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Blue John

 

Gina checked the computer screen set into the desk before her and ran her eyes down the list of late checkin arrivals. There were always several, but today, there were only three, and only one of those was of real interest to her. The electric doors swished open, letting in a thin blast of cold air from outside, not surprising in late October, and she suppressed a shiver as she smiled at the two men walking in. “Good evening, gentlemen, welcome to the Martown. How can I be of service?” There was no doubt in her mind that the two men were traveling together–probably working for the same firm, and that would place them as being Mister Halliday and Mister Francis, both reservations having been made in the name of a well-known large law firm. They had the look of seasoned travelers on the circuit, and the older of the two nodded to her, but they both walked up to the desk in silence. “Messer’s Halliday and Francis?” “That’s right. Very efficient.” “We aim to please, we aim to serve.” Again, she rolled the r of serve, just as she had in service in her earlier question—to emphasize the word, and the younger man seemed to notice. His eyebrow quirked upward for a moment, but the older man remained unperturbed. “If you would please fill in the registration cards, and I’ll sort out the keys for you.” At least the doors had swished shut, closing out the cool air that had accompanied the two men, only for it to swoosh open as another guest paid off his taxi and stepped inside. This man, the third on her list, was a man she knew, a regular guest at the hotel, and he made eye contact as he moved to stand a few feet behind the other two. They, in turn, handed their registration cards back to her and took the proffered keys from her. The older man’s, Mister Halliday’s, hand lingered on hers for a moment, and she sensed he wanted to ask her a question without the younger man being aware of it. She nodded slightly, acknowledging his need, but was unable to do anything about it. “Are they still serving in the restaurant?” “I’m sorry, sir, the restaurant doesn’t take new covers after nine. We do provide room service, and the bar is, of course, open till eleven.” “Ah well, I guess we’ll sample the restaurant tomorrow then. We’ll call room service.” “That’s fine, sir. The switchboard is on nine, room service is on eighty-three, housekeeping is on eighty-two, and the front desk here is eighty-one.” “Ah, thank you. I’ll call if there are any problems.” “I am sure you won’t find any, and we do pride ourselves on prompt and personal service.” “Very well.” She felt as if she’d answered his question in such a way as to give him the information he’d asked for, and the two men walked over toward the elevator. She turned her attention to the man she already knew. “Good evening, Mister Andrews, welcome back to the Martown.” “It’s good to be back, Gina.” She noticed the way the younger of the two preceding guests had stiffened as he heard her addressed with such warmth, but there was nothing she could do about it. “And I’ve told you to call me Richard.” “So you have, and so I will, when I’m off duty, but not when I’m behind this desk.” “Very well, Gina, I shall await the time you get off with bated breath.” “If you would fill out the card, sir.” “Of course.” His hand touched the back of hers as she placed the card down in front of him and then again as she handed him the pen. The elevator had arrived, and the other two men were standing inside it watching the byplay. Richard signed the card with a flourish and handed it to her. As she went to take it, he tugged it away and chuckled at her frown. “Did you book me into the blue room tonight?” She smiled, his coded phrase telling her what he wanted her to wear later. “Of course, room five one seven–the corner overlooking the park.” “With a balcony?” Her eyes widened. The thought of them using the balcony made her shiver. “Yes, but it is rather chilly at this time of night.” “I wasn’t thinking of this time of night… I was thinking of a few hours later.” The elevator car had disappeared now, leaving the two of them alone for the moment. “Richard…” He chuckled. “Anything, remember?” She bit her lip and nodded, hoping he was joking. “And I hope you have a nice blue outfit for the evening?” “Bought especially, you know me.” “Good girl, shall we say ten-fifteen?” She shook her head. “More like ten-thirty. You have to give me a chance to change.” “Very well, until then.” He turned away from the desk, sauntered over to the elevator, and pressed the call button.

 

   

 

She’d fielded three calls from Francis and another two from Halliday but had been able to explain she was going off-duty and would personally check with them tomorrow. She guessed both were looking for something more than the standard hotel service would provide, but with Richard Andrews’ arrival,  she already had her plans for the evening. Handing over a short list of outstanding items to the night porter, she signed off the desk at ten and headed for room four oh seven, her own room, and as soon as she was inside the door, she went into overdrive. The uniform jacket hit the coat rack next to the door and stayed in place, although it swayed for a couple of seconds. The pencil-pleated tight skirt hit the floor next to it, and she kicked that out of the way as she peeled her black pantyhose down her legs, not caring that the black lace underwear went with them as she stepped out of her sensible one-inch heels. As soon as she was clear of the pantyhose, she attacked the buttons on her uniform blouse, which landed on top of the laundry basket in the bathroom corner, closely followed by her bra as she turned on the shower. Three minutes later, she was patting herself dry as she walked back into the bedroom area. Navy fishnets were stroked up her legs and fastened to a navy garter belt, and then a thin navy lace pair of panties covered her smoothly shaved mound. The matching bra soon covered her chest before she pulled the bright blue cocktail dress off its hanger and stepped into it before pulling the four-inch navy pumps onto her feet. A glance at the clock told her she only had ten minutes—so a quick dab of blue eye shadow and a blue scrunchie to hold her brunette hair in a ponytail were the only additional things she could do apart from her jewelry. Blue topaz earrings finished the ensemble together with a matching pendant on a silver chain, which fitted nicely into the exposed cleavage in the v at the top of her dress, and she was ready. Her blue clutch bag received her keys as she used the stairs to ascend one floor and then walked to the corner of the hotel. She braced herself, took a deep breath, painted her best smile on her lips, and knocked. “Front desk, housekeeping say you reported a problem.” Her words died on her lips as she walked into the room, having used her master key card after knocking. Richard was standing in front of the TV set wearing just a toweling robe, belted around his waist but open below the belt, revealing himself as naked underneath the robe. She could see everything he’d got, and his cock was half-hard, probably at the exposure. She smiled and shook her head as she closed the door. “You don’t need to do that anymore, Richard. I know you’re not a cop.” “Ah, but you never know—I might have changed jobs in the last month.” “Unlikely—you make far too much money in banking.” “True.” She walked over to the dressing table and picked up the envelope lying there. She made a cursory inspection of the banknotes inside and then tucked them into her clutch bag before turning back to face him. Inspection over, he’d taken the chance to rearrange his robe so he was covered rather than being gauche enough to watch her take care of the financial side of their transaction. Smiling at him, she struck a pose and hip-shot with one hand on her waist, one leg extended, and the knee flexed. Her shoulders were pulled back to push her breasts forward. Her gaze was on him but demure and downcast, so she was peering through her eyelashes at him. “You approve?” “Hmm…” He waved his hand horizontally in front of himself to tell her he wasn’t sure. She was sure he was teasing, but she stayed still as he walked up to her and looked her over from top to bottom before walking around behind her. “Not bad, not bad.” She pursed her lips but didn’t turn round, sure now that he was teasing her, taking his time.

Slap! She jumped but didn’t call out as his hand came down hard on the left cheek of her ass. Slap! She’d been expecting that one. Richard always evened things up if he spanked her, and starting this early meant he was in that kind of mood. It was not her favorite entertainment, but it was preferable to being put outside on the balcony, naked at one o’clock on an October morning. Mind you, she had no way of predicting his actions—he could be planning on doing both. Her ass stung from his slaps as he moved around in front of her. She kept her gaze lowered from experience, taking the submissive role he wanted. “You’ll do.” “Thank you, sir.” He took her hand and led her toward the table in front of the window to the left side of the room, then past it and into the corner of the room itself. These corner rooms on the fifth and higher floors carried a premium, not least for the fantastic views out over the city. The floor-to-ceiling glass could be covered by the large drapes, operated at the push of a button, but Richard had left them fully retracted, and as he backed away from her, she stayed where she was, knowing his penchant for exhibiting her flesh rather more than his own. She lifted her head and looked at him. She raised an eyebrow in question but remained where she was. “It seems a pity to risk staining that dress. I think it should come off.” She nodded toward the windows. “Aren’t you going to close the drapes?” “Why? The night is still young, and you look so beautiful framed against the city skyline like that.” She shuddered, not wanting to follow his instructions, but the money he paid brought him anything he desired. That was her rule, not his. She closed her eyes for a second, and when she opened them again, she hoped she was projecting a sultry image rather than the business-like one she’d entered the room with. Showtime! Without hesitating, her hands rose behind her neck, reaching for the back of the dress to unfasten it, but Richard shook his head. “No, not like that.” “Then how, sir?” He reached over to the control for the entertainment system and dialed in the radio selection before selecting a heavy rock program. As the music filled the room, he winced and lowered the volume a little before nodding to her. “You know what to do, baby.” “You want me to do a striptease to lose my dress?” He shook his head. “No, baby. I want you to lose it all. I want the real deal, a striptease down to pure nakedness.” “Oh.” “Yes, and then you can get dressed again.” She did a double take. That was a new one on her—none of her clients ever asked her to get dressed again, not beforehand anyway, he seemed to have learned some new tricks. “We’ll take it from there after that.” He chuckled, and there was an undertone in his laugh that promised something kinky, even kinkier than usual. He clapped his hands and sat down on the couch facing the windows, the ones where the whole city provided her with a backdrop—a backdrop where she was going to strip for him and a backdrop which could also watch her performance. She shuddered and started to sway her hips, matching her movement to the hypnotic throb of the beat. “You need to do better than that because I have the perfect punishment if you don’t.” She knew she didn’t really want to find out what that punishment was, but overriding that, she knew he wanted her to ask, and her service was based on giving the client what he wanted. “And that would be?” He grinned at her and looked over toward the sliding doors further along the side of the room, leading out to the three-foot-wide balcony. His meaning was obvious. “You wouldn’t!” She shivered, putting as much theatricality into the movement as she could. “It’s cold.” “I know, that’s what makes it a punishment. Now, dance before I decide to do it anyway. I just might get a hankering for seeing you press that gorgeous naked body of yours against the glass from the outside. I wonder how I’d explain that one to housekeeping in the morning.” Her shiver was very real this time, and as she closed her eyes and lifted her hands above her head, starting to thrust her hips in time to the music, visions of her doing precisely that—pressing her naked body against the outside of the glass as he barked orders to her to play with herself as he watched from the comfort of the room, played through her head. She opened her eyes again and looked at him through heavy lids, trying to look as sultry as possible as she moved to the music. He’d positioned her in this corner so she was framed against the city lights and knew he wanted that fact to make her nervous at being observed from outside the room. That told her to remain where she was, not go to him, to not complete her moves up close and personal—he wanted the distance, for now. A distance, a position that exacerbated the risk of being seen. Gina obliged. She knew what to do. Her hip movements became more exaggerated the longer the music played. Her feet moved, her legs flashing under the hem of the short skirt. Richard grinned at her. “That’s more like it.” She smiled at him, trying to keep it sultry as her hands wormed their way down her sides before grasping the material of her skirt and inching the hem upward, showing more leg, and she watched as he pursed his lips as the lace tops of her stockings came into view, a dark blue band above the wide netting of the fishnets. “Nice pins, baby.” Richard always paid her compliments, but never in a romantic way, he liked to be crude and, when necessary, rude. She shuddered at the thought of what he’d say, and for that matter do, soon, when she was naked. She let go of her skirt, let it drop back into position, and spun round to face out of the windows, turning her back on him. Her hands moved to the top of her neck, and she released the hook and eye, holding the zip closed. As she did so, she stared out into the darkness, seeing scores of lit windows in the middle distance, and wondered how many of them contained people looking out of their windows right now, watching her slowly strip for her client. Were they wondering if they were a couple or simply assuming she was a hooker? She doubted any of those phantom watchers would know she was the receptionist supplementing her income. Her exhibitionistic tendencies fed on the fuel of being watched. Her core was heating, and her nipples were hardening at the thought of eyes behind those windows. With the hook and eye out of the way, she used the fingers of one hand to hold the top of the zip together while she pulled the tab of the zip down with the other. She could only pull it down about six inches, and at this point, she’d normally ask the man to complete the process for her, but Richard had decreed that she stay where she was, too far away to get him to help. Instead, she turned back to face him, turning her back on her potential external audience with a shiver, and then brought one hand down and around and back up behind her to ease the zip down all the way. She didn’t miss a beat of the music as she finished the movement, both hands now down by her sides, the dress noticeably looser across her shoulders and bust. Richard smiled at her. “Lose the dress, baby. I want to see some naked flesh.” Bringing her hands up to her shoulders, she grabbed the straps of the dress and eased them out, baring her shoulders, leaving her skin cut only by the narrow straps of her bra. Once the dress was far enough out to the sides, she just let go, and the dress dropped down onto her upper arms. She crossed them, pushing her breasts together and bent forward, showing the cleavage thus formed, bringing a whistle of appreciation from him. She noticed he shifted in his seat and smiled to herself - a sure sign he was getting aroused if ever there was one. When she straightened up, she’d hooked her fingers in the straps of the dress and drew it down her body, exposing her bra-encased breasts and then her smooth, flat stomach. A little wiggle freed the dress from her arms and dropped it to her waist. Richard applauded and then started to clap in rhythm with the music, chanting at the same time. “Off… Off… Off…” Gina moved her hands to her waist and pushed the dress down over her hips, exposing the garter belt and then her panties to him as the dress dropped to form a perfect circle around her feet. She stepped out of it and then turned to face the window again as he continued to clap in time to the music, although his chant had changed. “Nice, now show us some tits. Tits… Tits… Tits…” She shivered again, thinking of the hidden strangers watching her from the other side of the park as she slipped the straps of her bra down onto her arms and then reached behind herself to unclasp the bra, exposing her naked back to him. It only took a few seconds to slip the straps off her arms, leaving the bra just clutched to her chest as the only protection for her breasts. She had a moment to think as she watched his reflection—should she drop the bra while facing away so he could see her breasts in the reflection, or should she turn and face him first? The second option seemed best, that way, she wouldn’t be so exposed to the hidden eyes outside, but there again, what did it matter—she’d be turning back, topless, to face them when she slipped her panties down. Acting on that thought, she danced back around in a half-circle, clutching the bra to her bust with one arm, the other hand high above her head to stretch out her line. Richard licked his lips, and she saw his hand drop to his crotch to adjust himself. She smiled, her eyes half-closed as she, in turn, licked her lips before swapping arms in a quick movement that lifted her bra clear and high into the air, her other arm now covering her breasts. That became uncontested territory as she lowered her arm to expose her breasts and nipples to him. Her nipples were a soft pink and partially hard—she knew that they would darken and grow harder as the evening progressed, but for now, they were bumps on her chest. She closed her eyes and thought about the people she imagined were watching her from outside the park, telescopes and binoculars, opera glasses and camera phone zooms all focused on her bare back, all of them silently, or even not so silently, urging her to turn around and display her breasts to them. Her areolas crinkled as her nipples hardened at the thought, and she could feel her breathing quickening and the adrenalin starting to pop through her system. A slow smile played across her face, and she turned her back on Richard again, giving her imaginary audience what they wanted. Behind her, Richard chuckled. He’d understood her motivation as she dropped the bra to the floor behind her, allowing her to bring both hands to her ribcage under her breasts and then raise them slowly, sliding her hands up the under curve of her breasts, pushing them up and together in an obscene milking motion. Richard clapped again, and in the reflection, she could see him watching her reflection. “Give the bastards something to see, Gina, give them my money’s worth. Pull and twist those nipples for me. Put your hand in your panties and touch yourself. Get yourself hot for them… for me.” Gina was already hot, knowing she was going to get naked in front of the fifth-floor window was enough to get her breathing hard and her heart beating faster. Without hesitation, both her hands rose to cup her breasts, her palms making contact with her button-hard nipples before pushing her breasts together and squeezing them. She let out a murmur as her hands spread, her palms dropped lower, and her thumbs came into contact with the top edge of her areolas. A moment later, she’d trapped her nipples between thumb and forefinger on each hand squeezed. Her murmur became a moan as the sparks of pleasure ran from her nipples to her brain, back down to her loins, and then back up to her brain again. Her mouth dropped open as she panted for air while one hand trailed softly down over her stomach to find the waistband of her flimsy navy blue lace panties. Without Richard speaking again, she sucked in her stomach and created a little gap between her flesh and the elastic of her underwear, big enough to slip her fingertips into. Her fingers traveled south as her other hand squeezed her right breast before pulling hard on the nipple, extending her breast out toward the window. Her fingers combed through her thin, narrow landing strip before reaching the tip of her shaved pussy slit. She’d almost stopped dancing now, her feet no longer moving until she shuffled them wider apart to allow her fingers to dip between her thighs and slip along the length of her now moist slit. She could hear herself groaning now, knowing she’d achieved his aim of getting herself turned on. Through half-closed eyes, she watched him watching her via the reflection in the window, her brain shutting down the fact people might be watching from outside. He’d told her to touch herself, not fuck herself, and she dearly wanted to thrust her fingers inside, but that was against the rules, his rules. He’d have said that if that was what he wanted. Nevertheless, her clit was aching to be exploited, and her fingers were close, so close to the delicious target. Her fingers were coated in her juices now as she ran her fingers up and down her outer lips, the middle finger softly pressing between them without penetrating. Now lubricated, she brought her hand higher, allowing her fingers to spread her slit apart around her clit, and her fingertip to press against it. Moving her finger in a circle, she groaned even louder, then felt her lips start to tremble as the orgasm built and built inside her. “That’s a good little slut. Come for me, baby, cum for me.” Gina was past the point where she thought about who she was cumming for, she was cumming for herself, nobody else, not Richard, and not any of her imaginary or unseen watchers. Her legs started to tremble even more as her moans rose in volume. Her fingers were working furiously inside her underwear, slick with her juices, as they stroked her labia and circled and pressed on her clit. Gina’s other hand was mauling her breast, almost savage in its attack on her own flesh, the skin around her areola reddening as she pressed and pinched the sensitive flesh. Her nipple was rock hard under the constant assault as she pinched, twisted, and pulled at it. Her head went back, no longer looking out into the darkness as she widened her stance, panting her feet and concentrating on the feelings running through her. “Stop!” She heard him, but for a couple of seconds, she didn’t obey, she was so close. “I said stop!” Her fingers ceased their movement, and she whimpered—she’d been so close to orgasm it was total torture to stop what she was doing. Her hand dropped down from her breast, leaving it sore from the way she’d handled her own flesh. Her other hand was withdrawn upward, disengaging her fingers from her pussy, leaving her clit feeling bereft. She panted for breath as she fought to control herself. She watched in the reflection as Richard rose to his feet and approached her from behind. “I told you to stop, and you didn’t.” “I’m sorry… I was so close… And you’d told me to bring myself off…” Each phrase was punctuated by a sobbing gasp as she tried to draw air into her lungs. “I don’t care. You’re here to do my bidding.” “I know, I’m sorry.” He reached to her waist and jerked her panties down onto her thighs, unable to take them further with her legs parted obscenely as they were. Everything she had was now on view, and she gasped in surprise, then brought her legs closer together, allowing him to jerk them lower still. “Close your legs and lose the panties.” Still trying to calm her body, which moments ago had been on the brink of an orgasm, she did as she was told, knowing she was going to have to bend forward to push the sodden scrap of lace down her legs, and she knew what that meant. He wasn’t that unfeeling, he just got off on the feeling of control his money bought him. She closed her legs, then shuddering, she leaned forward and grabbed the twisted lace around her thighs, tensing her ass for the inevitable smack. Slap! She grunted and forced herself not to step forward, to continue to push her underwear down as her left butt cheek smarted under the assault. Slap! Her right cheek this time, he was always meticulous at keeping things even. She gritted her teeth, forcing herself not to cry out as her underwear, tangled by the very act of him pushing them down, reached her knees. Slap! Slap! Her butt was really stinging now, throbbing with the force he was putting into each swing. Before, he’d been playing, but now he was putting his whole weight behind his arm, and she knew her ass would be turning a bright shade of red where his hands landed. Her panties came loose from her knees and dropped to her ankles, allowing her to shuffle and step out of them, and she started to straighten up in relief. “Stay like that.” Gina had guessed he’d say that and froze in place, knowing her punishment for not obeying him promptly wasn’t yet completed. Slap! Slap! The last two blows had been lower, only just above the junction of her thighs and ass, and with less flesh to cushion the blow seemed harder. She opened her mouth to protest, knowing it wouldn’t do any good, but nothing came out. The next blow was lower still. Slap! “Ow!” Slap! “Argh.” The blows fell right at the top of her thighs, his fingers on the second one curling round to almost reach her outer labia peeping from between her legs. She almost took a half-step forward but forced herself to remain still. “Good girl. You have a nice colorful ass. Very pink.” She shuddered. One of his kinks was to admire his handiwork. “Do you consider that sufficient punishment?”

She nodded, knowing this was also part of his game, and he wasn’t finished. “I can’t hear nods.” “Sorry, sir, yes, I’ve been punished. Sufficiently punished.” He chuckled. “I’m not so sure. Let me unlock the door to the balcony.” “Sir, please no.” He chuckled at the horrified tone in her voice, and she shuddered at the prospect. “Maybe I’ll just make you stand in the corridor outside for five minutes, facing the wall with your ass on view.” She gasped, that was a new idea, one he hadn’t thought of before, and the thought of doing that, naked, with her brightly glowing butt, or even just naked in a hotel, was bad enough. To do so in the hotel where she worked magnified that a hundredfold. She revised her own rule list in her head for new contacts—adding a rule that everything stayed inside the hotel room. Outwardly, she shivered. “No. Just no.” Richard chuckled and moved closer to her. “We’ll have to think of something else then, and I’ve got a couple of ideas. Don’t worry… before you say anything… I’m planning on keeping everything inside this room.” She felt him bend down behind her and watched in the reflection as he picked up her underwear where she’d discarded it on the floor. Holding the scrap of lace in one hand, he put his other hand in the small of her back and pressed. She could do nothing other than take a step forward toward the window, and he followed her, keeping up the pressure on her back. She resisted straining back against him, but Richard increased the pressure. She was only a couple of feet away from the window, and as he pushed harder, she had to step forward again. Her hands came out in front of her to brace against the glass, surprised to find the surface cold against her fingers. She shuddered as he pressed again. Her hands slid out to the sides, and a moment later, another half-step placed her right next to the glass. He pressed against her back again, and she turned her head to the side as her torso made contact with the coldness. She gasped at the contact as he pressed her against the glass, flattening out her breasts with their darker pink centers against it. “Cold, is it?” “Fucking freezing!” He chuckled and dropped his hand lower, pushing again until her belly came into contact with the glass as well, followed by her thighs. Each new contact point sent a shiver through her body as the cold penetrated her skin. “Richard, it’s seriously cold.” “I know, baby. I know, and I bet you look a sight from outside, too.” Her nipples hardened even further at the contact, hardened almost to the point of being painful. “Spread your arms wider and lift them above your shoulders, keep them in contact with the glass, and spread your feet apart too.” She opened her mouth to speak, but his hand moved to put a finger across her lips, silencing her as effectively as any gag. Richard was in an inventive mood tonight, and she could feel her core heating again as the sexual possibilities raged through her mind. He was right. She had to look obscenely provocative from the outside if, indeed, anyone was watching, and that thought sent another shiver down her spine. Richard trailed both hands down over her recently spanked ass, and then one hand dipped between her legs, feeling for and finding her slit. She gasped at the contact, knowing her sex was swollen and wet from her own earlier ministrations to it, but his hand felt strange, and she guessed he was holding her panties to her pussy. “Stay still.” His hiss held an urgency that demanded obedience, and she did as he said as he started to pry her outer lips apart. She groaned as he touched the sensitive flesh, still hot from the earlier masturbation, and then she felt him press something between her outer labia. Whatever it was was soft rather than hard, although his finger was clearly there. With a start, she recognized what it was, although it was a different feeling from when someone pressed the taut front of her panties in between those lips, somehow looser—this time, it was the whole garment he was starting to push into her. Gina couldn’t help it. She groaned at the strange feeling invading her as he pushed more and more of her own navy blue lace underwear into her. She felt full before it was halfway into her, but full in a very different way than from normal sex. Once inside, it seemed to spread out and find every nook and cranny, every part of her. It touched her inner walls in every place, and she shuddered as complex feelings ran through her. Part of her was disgusted at what he was doing, but as he was the client, she had to suppress those feelings, while at the same part of her was turned on to an incredible degree by the stimulation inside her pussy. A further section of her mind was trying to process just how disgusting and soggy the garment was going to be when it came out—he certainly couldn’t leave it in there when he eventually fucked her—could he? That thought pattern brought another shudder and groan from her, and she widened her stance to make it easier for him. She couldn’t look down and was all too close to look at the lascivious reflection. All she could do without disobeying the instructions he’d given her was stand still, pressed flat against the glass while he continued to push her underwear up into her. At least the glass had warmed up from the contact with her body, and she could feel herself starting to sweat as her brain lost the contest with the reactions from her pussy. “Good girl, how does it feel to have them in there?” “In a word, strange.” He chuckled and took hold of her upper arms, lifting her away from the window and allowing her to breathe properly. As she moved, they moved inside her, and she gasped, and she could feel her legs tremble as the sensations threatened to overwhelm her. “Dance for me, baby, really feel them inside you.” The rock music was still playing in the background, and without thinking, she started to sway her hips from side to side. The contents of her pussy slopped, that was the only way she could think of it, she slopped from side to side, and she grabbed onto him for support as her legs threatened to give way. She looked up into his face, her eyes imploring his help as she started to grind her hips in a circular motion. “God!” She started to moan, an almost constant noise as he held onto her arms, and she ground her hips round in a circle and then added a jerking motion front to back as well as the grind. Every movement sent the panties inside her into motion, stimulating every inch of her pussy and bringing her closer and closer to orgasm at high speed. “I… I… I…I’m going to…” “I know, baby, I want you to… this time. Cum for me, Gina, come for me.” She groaned, almost screamed, as the sensations overwhelmed her. Her back arched, and her body spasmed as she clung onto him, her legs like jelly as the orgasm raced through her system. She could hear herself keening, moaning as it swept through her, but she couldn’t control the noise or her own body. She’d have collapsed if he hadn’t held her up. She couldn’t break eye contact with him either as she experienced a climax at his command. His eyes were filled with wonder, almost awe, as she regained control of herself, her breathing rapid and shallow as she fought for breath. “Nice one, baby. Did you enjoy that?” Her face was already hot and flushed, but the heat of embarrassment added to that. She had to answer, although her voice wouldn’t work. In the end, she nodded, and his face split into a broad grin. “How would you like me to fuck you with them in there?” She shook her head from side to side as hard as she could. “No, please.” “Why not?” She continued to pant for breath as she tried to marshal her thoughts, her objections. “Because you wouldn’t enjoy it as much as my naked pussy.” “You mean the naked insides of your pussy?” She nodded. “Ah, but it would be a different sensation, and maybe I fancy something different.” “They might get tangled around both of us, and you might not be able to pull out. It could do some damage, as well as create a scandal.” He chuckled. “I can just see them trying to take us through the lobby on the same stretcher, with just a sheet draped over us for modesty.” She gasped in horror, the idea so bizarre and at the same time so terrible she couldn’t help but picture it in her own mind. After a few seconds, they both started to giggle, and the giggle became a full-throated laugh. He shook his head. “On the basis that I’ll probably want to use your services again, I don’t think that would be a good idea, then.” Her shoulders sagged in relief. She had been very worried about him using her with them still inside—he loved novel experiences and seemed to go out of his way to find one every time—usually involving her humiliation in the process. “The problem is, what are we going to do with them, then? They’re no doubt soaking wet. Let me see.” He let go of her arms, and she braced herself on his shoulders and took up a wide-legged stance, hoping the panties would slip out as easily as they’d slipped in. She agreed with him, they had to be soaked with her juices, and she had no idea what he was going to do with them, she was minded to refuse to put them on again until they’d been washed and dried, which wouldn’t be tonight. His fingers found the tiny piece of elastic he’d left hanging outside of her, and he jerked on it. She jumped in surprise at the sensation as the whole soggy mass of fabric slid out of her and slapped wetly against her thigh. She shuddered at the contact as it left a slimy trial on her flesh, and he lifted them up into the space between them, both their eyes drawn to the ball of fabric that seemed to want to ooze her juices from every inch. Without warning, his hand shot out and grasped her chin, thumb one side, fingers the other. When he pressed in. her mouth opened by reflex, and the next thing she knew, his other hand, the one with her disgusting underwear, was in front of her face, and he was pushing it into her mouth. She choked on the miasma of her own smell but couldn’t expel them as he used his fingers to force them into her just as he had done further south earlier. Her saliva glands kicked in, and she swallowed by reflex, running her own juices over her taste buds. She stared at him as he grinned before completing the process of pushing the entire garment into her mouth. He then used his hands to push her jaw closed, trapping it inside her mouth. “This way, you won’t shout loud enough to wake the neighbors, will you baby?” He chuckled. “Oh, that’s right, you can’t answer me, can you?” Her underwear filled her mouth, and they’d been soggy to start with—now they were soggier still and getting wetter by the moment as their presence in her mouth opened the floodgates on her saliva glands. She had to swallow over and over again just to stop her mouth from filling with liquid. Of course, the saliva picked up her juices from the underwear, carrying the taste down into her stomach, and she tried hard not to think about what that meant. She’d tasted herself before, especially with Richard, who seemed to take great pleasure in watching her play with herself and then lick her fingers, but this time, he’d taken it to a whole new level, way outside of her comfort zone. He’d had her lick his fingers after they’d been inside her, too, and as he always insisted on a second go-round, she’d had to get him hard again after he’d fucked her. This, though, was so different she struggled to process the feelings that arose in her. She couldn’t stop swallowing. He left her alone for several seconds, then led her by the arm over to the window once more. Once there, he pushed her against the glass, pressing her breasts against it and using his knee to force her legs open. “Uggh…” She tried to speak, but the panties gagged her more effectively than she’d expected them to, so all that came out was a grunt. He pushed hard on the small of her back. “Spread your arms out and up, swivel your hips back.” Gina did as he said, that was what he was paying for, but the fact it was now clear he intended to take her right there, up against the glass where anyone looking in could see, made her shiver in revulsion. Earlier, it had turned her on, but that had been merely the exhibitionist in her, she could imagine herself stripping for an audience, but now he was going to commit a sex act in front of the same audience, and that was close to a step too far. It wasn’t that her body was closing up, stopping him, far from it, her mind was objecting, but her body was screaming for the chance of another release. She could feel the way every breath seemed to drag her hard nipples across the face of the glass. His fingers, working on her labia and her clit were inciting her to burn with passion, and without asking, she shuffled her legs further apart and rotated her pelvis back to provide the correct angle of attack as he pressed against her. She hadn’t seen or heard him shed the robe, but his bare skin burned in contact with her body as he pressed against her. Lower down, his hot and hard cock pressed against her butt, and she tried to gasp as he trailed it down over the curve of her butt before bending his knees to press it between her legs. Gina tried to moan as she felt him pressing against the lips of her pussy with his cock, but no sound escaped past her panties. She had to keep swallowing, and every gulp took more of her juices into her stomach. Each mouthful fueled her body’s lust. With his cock in position, he started to push up, the end of it pushing in between her labia, threatening to achieve entry at any moment. She swiveled her pelvis back as far as she could, allowing him easier access to her treasures. He rewarded her by thrusting deeper, his dick parting her inner labia as her chest slit down the glass a little as she once more shuffled into a better position for the fucking that she knew was starting. She did as she was told, though, keeping her palms flat against the glass, just as her breasts were. Her head was turned to one side, and she could feel his breath on her cheek as she kept her eyes fully closed. This was the moment she enjoyed most, that point in time when a man thrust into her, that split-second when she felt full, fuller than ever before, even with a partner she’d been with before. Of course, he was taking her from behind, which only enhanced the feelings running through her, and she struggled to let him know how good it felt but could make no words with her gagged by her underwear. Unintelligible sounds erupted from her throat as he pushed all the way into her, his legs bending, pressing against the inside of her thighs as he drove home. She braced herself against the glass as she tried to prevent herself from collapsing forward as he pulled out almost all the way. She could feel the ridge behind his cockhead as it brushed against the inside of her inner labia, and she shivered at the sensuous contact. Then, as he pushed in again, she thrust her hips back as far as she could to meet him and, if possible, increase the depth to which he was plumbing her. A groan rose in her throat even though it couldn’t escape, and she could hear him breathing heavily behind her, his breath rattling in his throat and whistling past her ear as he pressed his chest against her back. That squeezed her upper body between his and the glass, making it difficult, but not impossible, for her to breathe as long as she kept it shallow. His hands found her hips, gripping her waist tightly as he pulled her back onto him the next time he thrust. She didn’t need him to tell her to do that, but it gave him what he wanted—control of the pace, and she ceded that to him and concentrated on feeling the sensations building in her body as her pussy fought to control her entire soul. Gina used her tongue to compress the panties into the front part of her mouth, desperate to avert any danger of them tangling in the top of her throat and choking her. The taste of herself on them was receding now, either she’d got used to it or diluted it with the amount of saliva she’d generated. Richard continued to pound into her, his body leaning against her, trapping her where he wanted her, and she could feel him starting to speed up. She knew he was getting close and hoped he knew she was too. She didn’t want to be left hanging, on the brink of an orgasm, if he came too soon, but it would be just like Richard to do that deliberately. Gina wanted to follow his implicit instructions and keep the panties in her mouth, but as they both got closer and closer to the orgasm, as the sensation of him sliding in and out, the friction against the walls of her pussy sending wave after wave of feelings through her body her mouth dropped open. Immediately, the pressure eased as her underwear slipped halfway out. She gripped them with her teeth to stop them falling all the way out, and she heard him grunt into her ear just as his thrusts became more erratic. With her panties clamped between her teeth, she couldn’t make the noises she normally would to encourage him, but she could feel her own climax growing as he approached his. A few seconds later, he thrust hard enough to lift her feet from the floor momentarily, and he grunted hard as she grabbed the panties with her hand, freeing her mouth. “Fuck yeah! Fuck me, honey!” Her words spurred him on as he grunted again, and then she felt him thrust even harder. This time she was prepared, and only her heels left the floor, and then his cock seemed to swell inside her. She moaned at the feeling and tried to clench down on him as the first spurt of his cum painted the inside of her pussy. She wasn’t quite there, but there was nothing she could do about it, nothing she could do to get herself off as he fucked her against the window. When he’d finished, he slipped out of her and reeled away from her, then plopped himself down on the couch as she pushed against the glass and turned round to face him. She, too, was breathing heavily as she moved away from the window, her sodden panties dangling from her right hand. He grinned up at her as she moved to stand next to the couch. “I should make you put them on.” “No way.” He shrugged, “A punishment for taking them out.” “I wasn’t going to choke to death for your pleasure.” He chuckled. “Sorry, baby, I’m done.” She raised an eyebrow. “You sure? You normally go two rounds?”

“Not tonight, baby, you were your usual fantastic self, but I’ve had it.” She looked at her watch, it was only a quarter-past eleven. “You’ve got plenty of time.” She turned her voice sultry and dropped the timbre lower. “I’m sure I can work something out for you.” Gina briefly mimed using her mouth on him, using her fingers as a substitute and Richard chuckled again. “No, baby, thanks for the offer, but I’m going to jump in the shower and hit the sack. Busy day tomorrow.” “Okay.” Turning her down after paying her for her services was a new one for Gina, none of her clients had ever done that before. Indeed, last time, even after two go-arounds, Richard had kept her sitting with him while he played and toyed with her body for an hour afterward until she’d insisted his time was up. She pouted. “I can wash your back if you like.” “You are incredible, you know that? Here I am, offering you the chance to bunk off early rather than continue to earn your corn, and you’re resisting. Get your clothes on, sweetie, and get out of here.” He might have said to get her clothes on, but there was no way she was putting those panties on again. They were destined for the bin, not even for the wash. As she dressed, Gina realized she’d probably be crossing Richard off her regulars list, she rather doubted she’d see him again.

 


White John

 

“Housekeeping reported you had a problem, sir?” She called out as she entered the room and was confronted by the sight of Frank standing there fully dressed. “You reported a problem, sir?” She kept her professional hotel receptionist’s face on as she waited for him to remember to follow the rules she’d given him. This was always the anxious moment when it came to the first meeting with a new client, and she knew the guy could well be embarrassed by what she asked him to do when she entered the room—but she knew it was the one thing a cop wouldn’t do. He seemed confused as she just stood there for several seconds, the two of them staring at each other. A slow flush spread over his face. “I see you meant it then?” “Meant what, sir? Do you have a problem that needs attention?” This was dangerous for her, she needed to make sure she gave him no hint now that there was anything untoward going on, just in case he was a cop. She was about to turn on her heel and leave, writing off the night and the money from it, and at the same time potentially upsetting a hotel guest, but her rules were there to protect her. “Oh, very well.” He reached down to his fly and unzipped himself, reached in, fished around, and pulled his cock out through the opening. He wasn’t even close to hard, still soft, and somewhat on the small side when flaccid, but at least he’d done as she’d asked. Her expression changed as she smiled at him while at the same time pushing the door closed behind her. “Thank you, Frank. That’s much appreciated. You can put him away now, unless you’d rather leave him out.” Ninety-five percent of her johns tucked themselves away at this point, and he was in the majority as he did so. She moved over to the dressing table in the small hotel room and picked up the envelope. Checking inside, she counted the right amount of money—she couldn’t be too careful with new clients, and, once satisfied, put it in her bag. She turned back to face him, noticing he still looked embarrassed. “Now, Frank, darling, having got the unpleasantness out of the way, how do you want me?” Frank stood up and removed his jacket, but didn’t bother doing up his zip, then slipped off his tie and undid a couple of buttons on his shirt—all without taking his eyes off her. Still, without looking anywhere other than at her, he moved to the end of the bed and sat down, then patted the bed beside him. Used to more abrupt or forceful behavior from her johns, Gina hadn’t expected such a response from him, he seemed unsure of himself, almost romantic in his inclination rather than pushy and commanding. She smiled at him and put a bit of sway into her walk as she crossed the short distance separating them. When he’d made the clan destine booking and she’d slipped him the card with her conditions on and he’d read them and nodded his head in agreement, she’d asked him what he wanted her to wear. His answer had been a chuckle followed by simple instructions “Your uniform would be good, as long as the underwear is white.” At the time, she’d smiled and nodded her own agreement, and further conversation had been prevented by the arrival at the front desk of another hotel client. Gina had used her break to nip upstairs and change out of her black underwear into the white set and half-slip she now wore, although she’d had to go with nude stockings rather than white—which would have both jarred with the charcoal two-piece uniform and been against dress regulations—something she was careful to observe. She had, however, added a thin nylon shift-style slip to the ensemble, and on the way to his room on the seventh floor, she’d rolled her skirt waistband over in order to show off an inch of white lace trim below the hem of the skirt. She’d noticed how his eyes had been drawn to it on her arrival in the room, and she was sure she’d made the right choice. Once she sat next to the fifty-something man, his hand moved to cup her knee, and she made no move to pull away. He was gentle in his touch, and as she turned her head to look at him, she found him looking at her, a depth of sorrow she rarely saw in any of her clients. “I have to confess something to you, Gina.” She smiled into his face and lifted her hand to gently brush his cheek. “No, you don’t have to do anything.” He nodded. “I do. For my sake.” “Okay, but it’s up to you.” “Thank you for being so understanding, and well… the slip… it’s a nice touch.” He gave her a little smile, and she returned it again, keeping her hand touching his cheek, feeling him trembling at some suppressed information. It was obvious to Gina that he wanted to unburden himself to her, which wasn’t her role. She was used to getting naked, or being got naked, and then getting fucked, not acting as some kind of mother confessor. There again, listening was less strenuous than her other services, and she’d always prided herself on being a good listener. “If you want to talk, go ahead, I don’t mind… just remember the clock is ticking.” He chuckled to himself, almost but not quite inaudible to her. “I know, but I feel I need to tell you something.” “Go on.” “I… I… Damn it. I’ve not had a good year.” “I’m sorry.” He shook his head. “I lost both my wife and my mother to cancer before Easter.” She winced, that wasn’t good, and she didn’t want to be some form of grief counselor. “I’m sorry to hear that.” “I made my wife a promise before she died.” “Oh?” He smiled again, a tight one this time. “And you’re it.” She blinked in surprise. That wasn’t what she’d been expecting him to say. Not that she was sure what she’d expected, but not this. He chuckled, louder this time. “Yes, she made me promise her that I wouldn’t stay celibate after she’d gone, that I’d find someone else.” She made to get up, this was getting a little strange, and she wasn’t in the market for a husband, even a rich one if he was a quarter of a century older than her. “No, please listen, I didn’t mean what you thought I meant.” “Okay.” She sat back down and his hand returned to her knee as he gazed into her eyes. “When I said I couldn’t think about finding another woman to replace her, she gave me two alternatives. Either go out and find another woman as a partner, or go out, book a hotel room, and book a call girl before the end of the year. I guessed you wouldn’t be the first option, but I’m pretty sure you can help me fulfill the second one.” “Your wife told you to go out and find a hooker?” He laughed again. “Not just any hooker. It had to be someone with class, not some diseased piece off the street. I was pretty sure you fit the bill.” “Why, thank you.” Gina forced a giggle past her lips and continued to smile at him. Although it was sweet, it was also a difficult thing for her to assimilate, she couldn’t imagine any woman saying that. Once more, she stroked her fingers over his cheek, maintaining physical contact as he squeezed her leg. “And with the business part out of the way…” He smiled at her again, a warmer one this time, his smile growing wider as she finished his sentence for him. “… it’s time to get down to business.” “Exactly.” She leaned toward him and planted a tender kiss on his lips, then pulled away a few inches. She could smell he was freshly showered but had taken the time to get dressed in his suit again, and he’d obviously shaved and put on after-shave. She couldn’t quite tell which one it was, it had a fruitier edge than any she’d come across before, but it was nice nevertheless. She shivered slightly at the prospect of using her body to fulfill a dying woman’s request, but he was paying her, so she pushed the surfeit of information to the back of her mind and kissed him again, longer this time, allowing her lips to slightly part as she increased the pressure. He didn’t kiss her back, and she drew away. His hand, though, didn’t leave her knee. “What’s wrong, sweetie?” He shrugged. “I guess I’m not used to this.” She chuckled and rubbed her nose against his. “I’m sure you are. Maybe you’re just a little out of practice.” She made sure his eyes were still on her face, and she licked her lips, trying to put as much suggestiveness and sensuality as she could into the movement. He shuddered, but his gaze didn’t turn away. “Would you like me to do something specific to get your… motor running?” “Such as?” Gina gave a very deliberate shudder. “I could put some music on if you like and dance for you… maybe a little striptease.”

He shook his head, but his smile didn’t slip. “Thanks, but no. I’d rather undress you myself.” “That’s fine by me too, sweetie. Just remember the clock is running.”

 

   

 

After a couple of moments pause, Frank twisted at the waist to turn toward her and lifted his left arm and draped it across her shoulders. Taking her cue, she shuffled closer on the bed, nestling under his arm and turning her face up toward his for a kiss. He leaned down and obliged, his lips pressing against hers with far more fervor than before, and as he pressed his lips against hers, she allowed hers to part. His tongue slipped between his own lips and brushed against hers as if requesting entrance. He wasn’t demanding, in fact, it felt very gentle and romantic, and she opened her mouth wider to accept the intrusion. She moaned into his mouth and curled her hand around the back of his neck to stop him from pulling away as his other hand reached across and grasped the lapel of her work jacket. Sliding his fingers down along its length, he found the top button of the two that held the jacket closed, and he slipped the large button through the tight hole with a simple twist of his fingers. She relaxed into his hold, giving him what he wanted—the lead, the control over the pace of what happened. After a short pause, as if he was waiting for her to object, which of course she wasn’t going to do – unless he told her to—she’d played those kinds of scenes before but didn’t particularly enjoy them, his hand slid down to the other button and flicked that one open as well, allowing the jacket to fall open, exposing more of her white blouse. She glanced down as he broke the kiss and shifted slightly, dislodging his hand from the jacket onto her blouse instead. Frank chuckled. “Eager are we?” She smiled up at him and flexed her shoulders, opening the jacket even further, letting her shy smile blossom as she gazed up into his eyes. “You’re a great kisser. A girl could get used to being kissed like that.” “Are, so you liked that, then?” “Hmm…” She shivered, moving deliberately to emphasize her wordless answer to his question. Frank still had one arm wrapped around her shoulders, and she felt his hand tighten on her shoulder. As a result, she had a split-second warning before he moved, his arm pulling her so she overbalanced and landed on the bed on her back. Her feet left the floor for a moment, and she yelped, a little too theatrically for her own ears, before her heels found the ground again. As she bounced on the soft mattress, he laid down beside her, one arm behind her neck, his other hand now free to roam all over her as he rolled onto his side and brought his mouth close to hers again. As they kissed, his hand moved across her stomach, brushing the lapels of her jacket to the sides. One of her arms was behind his neck, holding him as he kissed her, the other lying still by her side. Gina took her cue from him—he wanted her passive in his arms, so although she kissed back with enthusiasm and their tongues entwined back and forth between their mouths, she didn’t attempt to touch him. He broke the kiss again and she smiled up into his eyes, feeling lazy, even turned on by his gentle approach, so different from her last selection of lovers. “As I said, you’re a great kisser.” “Sshh…” His hand slid over her blouse, finding the button band, and then his fingers traced the line of it up her chest to her throat. As they passed between her breasts, she sucked in a breath, but he didn’t deviate from his course, didn’t move his hand to take either of the proffered breasts in his hand. He flicked the top button undone, his hand moving down to the next one, and she reached down with her free hand to ease the blouse from her waistband a little, to make it easier when he completed unbuttoning it and wanted to spread it open. As Frank worked his way down her chest, opening each button in turn, he shifted the angle of his head and kissed her again. She kept her eyes open this time to see he had done the same but wasn’t looking at her face, but rather watching his hand and the cleavage he was revealing. She chuckled into the kiss and closed her eyes, abandoning herself to the delicious feelings running through her as his hand passed through her cleavage and continued south. He wanted her passive, and she tried to suppress thoughts of his wife letting him do similar things to her—after all, it was his money, and her service promise was based on whatever the customer wanted, with a couple of caveats, and this didn’t come close to any of her boundaries. Frank pulled away from her a little and eased the two sides of her blouse apart, but couldn’t complete that without her moving to help—it was trapped in her skirt waistband underneath her. Nevertheless, he was able to expose the silky surface of her slip, overlaying the white bra. “Thank you.” Her head snapped back round, and her eyes opened to see him smiling down at her. His smile was small and somehow shy, and she smiled back, then leaned up and kissed the end of his nose. “What you wanted, I think.” “Absolutely, you are remarkably prescient as well as beautiful.” She shivered in his arm at the compliment and lay still as he slid his arm from under her neck and stood up. He extended his hands for her to take them, and he pulled her first to a sitting position and then to her feet, wrapping his arms around her and kissing her again. This time, when he broke the kiss, he lifted his hands to her shoulders and gently brushed the jacket and blouse off. Since it was her work jacket, she needed to take care of it, she caught it before it hit the floor and dropped it onto the chair in front of the dressing table. As she turned back to him, he put his hands on her shoulders and held her at arm’s length. “You look incredible.” She smiled up into his face before she replied. “You want to undo my skirt for me.” She twisted around in his hands to stand facing away, her hands going to her waistband to hold the skirt in place as he dropped his hands to the same level and undid the hook and eye above the zip and then the zip itself. As his fingers traveled down over her ass, pulling the zip tab down, she couldn’t help the shiver that ran through her spine. With the zip at the bottom, he brought his hands back up to her waist and then out to the sides, brushing her hands out of the way as he gripped her by the hips. Gina wiggled her ass to help as he eased the skirt down over her wide hips and pulled it down so it fell down over her thighs. She caught it, stepped out of it, and then draped it over her jacket before turning back around to see him scanning his gaze up and down her body. “I was right, Veronica would have been pleased.” She guessed Veronica was his wife’s name, so rather than asking a question, she cocked her head to one side and raised an eyebrow. It was obvious he hadn’t intended to say that out loud from the way his cheeks flushed, and she brought her hand up to gently stroke one side of his face. “Sorry, I meant…” “It’s okay, you don’t have to explain.” He shook his head, dislodging her hand. “No, it’s important to me. Veronica wanted to make sure I found a real beauty, a woman who would have measured up to her standards, too. And you do, young lady, you do.” Gina found herself genuinely touched by her client’s words—and for a moment was at a loss as to how to proceed, then decided that attack was the best form of defense, stepped close to him, wrapped her arms around the back of his neck, and kissed him soundly. She was far more aggressive in this kiss than she’d been in the previous ones, pressing her lips against his and pushing her tongue into his mouth, pinning his tongue at the back of her mouth. Her fingers knotted themselves into the tiny hairs at the back of his neck, preventing him from pulling away while she pressed the length of her body into his. Her breasts flattened against his chest, while her pelvic mound ground against his cock, which she was pleased to feel hardening under the onslaught. His arms circled her in return, lower this time, one hand drifting down onto her butt as he recovered from his initial surprise and kissed her back with equal fervor. When they broke apart, they were both breathing heavily, and she could see his earlier flush of embarrassment had been replaced by a much deeper one, this time of arousal. The other evidence for that was poking her in the belly. “How was that?” He grinned in answer and turned so she was now standing with the soft edge of the bed behind her knees. All the time, he kept contact with her whole body. “Lift your arms up, baby.” Gina knew this was the moment she was going to lose her slip, revealing her scanty white underwear. She knew that view would tell him everything he needed to know about the state of her arousal. Her nipples were rock hard, rubbing against the thin see-through lace, while further down, she could feel the way her juices were starting to seep out, soaking the crotch band of her panties. She did as he said, lifting her arms up above her shoulders and then above her head as he slid his hands down her smooth flanks to her waist and then started to scrunch up the fabric there as he raised the hem of the full slip. She shivered under the touch but stood still, knowing he was still living his fantasy, still undressing her. He leaned in and kissed her again as she felt the hem of the slip rise over her hips until he had the whole bottom half of the garment bunched up around her waist. “Gina?” “Yes.” “Do you trust me?” She cocked an eyebrow at him again. “I’ve only just met you.” “But you’re half-naked in my hotel room, nonetheless.” She smiled at him while little concerns nibbled at the back of her mind. “True.” “I want you to trust me.” She took a deep breath. “Why, what are you going to do.” “I’m going to make love to you, but I’m sorry I can’t look at your face while I’m doing it.” “Oh…?” “Please, just trust me. I won’t hurt you. I’d never hurt you.” One of the reasons Gina operated within the hotel where she worked was the level of protection, some real, some imagined, that gave her. She’d be missed, and there was a note in her room telling anyone finding the note where she was. If something did happen, he couldn’t get away with it, but she didn’t want anything to happen for obvious reasons. For a guy considerably older than her it turned out he was a very fast mover. One minute, she was having this strange conversation with him, with her slip bunched around her waist, the next, her vision was obscured as he whipped it up, entangling her arms and her head, but holding it in place there as he pushed her back onto the bed. She yelped as she fell back, her body bouncing on the bed with her arms still trapped by the tangle of fabric that also covered her face. He was on top of her a second later, before she’d had a chance to adjust to the fact she was partially trapped and now horizontal. His leg pushed between hers, splaying her legs part, and his other leg joined its fellow between them. The wool fabric of his suit trousers rubbed uncomfortably against her inner thighs, and the weight of his hard cock pressed his zip against the crotch of her panties. He used one hand to pin her arms and head in the slip while his other hand started to roam across her torso, finding and cupping her breasts and then tweaking her nipples through the bra. “You’re perfectly safe, Gina. Stay still. I want you passive.” She licked her lips, conscious he would see the movement through the satin of the slip but not what she was actually doing. Adrenalin added a push to the chemicals coursing through her, but her flight reflex didn’t kick in. “I bet you say that to all the girls.” He lifted his weight off her, and she realized he’d let go of the slip pinning her down. She could now move, untangle herself if she wanted, but that wasn’t what he wanted, and as he wasn’t hurting her, she stayed where she was, her mind already planning escapes for any number of different scenarios. She felt him drop on top of her, his weight pinning her, and his mouth sought hers even though there was a layer of satin between them. His cock pressed painfully against her mound. “Umphh!” He lifted his face clear. “Ssh, pretty one, you’re safe.” She felt anything but safe, but he wasn’t really hurting her, it was more uncomfortable than anything else, and she was surprised when he lifted off her completely. She gulped in the air, using her arms to hold the slip away from her face, and then she heard him drawing his zip down. At least he was undressing, and after the rustling of clothing for several seconds, she felt him pressing his legs between her lower legs again. She could feel naked skin and body hair this time, not the wool of his trousers, and that was a relief. When he put his hands on her hips and tugged on the waistband of her white lace boy shorts panties, she lifted her ass to allow him to tug them down. Gina was still apprehensive, but she’d been in worse situations before, even allowing her johns to use bondage on her, so this wasn’t so bad, although she’d have preferred to see him to fully reassure herself he was harmless. He pulled her panties down her legs and dropped them to the floor, leaving her only in her bra and her stockings and heels. “God, you look magnificent, priceless.” She smiled, even though she knew he could see her expression, and then spread her legs wider for him, knowing his action would part her outer labia a little bit in an act of invitation he wouldn’t ignore. She was right, as he dropped to his knees between her legs and then leaned over her, she could feel his belly touching her stomach, and then the end of his glans, hot and hard, touched her pussy. She flinched at the contact but then forced her legs as far apart as possible, tenting her knees by lifting her heels to the end of the bed to rotate her pelvis to accept him. He pushed forward, and she groaned, for real too, as the head pressed between her labia as he grunted at the sensation. The head pushed all the way in, her outer lips sealing around the ridge, trapping it, and she bucked up a little as he leaned forward, his weight now pressing her into the bed as he waited for her pussy to stretch to accommodate his girth. Then he was moving again, fucking his entire length into her as her legs left the bed and her ankles crossed behind his butt as she pulled him into her, taking his full length with practiced ease. Her anxiety dissipated with the sensation of being full, and she started to thrust her hips up to meet him as he thrust into her. Her moans were muffled by the slip, but they were real, not feigned, as she enjoyed what was, after all, a very vanilla fuck. He’d called it love-making, and she sensed he was in his mind, fucking his late wife and not her—using her body as nothing more than a substitute for her. Although it was a job for her, and that train of thought was at best demeaning and at worst demoralizing, she continued to fuck him back. He thrust with long, practiced strokes, not moving too fast, but from his grunts and the inarticulate sounds coming from his throat, she was sure he was enjoying himself, too. “Fuck me, Frank, fuck me!” As he started to speed up, she freed one arm from the slip but used the other to trap her face within the garment, as per his request, then used that free arm to wrap around his body and hold him tighter to her. As her fingers dug into his back, his thrusts started to speed up even more, and before long, she could feel him starting to swell inside her as his strokes became more and more irregular. She wasn’t even close when he exploded inside her, but she clutched his body to hers and shuddered under him for several seconds as he collapsed down on top of her. He lay there for several seconds, and she could feel him panting for breath before he slipped out of her with a plop as his softening cock shrank. Once disengaged, he levered himself up on one arm and rolled off her, rolling onto his back next to her on the bed. She pushed herself up and pulled the slip all the way off, tossing it to the floor at the end of the bed, and then rolled onto her side to look at him. She smiled into his eyes as he turned his head to look at her, then leaned forward and placed a soft kiss right on the tip of his nose. “Thank you, Gina.” “Por nada.” “No, it was good, and I’m sorry for swaddling you like that.” She chuckled. “Well I must admit it did make me worry a little—for a while.” “I’m sorry.” There was real concern in his eyes. “I just… I guess I just couldn’t bear to look in your eyes, look into someone’s eyes other than… than Veronica’s. When you showed up wearing a full slip like that… well, it gave me the opportunity I needed.” She lifted her hand and brushed it against his cheek, knowing the gesture seemed to calm him. “It’s okay, it surprised me that’s all. Now, do you mind if I use the…” She nodded toward the en-suite tucked into the corner of the room. “Sure.” She rolled lightly off the bed, turned her back to him, opened the sliding door, and walked in, making sure she put as much roll into the sway of her hips as she could. Once inside, she quickly used some toilet paper to clean her pussy and surrounding skin as well as she could without either a douche, a full shower, or a bidet, and quickly checked her face in the mirror. Her makeup was smeared, as was her lipstick, and she knew she looked just like she was—a just fucked woman. She reached behind her back and unclasped the bra and then walked back into the bedroom dangling it from her finger. Frank was in the process of untangling his trousers and boxers, clearly under the impression their session was over. She walked up to him, and he looked up, surprised to see her nude breasts right in front of his face. “Leave them. You’ll have time for that later.” “Later?” “Sure, we’ve still got time on the clock, and having exorcised your demon—now we can have some play time.” He glanced down at his flaccid cock and then back into her smiling face. “Don’t worry about that, I’m an expert, remember.” “Oh.” She dropped the bra to the floor, and then, as his eyes followed it down, she lowered herself to her knees in front of him, her hands on his naked thighs. “Now, let’s see about getting my friend here ready to play again, shall we?” Gina smiled up into his face as she reached out and gently took hold of his flaccid dick. “But…” “Sshhh…” She bent her head toward it. She could see, and for that matter smell, their combined juices from before, but it didn’t worry her, although as he dropped his hand to her head to stop her, she guessed it worried him. “You shouldn’t do that…” She looked up and winked. “I don’t have a problem with it. Now, just let me do my job.” Without further words, she lowered her mouth over it and took it into her mouth. It fit with ease, shrunken from its recent use. It was also slimy from what they’d been doing, but Gina knew what to do to get over that, to get past the taste. She sucked hard, hearing him gasp above her head, and used her tongue to swirl around it. This removed the majority of their combined taste in a couple of seconds, and she felt it twitch inside her mouth in response. She tilted her head a little without letting go, looking up into his eyes as he looked down, watching her. Already, it felt larger inside her mouth, pressing against her tongue. She smiled to herself around the obstruction before lifting off. “Lie back, baby.” “But…” “No buts, this is all part of the service.” She reached up with one hand, placed it on his chest, and gently pushed back until he gave in and lay back. She hunched over him now, dropping one hand down to her own loins, touching herself to make sure she was still wet before engulfing his cock in her mouth again. It was more difficult this time, it had grown under her ministrations, and she built on her early success, using her tongue to ticket the sensitive end of his dick and using her hand to massage his balls at the same time. Within a couple of minutes, he’d stiffened and grown larger, large enough for her to pull off and move her hand to grip the base of his shaft while she concentrated on the head of it with her mouth. She kept working on it for several more minutes until he was rigid, and she was lapping pre-cum from his end. She stopped and rose to her feet. “Shuffle further up the bed, honey.” He lifted his head and looked at her, and she stood still, knowing he was drinking in her nudity, and she watched as his eyes widened, betraying his lust. She flexed her shoulders back, pushing her breasts forward, knowing the hard nipples were a couple of shades darker than they had been when she’d first emerged from the bathroom. He did as she asked, then lay still, watching her as she climbed onto the bed, straddling him. Her legs gripped his knees tightly together as she bent over and kissed the end of his cock, then started to kiss her way up his body, trailing her lips in light feathery contacts from his navel up the line of his sternum before deviating to plant her lips on his right nipple, sucking it into her mouth. He groaned and shivered as she shimmied up his body, then started to grind her moist pussy down on the supine length of his hard cock. She placed both hands on his chest and leaned back, pushing herself against him. “God!” She chuckled but kept pressing against him, allowing her soft, moist flesh to grind against his cock. His hands came up from the bed and gripped her waist, pulling her even tighter against it, and she let out a moan as the contact increased her own ardor. “Yeah, baby.” She lifted up, trailed one hand down between them, and grasped his cock, pulling it up to point toward her now hovering pussy, then slowly sank back as she captured the very tip of it in between her outer lips. Gina sighed and turned her gaze toward him, giving him a sultry look that she actually felt at that moment. He’d put himself in charge the first time around, covering her head as he had in order to pretend it wasn’t a stranger. This time around, she had taken control, and he seemed content to let her do so—letting her exorcise his demon. She sank an inch lower, her thighs trembling from the strain of keeping herself up, as the ridge behind the head of his cock head slipped into her. Her labia sealed around it, and she shuddered as she felt his fullness inside her, and she held her position as he gasped. He tried to pull down on her hips, to sink himself further into her, but she shook her head to tell him to leave her in control, and the downward pressure eased. A few moments later, she pushed down further on him, feeling the walls of her pussy expand to accommodate his girth, not that he was that big, and after a moment’s hesitation, she pushed all the way down onto him, her thighs touching him as she straddled him, with the whole length of him inside her. “That feels… incredible.” She smiled down at him, keeping her eyes hooded. “I’m glad you like it.” She took hold of his hands and pulled them away from her waist, lifting them higher and placing them on her breasts. Automatically, he cupped them, his palms pressing against her erect nipples as she slid her hands to the back of his hands and squeezed to encourage him to squeeze her breasts in turn. As she did so, she lifted up a couple of inches and then dropped back, fucking herself on his cock. A moan left her lips as she threw her head back and took her hands off of his. The pressure on her breasts didn’t decrease as he kept squeezing, understanding that was what she wanted, and she leaned back further as she started to ride him. Gina stayed upright, fighting the instinct to lean back further, placing her hands on his thighs and fucking him that way. If she did, it would break the contact between his hands and her breasts, and she wanted more than one point of contact between them. Her range of movement increased until she was sliding up and down the whole length of him, almost losing him out of her on a couple of occasions. Each time the room echoed with the slap of her thighs against his body, she let out a guttural moan, and she could see his chest heave with each breath as she continued to ride him. His hands squeezed tighter, and she tried not to pull away, this was supposed to be about him, not her, even if she couldn’t help enjoying it herself. Her own breathing quickened, and her heart rate sped up. She was starting to moan almost continuously as their bodies slapped together, the obscene sound mingling with her moans and his grunts to fill the hotel room. “God, I’m close!” His words triggered something primal deep within her, and she redoubled her efforts, rising up and then thumping down, trying to increase both his and her own stimulation, desperate to try and cum with him. His hands shifted, moving from cupping her breasts to his fingers curling around her nipples. She yelped when he squeezed but didn’t stop pumping up and down on him. His hips started to rock, thrusting up into her as she bore down on him, her legs starting to tremble more and more with each passing second. He was pulling on her nipples now, using them as something to stop her leaning or falling backward and breaking the contact that was giving them both so much pleasure. It was a two-horse race to see who came first, and she beat him by a few seconds. Indeed, she thought it was the shaking and convulsing of her body that triggered his eventual release. As she came down from her own high, she could feel him pumping his seed right up into her, and almost had a secondary orgasm as a result. With her legs unable to support herself, she toppled forward to land sprawled in an ungainly heap on top of him, panting for breath, his cock still embedded inside her seeping vagina. His arms wrapped around her, and she could feel him stroking her back with one hand as he, too, recovered from the exertion. She felt safe in his arms and luxuriated in the feeling for a couple of minutes before lifting her head from his chest and scooting a little higher to plant a kiss on his lips. As she did so, his now softening dick slipped out of her, and she could feel the liquids inside her start to ooze toward her opening. “Let me up before I squash you.” He chuckled. “You’d need to be twice the weight to squash me.” “Well, give me enough warning, and I can arrange that for you.” “Huh?” She chuckled. “I have a friend who could join us…” “God! What are you trying to do to me? Kill me.” This time, her laugh was uninhibited, and he joined in. “I’m afraid the clock is now off, Frank.” “That’s actually a good thing.” “Why?” “Because I’d hate to set a pretty young thing like you an impossible task.” “What impossible task?” “Getting me hard again would be impossible.” Acting on a deep impulse, she shifted her weight on top of him and kissed him hard, her tongue probing into his mouth with a force and urgency that clearly shook him. After a few seconds, though, his arms came back to circle her and hold her in place as he kissed her back just as fervently.

When they broke the kiss, she rolled off him onto the bed and looked down at his groin. His cock, hadn’t moved, hadn’t reacted to the incandescence of her kiss. “I guess you’re right. He’s not going to react.” He shook his head and smiled. “No, I don’t think he will. Not even for one of your incredible blow-jobs, either.” “Not even if we showered together, and I washed your back and let you wash my front.” He shook his head again. “Honey, I think you said the clock had stopped.” She sighed. “True. But I do have a menu for extras. A girl’s got to earn her money where she can.” His face went flat. “You want more money?” Gina realized her mistake and quickly kissed him on the bridge of his nose again, tickling his nostrils with her tongue and making him giggle. “No, silly. I was teasing.” “Oh.” “Honestly, I was teasing. I was teasing about the clock, too. I can’t stay all night. I’m on earlies tomorrow, so remember not to blush when I handle your checkout.” “Right… I guess.” “I’m serious.” “It’ll be difficult to look at you that way… you know…” “I know, one of life’s little road-humps.” She fell silent and then kissed him again. “I’ll quite happily join you in the shower if you think there’s any chance…” She brushed her hand over his quiescent cock. “No, he’s out for the count.” “Then, I’ll take my leave.” “Thank you, Gina.” “You’re welcome. I enjoyed myself too.” She pushed herself to a sitting position and then rose to her feet, all the while conscious of his eyes watching her. Once more, she used the bathroom for preliminary cleanup. She didn’t want any tell-tale signs visible as she walked back to her room, and she’d shower properly before going to bed. He watched her dress and she made a bit of a performance of it, although she deliberately didn’t put the slip back on. “As she was fastening the skirt, he asked the obvious question. “The slip?” “Souvenir.” “Oh.” After a few seconds, he added. “Thank you.” She finished putting the jacket on and unpinned her ID badge before slipping it into her pocket, just to make sure nobody she saw in the corridor thought she was on duty. She quickly checked her phone and fired up the hotel app, making sure there were no other staff around on housekeeping duties who might notice her sneaking out of the room. She smiled over at him as she tucked her phone back into her bag. “Goodbye, Frank.” He smiled at her. “Goodbye, Gina, and thank you.” He took a deep breath. “I think Veronica would have liked you if she could have met you. I’m sure she’d have picked you.” Gina whirled on the spot and took the two paces to reach the door with sudden moisture blurring her vision. The thought of his wife clearing him to have sex with her was too much to consider, and she cursed herself for her near tears. As she opened the door, she didn’t look back, knowing she’d probably find him in tears, too.

 


Red John

 

The phone buzzed on the desk in front of her, and Gina glanced down and picked up the outside line. “Good evening. Thank you for calling the Martown front desk. How may I be of service?” “Hi, this is Phil Simms. I have a reservation there tonight.” Gina recognized the voice of one of her regulars. She glanced down at the reservations screen, seeing several names still on the list but no Mister Simms. “Hello, Mister Simms, this is Gina. I’m looking at the reservations screen right now, and I’m sorry you’re not showing on it.” “Well, it should be there.” “Let me have another look, just in case. Won’t keep you a moment.” She looked again, the six names on the list of as-yet unchecked guests didn’t include Phil. She flicked to the corporate accounts page and immediately saw the problem. “Did your secretary book it for you, Mister Simms?” “Yes.” “Could you confirm the company name for me, please?” “Bristolian Industries.” “Ah, that’s the reason then, sir, we have a company booking under that name but no guest name against it.” She heard the sigh against the traffic noise underlying it. “Stupid little cow. That’s a relief. You had me worried there for a minute, Gina.” “No problem, sir, now, is there a problem?” “Yeah, I’m going to be late. Damned pileup on the Interstate. So it’ll be gone ten before I get to you.” “The night porter will let you in. I’ll leave him a note.” “Yes, well, he can’t provide me with everything I want.” “Oh?” Her heart rate quickened. He was one of her regulars, after all, and she knew what he meant. “I’m sure the Martown and I will ensure you receive every satisfaction, sir. No reason to deny yourself every pleasure.” He chuckled, and she hoped he was as alone in the car as she was in the cavernous hotel reception, she mentally kicked herself for not thinking about that first before saying anything so provocative. “Thank you, Gina. Look, I’ll be there for about ten or ten-thirty. Can you set us up for, say, eleven?” “I think we can accommodate you in that respect.” He chuckled again. “Not alone, hey, never mind. Gina, wear red tonight, okay? I want you in red.” “That will not be a problem.” “Good. Thank you. Now you know which room I’ll be in?” “Of course.” “Good, well, you ring me just before eleven, and we’ll take it from there.” “No problem.” “Good, I’m looking forward to my lady in red, preferably see-through red. Bye.” A disconnected tone replaced his voice, and she shivered in response. The idea of walking around the hotel in a see-through red dress, something she did, in fact, own, at eleven o’clock at night was not the best prospect. Since Phil had the tendency to ruin her underwear, and he always paid extra for what he called the shredding rights, she’d be naked under the dress when she returned to her own room—that she was sure of. Checking the reservations screen, she noticed who was assigned to the room nearest her flat on the same floor, but there wasn’t a room free next to hers. The room three doors down from her, though, was free, and she quickly changed the reservation for Phil to that one. At least that close to hers, she’d be running less of a risk. He always liked to know she was leaving his room naked under her dress, knowing that increased the risk for her, even if not to an unacceptable level.

 

   

 

The phone rang five times before it was answered, and Gina was about to hang up. This was the third time she’d rang the number for Phil’s room, and it was getting close to eleven-thirty. “Hello?” “Phil, good evening.” “Sorry, pet, I was in the shower. Give me five minutes, and I’ll be ready,” he stopped and chuckled, “for inspection.” She laughed with him, knowing what he meant. “Okay, go get yourself toweled dry, big boy, I’ll be at your door in five.” “’Kay.” He hung up, and she put her phone back in her bag and gave her reflection a once over in the large mirror near the door. She smiled at the reflection, hoping it would make the impression she wanted, although she didn’t doubt that, not really. The thin chiffon dress flowed over her shoulders and down her torso, and she could clearly see the strapless red lace bra underneath. The bra had two small patches of opaque fabric to cover her nipples, but the dress was thin enough to reveal the detail of the lace that covered it without concealing all the other details of her breasts. Every curve was visible through the red shading of her outfit. Lower down, the dress came to about five inches above her knees and was split in front of her left thigh. Standing as she was, hip shot, the slit was open, showing the elastic top of her red fishnets. The dress below the waist was slightly thicker than above, but she could still see the detail of the red boy-shorts style panties that hugged her ass and mound like a second skin. Again the necessary opaque panels covered the important bits, but it still left the cheeks of her ass on full display. She spun around and looked over her shoulder to check the back view. That, too, was stunning, the two sides of the dress plunging down to meet just above the top of the crack of her ass. The naked plane of her back was broken only by the narrow strip of the bra strap, which she knew she’d lose as soon as Phil decided it should come off. Not that it would come off—it would be cut off, ripped off, or otherwise destroyed. That was Phil’s way, and she’d chosen her underwear with that in mind. He always put an extra hundred in the envelope to cover the cost—but it was one of his particular kinks and one she could do no other than tolerate. She checked the hotel app on her phone to make sure there was no housekeeping issue on this floor or any outstanding room service deliveries or collections due at this time—not that she expected any of the latter, but it was always best to be sure. Then, with the key card in hand, she checked the spyhole in her door, which gave her a fish-eye view of the empty corridor. Satisfied the coast was clear, she opened her door just as she heard the ping of the elevator car arriving, so she shut the door again and then waited for the debarking couple to enter their room. Checking once again, the coast was clear, she stepped out into the corridor, swung her own door closed behind her, and then walked three doors up to Phil’s room. She knocked, waited a second, and then put her key card in the slot. “Housekeeping reported you had a problem that needed covering… I mean sorting…” She trailed off at the sight of Phil sitting, stark naked on the end of the bed, looking at her. He was stroking his already half-hard cock, and she blushed as she shut the door, making sure it was locked before anyone else saw him—even though she knew the corridor behind her was empty. “You could at least have put a robe on or something—somebody might have seen.” He shrugged. “I doubt it. In any case, you’re the one walking half-naked through the corridors. Nice dress, by the way.” “Why, thank you.” “Give us a twirl. Let me see the rearview.” “In a minute.” She made a show of walking across to the dressing table, picking up and checking the content of the envelope waiting for her, and then stuffing both that and her key card in her purse. She’d deliberately turned her back on him as she did so, giving him the back view he wanted. “Nice, in fact, the back view is even better.” He paused and then laughed. “I wonder what that dress would look like back to front.” She turned back to face him and gave him an arch look. “Oh, you want me to swap it around for you.” He shook his head. “Nah. I’ll wait till later, send you home in it back to front. It’ll look great that way without the underwear.” “Phil!” He grinned at her and beckoned her closer, reaching as he did to his open bag next to the bed. “I’ve got a couple of nice surprises for you.” “Oh?” She shivered, she couldn’t help it. Phil’s idea of a nice surprise and her own idea of a nice surprise would be poles apart. He grinned. “Don’t worry, you know I don’t do pain.” She forced a smile and stepped closer, stopping when her knees were just short of touching his. “That depends on your definition of pain.” “Oh, come on now, Gina. Have I ever hurt you?”

She shook her head from side to side, pouting as if she was trying to think about it. Unlike Richard from last week, he wasn’t into spanking or any physical manifestation of dominance. He was, however, into bondage, and that could sometimes get painful. “Stop playing with me, baby. You know I don’t hit you, spank you, or any of the other things. I just like to tie you up a little.” Gina sighed and, after a moment, smiled. His hand reappeared from the bag holding a bunch of red scarves, it looked like a mix of both silk and chiffon. “A little?” “Yes, I don’t tie you up for too long or too tight.” “That last is a matter of opinion.” “You know it’s not for long. I like you able to fuck me back.” She shuddered, sometimes, he just tied her up and kept her tied when he teased her, in his coded way, he was telling her tonight wasn’t going to be a tease, it was going to be the real thing. She crossed her hands in front of herself. “Then tie me up, master. I’m at your disposal.” “Are you so sure I don’t want to tie your hands behind you?” She gasped, for some reason, the idea of him restraining her that way had slipped her mind. He must have read the look on her face as he grinned. “Don’t worry, that’s not my idea, and I don’t want your hands tied together, tied yes, but not together. Hold out your left wrist.” Gina just looked at him for a moment, then slowly extended her left arm. Phil just smiled at her. “Thank you. Now, this isn’t going to hurt.” He separated one of the red silk scarves from the pile and wound it around her wrist several times before securing it with a small knot. It was tight but not constricting, and she made to lower her hand. “Wait.” “Oh.” He picked up a chiffon scarf now and looped and tied one end through the knot on the silk scarf and then tied it securely. “Swap over, let’s have your right wrist.” Phil repeated the process and she could feel her heart starting to beat faster even though she felt she looked ridiculous standing there with the two chiffon scarves dangling down either side of her. “Is the dress an expensive one?” She nodded. “Yes, very.” He chuckled. “Then I guess we should do something to protect it from damage.” She smiled at him, trying to be seductive while still feeling apprehensive. “You want me to take it off?” He shook his head. “No, allow me the pleasure. Does it just slip off, or does it have some hidden fastening?” “It slips off.” “Good.” He rose to his feet, and she found herself pressed close to him. Tilting her head up, she found him looking down into her face, and she licked her lips, leaving them slightly parted, inviting the kiss that would surely follow. He chuckled. “No, Gina, not yet, later… maybe. For now, my charming little seductress needs to be got a bit more naked.” She shivered as his hands rose to her shoulders and gently guided her away from him so that she was standing at arm’s length. Working out to the sides, he eased the dress off her shoulders and let it fall down her arms. She shivered as her bra came fully into view, and she watched his gaze drop to take in the view of her bra, encasing her breasts but not concealing them. “God, Gina, I sometimes forget just how gorgeous you are,” he chuckled again, “and how willing you are to do anything for my pleasure.” Her shiver this time wasn’t feigned at all—his words sent adrenalin running through her veins as he pushed the dress down over her hips to slide down her legs and pool on the floor. “Those panties, baby, they’re incredible. They’re like a second skin.” He sat down again and motioned for her to pick up the dress. She winked at him and stepped sideways out of the ring of fabric on the floor. Then, before bending to pick it up, she turned her back to him and made sure to bend at the waist. The lace of her underwear pulled tight across her butt, she could feel how tight it was, and given how well they fit, it was a pity they’d end up destroyed tonight. “Wow!” She grinned to herself and wiggled her ass, knowing such a move would invite his hand. The only question was, would he just touch or would he, like so many of her other clients, spank her? Phil showed more self-control than she anticipated by doing neither, and she picked up the dress and laid it over the back of the chair in front of the dressing table. As she straightened back up, she started to turn around. “Stay like that.” She stood still, watching his reflection in the mirror as his eyes drank in her natural curves from the back. She stretched her back a little, subtly arched it to stick her butt out toward him. The hours of weekly work in the gym paid off in the way her muscle tone accentuated her figure. She was proud of the way she looked and of her ability to get a reaction from a man, and she worked hard to maintain that. Now, she was getting that reaction again, even with the silly-looking pieces of silk dangling from her wrists. “Back toward me.” His voice had dropped, a hoarser timbre to it, and she guessed he was enjoying the view even more than she’d anticipated. She took two steps back, and his hands reached out to her waist. She remained quiescent, knowing that was what he wanted as his fingers worked around her waist and gradually, almost without her realizing it, eased her closer to him. His hands started to move, stroking her bare skin above the waistband of her snug-fitting panties and round onto the flat plain of her stomach before returning to her butt, running his fingertips over the curves of her ass. She tried not to shiver, to remain still and let him sensuously explore her while all the time maintaining eye contact with him through the mirror. Phil was being gentle, and his touch sent sparks flying through her system as her body responded. Her arousal grew, her heart beating harder, her breathing faster, and she could feel her nipples hardening inside the bra. She pushed her ass back toward him, and he chuckled. “Not yet, honey-pie, not yet. Stand still for me.” Making her wait was part of his strategy, she could see that, so she stood still, all the while his gentle caresses were adding to her heat. She could feel her outer lips swelling, the sensation enhanced by the tight, snug fit of her underwear, and her mouth felt dry as her nipples pushed even harder at the bra. Her breathing was quickening, too, and before long, she could feel her legs starting to tremble as her whole body responded to what he was doing to her. It was several minutes before he stopped the slow, gentle examination of her butt, hips, and upper stomach and moved his hands around her to stroke the front of her panties. Phil had always had great self-control, but now, as he drew her closer to him and she felt the inside of his naked legs brush against the outside of hers, it seemed like he’d taken that control to a whole new level. She was on fire and not that far from hitting a climax, even though he hadn’t touched her intimately yet. That was changing as his hands traveled over the front expanse of her underwear, his fingertips brushing over her mound but staying away from the even more sensitive and now sensitized central section—her pussy itself. She moaned. She couldn’t help it as the sensations built and multiplied within her, and even though she knew that was what he wanted, to drive her to a height of passion where he could claim complete control, she couldn’t stop. He laughed behind her and pulled her hips closer to him, forcing her to take another step back. As her knees bent, she felt him shuffle forward on the bed too, and something hot and hard touched her butt, she knew it was the tip of his cock, now fully erect, pressing into the crack between her butt cheeks. The contact made her gasp which was his signal to increase the intimacy of his touch, his fingers unerringly finding their way to her pussy. Trapped between his legs, she couldn’t spread hers, and she knew the pressure of keeping her legs pressed tightly together would prevent him from pushing his finger into her, and that very denial would add to her heat—and his enjoyment. He used one finger to stroke up and down the top part of her slit, the part he could reach given the way her legs were pressed together. Indeed, he pressed his own legs toward each other, increasing that pressure on her. She moaned as his finger pushed the thin lace of her panties between her outer lips, the sensation incredible as he maintained his gentle but powerful assault on her body. She groaned and felt her legs trying to part to allow him the access she now craved, but he kept his thighs locked, not letting her wriggle out or part her legs. The struggle continued for several seconds, but she conceded defeat and stood still as he continued to stroke her clit through her panties. She groaned, and her arms rose to cup her breasts. With her eyes half closed, she stared into the mirror, watching his reflection as he studied her. The very tip of his cock ground against her ass as he started to move in rhythm, too, and she caught her breath at the sensual sight in front of her.

A moment later, he increased the pressure on the upper part of her slit, sliding his finger between her outer lips, and she groaned. Her hands clenched and pulled on her distended nipples, her mouth wide open as moan followed moan as he pushed his thumb against her clit, grinding it within its protective sheath. There was no stopping her, even if he’d forbidden her from cumming she couldn’t have stopped. Her body from the waist up writhed as wave after wave of pleasure flooded through her system. Down below, his hands and legs held her, still unable to move in any direction by more than a couple of inches. Nevertheless, her ass ground back against his naked cock, as her legs trembled and her pussy thrust toward his fingers before thrusting back to grind his cock once more. She almost screamed as her body stiffened, managing to choke off the scream into a loud moan as the orgasm ripped through her. Gina’s body shook, out of control, as spasm after spasm rushed through her. Without the vicelike grip of his legs on either side of hers, she’d have fallen forward, her legs unable to support her, but he shifted his grip to her waist to hold her in place. Dropping her hands to her sides, she leaned back against him as she fought for breath, pleased that Phil was letting her recover before moving the scenario of his choice along. “You are one horny girl.” She panted for breath and shook her head, trying to convey to him it was his doing, not hers, but without the words she couldn’t speak, she didn’t think she’d succeeded. His hand dropped from her waist back to her tortured and still gently pulsing pussy to stroke over the front of her tight-fitting panties once more. “You are soaked, young lady.” He stopped and chuckled. “Not that a lady would wear such underwear or let herself go that completely. You really are soaked.” She grunted in response and knew what was coming even before he pulled his finger away from her and lifted it toward her face. She watched his hand approach, his fingers glistening with her moisture, and opened her mouth to receive them, sucking them clean one by one as he presented them. “Good girl. Now, we should move on to the main event, don’t you think?” She smiled at his reflection. “I guess… Is there where I ask, where do you want me?” “Yes, it is, and the answer is flat on your back in the middle of the bed, arms and legs outstretched.” She raised an eyebrow. “Not very imaginative.” He frowned at her and then shook his head. Gina realized she probably shouldn’t have said that, but it was too late now. “Don’t even think about it. You have no idea how imaginative I’m going to be.” She gave an appreciative sigh as she straightened up, her legs complaining about the crouched position she’d held for so long. The crouch had done its job, bringing her into contact with the burning rod of his erect cock. Now, it was a relief to get that kink out of her legs. She almost giggled, the accidental wordplay in her head going from one kind of kink to anticipating another. As he shuffled out of her way, she sat back and then scooted up the bed before lying back. He’d said spreadeagled, so that’s what she did, stretching her limbs out toward the four corners of the bed. She was acutely aware of how vulnerable this made her and the way her underwear stretched across her mound. Still, it was a relief to be able to open her legs. “Good girl. Now lie still.” She wondered what he was going to do, but she didn’t have long to wait. He moved over to the side and grasped her left ankle. His touch was gentle yet firm enough to convey that she shouldn’t try to jerk it away. She held her breath and then gasped as he grabbed another of those silk scarves and tied it around her ankle. “Stay still, sweetie. You’re in good hands.” He squeezed her ankle to emphasize his words and then reached down again. Gina watched as he grabbed a rope he’d already tied to the foot of the bed and concealed under the covers. He wrapped it around her ankle, on top of the silk, which she now knew was protective, to stop her chaffing. A simple slip knot held her foot in place as he grinned to himself and then moved along the foot of the bed and repeated the process with her right ankle. Somewhere along the line, he’d slipped her heels off. She couldn’t remember exactly when he’d done that. Phil was his usual smooth operator self. Gina glared at him, but Phil was unconcerned. She tried to keep the glare in place but had to smile to prevent herself from giggling. His hard cock was bobbing in the air in front of him as he moved. It looked somewhat ridiculous and enough to make her want to giggle. Knowing she couldn’t explain that giggle to him, she bit her lip and concentrated on staying silent and as submissive as he wanted her to be. He moved from her feet up the righthand side of the bed and attached a rope over the top of the silk scarf around her wrist. As he moved around to the left side, she pulled experimentally on her bonds. They weren’t tight at all, and indeed, the one around her wrist felt especially loose. She relaxed and let him fasten her left wrist. He’d tied them enough to restrain her, but not so tight she couldn’t get free if she needed to. Loose, too, so they wouldn’t mark her. He had been careful and was keeping within her rules. She relaxed again and let him retrain her left hand, and then he stood back to admire his handiwork. Or rather to admire her captive body. Gina drew in a series of deep breaths. Although he’d already triggered her to an incredible climax, she knew him well enough to know he hadn’t yet begun. He climbed onto the bed between her legs and looked down at her. “You look fabulous.” She smiled at him. “Thank you.” “You know what I’m going to do now?” She shook her head, “No.” “Anything I want.” She inwardly winced, that line was corny as all fuck, and he had to have lifted it from a porn clip he’d been watching. He crawled closer to her, placing one hand on her stomach a couple of inches above the top edge of her panties. It was a gentle touch, and she sucked in a breath. Instantly, his hand slid down into the gap she’d inadvertently created between the waistband of her underwear and her skin. His fingers slid lower, and she gasped as they neared their target. Phil chuckled. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, sweetie? Me pushing a finger into you?” He brought his other hand up and slipped a finger behind the center strap holding the bra cups together. He pulled on it, stretching her bra up and away from her in the middle, although the cups stayed in place. She panted for air as he continued to toy with her. She knew what came next. His little bit of preparatory fun as he found an inventive, or even not so inventive, method of removing her underwear. Not that it would come off whole, it never did. Phil always used what he termed his shredding rights, and he’d already paid extra upfront to secure those rights. “Was it an expensive set?” It is expensive, yes.” “Not for long, sweetie, not for long.” He leaned over toward the bedside table and grabbed something silver. He held up the nail scissors to show what he had in his hand and then smoothly inserted one prong below and one above the center strap of her bra. “Say bye-bye to this nice piece of lace.” Gina set her lips in a tight line and frowned at him. Phil just chuckled and ignored her disapproval as he squeezed the scissors closed. There was some resistance, it wasn’t the thinnest part of the garment, but it couldn’t resist for long. He pressed harder, and the fabric gave way. In fact, he pressed so hard the bottom edge of the scissors pressed into her. “Ow.” “Oh, sorry, sweetie. Let me kiss it better.” Gina glared but didn’t respond. Phil discarded the scissors and leaned forward, grabbing both sides of the now-severed garment and peeling it upward. She sucked in a breath and held still, watching his face as he grinned like a kid opening a birthday present. Only she, or rather her chest, was the present. The cups peeled away to the side, revealing her cleavage in its entirety and then the inner slopes of her breasts. Finally, he peeled the cups completely away, and her bare nipples stuck out proudly, pointing upward. He grinned at the reveal and deliberately licked his lips. Gina blushed but arched her back to allow him to draw the ruined garment out from underneath her. He tossed it across the room before dropping his hands on either side of her body and lowering his head to capture her left nipple in his mouth. “Uh!” He mouthed her breast and then licked at her nipple, wetting it and rolling it around in his mouth. A moment later, he bit down softly enough to make her gasp but not hard enough to hurt. With her nipple still caught between his teeth, he chuckled and then bit down a little harder. This time, there was a momentary flash of pain, enough to make her whimper. Letting go, he switched to her right breast and repeated the performance. As he started to suck on her breast just below her nipple, she sucked in a deep breath. “No hickeys.”

“Why? Your rule states no mark where it shows when you’re dressed.” “Yeah. But a hickey will take a week to fade, and that puts me out of commission for the entire week.” “Oh, you have some more bookings?” Actually, she didn’t, but he didn’t need to know that. In any case, she didn’t want a hickey, let alone one on the fullness of her breast, where it would rub against the inside of her bra, making her uncomfortable all day. Rather than vocalize the lie, she nodded and hoped he’d leave it at that. “Details, sweetie, I want details.” She sniffed. He’d played this game before. “A lady never tells.” “A lady doesn’t let herself get tied to the bed in her underwear and then not object when that underwear is shredded.” Once more, she couldn’t help the blush that suffused her cheeks. He casually cupped her breasts with his hands and then stroked her sensitive nipples with his thumbs. She couldn’t help shuddering under his touch and arched her back to push them up into his hands. He swept his hands higher, leaving her breasts behind and moving closer to her armpits. She recognized his intention, he knew her well enough to know she was ticklish right there. Belatedly she realized there wasn’t anything she could do to stop him, other than to tell him details of the bookings she actually hadn’t got. “Are you going to tell me? Or do I have to tickle you to get you to submit?” He glared at him, but as his hands slid closer to the danger zone, she shivered and then gasped out a reply. “A booking with a young guy tomorrow, and then he wants a repeat on Saturday.” “Kinky. He wants you twice?” “Yeah. But he wants the full treatment on Saturday. Striptease, lap dance, and then everything else. A full afternoon and evening.” “Expensive.” She giggled. “What can I say? He’s got expensive tastes.” His hands returned to her breasts, catching and tweaking her nipples. She breathed a sigh of relief as he focused on his own pleasure. Having tortured her nipples for a couple more minutes, his hands slid lower, leaving her panting. As his hands slid lower, they moved out to the sides and ended up with his fingers through the elastic at her hips. She lifted her hips, hoping he’d slide the panties down, but knowing that wasn’t Phil’s style. Instead, he tightened the panties around her by twisting his fingers into them and then flexing his shoulders. The ripping sound as the panties gave way seemed to fill the room. She moaned, the momentary pain as the elastic cut in before giving way, overcome by the knowledge that he was about to enter her. It was his way. The last thing he did before fucking her was to rip her underwear off. Discarding the tattered, shredded underwear took a second or two, simply because he needed to rip them again to extract her left leg from them. Then he put his hands on the bed next to her and positioned himself. The red-hot end of his cock pressed against her, blindly seeking her entrance. She wriggled to position herself for him, and then, as he thrust in, she lifted her ass and thrust back against him. Since she’d already cum, she was wet enough to accept his length without needing to worry about it. Nevertheless, he took it slowly, easing himself in rather than slamming into her. It varied, sometimes, he was gentle, and sometimes he was not. Tonight appeared to be one of his gentle nights. Gina wasn’t about to complain about that. Once fully inside her, he paused for a moment, allowing time for her to adjust to the feeling. He watched her face, waiting for a smile she knew to give him. When she allowed the corners of her mouth to curl upward, he started to pull out and then thrust back in. She grunted softly, trying to adjust her own movements to match the pace of his. It didn’t take him long to build up to a rhythm, and by the time he had, Gina could feel her body responding. She started to grunt with every thrust, unable to stop herself from reacting. With his rhythm established, that allowed Phil to concentrate on other things. He scrunched up and dipped his head, capturing her left nipple with his mouth. She moaned and arched her back, pressing more of her flesh into his mouth. His tongue lashed her nipple, eliciting another long, deep moan, and then his teeth closed on the hard nub of flesh. That was enough for Gina’s body. As she squealed at the pain and shock, her entire body went into spasm, her muscles tightening as the climax flowered in her core. She continued to squeal and moan as the convulsions ran through her. Phil held still, letting the sensations run through her as her channel clamped down on the intruder. In the aftermath, she collapsed back onto the bed, having surprised herself by how her back had arched like a bow during the orgasm. She struggled for breath as Phil began to fuck her once more. As she panted, she could feel his thrusts getting more urgent. Knowing he was getting close, she twisted to look up at her right hand and carefully used what power of concentration she had left from her scattered wits to tuck her thumb into the palm of her hand. Having made her hand narrower like that, She pulled at the knot around her wrist and slid her hand free. Phil liked to tie her up but never tied anything tight. He wanted her to feel helpless, as opposed to actually being helpless. With one hand free, it was the work of a moment to use her right hand to free her left hand. She lay still for a moment to regather her psyche and then started to thrust her butt up against him in time with his thrusts. His head returned to her breast, sucking hard on her right nipple. She brought her hands around and down to clutch at his back, although she had enough wits about her to make sure she didn’t scratch with her nails. She didn’t know if he was married or not. Not all married men wore wedding rings. There again, not all married men used her services, although an even smaller number of single men did. She felt Phil chuckle as her hands grasped his back, holding him to her. That chuckle was around a nipple, one he bit straight after his laughter, which made her moan and arch her back once more. Her hips churned under him as she tried to keep the fuck going long enough to give her the extra stimulation she needed to cum again. It was not to be. Phil grunted and gave an almighty thrust before holding still. She could feel his cock throb as he emptied himself inside her, as deep as he could possibly get. “Fuck, I needed that.” She giggled at his words, but when he gave her a suspicious frown, she smiled into his eyes, grabbed the sides of his face, and pulled him close to plant a soft kiss on his lips. He pulled out and then slowly moved off the end of the bed as she sat up and looked down toward her still-tied feet. She smiled at him, putting as much sensuality into the expression as she could. “A little help would be nice.” “You mean?” He twisted and tickled her ankle. Gina squealed and tried to pull her foot away. She couldn’t, of course. She had no way of doing the same with her foot as she’d been able to do with her hand. Phil chuckled but reached down and undid the knot on one foot and then the other. With his body still at the end of the bed, she couldn’t do as she wanted and close her legs together. As a consequence, she knew there’d be a wet spot on the bedding when she moved. Something housekeeping would have to deal with in the morning, no doubt complaining while dealing with it. “Come on, young lady. Shower time.” “Shower?” He nodded. “Not like this. Gonna have to lose the stockings first. Would you care to oblige?” “I’d love to.” No surprise there, as she knew he liked to peel her stockings down her legs. As he went to work on the garter belt and unclipped the garters, she concentrated on removing the scarves he’d fastened around her wrists. They appeared to have done their job in protecting her from the ropes chaffing. There was a little redness, but she judged that it would fade overnight with no problem. Tossing the garter belt into the corner of the room, he started on the scarves around her ankles before running his hands up her right leg and onto her thigh. As they approached the top of her stocking, they slowed down, increasing the pressure until he was almost massaging her flesh. Gina almost purred from the sensation, tossing her head back and letting a long, low moan fill the room as the delicious sensation kicked in. Phil didn’t say anything, he simply kept rubbing her leg. With each pass down, he snagged the stocking another inch lower. She lifted her knees, giving him room to retract the stocking. The way he was rubbing her leg was so sensual, so intoxicating that she pouted when he finished, with the stocking down at her knee. Of course, Phil wasn’t finished at all, no, he simply transferred his attention to her left leg. She was ready for him this time, and she stretched in a languorous feline manner as his fingers worked their magic on her left thigh. “I’ll give you twenty-four hours to stop.” He laughed out loud. “Someone is enjoying this.” “Who said you can’t teach an old dog new tricks?” “Oh, I’m an old dog, now, am I?” He gripped her thigh, squeezing it. She gasped until he relented. She shook her head. “More like a randy old goat.” She eyed his cock, which had softened, but with his playing with her legs, it was hardening again. The shower wasn’t going to be just for getting clean. Gina knew she was about to get fucked in the shower. Not that unusual an occurrence with Phil, but she knew she’d need a shower to get clean again after this shower. Once he had both stockings down to her knees, he switched position. Instead of sitting between her legs, he rose to his feet and grabbed both her legs, pulling them together and lifting them up in the process. She squealed but watched carefully as he ran his gaze over her feet. “Such dainty little trotters.” “Oh, so the goat thinks I’m a pig, now, then? Charming.” “Oh, no, sweetie, you are my fantasy pony. Ridden hard and put away wet.” She blushed at his words, shuddering at the dirty thoughts that engendered. She’d never gone as far as ponyplay, certainly not with a butt plug with a tail, but she knew those things existed. She shook her head to clear the fantasy visions clouding her mind, only to see Phil had convulsed with silent laughter. “What?” “I know where your mind just went, dirty girl.” He chuckled again and then lifted her feet higher. She fell back on the bed as he rotated her legs up. Her left leg ended up resting on his shoulder, while her right foot was brought close to his mouth. A split second before his mouth enveloped her toes, she realized what he was going to do, but it was too late. His warm wet mouth enclosed her toes as his teeth gently pinched at the fishnet of her socking where there was a little slack between her big toe and the one next to it. “Phil!” He just twisted and pulled and slid a couple of inches of stocking off her foot. She tried to resist but, in doing so, realized she had spread her thighs apart. From his point of view, her pussy was back to being fully on display. Open and pink and spooling their combined liquids. She shivered but watched as he nipped the slack stocking between his teeth and then pulled his head back. The stocking slid off her foot, but he was only dealing with the slack. The rest was still wrapped around her leg as far as her knee. That didn’t stay like that for long, as Phil’s hands returned to action, grasping the top of the stocking and sliding it all the way down to her ankle in one simple movement. From there, the removal of the stocking was a simple process. He repeated the process with her left leg, and Gina was surprised to find she was panting by the time he finished. As he came around to the side of the bed, he took her hand and helped her to sit again. Then, as she swung her legs off the bed, he helped her to her feet. He moved up behind her and cuddled her back against his body. She wasn’t overly surprised to find his hard cock prodding against her ass. “So soon?” “With you, always, sweetie, always.” She shivered as he wound one arm around her and then slid his hand up to cup her breast. Gina hissed and arched her back as he pinched her nipple. Closing her eyes, she tried to control her breathing as he nuzzled her neck and continued to toy with her hardened nub. That made her a sucker for his next move. Suddenly, his hands dropped to her sides, and he grabbed both of her hands as he stepped back. Naturally, that swung her arms behind her. “Wha…?” “Sshh! You’re safe with me, remember.” That little reassurance made her relax for half a second or so, and that was enough for him. Phil crossed her wrists behind her back and then wrapped the stocking he was still holding around them. It was a simple matter of tying a knot in the nylon fishnet, and then he put both hands on her upper arms and gently rubbed them. “Just a little fun for the shower. This way, I get to wash you.” Without another word, he pushed forward behind her, his cock pressing against her hands rather than her ass. She thought about grabbing it and squeezing until he let her go, but he was a good client, and he’d never deliberately hurt her yet. Pinned against him, she let him walk her through into the en-suite and stood still as he turned on the shower. She hadn’t realized she’d moved him into one of the accessible rooms, so it was a wet-room shower, not a cubicle, and that simply meant he had more room for whatever he had planned. She glared at him but didn’t say anything as he made sure the temperature was right. He put one hand in the middle of her back and all but propelled her under the stream of water. She yelped, but the water was warm rather than cold. She wouldn’t have put it past him to adjust it, so it was cold to see her reaction. A moment later, he joined her, his hands slicking up and down her now-wet body. Turning her so she faced him, he grinned at her and grabbed the bottle of shower gel from the strategically placed niche in the wall. She pouted, it wasn’t her brand, but she didn’t have any control. He filled his hands with a generous blob in each hand and then proceeded to wash her front thoroughly. She couldn’t help her body reacting as he smoothed the lather-making cream all over her, paying, of course, special attention to her breasts and her lower stomach. With her hands secured behind her, there was nothing she could do other than stand still and let his hands roam all over her. To be honest, it felt good, and she was starting to enjoy the feeling of being pampered when he adjusted the spray and rinsed her off. Water ran in rivulets over her face from her wet hair and down her body. She spluttered a little and shook her head to try to clear her eyes. A slight downward pressure on her shoulders told her the pampering time was over, and he wanted one thing to repay him for that. She swallowed hard and tried to drop to her knees as gracefully as she could. It wasn’t easy, but he did use his hands to steady her. Finally able to see without water flooding into her eyes, she found herself face to face with his erection, only a couple of inches from her nose. She didn’t need telling to know what he wanted. “Do I get my hands free?” “What do you think?” She chuckled. “I guess that’s a no.” Without raising an objection, she opened her mouth and leaned forward, engulfing the end of his hard cock in the warm heat of her mouth. She hadn’t noticed, but he’d clearly cleaned himself because his cock didn’t taste of either of them. That didn’t last, as she continued to suck and bob her head, the taste of precum filled her senses as he started to generate the silky fluid. She whimpered, but gamely kept going. “Good girl.” Without further warning, he changed the direction of the spray from the shower head so it fell onto his stomach and ran in rivulets past her face. She whimpered but took him a little deeper. After a moment, his hand dropped to the top of her head. She resisted him pushing down to make her take him deeper, but he had far more strength and far better leverage. Giving in to the inevitable, she took him deeper until he hit the top of her throat, and she gagged. Phil was never going to force her too much, but her eyes were watering when he let her pull off. “Bastard.” “You’re only saying that to make me feel better.” She knew her makeup was completely ruined, but that didn’t matter now. What mattered was completing the process so she could put the diaphanous dress back on and escape back to her own room. Gina took him deep again. Once more, his hand returned to the top of her head and pushed until she gagged. She hollowed her cheeks and sucked even harder the next time, trying to stop him from doing the same again. By now, the stream of precum had become a steady stream, and she knew he wasn’t far off. He could fuck like the energizer bunny for ages, but he never lasted long in her mouth. Not even on a second go around. Maybe this time, it was also that feeling of power with her on her knees, her hands bound behind her. Whatever it was, he was obviously not going to last long. He pulled out of her mouth and then crouched down, his arms around her. A moment later, the wet soggy stocking came loose, and her hands were free again. As he straightened up, his cock banged against the side of her face. She didn’t need telling he wanted her to finish what he’d forced her to start. She brought one hand up to gently stroke the base of his cock and the other up to fondle his balls as she took him into her mouth once more. This time, when he pressed down on her head, her hand was in the way of him getting deeper. He relented and she pulled off. “Might be dangerous me being able to control you.” “Hardly.” “What if I do this?” She squeezed his balls a little. Just enough to make sure he was aware she could squeeze a lot harder. “You’re unlikely to hurt me enough to make me make a complaint to the management. That would be killing the goose that lays your golden eggs, as well as the crib that you use.” She shivered. Knowing he was telling both the truth and, at the same time, threatening something he’d never actually do. Their relationship, if you could call it that, was based on mutual trust, and despite his kinky games, he was the one who got the golden egg. She returned to her task with real gusto, sucking him down with ever more enthusiasm. Two minutes later, she felt him expand in her mouth. She sealed her lips around his cock and sucked even harder as the first spurt shot straight down her throat. Her eyes watered at the strength of the taste, but she kept her lips sealed around him and let him spend himself there. When he’d finished, she let his cock slip from her mouth and looked up at him, then opened her mouth to show what she’d caught and held. Closing her mouth, she swallowed and then gracefully rose to her feet. He let her rinse herself off and then step out from under the flow and grab a couple of the towels. As she wrapped one of the towels around her hair, he chuckled. “You know what?” “What?” “Don’t get dry. Just put the dress on as you are and scoot out the door.” She shuddered at the thought. “The dress will stick to me.” “And you will look amazing like that.” “But my hair…” “You can dry it when you get to your own room. Go on, it’s after midnight, you’re not going to meet anyone, are you?” She shivered but obediently dropped the towels to the floor of the bathroom. “You owe me for this one.” He shrugged, the movement making his now soft penis bounce up and down in the most obscene manner. “So, I’ll add a bit extra next time. Sue me.” She glared but knew he regarded this moment as still being on the clock. When she was on the clock, it was whatever the client wanted. Turning on her heel, she stalked back into the room, her wet feet leaving footprints on the carpet. He followed her as far as the bathroom door and leaned on the doorframe, watching as she shook out the dress. Neither of them spoke as she stepped into the dress and then pulled it up her soaking wet body. She stepped into her shoes as she watched the rivulets of water fall from her hair onto her shoulders and then run down to soak further into the dress. Gina checked her reflection. The dress was obscene. Totally obscene. Wherever it touched her, it clung, and since it was see-through when dry, it was even worse now. It wasn’t see-through. It was completely transparent, just a red haze around her naked body. “You want me to go out there like this?” He grinned and nodded. “It’s going to be a memory I’ll treasure until the next time.” She glared at him and then grabbed her clutch bag and headed for the door. Her look said everything about I’ll get you for this. His look said I’d be waiting. She made sure the corridor was clear, and she had her keycard in her hand as she headed for her room. She had her door open almost before his door slammed shut. At least he hadn’t followed her to see where she went. Thank God she’d had the presence of mind to move him closer to her own room. She headed straight into her own bathroom. After that experience, she really needed another shower. This time with her own product.

 


Two Johns

 

Gina licked her lips as the cab pulled up outside the front door directly opposite her workstation. According to the reservation sheet, she only had two guests to book, and she recognized the names. Last time, they’d traveled together, and she was pretty sure they would be doing so again. Not only that, but the older one of the two, the senior partner in a prestigious law firm, had shown interest in the way she’d said every satisfaction. His slightly younger compatriot had shown even more interest in her interaction with the guest who’d already booked her service for the evening. Since she didn’t have a booking for the evening tonight, maybe that might change. As they came in through the door, she recognized them and met them with a beaming smile. She’d also made sure she leaned forward on the reception desk, and she’d surreptitiously undone another button on her uniform blouse. She wasn’t showing much, but it was more than a hint of cleavage. “Gentlemen, welcome to the Martown. Mister Halliday and Mister Francis, isn’t it?” “See, I told you she was good.” “Guilty as charged… sir.” The hesitation was deliberate and, at the same time, suggestive. From the way Mister Halliday’s eyes widened, she was sure he’d got the unspoken message. “You have adjacent rooms, as requested, gentlemen. Is there any other way I can be of service?” The senior guy chuckled again. “I can think of several ways, but without wishing to incite a charge of harassment, I can’t vocalize them.” “I’m sure we could find a way… sir. We do aim to give every satisfaction.” Gina wasn’t being particularly subtle. If anything quite the opposite. She couldn’t be more blatant as her hand rose to fiddle with the topmost button still fastened on her blouse. She absent-mindedly pulled on it, pulling her blouse out and away from her chest, exposing a hint of her black bra underneath. It wasn’t absent-minded at all, but she made it look accidental. She fished a business card out of her jacket pocket and handed it to the senior guy with his key card. He’d noticed what she did but didn’t look at the card. She guessed he’d assume it was a discreet phone number for an escort service. It wasn’t a phone number, just a web address, one that was pretty innocuous and one that wouldn’t be likely to pop up on any search engine. The front page contained no real information, but the passcode on the card, a one-time code that expired an hour after it was first used, allowed access to the site. She watched as the two men headed for the elevators, towing their cases, and sighed. She wasn’t sure if Halliday had been interested or if she should have given the card to the other guy, Francis. Figuring it was a bust, she mentally started to catalog the chores she needed to catch up on once she got off duty. She was on earlies the next day, so she needed to have a clean uniform pressed, something she’d neglected in favor of binge-watching a new series on Netflix over the last couple of nights. She was just tidying up the desk, ready to hand over to the night clerk when her cell chimed with a familiar alert. With no one else around, she glanced down at her screen and quickly read the information. She blushed as she read the personal message from her client. ‘We’ll be waiting for you with great anticipation, and we’ll hold you to the promise of every satisfaction.’ She could feel the heat in her cheeks as she blushed. She didn’t often get bookings for two guys at the same time, but it appeared Messrs. Haliday and Francis worked very closely together. Just how closely remained to be discovered, but she knew she was going to find out in about an hour’s time. Luckily, her blush had faded by the time the night clerk arrived to take over. She didn’t stop to chat but made a beeline for the elevators, she was going to need every minute she had in order to get ready. Mister Halliday’s instructions had been detailed and explicit. The first order of business was a shower, but she didn’t have time to have a shower. At least, with her hair down, as requested, she could get away with a dry shampoo spray. Her makeup was understated, but she used a glitter eye shadow to add a little more pizzazz to the look. The bright red lipstick was more or less de rigeur, but she made sure to put it in her purse, just in case it needed a refresh. Locating the bright white lace underwear was easy enough, but she had to hunt for a pair of white stockings. She made a mental note to remember to replenish her stockings collection. A lot of the time, the stockings didn’t survive the encounter. For that matter, that was also true of her panties, although their survival rate was a lot higher than that of her stockings. Having finished her makeup, it was the work of a moment to smooth the gossamer thin stockings up her legs and then fasten the lace frippery that was her long-line bra around her chest. It wasn’t particularly comfortable, but at least it wasn’t underwired, and if the truth is known, it didn’t give her much support at all. She pulled the panties on and then remembered the final item of her ensemble. She knew she had the blue garter somewhere but couldn’t remember which drawer. It took her a minute to find it and pull it midway up her left thigh. She couldn’t even remember why she’d bought the damn thing in one of the upmarket lingerie stores downtown. Still, it finally came in useful. Altohugh they’d asked for her to appear at Mister Halliday’s door in just the underwear, she couldn’t do that. She suspected they knew that, too. Seeing the hotel receptionist wandering the corridors in nothing more than upmarket lingerie wouldn’t be a good thing when it was reported to the hotel’s manager. Seeing her dressed like that and knocking on a guest’s door was an even bigger red flag. Instead, she added a simple shift-style white dress to the complete ensemble. She didn’t own a wedding veil, so she couldn’t add the final touch that made her look like a proper bride, albeit in a very short dress. The dress was only just long enough to cover the tops of her stockings and thin and tight enough that the bump of her garter belt showed. So, too, did the frilly outline of the garter, but she couldn’t do much about that. The only saving grace was the fact there would be so few people moving around at this time of night. Giving herself a quick spritz of perfume around her neck, she checked her appearance in the mirror and made sure the note she always left for safety was lying openly on the corner table, she headed out. A moment later, she ducked back into her room when she heard one of the two elevators moving, but it didn’t stop on her floor. As she left the room for the second time, she glanced at the elevator indicators and noted they hadn’t moved as high as she’d thought. They were both a level below her, and she was going one floor up. Rather than risk the elevator being occupied and left alone by someone who might recognize her, she used the stairs, arrived at Mister Halliday’s room, and softly knocked. A few seconds later, a fully dressed Mister Halliday opened the door for her. “Come in, come in.” His smile was welcoming. Gina walked in the door but paused just inside, her hand still on the door handle behind her. She was sure the significance of how she’d positioned herself wasn’t missed by the lawyer. “You reported a problem to the front desk, sir? How can I be of assistance?” Behind the frowning Halliday, the other layer, Francis chuckled. “I think she meant the bit on the website.” “You mean?” “Definitely. Am I right?” Gina didn’t answer him but stared straight at the slightly younger man and deliberately let her gaze drift downward. “Both of us?” Halliday sniffed, and when she turned her gaze back to him, she made sure to glance down rather pointedly, too. He glared at her but put his hand to his fly and unzipped it. He was only half-hard when he brought his cock out into the open, but even so, it was an impressive weapon. She swallowed hard, hoping he was a shower, not a grower. If he was indeed a grower, he was going to stretch her quite a lot. She glanced over at the other lawyer and watched as he did the same. Just as with his boss, he too had quite a size thing going on. Gina knew from that it was going to be a big evening for her. Rather than run for the safety of her own room on the floor below, she let her professional smile relax into a broad grin. “Thank you, gentlemen. I can never be too careful.” Halliday zipped himself up. “You think you can avoid an entrapment charge by making sure the cop did that? Sorry, sweetie, you need to think better than that. A good lawyer would be able to destroy that defense in fifteen seconds… or less.” He chuckled. “Unless you had your own hot-shot lawyer in your back pocket, of course. Someone like us.” “Like you, sir?” “We’re the best. Maybe we should have a discussion about you hiring us for our professional services?” Gina giggled. “Well, I’m not going to put the two of you on a retainer if that’s what you mean.” Halliday grinned back at her. “Pity. A retainer could have been pretty good fun for all of us.” Gina shuddered but kept her smile in place. She crossed over to the desk built in along one side of the room and picked up the envelope. She didn’t count it exactly, but a quick flick through confirmed there was something close to the correct number of bills, and the ones she saw were the right denominations. She didn’t think they’d try to stiff her with the fee. She let out a soft giggle at her own accidental double meaning. In the meantime, a sideways glance confirmed Francis had tucked himself away, too. “Is everything in order?” She tucked the envelope in her purse. “Thank you, yes.” Placing the purse on the desk, she spun around and then leaned back against the desk, her legs slightly parted, her right foot raised to her toe so her knee was up and forward, showing off the curve of her leg. “So why the dress? You know what we wanted.” She shook her head. “Sorry, but I’m not going to ruin my reputation or lose my day job, as well as my home here, by running around the corridors of the Martown in just white underwear.” “So the dress is just temporary?” “Of course. Would you like me to remove it?” “I think that would be a good idea.” “In here, or would you prefer me to remove it in the privacy of the bathroom? That way, you get the full effect all at once?” “I don’t know, Pete, what do you think?” Gina pegged that fact away on her internal memory board. Pete, or Peter, was obviously Mister Francis’ first name. “I think I’d prefer to see her shimmy out of it, Graham.” That nicely completed the set of names, and Gina cocked her head to one side to show she was waiting for the senior guy to make the decision. “I think I’d like to see her dance a little, too.” Gina swallowed. Dancing wasn’t her favorite way to entertain a client, she’d never considered herself to be a very good stripper. “Well, if it’s music you want, there is another alternative.” “There is?” “Yeah, you can both dance with me.” Halliday broke into a smile again. “That sounds like an interesting idea. Shall we try, Pete? I suddenly fancy a sandwich.” Gina shivered again. She’d meant one at a time while the other one watched. It appeared Halliday, at least, was a little kinkier than she’d expected. Still, since it had been her original suggestion, and she had promised every satisfaction, she didn’t have any real choice in the matter. Turning to the controls for the entertainment system, she quickly dialed in a preset playlist. Romantic, slow music, but one that had a quite heavy but regular beat to it. She’d spent an hour selecting that music a few months earlier, and she found it worked well on the occasions she needed to use music to enhance her performance and her clients’ experience. Luckily, the playlist didn’t have an owner as far as the system was concerned. It was simply logged as anonymous. As the room filled with music, Gina turned around to face them again, only to find Halliday had moved close while her back had been turned. She let out a soft exclamation but waited for his next words. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Francis moving closer, too. “Will you do me the honor of the next dance?” She giggled, knowing he was being deliberate in his choice of the old-fashioned courtesy. It wasn’t like she could refuse. “I’d be delighted.” “I’m quite sure you will be delightful.” Gina swallowed hard but stepped close and wrapped her arms around his neck. As she did so, she molded her body against the front of his, feeling his hardening cock pressing against her stomach. A moment later, the other part of the sandwich made contact, with Francis pressing against her back, trapping her, literally, as the meat in the sandwich. Looking up into his face, she began to sway, dragging the front of her body against his. She could feel the way that rubbed against his cock. Behind her, the other guy, Pete Francis, moved with her, his cock nestling into the crack between her cheeks. Already, she could feel her body responding to the male nearness. Her core heating up, while inside her scanty white bra, her nipples were aching bullets. Graham Halliday’s face closed the distance with hers, and his lips brushed against hers. A teasing gesture, nothing more, as he pulled away for a second and then returned for a longer contact. She knew why. Her understanding was a lot of escorts refused to kiss, fearing the emotional contact a kiss engendered. She wasn’t one of those. If anything, she was the opposite, reveling in a kiss, enjoying it, and letting it power her arousal. Besides, the guys, her clients, seemed to like it. As he broke the kiss and pulled back before pressing forward again, she sighed and, this time kissed him back. She let her lips part and extended the tip of her tongue to brush against his lips. Seeing he was staring at her, she slowly allowed her eyes to close as if she was surrendering to the kiss. If anything, her senses were preternaturally alert, assessing both men’s actions and their moods. She was conscious she had two pretty hard cocks pressing against her. Substantial ones, too, both of them on the larger side of the average. That might get a little challenging. Already, her mind was starting to calculate the way she’d need to handle them. As Graham’s lips parted and his tongue teased hers, she felt the press of another pair of lips against her neck. She moaned softly and tried to stretch her neck to give him more room. If there was anything Gina liked better than being kissed on the mouth, it was being kissed on the neck. Being kissed both ways at the same time wasn’t exactly a novel experience, but it was very much swoon-worthy. Her legs felt weak, but somehow she managed to continue swaying to the music, feeling those two substantial cocks nestling against her. Graham’s hands rose to her waist, holding her against him. Behind her, Pete pressed the length of his body against her, pinning her against the guy in front. At the same time, his hands dipped to the hem of her dress. Gina giggled. She couldn’t help it. “What?” Graham sounded a little peeved. “if he’s going to take my dress off like that, then he’s going to need to provide some room. It’ll take all night with me trapped this close to both of you.” “Oh, he’s not going to take that dress off you, not yet.” “Oh?” “No, you’re not, are you, Pete?” “Nah, I’m just going to expose those lovely legs of yours and see if you’re wearing that garter. The one I’m going to take off with my teeth.” Gina couldn’t help it, she shivered. Partly at the idea of him doing that but more about the sudden fantasy that flew through her mind. Him doing exactly that while she was lying spreadeagled on the bed, without any other underwear, while the other guy thrust his cock into her mouth. The dirty vision made him tremble, and both guys chuckled as they felt her movements. “She likes that idea, Pete.” “She sure does. The way her ass just vibrated against my cock was sheer heaven.” Both men chuckled, and she felt Pete’s fingers moving as they slowly dragged the hem of her dress up her legs. Graham returned to kissing her, his masterful approach quickly having his tongue in her mouth, pinning hers back while his hands gripped her waist and held her still for his companion’s depredations. Pete’s fingertips were grazing across the bare skin above her stockings. At one point, he found her garter and twanged it against her leg. He chuckled as she flinched a little, and then he tugged it higher. “Want it nice and high so it takes me longer.” She moaned softly as Graham broke his demanding kiss and started nuzzling at her neck. Her breathing was getting quicker, and she kept her eyes closed to heighten the sensations. She knew she needed to be wet and ready when they were ready. Not watching them watching her was a good way of making sure her arousal was soaring. “I think I’ve had enough of dancing with her. Why don’t we get her to dance on her own?” Gina couldn’t help shivering at Graham’s words. She knew he was expecting her to strip for them. After all, he’d asked for her to show up in just her underwear, something she’d refused to do. Now, he wanted payback. She could dance, but she was by no means a stripper. “Good idea.” Behind her, Pete took a step back. As a result, her dress fell back down into place, covering her legs as well as that special garter the younger man had asked for. IN front of her, Graham too let go, and after a promise via a kiss, he too stepped back away from her. “The floor, as they say, is yours, sweetheart.” She swallowed hard. “How far do you want me to go?” Graham barked a laugh. “Until we say stop, young lady, until we say stop. Up to that point, get your clothes off. If we haven’t said stop by the time you’re naked, I guess you know where your fingers will be going. After all, you did promise every satisfaction. That, by the way, will include your own.” Gina couldn’t prevent the involuntary gasp that escaped her lips. Sure, she’d masturbated for a client before, but this was the first time she might be expected to do it in front of two men at the same time. A real audience rather than just a single guy. Her breathing quickened. She might try to act horrified, but her body was in danger of giving her away. This early in the proceedings was rather too early for her to feel this turned on, but she most definitely was. Pete moved from behind her to stand on the other side of the bed, and Graham, too, backed away, leaving her plenty of room. Almost unbidden, her feet started to move in more substantial patterns. No longer just swaying and bobbing from one foot to the other, she started to increase the range of her movements. The dress had to come off over her head., which might be a problem if the guys decided to pounce on her while she was that vulnerable. She remembered back to the guy who was fulfilling a deathbed promise to his wife, but he couldn’t look at her as the fucked. She’d ended up being fucked with her slip over her head, trapping her head and arms. Being in that position with the two men didn’t seem a safe option, but she didn’t have a choice. While everything was going through her mind, she continued to move and strike studied poses for them, arching her back and shooting a hip to exaggerate her curves. They didn’t seem to be in any kind of hurry. Her hands dipped, almost of their own volition, sliding down over her hips toward the hem of the dress. As she straightened up, she continued to gyrate, and their attention was captured by the slow reveal of more and more of her legs. First, the stocking-clad portion, then the more solid band around the top of the stockings, and then finally, bare flesh, neatly bisected by the garters attached to the stockings. She continued to draw the dress higher, exposing the wedding garter the guys had asked for. That brought a low whistle of approval from the younger guy, while the older one just stared at her revealed legs and licked his lips. Gina shuddered and jerked the dress higher, exposing the front of her white lace panties. She pulled again, drawing the dress up until it formed a band around her waist, exposing her panties in full as well as the gossamer thin white lace garter belt. Taking a deep breath, she turned her back on them and then crossed her arms in front of her in preparation for drawing the dress up and off over her head. She could see them via the mirror, and neither of them had moved. She decided to continue to be coy, letting them see her ass and her back, but keep turned away from them. Of course, she could see them via the mirror, which meant they could see her just as well. The coyness was an act. They all knew that. She worked the dress higher, exposing the bottom edge of the long-line bra, and then pulled it up so it formed a band around her neck. She knew they could see her full bra-encased breasts via the reflection in the mirror, and she paused her dancing to allow them to see. “Take it off.” Graham’s gruff command told her they were getting a little impatient. Or at least, he was, even if the other guy wasn’t. With a straight pull, she yanked the dress up and over her head, making sure she didn’t cover her face for more than a split-second. She hadn’t needed to be worried—the guys didn’t move, and she cleared the dress all the way off her arms before turning around to face them. Pride made her keep her arms out of the way, not try to cover the way the thin lace was transparent enough to expose her hard nipples and the outline of her slit. “Very nice, sweetheart, but please come here.” She slowly crossed to Graham’s side of the bed, keeping as seductive a smile on her face as she could. “I said you could stop dancing when I said stop. Take it as read. No more striptease.” “Thank you.” “The masturbation can wait, too.” He chuckled. “You can do that in the shower to get us excited to go again for a second go around.” He chuckled again. “Or even a third one. Every satisfaction, remember.” “I’m on earlies tomorrow.” “You’ve never pulled an all-nighter and gone to work in the underwear you wore the night before?” She shuddered. That didn’t bear thinking about. Graham, though, looked like he meant her to do that tomorrow. He took hold of her hand and lifted it to his lips in an old-fashioned gesture that seemed quite sweet. She found herself blushing, but he wasn’t being nice at all. He was simply distracting her. Pete had moved around the bed and approached right behind her. The next minute, he’d scooped her up in his arms and dropped her to the bed. She let out a soft squeal as she bounced, but watched as he moved back to the other side of the bed as Graham sat down next to her. Pete sat on the other side of her, and both leaned close. The teasing was now officially over. The fucking was about to begin. She whimpered a little, but it wasn’t in distress. As they started to touch her, it was obvious these two had worked together enough to practice the art of a double seduction. Each man captured the breast nearest him with one hand, then leaned down and started to kiss the upper slope of the same breast. It was an amazing feeling as they continued to remain coordinated as they tweaked her hard nipples, and she arched her back as she let out a low burbling moan. Her arousal peaked higher still. They didn’t bother trying to remove her bra, they simply grabbed the top edge of each cup and pulled down. Although the movement was harsh, the soft lace gave way easily enough. There was a flash of momentary discomfort, and then her breasts were exposed to the cool air-conditioned air of the room. Not for long, because as soon as they’d levered her bra down below her breasts, their hungry mouths descended on a nipple each. She moaned again and writhed underneath them as the sensations doubled and redoubled. They used their teeth but not to hurt, simply to scrape against her hard nipples, and her moaning and writhing grew. She could feel a hand on each side sliding down toward her waist. She knew exactly where those hands were going. It appeared, unlike most of her clients who expected her to do most of the work, these guys wanted someone much more passive. Well, if that’s what they wanted—she could do passive. That didn’t mean she wouldn’t help when help was warranted. Shifting slightly, she allowed her legs to spread another few inches further apart. The two hands reached the waistband of her panties, and she sucked in a breath. That created a hollow between the taut elastic and the flesh of her stomach. Quick as a flash, Graham’s hand slid into the opening while Pete’s hand slid past and then down onto her thigh. Now it was closer to its prize, Graham’s hand slowed down, moving almost imperceptibly down toward her mound. Gina moaned even louder, the suspense agonizing. It was an effective technique, driving her arousal toward dizzying heights. Now they had their hands where they wanted, their mouths returned to their earlier prize, attacking her nipples with increased vigor. She arched her back again and almost squealed as Graham’s hand slid down over her mound, finding her wet slit and rubbing down it. Without conscious thought, her legs opened ever wider, and Pete’s hand moved to caress the sensitive and soft flesh of her inner thigh. She was trembling, every part of her in motion inside her heels and stockings, her toes curled and stretched as her entire body craved the release the impending orgasm would give. Gina had surrendered completely, and both men knew it. Graham’s tactic changed, driving his index finger up into her and then curling it to massage against the front wall of her channel. He was looking for her G-spot but not quite finding it. What he did was enough to overwhelm her last reserves, not that she was really resisting. Her entire body stiffened as she cried out, her legs spasming as her hips churned around the intruding finger. Pete pressed down on her leg, while on the other side, Graham hooked his lower leg over hers, effectively pinning her down as the spasms ran through her body. Graham chuckled. “That was a doozy.” As she opened her eyes, she could see him staring at her face. “I don’t think any woman could fake one like that. I see why you pride yourself on giving every satisfaction. We will definitely have to talk about putting you on a retainer. We’re going to be coming back here for months and months as this case drags on. You are one sweet little thing.” As she watched, he pulled his hand from inside her panties and slowly and deliberately brought his soaking-wet index finger up to his mouth and then sucked it clean of her juices. She couldn’t help the shudder that overlaid her panting as her breasts heaved on her chest. “Now, hurry up and stand up and strip. We want you naked.” On her other side, Pete sat up and then slowly pulled her up so she was sitting. She looked down at her bra bunched just below her breasts. Her panties were somewhat skewed, too. Getting naked wouldn’t take long. “Stockings and garter belt too?” “No, sweetie. Leave those, your heels, and that blue garter too. Pete still wants to claim his souvenir.” She shuddered, knowing his use of the word was deliberate. She wouldn’t be seeing that garter again. Without hesitating too much, she shuffled to the end of the bed and then rose to her feet, looking back over her shoulder at the two men reclining on the bed. Their attention was definitely fixed on her. What was equally apparent, though, as they were both now fully hard, and the way the front of their pants tented told her she’d been right, they were both well-equipped. Swallowing hard, she stayed facing away, trying to look as alluring and seductive as possible. She knew they could see her reflection in the mirror in front of her, but this gave her an aura of mystery, even if it was only fleeting. The four hooks on the back of the bra were easy enough to undo, and she shrugged the shoulder straps down onto her arms. There was no point in covering her breasts, they were still wet with both men’s saliva. Dropping the bra to the floor, she lowered her hands to her waist and hooked her thumbs through the elastic of her last remaining item, shielding her modesty. She glanced back over her shoulder again, noticing how both men’s gaze was focused on her waist or just below it. Although she had just cum and was desperate to feel one of them inside her, she still had the presence of mind to prolong the tease as long as she could get away with it. As a result, she slid her panties down agonizingly slowly. Gina knew she had their rapt attention focused on her ass as the panties slid down. She guessed they’d be glancing at the mirror, too, to see what the front revealed as it slid clear of her pussy. Graham knew her mound was totally bald, his fingers had confirmed that for him. Pete didn’t know for sure, but the thin lace of her underwear had probably betrayed that fact. As the panties cleared the bottom of her pussy, she started to speed up. Part of that was because she would be teasing them as she bent over, and part was her own need for a cock inside her. As the panties moved down her legs, she bent forward but kept her legs ramrod straight. She knew the view she was giving them and shivered as a result but maintained her poise and continued to slide the panties down her long legs. The sudden intake of breath from one of them, or even both of them, told her the moment her pussy came into their view, peeping out from between her legs. Now, the reveal had been completed, she moved much faster. The panties hit the floor as she let go of them, and then she stepped out of them and kicked them to one side. She wasn’t sure she’d see them again, either. As she completed the practiced move, she made sure her feet remained apart, improving the view until she slowly straightened up. Spinning around to face them she made sure her legs were parted as she arched her back to make her body look as good as it possibly could. “Very nice, but I think you know what happens next.” She swallowed hard. “You do remember what the website said?” Graham chuckled. “You mean the red lines bit?” She nodded. “Don’t worry, we’re not after your ass. Well, not in that way. As long as you’re a good girl.” “Oh, I’m a good girl, right up to the point you want me to be bad. Every satisfaction, remember.” She gave a deliberately girlish giggle at the end of her sentence, then licked her lips as suggestively as she could. Graham chuckled and rose from the bed. “Lean forward, sweetheart. Put your hands on the bed and then drop forward onto your elbows. Keep your legs straight.” Gina swallowed but did as he asked, feeling her breasts hang down. In front of her, Pete shuffled into position facing her, his hands dropping to his fly. Graham was behind her now. He ran his hand over one cheek, caressing her ass, and she let out a soft moan. “From the website, a spanking is extra.” She let out another giggle. “Only if it’s a prearranged scene, sir. That list of extras doesn’t include anything that happens in the throes of passion.” “Oh, that’s interesting.” He lifted his hand, and she knew what was about to happen. “I take it that this would be classed as in the throes of passion?” She let out a breathy sigh. “Oh, yes, sir.” It was corny as all fuck, but she didn’t care. He had a specific job to do, and if that meant her ass turned red in the process, well, there were worse things. His hand came down with a stinging retort. She yelped and surged forward away from him. All that did was bring her face right up close to Pete’s crotch. He’d exposed his impressive length, and her nose bumped against it. Behind her, Graham chuckled at her startled gasp. ”You’re not supposed to headbutt it, you naughty girl.” His use of the n-word was enough to give her a second’s warning. Slap! If anything, the smarting sensation in her right cheek was worse than that in her left had been. He hadn’t held back. She gasped and choked back a sob, then peered right in front of her at the hard cock rearing in front of her face. She swallowed hard and then licked her lips before extending her tongue to taste him. He wasn’t just long, she could see he was quite thick, too, an impressive weapon in all respects. She shivered but concentrated on licking up and down the length of hard flesh in front of her. She hoped, quite fervently, that Graham would desist from the spanking if she had Pete’s cock in her mouth or if she was licking him like some kind of demented lollipop. No way would he risk her biting in reflex and hurting his colleague. At least she hoped he would be careful like that. Behind her, she heard a zip being drawn down once more. She hoped the impressive, half-hard cock she’d seen on entry to the room was a shower and not a grower. It would be as impressively large as the one she was worshiping with her mouth. The idea of it growing even bigger was a bit of a worry. Gina knew she was about to find out either way. She lifted her head higher and stared at the tip of Pete’s cock for several long seconds. The tiny hole in the end was leaking precum. She extended her tongue and tasted it, then slowly licked all around the head before taking just the tip into her mouth. Pete sucked in a breath, and she felt him twitch. Obviously, his reaction to her move had been to hurt even more inside her mouth, but he’d had the self-control to let her set her own pace. For that, she was grateful. Her mouth flooded with saliva as she tasted the pungent maleness of him. Another large branding iron touched her between her legs, and then a pair of hands pulled her knees a little further apart before the hot cock slipped back between her legs to rest against her entrance. She wanted to gauge just how big he was, but at that moment, he wasn’t giving her enough clues. Opening her mouth wider, she took another inch of Pete’s impressive dick into her mouth and sealed her lisp around it as she sucked hard. He moaned, and his hands moved to the top of her head. Graham pressed against her, and she felt her outer labia sliding apart to admit the passage of his cock. As her inner lips parted, too, she could feel just how thick he was. With her mouth full of the head of Pete’s cock she couldn’t ask him to take it easy and go slowly, but he seemed to understand he needed to anyway. By the time he was three or four inches into her, he was stretching her wider open than she’d been in a long time. She moaned around the obstruction in her mouth, her entire body shaking at the sheer scale of the endeavor she was undertaking. She could feel her core responding, readying itself for the orgasm that threatened to bubble out of her. She sucked harder on Pete’s cock, taking the head and the ridge behind it into her mouth. That was difficult, but somehow she managed it. Both men froze in place for several seconds. Gina knew they were giving her body time to adjust, and she was very grateful for that. Then Graham started to thrust a little deeper while Pete started to rock back and forth just a little. Enough thought to work a little bit more for his length into the mouth. It wasn’t the length of either man that gave her an issue. It was their thickness. Her lips were stretched to accommodate Pete while lower down. Her channel had never felt so full, and she was pretty certain Graham had only half his length inside her. Gina could feel her climax bubbling up inside her, and there was nothing she could do to stop it. She opened her mouth as wide as possible, breaking the suction around Pete’s shaft. She couldn’t vocalize or give him any other warning. As her body started to shake, he pulled his cock clear of her mouth and, she guessed, stared down at her as she convulsed and spasmed around Graham’s penetrating cock. “Fuck! That felt good.” Graham’s words burned into her psyche. Despite the situation she was in and despite the major pleasure she was undergoing, she could feel herself blush. She knew her vaginal muscles had clamped down on his cock as the orgasm surged through her. At least Pete wasn’t in danger of being bitten, though. As the climax wound down, she took three or four deep breaths, then opened her mouth and left it open. Epte didn’t need any further invitation and thrust his cock straight into the open cavity. He went straight in, deeper than before, and she whimpered as she closed her lips around the shaft. A glance down the line of her nose showed he still had a good three if not four, inches to go before he was buried inside her mouth. She knew that meant he’d be in her throat. Meanwhile, Graham had started trusting again, driving his incredibly thick cock even deeper into her. She whimpered again and concentrated on trying to do the impossible—thrusting her ass back to pull Graham in deeper, without the corresponding thrust forward, taking Pete further than her gag reflex would allow. A very delicate balancing act. “Make her gag. You know how good that’ll feel for both of us.” Well, that took away her worries about gagging. If they wanted her to gag, then so be it. Pete obviously took his partner’s suggestion to heart because the next time he thrust into her mouth, he did so with much more force. The tip of his cock hit the top of her throat, and she could do no other than gag. As the sound of her gag reflex triggering filled the room, her throat muscles clamped down, and she heard Pete hiss at the feeling. Meanwhile, Graham had thrust harder, too, taking advantage of her distraction with Pete’s thick cock in her mouth. Suddenly, she felt his balls slapping against her as he bottomed out. She moaned around the cock in her mouth, the feeling of being so full at both ends enough to put her senses into overdrive. “Fuck, she’s good. Never felt a throat constrict like that.” “I’m all in.” There was a note of wonder in Graham’s voice as if he could scarcely believe a woman had taken his entire length. Gina felt a burst of pride at their comments and redoubled her efforts, thrusting back against the older of the two lawyers, feeling his wiry pubic hair scratching at her ass. Try as she might, she couldn’t take any more of Pete into her mouth without her gag reflex kicking in and effectively squeezing him back out of her throat. He didn’t seem to mind, just thrusting back in as far as she could take him and then holding there for several seconds before retreating far enough to let her breathe. She came again, unable to stop herself from reacting to the feeling of being so full. Her arms ached from trying to keep herself up. Her legs ached from keeping herself spread open for the other guy. At least, they were both showing symptoms of their stamina waning.  Gina redoubled her efforts, trying to get them both off, if for no other reason than to give her body a few minutes rest. She was in no doubt they intended to carry out Graham’s earlier threat and go for a second round. “Fuck!” Graham was the first one to lose control. He thrust harder and then again, even harder, into her before holding still. She wasn’t surprised when she felt his powerful orgasm as his cock expanded, filling her channel to the bursting point and then spraying her womb with jet after powerful jet. The feel of him shooting off so deep inside her triggered another climax for Gina, her fourth of the night. That, in turn, triggered Pete, who thrust deep into her mouth, stopping just short of her gag point and shooting so hard that most of it went straight down her throat. She had to swallow to stop herself from bringing it back, but at least Pete pulled out of her mouth, leaving his still erect cock dripping his cum and her saliva right in front of her face. She knew if he said clean it, she would do that demeaning task, but he didn’t. Behind her, Graham pulled out and reeled away, and that meant she could let her tortured muscles relax and flop down to lie prostrate on the bed, gasping for air. Gina had just about regained control of her breathing as she became aware of a gentle, soothing pressure on her ass. She twisted to look back over her shoulder, expecting to see Graham touching her. Instead, it was Pete, running his hands over the cheeks of her butt. A moment later, she heard the shower in the en-suite start up. “He’s having a quick shower, ready for round two.” “Round two?” She swallowed hard but wasn’t really surprised. “You think I can go again with you two donkey dicks?” Pete chuckled. “We’re not that big.” Gina sniffed, not so sure of that. “Besides, we’re going to give you a chance to get us really excited first.” “Oh? How?” She was being disingenuous. She already knew the likely answer to the question. “Assuming you didn’t bring a toy in that purse of yours?” “I didn’t.” “Pity. I guess you’ll just have to use your fingers.” The shower cut off, and a few moments later, a somewhat wet-looking Graham appeared back in the room with a towel wrapped around his waist. “All yours.” “Thank you.” Pete disappeared into the bathroom while Graham leaned on the chair in front of the mirror, grabbed another towel from the pile, and started to rub himself dry. “Turn over, sweetheart.” She raised an eyebrow but did as he said, knowing he could now see her entire nude body, as well as the mess he’d made for her pussy. She didn’t try to cover up, instinctively, she knew he’d tell her to take her hands away. “Nice. Now, why don’t you play with yourself? As Pete says, the more excited you can get yourself, the more excited you’ll get us, and we won’t last an hour this next time around.” She gasped and checked the clock, wondering if he’d meant they’d lasted an hour the first time around. They hadn’t. She understood the reference. If they did last too long on the second go around, she’d probably have trouble walking back to her room. She’d probably have trouble walking around working the early shift tomorrow. Swallowing hard, she smiled at him. “If you’re good, we’ll let you put your dress on before you leave the room. If you’re very good we’ll even let you have a shower first. Although, there might not be any dry towels. I think that dress would look sensational over your dripping wet body.” For a moment, the smile faded. She whimpered at the prospect of being kicked out of the room, well-fucked and exposed like that. Even so, she knew what she needed to do. Raising a finger to her lips, she licked it and then brought that hand down to her left breast, teasing the nipple by running her finger around it. She passed on the sultriest smile she could manage as she looked at Graham with lust lighting her eyes. She heard the shower cut off and knew her audience was about to double. She let her smile widen as she brought her other hand in to play with her right nipple.

 


Jenny

 

Gina tended not to book appointments when she was working earlies. It gave her time to get things done when she finished work, and those early afternoon finishes were about the only time she could get any real shopping done. The problem with her line of work was the constant need to keep her underwear collection both fresh and up-to-date. Too many clients liked to keep hold of souvenirs, although a couple were also into shredding them, which resulted in the same thing: the loss of the item from her collection. The last few weeks, though, had been rather expensive in terms of things she needed to spend money on, so, against her normal practice, she lifted the filter on the booking site and set herself as available. One look at the reservations for the day made her wish she’d not done that. One name jumped out at her: Margo Kilson. The high-powered IT consultant was a semi-regular at the hotel. She was booked for two nights and would be arriving when Gina was already off duty. As far as Gina was concerned, ten gets you one; Margo would be booking her for at least one of those nights. Not, by any stretch of the imagination, her favorite kind of booking. She’d just handed over to Kiki, the girl covering the reception desk on the late shift when she spotted the familiar figure of the woman climbing from the taxi outside. She quickly made herself scarce and left her for Kiki to deal with. As far as she knew, Kiki didn’t offer any kind of after-work services, but there was always a first, and maybe Margo might find it interesting to break in a new girl. No such luck. She’d only been back in her room for all of ten minutes when the alert chimed on her cell. One of the finer security points of the website was the fact the important bit could only be accessed by someone using the guest IP address set for the hotel. You had to be in the hotel at the time you booked her. If you weren’t in the hotel, then the site only showed its bland front page and nothing deeper. She knew it could be hacked, of course, but so far, so good. Sure enough, Margo had booked her for the evening, starting at eight. Gina winced; that was an early start; there would be a lot of people moving around in the hotel, so the chance of her being seen was that much greater. Still, she was confident nobody would put two and two together about her relationship with the IT consultant. She wasn’t particularly surprised at the list of requirements in terms of the outfit she should wear. It was almost a default outfit as far as Margo Kilson was concerned. A very severe cut black dress over stockings and high-heeled boots. Nothing else, no makeup, no jewelry. However, this time, there were a couple of additions to be carried in a bag. A lightweight baby doll, in black, of course, and a thin lace negligee, in pale blue. That was new. She double-checked the booking message again. She nodded to herself, Margo had booked her for something like five hours, far longer than most bookings. She was paying for the extra time, too, so Gina could hardly complain. She guessed that was why Margo wanted the additional outfits. At least she had the requisite items. Although the peignoir was almost a mid-blue rather than a pale blue, she was sure she could get away with that. Besides, the lace was pretty well transparent, so it was not much more than a blue shadow wrapped around her, the color almost irrelevant. Packing the bag took merest moments, and she added a couple of extra pairs of black fishnets, as well as the panties that matched the baby doll. Margo hadn’t specified those, but it was better to have them, just in case. The next order of business after laying out the dress was to get something to eat. Rather than eat downstairs, she ordered through room service, having a jacket potato with cheese and beans, simply as a way to make sure her stomach was full. Margo tended to like to drink, so she’d rather have her stomach lined than not. After all, she was back on duty early tomorrow again. Once she’d eaten, she grabbed a shower and took several long minutes to dry her hair and plait it into the severest ponytail she could. Again, it was the way the client had hers. She had her hair done that way during the day, no doubt still that way when she checked in. By the time Gina knocked on her door, Margo’s hair would be down, wavy, and soft around her shoulders, very feminine. Once she was dressed and ready, she only had a few minutes before she needed to set out. She’d spent a little time planning a somewhat circuitous route, minimizing the number of busy intersections she’d have to cross where she might be recognized. On top of that, her route made sure she wasn’t anywhere near Margo’s room or heading directly toward it until the very last second. The evasive route made sure she minimized the chance of being seen in the wrong place at the wrong time. Arriving outside the door right on time, she knocked sharply. Margo answered the door a few seconds later. “Yes?” “Housekeeping reported you had a problem, ma’am? Can I sort it for you?” “Thank you. That was prompt. Gina, isn’t it?” Gina smiled and nodded, keeping up the act. They both knew exactly who each other was and also why Gina was there. “Please come in. I just can’t get the damned thing to work.” “I’m sure it’s just a loose connection, ma’am.” Gina spoke up for the benefit of the guest walking past at that moment and then walked into the room, passing Margo in the process. Stopping in front of the TV, which, of course, was in perfect working order, she turned and faced her client for the evening. The tall and slim blonde giggled. “Well, I don’t have a dick to show you, but will this do?” She reached down and grasped the two sides of the robe she was wearing.  Pulling the two sides below the belt, she exposed herself below the waist. Underneath the robe, she was naked. Well, except for the large black strap-on she was wearing slung just in front of her pussy. She giggled again as Gina gasped and stared at the apparition. She swallowed hard and dragged her gaze back up to the client’s face. “That will do nicely… I guess.” Her website specified that the clients had to expose themselves to her when she entered the room. It was a protective device, anticipating that no cop would do so since that would then constitute entrapment. Up until that point, Gina would be the model hotel employee. As soon as that bridge had been crossed, she became strictly professional in a rather different way. It wasn’t strictly necessary with female clients, nor with a repeat client like Margo. However, Margo had clearly got a kick out of shocking her like that. Gina turned to the table under the mirror and picked up the unmarked envelope. It was thicker than usual, telling her Margo had willingly added the additional bills to cover the extra time. “What would you like today, ma’am.” Margo shivered. “First order of business, you can help me out of this contraption. I only put it on to shock you.” “So you don’t want to use it on me?” Gina pouted as if she was disappointed. Margo knew her well enough to know it wasn’t her true feeling on the matter. “No, you can use it on me later if you’re a good girl and I’m a naughty one.” Gina shivered. She’d used a strap-on once in her life, a long time ago. She wasn’t sure she wanted to show her inexperience to this slightly older and deliciously kinky woman. As Margo turned around, she moved closer, dropped to her knees, and gently got hold of the hem of the almost floor-length robe. “Sorry, I’ll need to lift this. Maybe you can hold it for me.” She watched as Margo shuddered. After the obligatory introductory exposure, she was going to be showing herself again. Gina lifted the robe, and Margo took over from her, lifting it up above her waist. Her ass was a perfect globe, tight and firm, and Gina swallowed hard. She knew she would be touching and playing with that perfect bubble butt soon enough. It took a couple of moments to undo the two straps around Margo’s waist and then the strap that disappeared between Margo’s butt cheeks and up under her legs. The surprisingly heavy fake dick dropped into her hand, and Margo allowed her legs to part so Gina could complete the task of retrieving it. “Thank God that’s gone. It weighs a fricking ton.” Gina giggled and rose to her feet, depositing the fake cock on the table under the mirror, ensuring it stood straight up. It looked faintly ridiculous like that, but a little humor went a long way. Margo turned around and saw what she’d done with it and grinned. “So, ma’am, what would you like next?” Margo giggled and then looked straight at her with her piercing eyes. From things she’d heard from other guests who knew her, she was dynamite in a meeting. Given the way her steely gaze seemed to pierce right through her, Gina could well believe it. After staring at her for several long moments, her gaze softened, and she gave a shy, almost innocent smile. “Anything you want to do to me, mistress.”

Gina knew what she meant, what she’d just done. She’d switched off her official work persona and switched into her delicate, submissive zone. With most of her clients who exhibited such submissive tendencies, they didn’t really mean it. Margo did. Gina could do anything with her, as long as it didn’t mark where the marks would show. In fact, Gina was pretty sure if she used the denial route and told her to take herself to bed and not even touch herself while she went down to the bar and maybe didn’t come back, she’d not raise any kind of complaint. She might not get any further repeat business from her, but Margo would get something from it. By the time she passed her at the reception desk in the morning on the way for her breakfast, she’d be strung out on a wire from pure sexual frustration. It might make for an interesting day for her, but Gina wouldn’t do something that could impact on a client’s reputation like that. “I think you look tense. Shall we try a shoulder massage to get rid of the tension?” “Yes, please, mistress.” “Lose the robe and come and sit on the chair here.” Gina pulled the chair out from under the table in front of the mirror and positioned it right in front of the upright strap-on phallus. It would be in her eyeline the entire time she was massaging her. Margo took a deep breath and slowly undid the belt holding the robe closed at the waist. With a flourish, she threw the two sides of the robe open, exposing herself to Gina’s eyes. Gina already knew she wasn’t wearing underwear on the bottom half and suspected she was fully nude under the robe. She was right; she was. Margo was tall and slim, and that tallness was all in her legs. They went on forever. She’d never seen a woman with legs the length of hers. Not just long, but perfectly sculpted, with an impressive thigh gap for a woman in her early to mid-thirties. She kept herself shaved and smooth, or even waxed, and she was pretty much hairless below her neck. Her soft blonde tresses hung down, bouncing on her shoulders and down her back. Her breasts were high and proud. Small enough not to have any appreciable sag in them. Somehow, they were perfect on her slight frame. Her stomach was toned but not muscled. Gina’s mouth watered; Margo could have any partner she crooked her finger at. Gina shrugged. There again, she might have a partner back home and simply used Gina’s services when she was out of town. She realized she knew nothing about the other woman’s home life, and she wanted to keep it that way. Margo repeated that same soft, shy smile and then walked over to the chair in front of Gina and sat down. Gina watched as her gaze settled on the fake dick standing upright on the desk in front of her. She watched as a slight flush rose to Margo’s cheeks; after all, she’d just worn that, and taking it off had been a deliberate invitation for Gina to wear it later and use it on her. Gina had played this game before, and it was all about anticipation. Moving in close behind her, Gina placed her hands on the nude woman’s shoulders, eliciting a soft sigh. Almost unbidden, her fingers started working, rubbing and pushing and massaging along the shoulder line and a little bit below at the back. She twisted her hands so her thumbs could work down toward Margo’s shoulder blades, wringing another contented sigh from her client. “You’re very good at this… mistress.” She kept a close watch on what she was doing, making sure not to press too hard; Margo’s skin would bruise easily if she were too harsh. At the same time, with the mirror right in front of them, Gina could watch as Margo’s body responded to the massage. Her nipples hadn’t been flat to begin with but were now hard bullets sticking out and up on her small breasts. She’d noticed this before with the woman, how large her nipples were in comparison with her small breasts. Margo was squirming in her seat a little, too, her legs gently rubbing against each other, showing she was getting wet down below. The skin of her neck was getting flushed, another sure sign the woman was about ready for her to move things along. “What would you like next?” Margo shivered under her hands. “Whatever my mistress wants.” She was clearly well inside her mental submissive zone. “Well, seeing as you were a naughty girl to wear that device…” Margo immediately focused on the fake phallus right in front of her. Gina felt her tremble under her hands. “… Maybe I should just fuck the shit out of you with it.” Margo moaned, and her trembling became even more pronounced. Clearly, the woman wanted Gina to do something very similar to that. Gina tried not to let her feelings show; it wasn’t something she was looking forward to. “There again, maybe I should punish you first. A good spanking, perhaps?” The trembling subsided, but Margo didn’t actually respond. Although playing the dominatrix was fun, it wasn’t something that came naturally to Gina. Not at all. Still, she could read Margo’s reactions through their contact on her shoulders. “Or did you bring a toy for me to punish you with?” The trembling increased again. “Something in your case? A paddle, maybe?” The trembling redoubled, and Gina knew she’d hit the nail on the head. “Maybe even some nipple clamps to pinch these succulent nubs?” Her hand slid down from Margo’s shoulders over the slight swell of her upper breasts before her fingers and thumbs found the nipples in question and pinched them. The loud moan from her client told Gina she’d just hit the nail on the head. “Right. Fetch those things from your case, and then sit on the end of the bed.” “Yes, mistress.” Gina swallowed hard. The lines and the language were about as corny as they could get, but it was exactly what Margo wanted. A powerful businesswoman by day was happy to turn herself into a lesbian submissive slut in the evening. It was a heady mix, and Gina could feel the power enveloping her as Margo’s fantasy unfolded. Margo moved over to the corner of the room and bent over to undo her case. She kept her legs straight, bending at the waist, knowing that she allowed her pussy to peep out from between her legs. Gina could see the other woman was definitely wet, so it appeared she was playing the game the way Margo wanted her to. As Margo straightened up and turned around, she had something in each hand. A black leather, flexible paddle in one hand, while two alligator clips attached by a thin chain swung from the fingers of her other hand. She looked at Gina, that smile back on her lips, before moving gracefully over to sit on the edge of the bed, laying the paddle on the cover next to her and holding out her other hand toward Gina, offering her the nipple clamps. Gina shivered; she’d had clamps like that used on her a few times, but not very often. Although they could be painful when applied, they were a damned sight more painful when removed, and the blood flow restored itself to her tortured nipples. Well, if Margo wanted them, then the client got what she wanted. She just hoped Margo would revert to her dominant personality and insist on placing them on Gina herself. “Hands behind your back. Close your eyes.” The hands behind her back thrust her small breasts forward and stopped her from reaching and interfering. She didn’t think Margo would, but it was best for safety. Removed incorrectly or even ripped off, those clips could hurt. Getting her to close her eyes was just a way of increasing the anticipation of the woman. Gina could see her start to tremble again as that anticipation built inside her. Rising to her feet, she crossed the intervening distance and looked down at the submissive woman. The feeling of power was immense and arousing in its own right. At the same time, though, she needed to keep a lid on her own feelings and concentrate on giving the client what she wanted. It was a delicate balancing act as inside her dress; her nipples hardened as her own anticipation built. Taking the clamps from where Margo had left them on the bed, she checked them over, making sure the teeth weren’t too sharp on the clip. Enough to nip and pinch but not enough to penetrate the skin, let alone draw blood. She shivered at the thought of how that would feel. The chain between them had got a little tangled, so she spent a few seconds sorting that and then reached down and softly pinched Margo’s left nipple. The breathy moan told her the other woman was quite happy to continue. She clacked the clamp together a couple of times, letting Margo know that she was close enough to clamp her nipple. Despite the sudden intake of breath accompanied by a shudder, the woman kept her eyes screwed shut. Gina didn’t think she’d have the same level of fortitude if the situation were reversed. Working slowly and carefully, Gina touched the side of Margo’s left nipple with the edge of the clamp. Margo gasped but remained silent, giving tacit approval for Gina to continue. She brought the clasp round and held it open for a second, with both sides grazing the sensitive nub. “Last chance.” “Margo whimpered slightly but said nothing. Gina slowly released the pressure on the other end of the clip, allowing it to tighten on the nipple. Marog let out a low moan but seemed determined not to speak. Letting go of the clip and the chain, Gina switched her attention to the other nipple and tweaked that with her fingers. Another gasp, but nothing more, as he continued, ending up with both nipples clamped and the chain connecting them swinging loosely below Margo’s breasts. Just to test the woman, Gina gently pulled down on the chain, exerting enough pressure to be felt but not enough to make the clamps slip or dig in. Margo whimpered once more and shuddered, which inadvertently increased the tension on the clamps. “Turn around and climb onto the bed, stay on all fours, and present that lovely spankable ass for me. Time for the real punishment. Now, should it be five or ten with the paddle or thirty with my hand?” She’d deliberately chosen a ridiculously high number with her hand. If she opted for that, Gina doubted if Margo would be able to sit down at all tomorrow, and she’d have a hand that would stay red all day. That would, in itself, be embarrassing enough for both of us. Giving her the choice of five or ten with the paddle was a way of gauging not just how many she wanted but the level as well. Just five would suggest that she go easy on her. If she chose ten, she wanted her ass turned bright red. Gina could never understand how some women get so turned on by the extremes. Sure, an occasional spank in the throes of being fucked was a fun way to ratchet up the sexual tension, but much more than that just wasn’t her thing. That was why she charged extra if the client wanted to go further. “Five, please, mistress, just five.” Her answer told Gina what she wanted to know as she picked up the paddle and then swished it through the air a couple of times. The broad end consisted of two pieces of leather that would slap together on contact with another object. It would make a smack sound much worse than it was. That suited Gina’s needs perfectly. She brought it down on the corner of the bed and smiled at the sound as it reverberated around the room. She hadn’t used any real force but the sound effect was loud. Margo flinched but didn’t say anything to stop Gina as she positioned herself to one side of the bed, Margo’s upturned ass right in front of her. “Are you going to count the five, then?” “Yes, mistress.” Gina had read that making the punishment victim count was a good way to crank the humiliation to another level. Margo’s breathy reply suggested it was true. She smacked the paddle against her hand a couple of times, generating a satisfying crack sound both times. Margo flinched each time, too, but didn’t say anything, just stared straight ahead. It actually stung a little, so she made a mental note not to apply more force than that. Reaching out, she ran her hand over the upturned cheeks of Margo’s ass. The woman almost purred in reaction. Gina could see the way the chain hung down from Margo’s nipples, with gravity exerting just a little force and distending the sensitive nubs. Not a lot, but enough for it to be felt. Taking her hand away, she watched as Margo tensed, waiting for the first slap to land. She stayed still, not moving to deliver the blow, in turn waiting for Marog to relax. She couldn’t maintain the tension for long, and as soon as Gina saw the tension evaporate, she swung her arm down. Slap! The sound literally reverberated around the room, echoing into all the corners and bouncing back. She hoped like hell that nobody in the nearby rooms would hear either that sound or Margo’s involuntary cry. It would be very difficult to explain what the hotel receptionist was doing in a hotel room with a naked guest while holding a large spanking implement. No way her regular career could survive such a discovery. She shuddered at the thought. Margo finally stopped panting. “One, mistress.” Gina swallowed hard and looked at the large parch of Margo’s right cheek that was turning an even brighter shade of red as she watched. She shifted her aim and brought the paddle down again, albeit with slightly less force. This time, her target was the left cheek, wanting to make sure she didn’t hit the same spot too often. Slap! The sound echoed around the room, but thankfully, not quite so loud. “Two, mistress.” She reached out and caressed the soft skin once more, eliciting another deep, gravelly moan from her client. Gina didn’t need to be told that Margo was turned on by the events. She could feel her own body responding, too. Whether that was to the spanking, to thinking about what it would feel like if she was the one being spanked, or simply reacting to the other woman’s arousal. The scent of aroused females was starting to permeate the room, overwhelming the air-conditioning unit’s ability to deal with it. The paddle whistled through the air again, landing this time right in between the other two reddening zones. Slap! “Three, mistress.” Gina swallowed hard and shifted her aim once more. This time, the paddle came down just below the first strike. Slap! “Four, mistress.” Margo was starting to writhe as passion took hold. The fiery pink, not quite scarlet, was testimony to the effort Gina had put into it. Margo didn’t seem to be hurt, which, for \gina, was a relief. The fifth and final blow landed on Margo’s left cheek, matching the two sides. Slap! Five, mistress. Thank you.” Was she thanking her for what she’d just done? Gina had to suppress the natural, somewhat nervous giggle that rose to her lips. That line was about as corny as fuck. Gina tossed the paddle toward the corner of the room, having no intention of going near it again. She wasn’t going to use it anymore, and if Margo went to pick it up, Gina was going to exit stage left with utmost alacrity. Margo dropped to lay prostrate on the bed and gasped for air for several seconds, but she made no attempt to rub her sore butt. Gina felt like she ought to comfort her, but she wasn’t sure if such an intervention would correctly play into the other woman’s fantasy or if it would disrupt it. The IT consultant solved her quandary by rolling over onto her back. She winced slightly at the way her weight fell on her abused ass cheeks but smiled up at Gina. She tugged slightly at the chain connecting the clips, which were still attached to the clamps on her nipples. “You want to do the honors? Or do you want to make me do it to myself?” Gina knew Margo was offering her an out, one she was happy to take. “You do it.” From her own past experience, she knew the most painful moment when using nipple clamps came in the seconds after you removed the clamp, as blood flooded back into the abused, sensitive, and highly sensitized flesh. Margo didn’t hesitate; she simply reached for the open ends of the clamps and undid them both at the same time. She let out an agonized yelp but then fell silent, gasping for air as her body spasmed. Gina realized the other woman had just cum in the moment she’d released the clamps. Fuck! This was insane! Gina stood there, forcing herself to control her own breathing as she watched Margo slowly come down from her high. After what seemed like an age but was probably only seconds, Margo tossed the clamps to the floor on the other side of the bed and turned lustful eyes on Gina. Margo smiled, and it wasn’t forced or artificial. “Would my mistress like me to eat her out? Sit on my face?” It was a very sophisticated choice of words. Margo was still the client, still the one paying in order to call the shots. It told Gina what the other woman wanted to do while appearing to leave control in Gina’s hands. “I’ll just take my dress off, then.” Margo’s response was immediate and again showed a great deal of sophistication, telling Gina what to do while appearing to do the exact opposite. “Please, mistress. I’m quite happy to eat in the dark. If you leave the dress on, it will effectively blindfold me, leaving you in total control.” Gina shuddered, understanding what Margo really wanted her to do. She slipped her heels off in order to avoid any accidents and then climbed onto the bed. Gina swung a leg over Margo’s waist and settled one leg on either side of her while facing the mirror. She’d worked out that Margo would want her to do more than simply sit still facing the wall. No, this way, she could perform a classic sixty-nine on the other woman and maybe bring her off, either as well or even first. She shuffled backward, feeling Margo’s breasts passing under her thighs, and then Margo’s hands were there, scrabbling at the back of her dress, lifting it up to initially bare her ass for the other woman. Not just her ass, her pussy was open to the air and vulnerable for whatever Margo intended to do. She’d said to eat her out, but Margo was the client, and this was one of those situations where whatever Margo wanted to do was right. For a moment, Gina felt a pang of disquiet but then settled back into her role as she straddled the naked woman. “Eat me.” “Yes, mistress.” Gina breathed a sigh of relief. Obviously, Margo was still playing along to her own twisted fantasy. As Gina rocked backward, she felt Margo’s hands clutch at her waist, letting the dress fall back into place, shrouding her ass and, at the same time, Margo’s head. The fact that Margo knew exactly what she wanted to do was evidenced a moment later as she felt a wet tongue trail over her ass, heading for the spread-open junction of her legs. When the tongue touched her wide-open pussy she had to hold herself still; she wanted to jump like a scalded cat. As she lapped at Gina’s pussy, Gina let out a long, low moan of her own, ad knowing it was what Margo wanted, sank back, lowering herself onto the woman’s face. She was careful to keep her weight forward, on Margo’s chin, not on her nose. After all, she needed to breathe. It felt good, very good. Margo knew what she was doing when it came to eating pussy. Gina slowly leaned forward, placing her hands on the tops of Margo’s thighs and then slowly easing them down between her legs and gently pushing her legs apart. In front of her eyes, the woman’s pussy opened before her, and she leaned closer, exhaling and blowing softly to create a tiny breeze blowing across her wet lips. Behind her, Margo groaned into Gina’s pussy, and shuddered. Knowing this was exactly what Margo now wanted, whether or not it had been her original intention. Gina dropped lower still, bringing her fingers and mouth into contact with the fragrant pussy in front of her face. A moment later, Margo stopped lapping at her pussy and stuck her tongue between Gina’s outer lips, wringing a groan from the hotel receptionist. Gina wasn’t quite on autopilot, but she’d worked out the easiest thing to do was to exactly match Margo, action for action. Whatever Margo did to her would be what Margo herself liked to be done to herself. It wasn’t her favorite thing to do in the world, but matching Margo’s enthusiasm without faking was challenging. Margo clearly loved being the one underneath, but she wasn’t averse to having herself eaten out at the same time. After a minute or so, the taste and smell of Margo’s excited pussy became less offensive, as what she was doing to Gina ignited Gina’s own desires. Margo had come once already, and her pussy was incredibly wet as a result. Gina lapped at the juices and alternated that with sticking her tongue as far as she could go. Pulling out, she concentrated on giving the client’s clit a tongue bath while bringing her fingers into the act, spearing two of them into her, and pushing and pulling her rapidly in and out. Margo moaned into Gina’s pussy, then stretched her neck up and actually nibbled on Gina’s outer labia with her teeth. Gina almost shot headfirst off the end of the bed. The contact was both unexpected and electrifying. She almost came on the spot but managed to control herself and sink back down on top of Margo’s face. With her face buried in Gina’s pussy, any sounds Margo made were muffled by that pussy as well as by the legs straddling her and the dress covering the action. Not so Gina’s as she found she couldn’t prevent what Margo was doing, as well as what she was doing to Margo, propel her toward an inevitable orgasm. She redoubled her efforts, desperate to get her client off first. In the end, they came together, only seconds apart, both of them flopping around on the bed as they spasmed and shook. “Fuck.” Margo chuckled at Gina’s expletive, then gave an unexpected response. “Yes, please. Fuck me.” Gina swallowed hard. It appeared Margo really did want her to use that strap-on on her. She crawled forward and then leaned off the end of the bed, placing her hand on the floor. Her dress was bunched up around her waist, and with her legs still splayed, she knew she was presenting Margo with an incredibly erotic, dirty view. She shivered but slowly brought her legs toward her hands and finally swiveled and sat up with her feet off the end of the bed. Reaching up to the back of her neck, she started unzipping her dress, then brought her hands down and around and completed the operation from below. Rising to her feet, she turned to face Margo, who remained supine on the bed, her chest heaving as she fought for air. Bringing her hands up to her shoulders, Gina brushed the shoulder straps and cap sleeves down onto her arms. The severe black dress folded down across her chest before a gentle tug slipped it past her protruding nipples, and it fell to her waist. Pushing it down was an easy move, and the dress landed in a perfect circle around her feet. Gina shuddered as she posed naked for Margo, whose gaze swept up and down her newly revealed nakedness. The woman on the bed licked her lips and then nodded toward the desk under the mirror where the strap-on sat, minding its own business. Gina could now see the method in the madness of Margo getting her to remove the straps that held the device in place. She now knew where those straps went on her own body. As she buckled it around her waist, the fake phallus hung heavy from the front. Finally, she drew the other strap between her legs and cinched it tight behind her before turning around to face the woman on the bed. She caught sight of her reflection in the mirror and almost giggled. The fake cock sticking out in front of her and bobbing every time she moved just looked ridiculous. Margo was watching her through hooded eyes, her mouth open as she waited for Gina to complete her preparations. Her murmur of appreciation told Gina the woman wanted this. “Is this what you want?” She still wanted confirmation. “Yes, mistress.” Her breathy, almost breathless response was all the confirmation Gina needed. Margo was still deep in her submissive fantasy. Moving to the head of the bed, she kneeled on the covers and brought the fake dick close to Margo’s mouth. “It needs to be wet, so suck it.” She shivered at the corniness but couldn’t help staring down as Margo shuffled closer to her and then took the tip of the cock in her open mouth. Her tongue flicked out, bathing the first couple of inches in her saliva before taking it deeper. Her tongue was working overtime as she worked on getting the thing wet. It felt strange to Gina, not anything she’d experienced before, and of course, she couldn’t directly feel what Margo was doing as she seemed to worship the fake phallus with her mouth. After a few more seconds, Gina pulled back, extracting the now dripping-wet dildo from Margo’s mouth, satisfied it was wet enough for the main event. She scooted down the bed, and as Margo spread her legs apart, she shuffled in between them. Margo brought her knees up, changing the angle of her pelvis, and struggled up onto her elbows so she could watch as Gina penetrated her. This time, Gina couldn’t hold back the giggle. “You do realize I haven’t used one of these before, right?” Margo sniffed, realizing Gina was breaking character for a reason. “You’ll do good, sweetie. You always do.” She paused, and it was as if a film came down over her eyes as she fell back into character herself. “Now, fuck me, mistress, fuck me good and hard.” There was one thing Gina could do to make this work better. “Put it in, yourself. Put it in.” Enlisting Margo’s help seemed like the best idea. As Gina shuffled closer, Margo reached down and grabbed hold of the fake cock, pulling Gina closer still. She angled the end of the cock down and lined it up with her opening. As Gina pushed forward, she felt a little resistance, and then it slid in. She’d used a dildo before, both on herself and on another woman, but never quite like this. Before, it had been her hand getting the tactile responses. Now, those responses were being distributed via the straps into the lower body. Margo kept her hand wrapped around the base of the cock, making sure Gina couldn’t press it in too hard or too far too soon. It was a sensible precaution; Gina was struggling to get the feel of the device. She started to pump her hips, peering down to watch as the first three inches or so of the fake prick slid in and out of Margo’s outer lips. She could feel the pressure back against her own mound as the resistance within Margo increased the deeper she went. Was this what it felt like for a guy? Surely not, surely there was more to it. Shaking her head to clear the introspection, Gina concentrated on the job at hand. She could feel the resistance to each stroke lessening, so she reached down and gently peeled Margo’s fingers from the base of the cock. Marog fell back onto the bed, her breath coming in sharp pants as she waited for Gina to thrust home. Gina had no such intention; she wanted to tease the other woman for a few moments first. She eased it a little further into her and reached out with her hands to grab Margo’s knees. She pulled up and pushed out at the same time, widening the gap between her legs and splaying them out to the sides. Marog let out an earthy moan, and her hips started to move as Gina pressed a little harder. Looking down, she could see she only had about an inch to go. Margo had sensibly not picked too large an attachment for the strap-on. It was big enough to do the job, though, and as Gina pressed in as far as the rubber base of the cock, she felt Margo start to tremble. Suddenly, the other woman started to shake and squirm, her hips churning. It became harder to move the cock, so Gina guessed her internal muscles were clamping down on the intruder as the orgasm ran its course. She held still, letting the climax wash over and through the IT consultant, and then, as she stopped moaning and lay there panting for breath, Gina started moving again.

It wasn’t doing anything for her, but it was clearly driving the client to the edge of distraction. She’d stayed upright so far, making sure she could control the appendage and not slip out or, heaven forbid, slip out and penetrate the wrong orifice. Margo might like that but probably wouldn’t. Now confident in her ability to control it, She dropped forward, placing her hands on either side of Margo’s prone body and leaning down so she could capture one of those long nipples with her mouth. Margo moaned again, her hips bucking against the driving phallus as she tried to match Gina’s rhythm. As she sucked on the nipple and then scraped it with her teeth, she felt Margo arch her back to press more of her tit flesh into Gina’s mouth. At the same time, her hands dropped to the back of Ginas’ head, cradling her and holding her in place. Gina continued to thrust, feeling the fake cock sliding in and out with less and less resistance. Guessing Margo was getting close again, she pressed a little harder, letting the base thump against the other woman with each penetration. The combination was too much for Margo, who almost instantly came again, and once more, Gina was still as the orgasm ran its course. Then, she started up again, repeating what had so far worked but trying to add a little variation by swaying her own hips from side to side with every thrust. Beneath her, Margo thrashed and moaned and panted her way to another orgasm before letting go of Gina’s head and choking out one word. “Enough.” It was clear Margo had had enough of the fake cock, which was music to Gina’s ears. She most definitely had, too. Pulling out, she crawled off the end of the bed and then stood still for a moment, making sure she was doing what her client wanted. Margo was watching her through lowered lids. Standing facing her, she slowly unbuckled the device before standing the dripping wet phallus on the desk in front of the mirror. She was surprised that she was breathing so hard herself; she hadn’t been anywhere near turned on by that experience. The fact that her client had had three orgasms gave her a certain level of satisfaction, but it wasn’t quite the same thing. “Strip the stockings, lose the shoes.” Margo seemed to have done a sudden one-eighty. She was no longer submissive, wanting Gina in charge. As she swung her long legs off the bed, she was the one giving the orders. Gina swallowed hard but stood still, understanding Margo wasn’t finished; she had just had enough of being fucked by the fake dick. She still wanted more, something else. Something that required Gina to be nude. Losing the shoes and stockings didn’t take long, but Gina made as much of a performance of their removal as she could. Leaving them lying there in the middle of the floor, she straightened up to see Margo had moved closer to her. The other woman leaned in and planted a soft kiss on her lips. “Time for you to get your reward, sweetie. Time for me to revert to my normal personality.” “Oh?” Gina swallowed hard, understanding Margo now wanted to be the one in charge, her normal day-to-day modus operandi. “Go and run the shower warm; I think we need to get clean.” Her dirty chuckle left Gina in no doubt she was about to be sexually stimulated in the shower. Ducking into the bathroom, she made sure there were enough towels piled on the vanity and then turned the shower on, letting the water quickly run to temperature over her outstretched hand. A couple of moments later, Margo appeared in the doorway, and Gina gasped. She hadn’t really expected it, but it appeared Margo knew exactly what she wanted to do. Wearing the strap-on, Margo let it bob obscenely in front of her. “On your knees, sweetie. Time for you to make sure this thing is properly lubricated. Can’t have it entering you dry under the shower, can we?” Gina shuddered but did as she was told. At least the sprung floor of the wet room style bathroom wasn’t too hard on her knees. The fake cock was dripping wet from Margo’s consecutive orgasms, but it was obvious the woman wanted to feed that to her before fucking her with it. How that was going to work, given how tall Margo was, was something Gina didn’t want to contemplate. Her own mantra was coming back to haunt her. Every satisfaction. She shuddered again. Every satisfaction, indeed.
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As the front door whispered open, Gina looked up and gave her warmest welcoming smile. “Gentlemen, welcome to the Martown. Do you have reservations?” The three young guys seemed to almost stumble over each other and each other’s cases as they tried to get to the desk first. The fair-haired six-footer beat the other two, but not by much. Gina suppressed a giggle and waited for him to speak. “We have reservations, doll, for sure.” He grinned at her, but she could see he was swaying slightly from side to side. She cocked an eyebrow at him as she waited for more information. She’d been addressed by many labels while on duty, most of them complimentary. Doll, though, was a new one, or rather, one she hadn’t heard for a while. She thought about acting affronted by it but didn’t betray her thoughts. “What my gauche friend is trying to say is, yes, we have reservations, Reuben, Shaw, and Francis. Do you need the reference numbers?” At least the guy in the middle hadn’t left his manners packed in his suitcase. The guy who’d just spoken peered at her, reading her name tag. “Sorry, Gina, my friend here needs to sober up a little. Too many drinks on the train. He’ll be fine once we get some coffee down him. I’ll make sure he comes down and apologizes for that.” “There’s no need. I’ve been called a lot worse.” He shrugged. “Can’t see why. You are actually gorgeous, you know.” She couldn’t help the blush that rose to her cheeks as the other two watched on. Mister Smooth, the operator in the middle, was enjoying the way his two friends, almost worshipping his chat-up style. Gina went through the checkin process, and it turned out the inebriated guy was Reuben, the smooth guy in the middle was Shaw, and the quiet guy at the back was Francis. All three of them were staring at her, with the tallest, Reuben, clearly trying to get a peek down the front of her blouse. All three young men were definitely undressing her with their eyes. She shivered; their appraisal was refreshingly frank and probably a product of their youth. It was more than the kind of stare she was used to. Having booked them into their three adjoining rooms at the far end of the same floor as her own room, she watched as they headed for the elevators. Only once the elevator door had slid closed did she allow the smile to slip. Of all the bookings she’d been looking at as potential prospects for her sideline, those three, or rather, any one of them, had been her best prospect. However, they were all too young. She doubted any of them were over the age of twenty-two. Ah well, a night in with a bottle of wine and Netflix beckoned. Ten minutes later, the elevator whispered open, and the third guy emerged on his own. He checked around to make sure the reception was otherwise deserted, then smiled at her as he crossed the intervening space back to the desk. “Is there a problem, Mister Francis?” She smiled at him, letting her warmth shine through. “A little one, yes.” “What can I do to help?” “Well, my father slipped me this when he knew where we were staying.” He brought his hand up from inside his pocket, and she caught sight of the corner of a business card. It was a very distinctive design, one she knew very well. He was being extremely discreet, but he had quite a determined look on his face. “Only the access code doesn’t work. I was wondering if you could refresh it for me.” Gina couldn’t prevent the blush lighting her face as she put two and two together. Francis wasn’t that unusual a surname, so she’d made no connection between this guy and the prominent lawyer of the same name who’d used her extra-curricular services. She had to think quickly. The guy was being discreet, and he was quite cute. Cuter than most of her clients, including his father. On the other hand, he was young, a lot younger than she would normally let book her. Still, if she offended him, then there was the chance he would relay that to his father, who had promised to book her the next time he and his colleague, Halliday, stopped at the hotel. After three such visits in the last few weeks, they were quickly becoming lucrative clients. One final point, he wasn’t here alone; he had two mates with him, and one of them seemed quite pissed already. That was potentially a red flag. “Just for you, sir?” He chuckled. “Maybe, and maybe not.” She let her smile slip and bit her lip. There were risks involved, but the risk of not doing anything was probably greater. Francis leaned closer. “Don’t worry, Reuben will be sober by the time you clock off. You have my word on it. He shouldn’t drink on an empty stomach. Besides, we booked to stay here because…” He had the grace to look slightly embarrassed. That decided it for Gina. She didn’t really want to tackle all three, but there wasn’t really any other option.  Against her better judgment, but not wanting to risk a lucrative and probably long-term client by refusing his son, she slipped her hand in her jacket pocket and fished out one of the cards. He was right; the one-time access code on the card his father had given him had expired. He needed a new one that would work for no more than twenty-four hours after it was first used. “I’ll walk if he’s still drunk.” “Understood.” “The red lines on the website are real red lines.” “Again, understood. You have nothing to worry about. We’re actually good guys.” He winked, pocketed the card, spun on his heel, and headed for the elevator. Gina turned back to face the front door as it whispered open to admit her next guest to checkin. Thirty minutes later, the alarm pinged on her cell, notifying her she’d just had a booking come through. She was in the middle of dealing with a coach party, so she had to wait quite a while before she could check the booking details. It made her blanche, but she’d known what she was probably letting herself in for when she handed the young guy her card.     The instructions on the booking were very specific. She shuddered a little at the implication that they wanted the hotel receptionist look. Still, keeping her jacket and skirt meant she wouldn’t stand out as she walked the width of the hotel to their rooms. The underwear underneath and the ultra-thin blouse might be a bit of a giveaway, but the client got what they specified, and nothing they asked for was a problem for her wardrobe. At least the time between clocking off and the time of the booking gave her a chance to shower and get her makeup just right. She didn’t normally pile her hair on top of her head when she was in uniform, preferring a ponytail, but the client had asked for that more sophisticated look, so that was what the client got. She’d worn that same style enough times around the hotel in the course of her normal duties for it not to look suspicious. As she walked along the corridor, she could feel the butterflies in her stomach taking flight. She’d rarely been with three guys at the same time. It was a very expensive option on the website for obvious reasons, but it wasn’t an entirely new experience either. The three of them being in their early twenties was, though. She didn’t tend to take bookings from guys that young, let alone from three of them. She shuddered. It might be an expensive night but she was pretty sure she was going to earn every cent. She knew Francis was the one in the corner suite, the larger room, and that had been the room on the booking. The door opened even before she knocked. He must have been looking for her through the spy hole. She painted on her receptionist’s smile. “Housekeeping reported you had a problem, sir?” He was keeping his body part-way covered behind the door. She guessed why but needed the confirmation, anyway. As she stepped inside, she found herself confronted by three naked penises. Two on the guys standing in front of the bed, both normal size and quite flaccid. The third one, right next to her, appeared to be of a similar size to that of his father. She blushed a little and maintained a smile. “Thank you, gentlemen.” She giggled. “If you want, you can put them away for now.” All three did exactly that as she moved over to the corner table next to the window and picked up the envelope. She quickly flicked through it, confirming they were all roughly the right denomination and the envelope was the right thickness. Tucking it inside her purse, she left the purse on the table as she turned back to the three guys. “Gentlemen, I intend to provide every satisfaction, but I will not be crossing any redlines.” She was giving them one final warning; no way was she going to be taken airtight by the three of them. They all nodded as they broke into grins. The tallest of the three, the fair-haired guy who’d been drunk when they checked in, rose to his feet and moved over to her. Grabbing her hand, he bussed his lips over the back of her hand. “My way of apologizing for my behavior earlier. I shouldn’t have been drinking on an empty stomach. As you can see, I’m sober enough now to appreciate the fact you truly are a doll.” Gina tried not to giggle at the strangely old-fashioned apology. It was, if anything, even more incongruous given what would shortly be happening in the room. She was pretty sure she wasn’t blushing, but the guys were grinning at her, so maybe she was. Reuben moved back, allowing Francis to move forward. “No doubt you’re wondering what we would like you to do.” “You mean strip and fuck like a bunny or get stripped and fucked like a doll?” He chuckled. “Neither, as it happens. No, you have a rather more important task to help us with.” “Oh?” “Yeah. You’re here to help us hone our skillset in seducing a young woman out of her clothes. Not that we’ll be covering much in the way of theory. No, this is going to be a very hands-on practical demonstration.” He paused and grabbed her hands. “A practical demonstration of how to kiss her out of her clothes and then maneuver her naked, aroused body to the bed.” Gina swallowed and tilted her head back a little to look up into his eyes. Reuben might be the tallest of the three, but they were all taller than her. “Kiss me out of my clothes? That’s a new one on me.” She giggled to show she wasn’t raising any kind of objection. “I aim to please.” Before she could think of anything else to say, and before any of the guys spoke again, Francis pulled on her hands, pulling her close to him. Letting go of her hands, he swept her into a hug. With her face already turned up so she could look into his face, she was already perfectly in place for the first of what promised to be a large number of kisses. He’d told her enough for her to know what he expected from her. He wanted her to kiss him back, but not too enthusiastically, at least not yet. She put her hands loosely on his back and closed her eyes as his lips met hers. She didn’t open her mouth to him straight away; she just waited for him to guide her to do what he wanted. It was a nice change of pace after her last few bookings, which had been a lot more forceful. After a couple of seconds, she felt his mouth open, and when his tongue flicked out to lick at her lips, she let hers part, too. Not wide open, not aggressively, but enough to show she was responding. He used his tongue to massage over her lips but didn’t try to press further. After a little bit longer doing that, he broke the kiss and let go of her, backing away. Immediately, Shaw jumped up from the bed and moved to take his place. They were going to get a rest between each kiss, but she clearly wasn’t going to be given any chance to take a break. Shaw’s kiss was a little harder right from the get-go, his tongue more insistent. She opened wider and clutched him tighter, understanding without being told what they wanted. His tongue tickled her teeth before seeking hers. She gave herself over to the kiss, letting him explore her mouth but not doing much more. After a little while, he broke off the kiss, and she half-turned as she sensed Reuben approaching from the side. He, too, kissed her, his tongue taking immediate possession of her mouth. Again, with each kiss, the level of passion ramped up. By the time he finished, she was breathing hard. Then, it was Francis’ turn again. His hands went behind her back while she, responding to the cues she’d been given, wrapped hers around the back of his neck. One of his hands slid down her side and then around to the front, rubbing over her stomach. She moaned softly into his mouth, letting him feel her growing arousal. As a result, the kiss lasted longer, with his hand sliding up to cup her breast through her several layers of clothing. He didn’t squeeze, just held her like that before breaking the kiss and stepping back. She was still panting when Shaw stepped back into the fray. She was surprised they were changing the sequence and not keeping the same one, but they were obviously arranging it on the fly or had prearranged it. Certainly, as far as she was concerned, they didn’t need a critique or grading on their straight-A’s early seduction techniques. Shaw had a firmer grip on her breast, while his kiss was once harder, pushier, his tongue definitely trying to take possession of her mouth. He was bending her backward, too, making her arch her back to press her breast into his hand. She moaned into the kiss and brought her leg forward to rub against his. Then, it was Rueben’s turn, and he took it a little further. Instead of grabbing her breast as the others had done, he dropped his hand to her hip and then from there around onto her ass. He pulled her lower body into his, and she could feel something noticeably hard pressing against her stomach. She moaned again and once more as the kiss broke, panting for breath. Thankfully, from her point of view, when Francis started to embrace her again, he didn’t go for the kiss. Instead, his head dipped, and he started to nuzzle her neck. One hand cupped her breast once more while his other hand slid down her flank and gently encouraged her to lift her leg and wrap it around the back of his. That, of course, had the result of melding her lower body to his, and she could feel his hard cock pressing against her, just as she had with Shaw’s. The constant kissing and the lack of a break between them were taking a toll on her system. She was hot and getting hotter. Her nipple was responding to the attention her breast was getting, while her opposite nipple was hardening simply in complaint at its compatriot getting all the action. Lower down, she could feel the way her panties had tightened across her mound, a sure sign she was well on the way to getting wet down there. They hadn’t even undone a button or anything yet, and she was already getting hot. They didn’t need any practice that was definite. “Time to change it up for our teacher, I think.” She shivered at the mocking tone in Rueben’s words. They might be calling it a hands-on demonstration but they fully intended to get their money’s worth. Strangely, his mocking tone just made her more determined to live up to, or was that down to, their expectations. Francis’ grip on her thigh tightened, lifting her leg higher. She had to wrap it around his leg to maintain her balance. He continued to nuzzle her neck while Shaw moved around behind her. A moment later, she understood what Reuben’s comment had meant. Shaw was now pressing against her back, his mouth on the opposite side of her neck from Francis’, and his hands were sliding up and down her flanks. Francis leaned back a little, creating a tiny gap between her chest and his. Immediately, Shaw slid his hands into the gap, cupping both her breasts. She let out a hiss but couldn’t stop herself from shivering in reaction. He squeezed them, and she started to writhe seductively between the two male bodies. More importantly, between the two hard cocks. Her movements dragged the front of their pants over the hard protrusions, increasing the stimulation for both guys. Gina let herself smile at the thought of the way she was teasing them. Shaw then pulled his hands away and ran them a little lower, searching for and finding the button on her jacket. It didn’t take him more than a second to flick it through the buttonhole, and Francis pulled back a little to allow the jacket top to swing open. As he stopped nuzzling her neck, he stepped back, and Shaw reached in and pulled the jacket right out to the sides. This exposed the front of her blouse for the first time. The white blouse was, at best, translucent and definitely too thin to be worn for a proper shift at the front desk. It would show her standard white cotton underwear, which she wore for comfort at work. Seeing as she was now wearing red lace underwear that was equally as see-through as the blouse, she knew her nipples were on view. “Fuck me! I knew you were pretty, but you’re fucking amazing.” She could tell Francis meant every syllable of his expletive-laden compliment. Everything stopped in the room as Shaw moved around from behind her to gawk at her somewhat exposed breasts. Not to be left out, Reuben moved close too, staring over Frnacis’s shoulder. She resisted the urge to bring her arms up to cover herself, knowing that would be seen as her being coquettish rather than putting on a display of modesty. She could feel her cheeks heating under the intense scrutiny of all three guys. She suspected the pretense of learning to seduce her out of her clothes might now be over. Given what they could now see, she was pretty sure they’d want to see the rest of the package in double quick time. Her breathing was quick, not quite panting, her nipples hard, and her pussy felt hot. She was sure she was as ready for that as they were. Only they proved her wrong. Rather than descend on her like a pack of starving wolves, Sghaw moved back behind her, put his hands on her shoulders, and gently guided the jacket back and off. As it slid down her arms, she looked back at him. “Fold it, please. I’ve got to wear it tomorrow.” “Not a problem. Shall we do the same with the skirt?” She shivered. “Please.” He was good to his word, draping the jacket over the back of the chair and then reaching to her waist and unzipping the tight uniform skirt. He unzipped and then unfastened the button at the top of the zip and pulled softly at the garment. It hung down but didn’t budge more than a couple of inches. Reuben stepped forward and gently placed his hands on her hips, then pulled down. Slowly and inexorably, the skirt slid down. She double-checked to make sure her underwear wasn’t going down with the skirt, but it stayed in place. Once the skirt hit the floor, she stepped out of it, and Shaw bent down and retrieved it, draping it over the top of her jacket. “Happy, my lady?” She giggled and nodded, surprised by the really old-fashioned but obviously deliberate courtesy. Once more, she stood still as Shaw moved around to join his friends. All three of them were staring at her. She knew how she looked. The blouse hung down to cover the top edge of her underwear but not far enough to cover her crotch. That peeped out from under the hem, encased in red lace that matched the bra. Since there was no layer of cloth covering the front of the panties, they could see a little more through the near-transparent lace. Like most of her panties, she’d removed the extra gusset layer. She knew they could see the line of her shaved slit through the fabric. Below that, the garters bisected the length of her naked thigh down to the tops of the stockings. “Dave was right, you are a fucking doll. An absolute stone fox. You’re wasted on the front desk.” “Oh?” She wasn’t sure which one Shaw was naming. Either Reuben for calling her a doll or Francis for calling her amazing. “You’d make a fortune working on video. You’d be number one on Pornhub in no time at all.” “What makes you think this girl would like to be number one on Pornhub or any other porn site? By the way, you’re well on the way to killing the vibe you’d been building.” She wanted to remind them what their stated aim had been. It didn’t matter too much; being half-naked and surrounded by three cute guys, all of them hard for her was enough to keep her motor running. Reuben chuckled and was the first one to move. As his hug enfolded her, she twisted her head to look up into his face, and as his lips descended to hers, she surrendered to the kiss. She wasn’t surprised when his hands slid down her back and onto her ass, protected now by nothing more than the flimsy lace of her underwear. He squeezed her ass, and she shivered but kissed him harder, letting him know she was happy to let him continue. Of course, she was happy; being treated like this in front of all three of them was turning her on more than she’d expected it to. Reuben gave way to Shaw, who used one hand on her ass but brought the other one up to play with her breasts. Francis was the first one to slip a hand inside the back of her panties.  After that, as Francis stood back, the other two moved in on her together. Not one at the front and one at the back, not this time. Instead, they moved to her sides, pressing against her and using one hand each on her ass and one capturing a breast each. She moaned, unable to prevent a reaction as they both nuzzled her neck. Opening her eyes, she watched through hooded lids as Francis returned to stand in front of her, his hands reaching out to heward her neck. Before she could fully rationalize his intention, he solved that for her by starting to unbutton her blouse. As the other two continued to touch and caress her, he simply smiled as he worked his way down the row of buttons. Each time he undid one, he pulled the two sides of the blouse apart to expose more and more cleavage and the inside slopes of her bra-encased breasts. Not that the bra concealed anything; the lace was far too thin for that. The two guys to either side held her arms trapped against her body, but she didn’t think that was more than a happy accident, well, happy for them, anyway. They were peering down past her neck as they continued to kiss and gently nibble at the sensitive flesh just underneath her ears. She was sure they had a very good view of her breasts, or at least the parts of her breasts not covered by their hands. Behind her, they’d both worked their hands inside the back of her panties, rubbing her bare ass as Francis completed the process of unbuttoning her blouse. The guys let go of her body long enough to allow Francis to throw the blouse back off her shoulders, and then they helped draw it down her arms and off, leaving her in just her barely there scraps of red lace. She knew they could see everything; the lace didn’t cover her in any way, shape, or form. As soon as the blouse hit the floor, Francis stepped close in front of her. He grabbed both sides of her head with his hands and pulled her forward for a kiss. She let her eyes drift closed once more as she felt hands smoothing up and down her sides and back. She didn’t pay too much attention to what they were doing until she felt the elastic of her bra release. She hadn’t even realized they were toying with the catch until after it was undone. Francis released her head but continued to kiss her as he dropped his hands down onto her shoulders. Brushing the straps of her bra off her shoulders was easy, and the other two took over, drawing them down her arms. He backed off a little to allow the guys to draw her bra cups down off her chest, and then the bra joined her blouse on the floor. They didn’t give her any respite, either, the two guys on either side of her simply stooping down, hooking a finger into the elastic of her panties and pulling them down, too. They rolled into a band around her upper thighs, and she moaned into the distracting kiss. A moment later, they were down around her knees, and gravity took over, dropping them to the floor and leaving her naked. Not counting the garter belt stockings and heels. She’d learned they didn’t count. Guys tended to like those left on, and that was one of the reasons she went through so many pairs of stockings. Now that they’d got her naked, the three guys couldn’t resist standing back for a few seconds to look at her. She stood still, her chest heaving as she panted for breath and let them look their fill. It wasn’t a turn-off; the expressions of rapt admiration were enough to keep her furnace running as they stared at her breasts, her mound, and, via the mirror behind her, her ass. “Total fucking stone fox.” “Too right.” “Your father was fucking right. She’s gorgeous. Fuckable.” Gina blushed but was more than a little concerned that it wasn’t just Francis who knew what she had done. Obviously, they all knew that otherwise, why would she be here? No, it was more that it appeared Francis Senior had flapped his gums a bit more than she wanted him to have. There again, maybe it was Francis Junior who had spoken about his father’s recommendation to his son. Either way, the lack of discretion was sobering. She was becoming a little too well-known. Shaw took a step toward her, and the tableau broke. Suddenly, all three were in motion, and a moment later, so was she. One minute, she’d been standing there, letting them use their eyes to drink their fill. The next, she had three pairs of hands on her, touching her everywhere, breasts, back, butt, stomach, pussy, and thighs, as they guided her over to the bed. As they moved, they turned, then gently pushed her back so she sat on the end of the bed. The pressure continued, and she ended up reclining back on her elbows as two heads descended on her, one from either side and their mouths captured her nipples. She couldn’t see the third guy and wasn’t sure which one was which, but she located him a moment later when she put his hands on her knees, guiding her legs apart. She couldn’t help the blush that appeared on her cheeks as he viewed her most intimate area as, her legs spread open to give him an incredible view. That embarrassment faded as he started to nuzzle the inside of her thighs, swapping from one side to the other, but always moving forward toward his obvious ultimate target. She moaned, unable not to react as he lifted her legs onto his shoulders, and then flinched as he brought his mouth to bear on her labia. She whimpered and bucked against him as the two on either side of her bit down on her nipples. How they were coordinating things, she wasn’t sure, but both used their teeth on her nipples at the same time as she felt the guy between her legs extend his tongue and lap at her inner folds. His fingers appeared on either side of her pussy, peeling her open and exposing her very wet channel to his tongue. There was no way to stop the orgasm that bubbled up inside her. She squealed, and one of them left her breast to seal her mouth with his kiss, muffling her screams of pure ecstasy. Her entire body convulsed, but the weight of the three guys held her to the bed and stopped her from thrashing around too much. “Fuck she’s sweet.” The voice sounded far away as her fogged brain tried to reorient itself following the climax. She thought it was Francis who’d been eating her, but she wasn’t absolutely certain. Her eyes slowly regained focus, and she could see the hair of the guy still gently nibbling on her nipple was fair, so that was Reuben. As the other guy returned to her breast, she recognized Shaw, confirming it was Francis who was eating her. He hadn’t stopped either, not worrying about her getting oversensitive following her orgasm; he just continued to use his fingers, mouth, tongue, and even teeth on her. He’d isolated her sensitive clit now and was lashing that with his tongue. Despite having only just cum she was quickly approaching another climax. Sensing they could simply swap out each other and keep this going for an inordinate length of time, she knew she needed to move this on, if for no other reason than she needed to be able to work tomorrow. “I need a cock. Someone feed me a cock.” She tried to sound desperate, but in reality, she wanted to move things on. “Your wish is our command, my lady.” The delivery of the anachronism was spoiled by the chuckle that followed it. Reuben shuffled higher up the bed, leaving her breast wet with his saliva and exposed to the cool, wafted breeze from the air conditioning. That simply stiffened the nipple even further. It wasn’t painful, but it wasn’t far off; it was that hard. She twisted her head toward him as he levered his cock out of his already open fly. It was a nice size but nowhere near the girth of the one she was sure Francis possessed. He took after his father, which had been obvious from the greeting at the door. It didn’t matter, she wanted his cock in her mouth, and that was exactly what she got. As she opened to accept him, he pushed forward, pressing almost half his length into her mouth in one fell swoop. She gagged and then let her muscles settle down. She circled his cock with her teeth, not actually biting his prick, but that circle of teeth told him she could if he didn’t behave. He immediately stopped thrusting and let her take over control of the depth his cock sank into her mouth. She could taste the pre-cum coating his end and sucked hard to take that taste away. He groaned and brought one hand down onto the top of her head. Lower down, Shaw sucked hard on her nipple and then slid his hand over to capture the one Reuben had abandoned. Meanwhile, Francis continued to eat her almost to the point of total distraction. Man, he was good at that, and she couldn’t help splitting her legs wider open to give him the best possible access as he licked and nibbled at her clit. His fingers were in play now, thrusting in and out, and while inside doing that curling thing that pressed against the front wall of her channel, pushing her into sheer animalistic overdrive. Feeling another orgasm coming on, she used one hand to push against Reuben’s chest, expelling him from her mouth. She reached down and grabbed Shaw’s hair with her other hand. When he looked up, she growled out a simple two-word phrase. “More cock.” He grinned at her and then shuffled on the bed, coming closer to her. Within seconds, she had a cock held tightly in each fist as she panted for breath as she came. The orgasm relaxed her grip on both cocks, and both guys pressed closer as her body slowly wound down from the climax. She extended her tongue and let both of them touch her there before reaching back up and grasping both cocks. She lazily jacked one with each hand and then twisted to face Shaw, sucking him about halfway in. She sucked for a few seconds but kept her hand wrapped around his shaft, stopping him from going deeper. Then she turned and repeated the process with Reuben while jacking Shaw. It didn’t take her long to set a rhythm as she traded back and forth between their two cocks. Francis had stopped eating her as soon as she had her second orgasm on his tongue. The bed shifted under her as he moved forward. Lifting her legs, he placed them on his shoulders and pressed forward. She whimpered around Shaw’s cock as she realized his intention but was too far gone, too far into what was happening to her, to raise any real objection. The tip of his magically thick cock pressed against her opening and didn’t stop there. The wisdom of having made her cum twice before pressing his oversized rod into her was now self-evident. She was so wet that he slid in with only minimal discomfort. She was tight around him, and she could feel the way the ridge behind the head grated against the walls of her channel as he slid in, but nothing more than that. Then he started to slide out just as slowly. She moaned and writhed but couldn’t speak as one cock replaced the other in her mouth. Both guys were leaning closer to her now, each of them extending a hand down to her chest to cup a breast each, tweaking and pinching her nipples. Her hips bounced on the bed as Francis completed the slow withdrawal and then pushed back into her. The long, ponderous stroke reminded her how big he was and how full she felt when he was all the way inside her. All thoughts of comparisons with other cocks that had had her went with the wind as she lived in the moment. The fact she was alternating between the two cocks with her mouth while their mate fucked her was clearly working on the psyche of the two guys. It wasn’t going to take them long, not at all. She kept up her rhythm, and it quickly became a race between them and her as to who came next. From the way Francis was plowing into her with a steady but slow rhythm of his own, it was obvious it wouldn’t be him. She could feel the two cocks she had her hands around throbbing, and whenever she put one of them into her mouth, the lucky guy moaned and groaned, and the throbbing increased. She moaned with them, her entire body screaming for a release of her own, one that was rapidly approaching. Reuben came first. Without warning, he jerked his cock out of her hand and pointed it at her face. She whimpered as she realized he was going for a Pornstar finish. Shaw pulled out, too, and as her hand fell to the bed, he started jacking himself. Reuben let loose a string of cum, diagonally across the bridge of her nose. She just managed to shut her eye as the top half of the string splashed right across it. That would have stung, but it effectively glued her eye closed. HE let go another, which landed a little to one side of the first, and she felt the hot, wet stickiness of it fall across her eyebrow. She kept her mouth open, but none of it went near her mouth. With her eyes shut, she couldn’t see what he was doing, but he grunted, and then she felt the tip of his cock press against his cheek before spurting again. This time, he smeared it across her cheek, and she shivered but remained still for them, not that she could have moved much with Francis still on top of her. As Reuben rolled away, it was Shaw’s turn. “Time to paint your face, sweetie.” She grimaced at the corny line, knowing he was saying it purely for effect. She had clients who liked to degrade her toward the end or just after, and she wasn’t a fan of it. She tolerated it, though, with a simple mantra. Think of the money, think of the money. That’s what she did now as Shaw let loose in the same way as Reuben had, albeit from the other side. The first string started at her nose and then went up over her otherwise clear eye, over her forehead, and she was pretty sure up above her hairline. His second spurt went higher still, starting on her forehead and definitely up into her hair. Whether she liked it or not, she would have to shower before she left the room. There was no way she could consider walking up the hotel corridor with a guy’s goo dripping out of her hair. All the while, Francis continued to pound away at her, his cock pressing against her insides and driving her to distraction, stopping her thinking about the mess the two guys had just made of her makeup and now her hair. “Fuck her good, fella.” “Make the bitch cum.” She wanted to glare at the two men for making comments like that. The one thing she prided herself on was never being a bitch, so that comment in particular stung. She knew they were doing it deliberately, trying to goad her into more and more. It was working as she redoubled her efforts, churning her hips furiously as Francis sped up. Her hands fisted the bedding, straining with every fiber of her body to be what he wanted, a good fuck. The orgasm burst over her, and her body stiffened as she cried out and then spasmed as the waves of pleasure flowed through her. She panted for air and was only partially aware of her surroundings for several seconds. She felt her body moving, her legs falling back to the bed as her hips rotated. Her pussy felt strange; then she realized why it was empty. She couldn’t open her eyes to see why, but movement above her told her Francis hadn’t finished and was planning to do something else. Suddenly, there was a pair of hands on either side of her breasts, pushing them together, and then something hot and heavy pressed into her artificially deepened cleavage and started to slide up and down. Francis was titty-fucking her, and there was nothing she could do to stop him. His cock was slick with her juices, clearly not needing any additional lubrication. She couldn’t open her eyes to see the goo the other two had painted her face with, which was gluing her eyes shut. They were helping their mate, holding her breasts together to create the channel for him. His slow strokes quickly grew faster. Faster and longer until the tip of his cock bounced off her chin. Without stopping to think about how slutty it made her look, she depressed her chin and opened her mouth to extend her tongue. The next thrust hit her tongue rather than her chin, and the one after that pressed the tip of his cock against her mouth. She moaned and arched her back, trying to increase the pleasure for both of them. She knew, though, from the feel of his cock throbbing against her skin, that, like his friends, he wasn’t going to last much longer. It was obvious, too, he intended to replicate the Pornstar finish his friends had given her. She was going to end up with three lots of cum coating her face. “Paint the slut’s face. Paint it good.” She shuddered at the derogatory term, but with her eyes shut because of the goo coating them, she couldn’t really do anything about it. Francis pulled away, moving suddenly, and she knew why. She couldn’t feel his cock anymore, so the moment the first string of his cum hit her made her jump a little. It wasn’t aimed at her face, although she wasn’t sure if that was by luck or judgment. Instead, it splashed down across her breasts. Starting in between them and then up and over one nipple. She distinctly felt the hot, thick liquid coat her turgid nipple. It made her shudder. The next eruption coated her other breast, and then the third one hit her chin and continued up over her parted lips and onto her nose. He was clearly moving up her body, and the next shot hit her nose and dripped down into her eye socket, while the next one splashed her forehead. She didn’t feel anymore, but the way her hair suddenly felt heavy and a little damp told me he’d crowned her head rather more than the other two had. She tried not to grimace but concentrated on licking her lips to draw down the taste of him. “Awesome, dude, fucking awesome.” The sound of a series of high-fives echoed around the room. She waited for the mutual backslapping to die down.  “Can someone get me a tissue so I can open my eyes?” Shaw’s chuckle was distinctive, so she recognized him as the one laughing. “Nah, sweetie. I think we just kick you out now and let you find your own way back to your own room as you are.” She glared in roughly his direction and mouthed the word ‘Bastard!’ Her breathing accelerated. She didn’t think they would, but if they did, her reputation and probably her job would be completely toast. One of the others leaned in and pressed something into her hand. It felt like a tissue, so she mopped her face with it, allowing her to open her eyes. Her left one stung a little; obviously, she hadn’t got that side fully clean. She glared at the guy who’d handed her a tissue, surprised to find it had been Shaw, the guy who’d taunted her. She allowed her smile to reform. “Thank you. Maybe you are more of a gentleman than you pretend to be.” “No problem, sweetie.” She struggled to sit up and then looked at her reflection in the mirror on the other side of the room. She looked an absolute mess, sweaty and bedraggled and with cum dripping all over her. She’d known Francis, in particular, had deposited a big load, but it was even more than she’d thought. “Impressive, but am I going to be allowed to have a shower?” Francis grinned at her. “That depends.” “On?” “On what you’re using as a bargaining tool.” She didn’t need anyone to draw her a map to tell her they didn’t want her to shower and then leave. Seeing as her only bargaining tool was her body, she didn’t need anyone to tell her she wasn’t yet done for the evening. The young guys might be a little lacking in terms of stamina, but their recovery rate would, no doubt, be off the charts. It was the main reason she tended to avoid the younger spectrum of clients. “Well, I think there’s only one thing I’ve got as a bargaining chip, don’t you?” She smiled and subtly arched her back to push her breasts forward. At the same time, she subtly spread her legs slightly apart, exposing her used pussy. That, at least, wasn’t messy like her chest, face, and hair. “I think you’ve got two.” “Two?” Francis licked his lips in an obvious reference to what he wanted next. It didn’t surprise her; she was pretty sure that he’d want her mouth the next time around, while the other two would want her pussy. She smiled wider. “After that experience, I guess it’ll be a fair swap. As long as this shower and what follows also includes another shower after that.” “I think that’s fair, don’t you guys?” The answering grins were beaming wide ones. “However, for the second shower, you’ll have to pay a small price.” “Which is?” She let her smile fade. “We get to watch you in the shower, and you’re not allowed to leave the bathroom until you’ve cum. Both times.” Gina swallowed hard. “You kinky shits. You want to watch.” Francis chuckled. “Maybe watch, or maybe join in.” She shuddered again. “Deal.”
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