dapper woman the truth - as much as I could - then prayed for salvation as I doubted that a mere slip of a girl like her could save me.

But to my surprise, this was precisely what Laney did because she pleaded the case that the small cache of general class B or C drugs were for my own use and I was not a dealer; then vouched for my good nature or character which, without doubt over everything she said so eloquently that few minutes in chambers talking to the judge, was the greatest embellishment or lie of all.

It was becoming clear - even to me and my distorted view of the world - that I was barely in possession of any redeeming characteristics at all.

Laney did not go into detail about herself just confirmed that she was getting by and making progress with her work and life before giving me her business card - in case I found trouble again - but warned me that next time her ability to spin the truth may not keep me out of prison.

So I had a lucky reprieve and was grateful for the shortest while before bitterness invaded then overtook my soul and gradually I returned to my old or re-invented grifting ways and managed to get by for a while before Marcie - who I still saw now and then - hit me with a further bombshell that she was pregnant.

The girl - who was much bigger now than she had been not so long ago - swore on oath that the baby was mine but I knew what a Sleazy Lush Whore she was and resisted the responsibility then cost and took more and more risks on the edges of what was legal to just keep my head above water.

Laney, looking more divine every time she appeared, rescued me a couple more times before two problematical years had passed by, since the awful evening she had deserted me, and now horribly I was facing 5 years detention - given my criminal history - and knew I was undeniably in desperate trouble when my previous sweet saviour confirmed that she did not have the expertise to plead in the upper courts.

To my shock - because I knew nothing about what had happened to her after she had taken her leave of me - she explained that given our past friendship her husband would come in to take my case and you can imagine my suspended disbelief when non-other than my previous dopey client Danny Webber strode into my holding room the next morning and smiled amicably.

“Hi Dean…how you doing…?”

The man I was talking to was immaculately dressed in a tailored pin-stripe suit; he was confident lean and handsome as he fixed me with the most piercing azure eyes which I had only seen on one other person before, and that was of course Laney, his wife.

I knew obviously he was Danny but the metamorphosis he had undergone was unbelievable and I could only stumble over my words then listen to his sound advice as he murmured purposefully.

“…Dean, there is only one way I can keep you out of jail and while I look through the notes Laney will come in and discuss it and give you the only way out I can see or think of.”

My head nodded in confusion or appreciation as he left before Laney came in wearing a sublime grey trouser suit then took the chair opposite mine and twisted her lips as if the conversation to come would be extremely painful for one of us.

“Danny and I are grateful for you in ways you would probably not understand because without doubt you were the accidental catalyst that brought us together and as you can see…”

Her pleasure it seemed was my agony.

“…My husband and I are impossibly blissful and to fill you in completely we have been together since that wonderful weekend at the beach…”

We both blushed in abashment for different reasons before she drew breath and continued.

“…To escape this sentence the Judge will want you to have someone to post bond, then vouch for you and confirm that you have a regular job…”

My mouth was opening and closing as if I was drowning which by the way I was.

“…Which we can provide but you, on the other hand, need to confirm that you are prepared to take a temporary trial post working for us because we have a large property just out of town where there is a cabin you can stay in, as we need someone to maintain the whole place for us and provide driving services when required…”

I shivered in the hopelessness of my position, but Laney knew me too well and did not give me time or space to emit weasel words.

“…Of course I would be in charge of you, Dean, and if you accept the position then it would be on the firm understanding that you will know your place, respect the vast disparities in our status and refer to me at all times as the Mistress of the house.”

She looked so poised perfect or assured and given the tsunami of bad luck that had deluged over me since I crossed her so long ago, I bent my head then whispered words that perhaps I should have said before.

“Yes Miss…whatever you can offer would be greatly welcomed and if you get me out of this spot I will not let you down again, Miss.”

Her eyes were glassy blue and icy cold as if barely believing a word I said which I suppose - given our history - I could understand.

“Are you sure Dean because rest-assured, if there is one single mishap or attempt to backslide into your old nefarious ways then Danny and I will entirely wipe our hands of you.”

Laney cleared her throat and I tried not to think about the many times I had seen it sucking the old fat Danny off in the back of my limousine as I gasped for freedom.

“Yes Miss, give me a chance.”

Once I had made this promise or commitment, sure enough Danny handled the judge expertly and after pleading that I was a good person that had sadly taken a bad fork in the road - which was partially true - then confirmed I had a job out of town and he would personally vouch for me while providing a substantial bail in the process for my liberty.

Then as if by witchcraft or wizardry and in the blink of an eye I was at this fertile picturesque piece of land in the valley - less than an hour or so from the City - that Danny’s family had apparently owned forever, and where I stood dutifully before my new but ironically old employers.

It was a beautiful vast historic mixed realm or area but very run down and as I still possessed many practical skills my father had taught me as a boy I indeed had the abilities to help - just as Laney had assumed - and all was well until the housemaid brought in some coffee and I nearly passed out in shock because it was Marcie who I had been fighting bitterly or legally with for the last few years. 

Once more Laney took the lead while Danny stayed in the background as she smiled dryly but with purpose.

“We try our best to help all our old friends and if your stay here is to be permanent Dean, as Marcie has first rights over the cabin then I would suggest you see if there is an accommodation the two of you can come to.”

I looked at the blonde curvy woman that had undoubtedly been an uncertain unlucky misguided soul when I knew her and, although Marcie had visibly lost the first flush of youth she strangely reminded me perhaps of some honest reflection of who I had been and maybe - in that evocative unlikely moment - I began to grow up a little.

In reality the pattern of the lives Marcie and I had trodden was far closer than the divergent directions Laney and I journeyed and as demanded I sanguinely went with Marcie to the luxurious cabin on the hill where I saw her gorgeous daughter Diane when, although I sensed a flash of red hair that reminded me of Danny’s old buddy Harry, strangely it did not matter much anymore.

I started work later that day then on the night slept on the made-up bed in the front room of her home before - after a period or reconciliation - I was in her arms until quite strangely, by the end of the week, in her bed and familiar personal places until even more unexpectedly or unbelievably we were married a month later. 

Surprisingly Marcie and I actually suited each other but if it was not a love-match then the two of us indeed shared good or bad times gone by along with a chequered past.

As the days flew we soon had another child while I became more comfortable and contented in working with my talented hands around the estate rather than using a wayward dysfunctional mind that always took the easiest but ultimately the most problematical route imaginable.

The acres, roads and buildings we laboured in or upon were surely vast but we surely had a good professional arrangement with both Danny and Laney who both treated us fairly or well although there was a clear boundary of etiquette that Marcie or I would never deign to cross.

In practicality we were employees - before being recognised as friends - and I always treated both the Master and Mistress of the property with due deference and respect as both Marcie and I were eternally genuinely grateful to them for saving us from penury and destitution.

Much as it shamed me to admit the fact, sometimes I did still have the darkest most erotic dreams or nightmares about the young beauteous woman - that I felt once adored me - but when my mind meandered on such subversive matters I kept it strictly to myself until mercifully the sullied sensation then passed along; as these basic instincts were merely shadows of a most unworthy soon to be forgotten period for me.

Naturally Laney had children with Danny and while the couple grew as a family they also prospered in their business together and I was pleased in their fortune or success and personally silently proud that perhaps I had played some small part in the visible joy that now surrounded them all.

Sometimes I would do work alone on the outer edges of the estate mending fences or clearing the forest and over lunch - while relishing the fabulous atmosphere of the country that I cherished so much - my head or active imagination would temporarily drift or dwell upon the past and wonder if things could have been different.

Perhaps if I had been nicer to Laney when she came to my apartment all that time ago, and possibly more generous, mature, or even after all of my errors I had finally stood up to gross Danny at the Grand Hotel on the beachfront to declare Laney was mine and I did not need his money.

Then maybe, just maybe, perhaps I would not have lost Laney at all and it would have been me with her at my side not him.

Given the change in fortunes for Danny I would then contemplate what was originally in my stars while slowly consuming my sandwich - so lovingly prepared by Marcie - and ponder on the delicious conundrum that perhaps this improbably supernatural girl could have achieved the same startling result with me.

Then I would sit back and chuckle or take in my surroundings, alongside all I had in the real world, because I could see life far more clearly now and realised that my teachers along with my father had been right all the time in what they advised or alluded to so long previously about gaining an education.

My brazen attitude or audacity had ridiculously thought I could take on and conquer the commercial cosmos with nothing more in my arsenal than a warped business brain alongside a certain arrogance.

Once I remembered this pertinent fact I would smile dryly or introspectively inside then realise that as wonderful as Laney is or was she could never have saved me from myself or more precisely from my own blinkered all-consuming stupidity.

In summation - when I thought about losing Laney - then, although I sorely understood what the popular song sung by Cinderella now meant, I had to come to the obvious inevitable conclusion that this was just a fanciful and whimsical notion on my part because in all veracity or truth you could never really lose what you did not ever possess in the first place.

At no point did I ever have the worldliness, intellect or presence to have then hold such a female prize in my grasp, and the theory of losing Laney was merely an impression of something that never existed because without question we had - perhaps by mere chance or destiny - found our respective satisfactory places in the universe and irrefutably…it was never at any point meant to be with each other.

The End
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