
        
            
                
            
        

    Hard times make for hard choices. Diana is about to lose everything she’s worked eight years to achieve. Her friend Ashley offers her a chance to save herself, possibly at the cost of losing herself—will she take it? Should she?
And then, against all odds, she meets her soul mate, Gavin Neal. He’s gorgeous, sexy, and everything a woman could want. But can he give up his globe-trotting, a new-woman-every-night ways for her? Can he forgive the lifestyle she’s adopted in order to make ends meet? Is their love strong enough to make him want to try?
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Part 1
Drowning In Debt
 



 
 
 
Chapter One
 
 
Diana Hudson tossed a package of pre-washed, pre-packaged salad greens into her grocery cart and mentally added the price to the total running in her head. The stark realization that the seven dollars in her wallet and the fifty in her checking account were all that was left to get her through the end of the month made her shake her long hair with disbelief. But it was undeniably true. 
She took a deep breath, determined to stick to the resolution she made before leaving the house today: a negative outlook guarantees a negative outcome—stay positive and you’ll have a positive day. 
I am staying positive! Diana mentally coached. 
She ignored the yummy-looking green table grapes that were way overpriced at three ninety-nine a pound, concentrating instead on whether to buy a small cantaloupe or a pound of tomatoes-on-the-vine, both selling for a much more reasonable dollar and ninety-nine cents each.
Letting myself get frustrated at the supermarket because I’m on such a tight budget always puts me in a bad mood. But I’m wise to that controlling behavior and I’m not letting it drive me into a funk anymore!
Diana was still giving herself a pat on the back for identifying a potential negative mental pitfall and dealing with it when she glanced up from the melons and abruptly realized that the slender, attractive blonde girl just ahead of her in the aisle looked very familiar. She watched as the younger woman selected a large package of outrageously overpriced gourmet mushrooms and casually dropped them into her cart before moving off towards the meat counter at the rear of the store.
That is Ashley Montclair isn’t it? Diana asked herself. It must be. It looks just like her.
Looking just like Ashley Montclair was definitely a good thing. She was about five-eight, lanky in all the right places and voluptuous in the other places where voluptuous looked good. Diana thought about her young friend for a moment and pegged Ashley’s current age at twenty-two.
Intrigued by her ex-protégé’s apparent ability to buy pricey non-essentials like exotic mushrooms without a second thought—while she was left agonizing over melons versus tomatoes—Diana pushed her cart up the aisle and watched as the slightly bored-looking young girl in the beautiful designer blouse and jeans outfit picked out a family-sized package of filet mignons and put them into her cart. When she turned and started down the next row, the liquor aisle, Diana followed at a discreet distance. 
Ashley, who had been a new real estate licensee last year and had worked for a time under Diana’s tutelage, said something to a clerk who was busily shelving bottles of bulk wine nearby. After a brief conversation, the young man got out his key and opened the display cabinet containing all of the really expensive bottles of liquor.
The girl quickly selected an aged cognac that had to cost at least fifty dollars, a single-malt scotch Diana had regularly bought for herself, back when she could still afford it, and then topped off her liquor purchases with a large bottle of Grand Marnier, at eighty dollars. Diana knew the exact cost of the orange-flavored liqueur as well, because in happier, more affluent times, she had also stocked it in her own liquor cabinet at home.
Ashley left our office last year, just when the housing market was really starting to tank because she couldn’t make a living with us,
Diana remembered, watching the girl arrange all of the top-shelf brands in her cart. 
She said she had a chance to go to work for a broker who offered a more liberal commission plan, better advertising support—in short, a better chance for a rookie like her to make it in a tough market—than we could provide.
Glancing wistfully down into her own sparsely groceried basket, she wondered just who this miracle broker might be. 
Diana Hudson was twenty-nine years old and had worked for Bobby Carstairs, owner of Bobby Carstairs and Associates Real Estate, ever since she’d first gotten her license. She had been about Ashley’s age at that time and had never, until this very moment, entertained the idea of working anywhere else.
But it was quite obvious to her that Ashley Montclair had discovered a broker who—even in this almost nonexistent sales market—was somehow managing to furnish his associates with a much better chance to close deals and make money than Bobby Carstairs was currently able to offer. Diana glanced down again at the paltry items in her cart and quickly made up her mind.
Shoving the shopping basket to one side, she abandoned it and followed Ashley. She could buy lettuce and melons whenever she wanted. 
As she edged her way up to the front of the aisle, she saw that Ashley was now second in line at a checkout stand, two cash registers down, waiting to pay for her upscale purchases. Diana made her way past the younger girl, careful not to draw her attention as she slipped outside and took up a position behind a big four-wheel-drive truck parked just up the first row of cars. From there, she could watch both of the big supermarket’s entry doors.
As soon as Ashley emerged from the store and started unloading the bags into her car, Diana intended to bump into her by accident. Then she planned to maneuver the conversation around to the point where Ashley would mention the name of the company where she worked.
It was a bright, clear, early-spring afternoon, and it wasn’t unpleasant, standing in the warm sunshine, waiting for Ashley to come outside. But Diana was, after all, a real estate saleswoman by profession, not an ambush reporter. With each second that ticked by, she became a little more nervous, a little more uncomfortable with the ruse she was planning.
This is silly! She told herself after a few more uneasy minutes had crept by. I should end this craziness and just go back inside and buy my meager groceries and go home!
But just at that moment, she spotted the younger girl wheeling her cart and its cargo of two brown shopping bags out the exit near the spot where she was nervously pacing behind the truck. Ashley appeared to be headed for the aisle of cars two rows over.
And how much longer are you going to be able to keep that home or buy any groceries at all if you don’t do something to bring in more cash pretty soon? Diana asked herself sternly.
Squaring her shoulders, she took a deep breath and stepped out from behind the truck, attempting to appear casual and at ease as she moved over to the row of parked cars where Ashley was unloading her purchases. As she strolled up, the girl had just set the second of the two brown shopping bags into the spacious trunk of a brand new, pearl-gray Lexus LS 10—a car that Diana had longingly window-shopped not long ago, one that she knew started in the $60,000 range. 
“Ashley! Is that you?” she said, doing her best to sound surprised as she came up to the blonde girl, who had just closed the trunk lid.
Ashley turned, recognized her, and stopped cold. After a long pause, her pretty face broke into a hesitant smile. “Diana…how wonderful to see you—how have you been?”
“I’ve been great!” she lied out of long-ingrained habit. A true saleswoman to the core, she always told everyone she was doing great, no matter how awful things really were.
Pretending to have just noticed the fabulous new car, she made a show of admiring it, smiling up at her young acquaintance. “You appear to have been doing pretty well yourself, kiddo. What brokerage are you with now…maybe I should get you to introduce me to them?”
Ashley looked momentarily taken aback by that idea, but she quickly recovered. She shook her long, golden tresses no and replied with a laugh, “Oh, I doubt you’d ever leave Bobby Carstairs, Diana. You’re like a fixture there. Plus, you’ve got that huge client base built up with Bobby. You’ve sold starter houses to young couples buying their very first place and then helped them trade up into bigger houses as the kids came along later. Why would you ever switch companies?” 
Diana stood smiling back woodenly at the younger girl for a moment, a thousand thoughts tumbling through her head, most of them too embarrassing to share with Ashley. 
Why, indeed…

Well, for starters, when she’d first gotten into real estate sales, an old pro in Bobby’s office had taken her aside and patiently explained to her that she needed to establish three savings accounts, as firewalls against slow sales periods, as well as an IRA investment account for retirement, as soon as she’d made enough money to afford to do so. The first savings account had held fifteen-hundred dollars. The second had totaled twenty-five hundred. And the last one had held thirty-five hundred dollars. 
The fifty dollars currently in her checking account and the seven in her wallet represented all remained of her third, and last, emergency account. 
Her IRA still had a few thousand in it. She hadn’t touched that one yet.
But once she cashed it in, at her on-going rate of monthly expenses, not only would she be in hot water with the IRS over the taxes due on the IRA, in less than three months time she would also be stone-broke. She’d be homeless, jobless, and either walking or taking the bus, if something positive didn’t happen. And it had to happen damned soon too!
“Things change,” she blurted to Ashley as she attempted to briefly push back that nightmare scenario, which had been her constant companion for days on end now. 
She stepped in a little closer to the younger girl—who was staring inquisitively at her, no doubt wondering why it was taking her so long to answer a simple question—and confided in a low tone, “I didn’t ever think I’d consider leaving Bobby either, Ash. But it’s very slow out there right now!”
Glancing wistfully at the expensive car and then back to her ex-protégé, she made a conscious effort to sound more upbeat as she suggested brightly, “Why don’t we go somewhere and have a drink and talk about old times and new opportunities? I’m just dying to know who this new super-broker you’ve hooked up with is and how he’s managing to move anything at all in
this
market!”
Ashley started to beg off—Diana read it instantly. She had been dealing with people who were about to say no for long enough to recognize the telltale no sale body language.
But then the tall blonde stopped, wordlessly closed her mouth and stepped back, eying Diana from head to toe, almost as if she were appraising a property—as if she were seeing her for the first time and carefully evaluating
what she saw.
“You still look good, Di,” she commented enigmatically after yet another long pause. She seemed to reach some sort of conclusion and slowly nodded her agreement.
“Okay, I’ve got some time today. Let’s go back to my place and maybe have a drink or two and chat. It’s not far from here. Do you want to ride over with me or follow in your car?”
“Uh, okay,” Diana said, straining to sound nonchalant and keep the excitement out of her voice. “I’ll follow you. My car is just one aisle over.”
Diana turned away to step between two parked cars, intending to cut through to the row where her three-year-old, leased Mercedes was parked, when she suddenly felt Ashley’s hand fall lightly on her shoulder. Turning back, she found the girl’s icy blue eyes boring pointedly into her own soft brown ones.
“Before we do this…” Ashley said, “I need to know something.”
“Wha-what’s that?” Diana stammered, caught off guard by Ashley’s hard stare. 
“Just how broke are you and how badly do you want to get back on your feet?”
Diana’s first impulse was to deny that anything was wrong. She had to stop herself from boasting defensively about how she was still one of the top sales producers at Carstairs and Associates, and insisting that she had only wanted to chat with Ashley about the other brokerage firm because she was curious—nothing more.
But Ashley’s gaze stopped her cold. It was intense, much more focused and…hard-looking than she remembered from the girl’s brief time in their office. It was as if Ashley had grown up during the past year and become an adult businesswoman who had no time for lies or evasions or any of the girlish softness Diana had seen in her when she’d worked with her before.
“I’m going to lose everything I’ve got if I can’t turn it around soon, Ash,” she finally found herself confessing with a huge sigh, her eyes darting away from the younger woman’s in her embarrassment. “I haven’t made anything but chickenfeed in months and months!”
To her surprise, Ashley flashed a big grin. “That’s cool, Di. Don’t worry about it. I may be able to help after all. Come on. Follow me over to my place, okay?”
 



 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
It turned out that Ashley now lived in a small, elegant high-rise apartment building that had always been one of Diana’s favorite structures in the city. Located a few blocks from the supermarket where they’d met, in one of the most exclusive, old-money sections of town, it stood like a beacon of wealth and sophistication amid the acres of sprawling suburban estates surrounding it.
The old building was only twelve stories high, but seemed taller. Tucked as it was among tree lined city streets filled with single and two story ranch-style homes, Tudors, and Colonials with their half-century old, carefully clipped and maintained ivy facades and rose gardens—the Chancellery Apartments had been built back in the early nineteen fifties with the most stylish and wealthiest of the city’s elite in mind. The sprawling single-family estates that now encircled it had grown slowly outward around it, leaving it the only apartment building amid a sea of urban estates within this exclusive section of the city.
“This is such a fabulous old building!” Diana remarked, stepping from the elevator on the tenth floor with Ashley leading the way.
“You must be doing very well, to be living here. There was always a waiting list that went on, like, forever for apartments in this building. And now that it’s gone condo, there’s almost never a sales listing.”
Ashley stepped down the hallway two doors and slipped her key into the lock. She held the door open for Diana.
“You’re right, I was quite lucky to get this place. It’s on a long sublet from the couple that owns it. His firm promoted him to senior vice-president at their New York headquarters, so he had to relocate temporarily. When he eventually retires someday, he and his wife intend to move back here. But until then, it’s all mine.”
The tall blonde beauty led Diana into a gorgeous living room with a glass sliding door along the far wall, which overlooked a spacious balcony-patio surrounded by a black wrought iron railing. Both the slider and the patio offered a stunning view of the eastern half of the city. The canopy of old growth trees that lined the posh residential streets below them swept away into the distance like a lush green carpet. 
Ashley sat her purse on the coffee table and went over to an ornate antique cabinet that showed a rainbow of different colored liquor bottles behind two leaded, stained-glass doors. “What’s your pleasure, Di? I’ve got just about everything, I think.” 
“Uh, whatever you’re having will be fine,” she answered absently, still checking out this beautifully decorated aerie above the city and the marvelous late-afternoon view through the big glass slider.
There was a soft knock on the front door. Ashley stepped away from the liquor cabinet went over to open it.
“Just anywhere on the kitchen counter would be fine, Carlos,” she told the young uniformed doorman who was standing in the hallway, the two grocery bags in hand.
With a courteous smile, the handsome Latino carried the bags inside and disappeared into a doorway that Diana supposed must lead to the kitchen. Still smiling deferentially as he re-emerged seconds later, he nodded to Ashley and quickly made his exit.
Ashley went into the kitchen and Diana could hear ice being dumped into a container. She then heard the sound of the refrigerator door opening and eventually closing as Ashley apparently took a moment to put away the groceries that needed to be refrigerated before returning to the front room.
Moments later, she swept back into the room carrying two short highball glasses, each containing a brightly colored plastic skewer, shaped like a miniature pirate’s sword, speared through two large green olives, along with a big insulated plastic bucket full of ice.
Setting everything down on the shelf of the antique cabinet that served as her bar, she opened one of the glass doors and brought out a bottle of Beefeater’s gin and a bottle of vermouth. Ashley proceeded to make them each a very dry martini on the rocks, then came over and handed one to Diana before taking a seat next to her on the couch.
“Cheers…here’s to happier times,” she smiled, raising her glass.
“Amen!” Diana smiled back and clicked rims with her. 
“Now, I’m just going to come right out and admit it—I’m so damned impressed with this place that I’m probably turning pea-green with envy right before your very eyes!” Diana complimented her.
“So…tell me, how did the newbie I helped train a year ago jump from barely having a clue about how to write up a listing or close a sale to having all of this?”
Diana gestured with her cocktail glass at the grand apartment and its color-coordinated, impeccable mix of antique and contemporary furnishings. She brought the glass down to her lips as she finished speaking and had a sip of her martini.
Leaning forward expectantly, Diana awaited the answer to her question. The thought crossed her envious mind that the drink was perfect—just as perfect as this confident new Ashley and her showplace apartment.
“Well, my first move was to realize that with property sales plummeting and me being brand new to the field, I was going to starve to death if I stayed in real estate,” Ashley confessed with a rueful grin. 
She took a big sip of her drink, placed it on a coaster atop the richly inlaid nineteenth century coffee table, and opened the purse she had placed there earlier. The young woman rifled through the designer bag for a moment, and took out a glossy black business card with ornate gold leaf lettering which read: First Choice Escort Service.
Just below the firm’s name, in smaller lettering, were the words: Accomplished, discreet, exceptional escorts for all social occasions, followed by a toll-free phone number.
Diana felt as if someone had just kicked her in the stomach! She looked in disbelief at the card, and then up at the girl-next-door, ex-head cheerleader, vivacious, recent college grad sitting next to her on the couch, now calmly sipping her drink once more.
“D-does this mean what I think it means?” Diana asked haltingly, feeling embarrassed at her own lack of sophistication about such matters, even as she finished speaking.
“Depends on what you think it means,” Ashley answered playfully with a sly little smile.
Diana took a big drink of her martini, for courage, and then a deep breath. “Are you…”
She couldn’t bring herself to even say it aloud! 
She thought, How do you ask a nice girl like Ashley, who is so wholesome and cute, who has such a great personality and who was so much fun to have around the office…how do you ask a sweet girl like that if she’s now a…a…hooker?
“Am I doing well?” Ashley calmly completed her guest’s hanging question for her. “Yes, I am.”
She leaned closer to Diana, had another small sip of her drink, and focused those intense blue eyes of hers on her guest once again before going on. 
“I made just over a hundred and forty-two thousand dollars last year, Di. And I only worked ten months. I took two month-long vacations, one during the summer and the other last winter. I spent all of February in Colorado, just skiing my butt off, splitting my time between Aspen and Steamboat Springs and Vale. I had a blast!”
Diana was stunned, not by the fact that Ashley had gone skiing, but by the amount of money she had made in just ten short months. During the best year Diana had ever managed in sales, at the height of the real estate bubble, just before it burst a year and a half ago, she had made just a little over a hundred and eighteen-thousand dollars.
And she could remember working her proverbial butt off to earn that money, rarely taking even one day a
week away from the office, let alone two full months to vacation, snow ski, and laze around.
“I also have a very good medical and dental plan, provided as part of my employee benefits package from First Choice, and of course they pick up the tab for my sessions with the personal trainer and my gym membership as well,” Ashley went on in a breezy tone. “No one wants to pay the astronomical rates we charge to squire some out-of-shape uggo around town!”
“You still look good, Di.” Ashley’s enigmatic comment in the parking lot reverberated through Diana’s mind, suddenly making a frightening sort of sense. 
Good enough to be a…whore? Diana wondered uneasily. Does Ashley really think—no matter how broke I am—that I would ever actually stoop to…
“Being selected as travel companion on a trip or a vacation is where you make the most money,” Ashley offered, drinking more of her martini.
“I went to the Mexican Riviera—Acapulco, Puerto Vallarta, and then on to Cabo San Lucas—in the company of a very nice older gentleman last fall. When we got to Cabo, he went sport fishing every day while I worked on my tan beside the pool at the private villa he’d rented for us.”
She added, “First Choice billed him twenty-five grand for the seven days and nights and I got half of it, along with my date picking up all of my first-class travel expenses, of course.”
She really is a prostitute,
Diana finally admitted. But a damned expensive one!
“I also went to the Bahamas for ten days on a trip last year, and I learned to snorkel in Martinique on yet another week-long jaunt, all of them with that same nice old gentleman who took me to Mexico,” Ashley said, finishing her drink. 
She turned to gaze serenely out the sliding glass door at the sensational view of the city as she added, “I usually clear fifteen hundred a night for just a standard sleep-over at a hotel, often more, if it involves something…special.”
Diana felt her whole body quiver with revulsion…piqued interest…curiosity
at the word special, and the way Ashley had just used it. She found herself asking shyly, because she just couldn’t seem to help herself, “What…just what do you consider…special in your current…business?” 
Ashley turned back to face her guest, leaned over, plucked the nearly empty glass out of Diana’s fingers, and stood up. As she went over to the bar and made them two more martinis, she answered casually, “Oh that can cover a lot of ground, Di. Things like light bondage and S&M, the use of sex toys, anal, bareback sex, swallowing for a client when you give a blowjob, that sort of thing. You know—they’re all considered extras, so we charge extra for them.”
She crossed the room again and Diana suddenly noticed how sensuous and sexy Ashley’s normal walk had become in the last year since she’d seen her on a near daily basis at the office. The girl now moved like a tawny, lithe jungle cat just stretching awake after a nap in the sunlight.
“A special can also involve doing doubles or triples with a group of men. Sometimes it means putting a little show with another girl for a single client or maybe for a party of them, and then servicing all of all of their various…desires after the show is over,” she said staring down unwaveringly at Diana as she handed her the freshened drink.
Diana took the martini, her hand absolutely trembling from nervousness at this point. She knew that she should have felt totally repelled by the immoral acts her young ex-colleague was so coolly discussing—and she certainly did feel quite keyed up. 
But what she found most disconcerting was the realization that she wasn’t sure that what she was experiencing was revulsion and unease at Ashley’s assumption that she might be capable of becoming a high-priced call girl too. The closer she examined her reactions, the more she realized that a good portion of what she was feeling was pure, illicit
titillation.
My…my nipples are as hard as anything inside my bra!
Diana reluctantly admitted. And I feel…wet…down there, too!
“So, Di, you look absolutely petrified.” Ashley attempted to break the tension that had built in the room with a laugh and an impish grin. “Are you going to get up and run screaming from the building now?”
Diana could feel her face coloring. Of course she wasn’t going to do that. She wasn’t some inexperienced teenager or something!
But what, exactly, am I going to do?
She asked herself abruptly.
Ashley came back around the coffee table and retook her seat on the couch next to Diana, smiling expectantly at her. 
“Now it’s your turn, Di. Do you have questions? Do you want to find out more about this opportunity to really make some serious money? Or are you happy to just have another drink and make small talk for a while before resuming your life of quiet desperation?”
Diana started as if Ashley had reached out and slapped her. She recognized the phrase life of quiet
desperation and knew it was from some writer or another, but she couldn’t immediately place it. What she could do was squirm uncomfortably on the couch at the realization of how terribly apropos those quoted words were to describe her current situation. 
“How can you presume to know what my life is like?” she couldn’t seem to keep from blurting defensively seconds later. She realized in that instant that she resented what the other girl had implied almost as much as she hated acknowledging to herself just how true it was.
“Because I know exactly where you’re coming from, Di—that phrase describes precisely the state my life was in last year, before I changed jobs,” Ashley answered calmly, without rancor, taking no offense at Diana’s somewhat huffy reply. 
“I had finished college, gotten my real estate license, and then settled in to make my fortune.” She paused, gave Diana another self-effacing little smile and then continued.
“Imagine my chagrin when I realized that not only wasn’t I going to make my fortune—I couldn’t even make enough money to pay the rent on the dump I was living in at the time. Or enough to make the payments on the car I needed to drive clients around in to show properties!”
Diana winced. She knew exactly how the younger girl had felt. Over the last few months, she had come to dread returning home at night.
There were always letters in the mailbox demanding payments that she could no longer make and calls on the answering machine that were never from prospective buyers or sellers anymore. Nowadays, they were always from creditors, urgently requesting her to call them back immediately to discuss past due balances.
Lately, there had even been calls from collection agencies, signifying that some of the companies she owed money to had given up trying to collect themselves and had turned her delinquent accounts over to the professional bone-munchers. She shuddered when she thought about what her once-pristine credit rating must look like by now. 
Another long moment went by as Diana considered the bleakness of her current financial situation. Still another moment crawled past as she let herself imagine an even more unsettling picture of her life in the coming weeks. 
The real estate market was in the dumpster and she saw no hope of a recovery any time soon—which meant that she was going to lose everything for which she had worked so tirelessly for the last eight years.
Just yesterday the thing she had feared the most had finally happened. In her mailbox she had found a certified letter from her mortgage lender, promising prompt foreclosure proceedings if the loan wasn’t brought current before it hit the three months in arrears mark—a deadline that was fast approaching. 
In that instant, she had finally admitted to herself that she really could not afford to ignore that particular eight-hundred pound gorilla seated in the room with her for even a moment longer.
All of those eighty-hour work weeks I put in,
she thought bitterly, shaking her head, taking another sip of gin and fighting back the impulse to burst into tears, as she had so many times over the past few stressful months.
All of that incredible sacrifice…wasted! I gave practically every waking hour to achieving success in my business. My life outside the office is practically non-existent—and for what? 
Unbidden, the long parade of eager suitors she had managed to alienate over the years suddenly came marching past in her memory, the ones who had eventually just stopped calling, driven away by her single-minded obsession to succeed in her chosen field. A whole litany of romantic getaway weekends, candlelight dinners, blind dates arranged by friends—all cancelled by her, usually at the very last moment—flashed before her eyes. 
Nothing had been as important to her as running out to close a sale. Or going and doing some hand-holding with a wavering owner to keep a property listing from falling apart. 
And for what,
she again asked herself sourly?
Sitting forlornly on Ashley’s expensive sofa, half drunk, feeling sorry for herself, she abruptly realized that it had all been for nothing! She was doomed if she didn’t do something radically different than she had before, and soon. Something bold, something…
“What would…what would happen next, if I decided I wanted to further explore…switching
careers, like you did?” she suddenly heard herself asking in the late afternoon stillness. 
What could it hurt to at least find out more about it? she asked. It’s not as if I’m going to actually go through with it!
 



 
 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
Ashley’s smile remained friendly, but her voice suddenly assumed a more businesslike, more guarded tone when she answered.
“I’ll be glad to fill you in on everything, Di, but I think we should get a few things out in the open before we go any further.”
Diane sat up straighter on the couch. She brought the fresh drink up to her lips once again and took a big gulp of it, hoping for a jolt of liquid courage.
“What sort of things?”
“Well, number one, I want to be totally upfront with you,” Ashley said, “I’ve always liked you. And I’ve always been grateful to you for taking such a big-sisterly interest in me when I started out at Carstairs, helping me as much as you did when you didn’t have to. But I have to confess that I’m not being entirely altruistic in offering you my help in return now.”
Ashley took a drink of her cocktail—clearly thinking about how she wanted to put what she had to say next—then went on. 
“Frankly, you’re the first girl I’ve ever known who was sharp enough and pretty enough to consider recommending to my boss at First Choice. So it’s not like I make a practice of doing that. 
“But I want to level with you—if you do get accepted and go to work for us, two months after you start—I’ll receive a referral fee of ten-thousand dollars if you’re still working out well, just for bringing you to their attention.”
She’ll get ten-thousand dollars, for a mere referral?
Diane thought in amazement. The money floating around in the sex-for-hire business must be astonishing!
“Secondly, I’m going to tell you everything you’ll need to know about getting on board with the company, if you decide you still want to apply, after you’ve heard what I have to say. And, of course, after you’ve had your chance to ask me whatever questions you feel you need answered about the job, too,” Ashley went on. 
“But it’s a two-way street, Di. I’m going to have to ask you some things, too, before we get too much further into this. If I sense that you won’t make it through the interview process and get hired, then I’m afraid I can’t really put your name forward with my boss.”
Diana’s eyes widened at that statement, but Ashley merely shrugged.
“I’m currently one of their top earners. I get requested a lot, I have numerous regulars, and I receive a bunch of referrals from clients. That’s where the real money is in this gig, Di, just like in the real estate world, discreet, word-of-mouth referrals from one satisfied client to another.”
She gave Diana a regretful look and said, “I simply can’t afford to recommend someone who turns out not to be…right for the business and have her wash out along the way—I’ve got my current status as the fair-haired girl with the company to consider.”
Diana drank more of her short cocktail. It was a bit surreal—finding herself suddenly wondering if she had what it took to become a…hooker!
“I mean, don’t get me wrong,” Ashley said, reading the look on her face and rushing to explain, “I really like you as a person, Di, and I do want to help, but even though I know you fairly well on some levels, I have no idea if you can be…sexy or not, you know?”
She glanced critically up and down Diana’s body and said, “You’re obviously a very attractive woman and you’ve kept yourself in good shape. And I seem to remember you dating a few guys back when I was with Carstairs, so I assume you’re no virgin. But knowing how to have sex and being really good at having sex are, unfortunately, two very different things, hon…see?”
Sitting back on the couch, Diana drank what was left of her martini in two big, nervous swallows. She looked at Ashley, slightly aghast. 
“You mean you’re going to grill me about my sex life?”
For the first time today, the young blonde seemed slightly embarrassed as she laughingly admitted, “I’m going to have to, if you’re serious about going forward with this, sweetie—because if I set up an interview for you with my boss, Colleen, she most certainly will. That’s what she did when she met with me for the first time, last year.”
After the initial shock wore off—perhaps fifteen seconds after Ashley had finished speaking—Diana had to admit that what she’d said did make sense. If a big part of your job description involved having sex for money, then it stood to reason that your employer would want to assure herself that you could not only do the job, but that you could do it well.
“See, a guy with a lot of money would gladly pony up a couple of thousand to sleep with a girl who looks the way you do, Di,” Ashley went on to explain. “But unless—in addition to being really hot looking, like you are, she’s also fantastic in the sack—he’s not going to pay to become one of her regular clients, you know?”
Diana contemplated that for a moment, sipping her drink. Was she really good in bed? A small surge of confidence pulsed through her. She had to admit…she was!
“So, how old were you when you lost your virginity?” Ashley asked conversationally, reaching for Diana’s empty glass once again.
Blushing a bit, Diana smiled shyly but went ahead and answered the question. “I was like most girls in my generation, I guess. It was after a high school dance, in the backseat of this guy’s Chevy. He was a senior—you know what I mean—a big man on campus, and I was kind of dazzled that he showed an interest in me, since I was only a lowly sophomore at the time. He was eighteen, and I was sixteen.”
Ashley laughed, getting up to fix them a third round of the powerful cocktails. 
“I fell for almost exactly the same set up, only I was precocious, I guess. I was only fifteen and my boyfriend was sixteen. And the car, as I remember, was his parent’s Audi.”
After a short silence, Diana admitted, “Well, to be honest, that wasn’t exactly the first time I’d ever done anything sexual with a boy, and it certainly wasn’t the only time I’d ever been in the back seat of a car with one either—it was just the first time things ever got out of hand and I ended up letting one of them go all the way with me.”
Still chuckling, Ashley came back over and sat down, handing Diana her refill. 
“Yeah, I know just what you mean. I jerked my first boy off when I was just barely twelve, in the back row of a movie theater of all places. And I graduated from handjobs to blowjobs about a year later, when I was thirteen. But I never swallowed it for one of them until I was almost fifteen, as I recall. From there on, it was a short slide down the slope to losing my cherry.”
Diana giggled knowingly, nodding her agreement, as she took a big sip of her fresh drink. She was really starting to feel the effects of the gin now. 
She knew that this was sort of a quasi-job interview, but it was beginning to feel more like one of those gossipy late night sorority tell-all sessions back in college, or a high school sleepover.
“I used to always make sure I had a hanky in my purse on dates back then,” Diana confided to her young friend. “For the longest time, I might give in and…you know…suck it for a guy I really liked, if making out with him turned me on enough. But I wouldn’t
let any of them come in my mouth—I’d always whip out that hanky at the last minute and jerk them off into that!”
She snorted with laughter, remembering the disappointed, almost indignant looks on a number of the boy’s faces when the hanky suddenly appeared just at the critical moment and they realized that she wasn’t going to actually suck them off all the way. “I used to piss a lot of them off, I’ll tell you that.”
Ashley grinned and nodded her head again. “I’ll bet it did. There are few things a guy likes better than to come in a girl’s mouth and watch her swallow it for him. That’s why we charge extra for that and men usually don’t balk for even a moment at paying for the privilege.”
Diana tried to clear her head a bit. This seemed like a good opening to find out more about what some of the special things her young friend’s employer charged extra for entailed. If she was going to find out more about this…opportunity, she may as well be thorough!
Deciding that the direct route was probably best, now that they were openly discussing sex, she asked, “What other things do you consider special, Ash? You mentioned a few of them earlier, but to be honest, I was so shocked at that point by what you were saying that I didn’t really catch most of it.”
“Yeah, I can see how that might happen,” Ashley answered, her blue eyes twinkling with amusement. She seemed to delight in discussing her naughty new profession with wide-eyed Diana.
“First of all, Di, if you come to work for us, you’ll have to give Colleen a list of wills and won’ts…as in what you feel comfortable doing and stuff you don’t want to do.”
She leaned closer and lowered her voice a little, confiding, “I, for instance, have never seen the sexy in getting pissed on or pissing on someone else, so golden showers are a no-no as far as I’m concerned.”
Ashley paused and sipped her martini and then went on to add, “Also, I enjoy giving and receiving pleasure, not pain, so hard bondage and really painful S&M are out for me as well. If a client wants to chain a girl up and whip her butt, then drill her cherry-red ass until he comes inside it, that’s fine with me…as long as I don’t have to be that girl!”
Ashley sipped some of her drink and continued in a tone that was—ironically, given her subject matter—somewhat prim, “I’m okay with the anal part, as long as there’s plenty of lube involved, just not the beating part, you know what I mean?”
She leaned a little closer to Diana and asked in a mischievous tone, “How about you, sweetie? Do you enjoy anal?”
Diana twisted uncomfortably in her seat again. She’d had more than her share of both one-night stands and steady boyfriends since that fateful night back in high school in the rear seat of the tricked-out Chevy. So it wasn’t surprising, she supposed, that after constant begging and wheedling from several of her steady guys, she’d given in and tried anal sex a few times over the years.
“I’ve done it more than once, with a couple of different guys,” she admitted to Ashley, “but I can’t say that I like it all that well. Mostly, it just hurts or at the very least it’s…uncomfortable, and while I can see how the man might like the tightness and the novelty of it, it’s never done a thing for me, you know?”
Ashley laughed. “Two things, Di—first of all, I know what you mean. Secondly, you have obviously never lucked into being with a man who really knew what he was doing, anally speaking.”
She flashed Diana a knowing smile and went on, “Not that that’s a rare thing by any means. Most of the male population out there is, from my experience, lousy in the sack, period.”
She gave Diana a conspiratorial wink and added, “But not to worry, I can show you a few tricks that will help you get to liking anal enough to include it in your sexual repertoire, which is cool, because it counts as a special act—so it pays really great!”
Diana blinked and thought about what her young friend had just said, all the time trying to get her mind around the idea that she was actually sitting here in the late afternoon sunlight in this lushly appointed apartment, drinking gin martis and matter-of-factly discussing expanding her repertoire of sexual tricks so that she could make more money. It was a lot to take in.
“So, how about oral?” Ashley asked next, her voice once again taking on a businesslike tone as she moved ahead with her questions. “From what you said, you’ve had a lot of experience using your mouth on guys over the years.”
She flashed a playful smile as she asked Diana, “How would you rate your technique? Are you just average, really good…or do men beg for another one of your blowjobs after you’ve sucked them off once?”
An embarrassed little squeak of laughter escaped from Diana’s lips and she drank more of her cocktail before she finally answered, “Well, I’ve never had any complaints, but I have to admit, I’ve never quite gotten to the point where I love having that stuff in my mouth.”
She whispered conspiratorially, “To tell the truth, I’d still rather jerk them off at the last minute, or have a guy put that hard thing to better use somewhere else, if you know what I mean. But I can swallow it if I have to, unless a guy’s stuff tastes really, really gross, you know?”
Ashley laughed and nodded sympathetically. “Oh, believe me, girlfriend, I know better than anyone what you’re saying. Sometimes you just have to will yourself not to puke, after gulping down one of those loads that tastes like laundry bleach smells!”
She confided. “It becomes a real acting job on those nights, flashing the guy a sexy smile that says you just loved swallowing it for him when, actually, you’re struggling not to barf it back up into his lap!”
That candid admission made Diana roar with sympathetic laughter again, but it also brought to mind something else she wanted to ask Ashley about the sex-for-money business; something she’d always been curious about. 
“You said that one of the guys you spent a couple of weeks traveling with was a lot…older. How was that? Is it yucky, having to do sexual stuff with some old fossil?”
After her own short, barking laugh, Ashley said, “Well, it depends on the fossil. As it happens, I really enjoy being with the client who took me to Mexico and on those other trips.”
She went on to explain, “He’s about sixty, I guess, widowed, extremely wealthy, lives alone, and he likes a pretty girl for companionship and for arm candy when he goes somewhere on vacation—and for the sex, too, of course.”
She thought for a moment, and then added, “For an older guy, he’s not a bad lay, either. He has a prescription for one of those Viagra-type drugs, so he can get nice and stiff and stay that way without much problem. And he does know what to do with that thing once it gets hard, let me tell you!”
She paused and flashed Diana another conspiratorial little grin. “Plus, he’s got a tongue like an aardvark too, so when his cock finally does need a rest, he’s still a lot of fun to be in bed with! He really loves women and he’s had years and years of experience at learning what pleases us girls orally.”
The two of them shared another laugh about that and Diana found herself getting mildly aroused once again, at the thought of having good sex with a handsome older man who knew what he was doing in bed and getting paid for it as well. She was about to say so when Ashley suddenly shared another bit of insider sex-gossip with her.
“Actually, now that I think about it, I can tell you truthfully that I’d rather spend a week with Paul—my oldest client, the man who took me to Mexico and on those other exotic trips—than I would spend even one more night with a younger guy I had a date with last week!” Ashley said. “That ugly bozo turned me off so much that I put a no-second-date tag on his file as soon as the evening was over.”
Diana was surprised. “You can do that, refuse a second…date with a guy?”
“Oh, yeah, of course you have that option,” Ashley assured her. “Colleen runs a class operation. You don’t have to do anything you find distasteful…unless you were to find having any kind of sex at all to be distasteful. That would pretty much be a non-starter for sure.”
I love sex…I always have!
Diana thought somewhat drunkenly, really starting to feel the volume of gin she’d ingested in such a short period of time on an empty stomach. 
I might be able to do what Ashley does for a living and be okay with it…at least for a year or so, until I get back on my feet financially.
Something else Ashley had just said piqued her curiosity and she quickly asked, “What exactly did you dislike so much about this guy last week?”
Ashley laughed long and hard, obviously starting to feel her own drinks as well.
“Well, for starters, hon, he wasn’t exactly Mr. Universe—he was built like a hairy beach ball with two skinny legs that resembled pipe-cleaners—and then he had this huge dick! I’m not kidding you, Di, this dude was a real porker, and hairy like Bigfoot or something, everywhere except on this long, fat cock of his and on the top of his head. I had to slip some lube into myself when he wasn’t looking, because I couldn’t get even a little bit wet at the thought of fucking that ugly-bugly, I’ll tell you!” 
Even though she laughed along with Ashley’s description of her recent date, at the same time Diana couldn’t help wondering if she could find it within herself to sleep with a guy that off-putting—even for a lot of money. She pondered that question as she finished her drink.
Well, some of the guys I have been to bed with since college have turned out to be real duds, too,
she admitted.
And, truthfully, some of them did look a whole lot better dressed in their expensive suits and handmade shoes than they did later, in the bedroom, once the clothes were off. And yet I was horny and drunk enough to go ahead and do the deed with them anyway…and for free, at that!
And—if she was being honest about it—she had to admit, there had been quite a few evenings like that. Diana had been fascinated with sex since she was thirteen and had fooled around with a boy’s cock for the first time.
Since she’d graduated from college, her single-minded pursuit of success in her career goals had effectively killed off any number of promising relationships that might have gone on to become serious. But it hadn’t stopped her from being horny along the way.
Many times over the years, when she’d been in between steady guys, she’d found herself drinking a bit too much at parties or social functions. It had become a real pattern with her—she’d get half-bombed and let herself be picked up by some less-than-perfect guy who looked as randy as she was feeling that night, and end up in bed with him.
What in the fuck,
she asked blearily, through her current gin-haze, was the big difference in doing that—and waking up feeling hung over and slightly depressed at finding herself in some motel room with some loser guy she could barely stand the next morning—and sleeping with some stranger for big money?
“So, Di,” Ashley asked at that moment. “Have you got any more questions for me?”
Diana took a deep breath. Her head was spinning slightly, from all of the booze and from the strictly taboo nature of what she was now seriously contemplating doing for a living. But she took a deep breath, made up her mind…and plunged ahead.
“Yes, I do,” she said at last, summoning up all of her courage. “When can I meet this Colleen lady?”
 



 
 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
“Whoa! Hold on, there, Di!” Ashley said with a big smile. “I was really hoping that you would want to go forward with this, ‘cause I think you could be a top earner for the company, just like me, in no time. But as I explained before, I have to be sure before I introduce you to Colleen, okay?”
“How can you be sure?” Diana asked petulantly, feeling suddenly deflated. She had mentally worked herself into a confident place over the last twenty minutes, with the aid of all of those martinis, and she didn’t want any delays.
If I give myself time to think about this, I’m probably going to chicken out,
she thought worriedly, knowing herself too well.
“Let me fill you in on what happens during the selection process, and then I’ll tell you how I’m going to make sure you pass the whole thing with flying colors, okay?”
Diana nodded and Ashley went on.
“The first part is just a chat with Colleen, in her apartment, pretty much like the one the two of us just had. She’ll ask you what you like, what you don’t like, what you’ve done, sexually, and what you don’t do or don’t want to try. Then she’ll ask how you’d rate yourself on the various acts you’ve just indicated you would be willing to perform with clients, you know, BJs, anal, straight sex, groups, girl-girl, etc.”
Ashley stopped and sipped more of her drink before continuing. “If she likes your answers and she likes the way you look and the way you carry yourself…in short, if she still thinks at that point you could be a First Choice girl, then she brings Gabe in for the next part of the interview.”
“Who is Gabe?” Diana asked nervously, her heart hammering as she thought about what she might be getting herself into here once again.
“He’s what you might call a necessary evil in this business, I suppose,” Ashley said, wrinkling her pert little nose as if the subject were slightly distasteful. 
“See, Colleen operates at the upper reaches of the call girl profession—our clients are all very well-heeled or they couldn’t afford us in the first place.”
She seemed to consider what she wanted to say next for a moment and then added, “On very rare occasions, though, a client might overstep the boundaries…get a little too rough and hurt a girl, or he might slip Colleen a credit card number that he doesn’t have authorization to use and then the charge eventually gets denied, so we get stiffed on the fee for that night’s services…that kind of thing.
“Gabe takes care of that sort of thing,” Ashley said with a dismissive little hand gesture. “Collections, straightening guys out when they get out of line with us girls, and so forth—Gabe does all of that. He’s probably six foot three, about two hundred and forty pounds of pure muscle…and he’s hung like a pony.”
Diana looked questioningly at Ashley and she hastened to explain.
“That’s Gabe’s other job with the company. When the interview gets to the show-me-what-you-can-do part
as opposed to the tell-me-what-you-can-do
part, Colleen calls in Gabe and watches as he puts you through your paces in bed.”
“She…she w-watches, as you…” Diana stammered, her heart feeling as if an icy hand had just closed around it.
“Like a hawk,” Ashley confirmed. “She sits right next to the bed and does everything but take notes while good old Gabe balls your brains out, Di!”
Diana sat back, stunned. Again, it did make sense that someone like this Colleen, this madam for a high-priced whoring operation, would want to assure herself that a prospective employee was going to be able to give her wealthy clients their money’s worth. 
But Diana wasn’t at all sure that she could ever hope to get through an interview that included participating in a live sex exhibition—especially with a woman who was a complete stranger—watching and clinically analyzing her performance!
“Don’t worry,” Ashley said, patting the back of Diana’s hand reassuringly. “It’s not as awful as it sounds, especially if you’re ready for it. Just knowing what’s going to happen next puts you light years ahead of other girls who go in blind, not knowing what to expect.”
She grinned at Diana. “Besides, I’ve got some other ideas that I’m sure will help you get through this without missing a beat, okay?”
Diana smiled uncertainly, her spirits sinking rapidly. What ideas, she wondered?
What could Ashley possibly do to help me prepare for something as traumatic as First Choice’s interview process sounds?
“So, are you still interested?” Ashley asked, “Because if you are, I’m going to make a phone call right now, to set everything in motion. If not, we can have another drink or two and still go our separate ways as friends.”
Diana hesitated. She thought long and hard about returning home to her mailbox stuffed with collection notices and her answering machine full of unfriendly voices demanding payment. She let out a long sigh.
This…opportunity was the only thing that had come along so far in weeks and weeks of racking her brain and casting about for other means of escaping from her present predicament. Truthfully, this was the first glimmer of hope she had seen.
But could she really do this? Did she have the guts to throw caution to the wind and actually try something as radically different as this…solution?
“Do you really think you can help me get through this?” she finally asked Ashley, her voice desperate for reassurance.
“I know I can!” Ashley smiled back eagerly, reaching for the telephone. “Let’s get started, okay?”
The confident young blonde plucked the wireless phone from its cradle on the nearby end table and punched in a number on her speed dial, finishing her cocktail while it rang. She winked reassuringly at Diana.
“Hey, sexy, whatcha’ doin’?” she grinned as whomever she had called answered the phone. “Oh, not much, I’m at my place, having a couple of pops with an old friend. Yeah, hey, listen…here’s the thing, Desi. I need a big favor if you can swing it? How’s your schedule…are you by any chance free tonight?”
Ashley listened to the reply, nodding, still smiling. 
“Well, this friend of mine that I’m having the cocktails with, Diana, is a professional gal I met back when I was still trying to sell real estate. She’s almost as tall as me, extremely classy, and very hot! I’m thinking of recommending her to Colleen. Yeah, that’s right—it’ll be my very first referral, ever!”
Ashley laughed gaily at whatever Desi had said, and went on. “Exactly, that’s why I need your help, to make sure she gets through the Gabe part of the interview all right, okay?”
Ashley winked at Diana again—who was watching the conversation nervously—wondering what Ashley was up to.
“Oh, she’s slim and shapely, with gorgeous black hair down to her shoulders, and she’s way cute! Yeah, long pretty legs, a great butt, and a very nice little rack. No, not humongous boobies but very pert and sexy, you know?”
Diana felt herself blushing. It felt so weird, sitting here listening to another girl tout her physical charms to an unknown party right in front of her.
“Okay, hey, thanks. Right, eight o’clock is just perfect. See you then.”
Ashley hung up the phone, grinning broadly. A thought suddenly struck her and her smile quickly faded.
“Omigod, I just realized—I didn’t even ask you first if you had plans for tonight!” the blonde girl apologized.
“I went ahead and set that up without even seeing if you were busy. I’m so sorry, Di, do you have a boyfriend you were supposed to get together with later, or something else scheduled for this evening?”
She found herself momentarily unable to answer, still stunned at what Ashley had just arranged for her tonight! A guy she didn’t even know…a man she’d never laid eyes on before, was now coming over to…to fuck her later tonight! 
She started to say something to Ashley about not being at all sure about…that, when the truth suddenly hit her—if she couldn’t bring herself to…to be with this Desi character tonight, then what chance did she have at being a success as a call girl? What sense would it make to proceed with this whole thing if she found it impossible to just go ahead and…fuck someone—there really didn’t seem to be any other way to say it—who was a total stranger? 
Wasn’t that exactly what the immoral business she was now thinking about getting involved in was all about?
“So, do you?” Ashley’s voice cut into her slightly panicked deliberations.
“Huh?”
“Do you have a boyfriend waiting for you to show up tonight, hon?”
Diana bit her lower lip, thinking about her situation. There was no way around it. Either she could…do this Desi fellow tonight or this whole thing amounted to nothing more an elaborate farce, an idle daydream!
She pushed her discomfort with the idea from her mind, resolving to deal with the problem later, when the guy actually showed up. Either she could bring herself to bed this friend of Ashley’s or she couldn’t. Instead, she focused her concentration on Ash’s original question.
She thought briefly of her latest steady. Dan Hennings was a wealthy mortgage banker, thirteen years her senior, whom she’d been seeing for several months. But her relationship with Dan had recently just sort of cooled off until it had pretty much become a nonrelationship—Dan hadn’t called her in over two weeks and she hadn’t called him.
“No, I’m in between guys right now,” she finally admitted to Ashley.
“That’s probably just as well,” the girl replied. 
“That is the one huge downside to this job, Di. If you find a man who is okay with you making big bucks having sex other guys for a living, ninety-nine times out of a hundred, the name for that guy isn’t boyfriend…its pimp!”
She smiled ruefully at Diana. “I date occasionally, but it’s never serious, it’s just a night out here and there for fun—my weak attempt to try and keep my life at least semi-normal, I guess.” 
Her face brightened after a moment and she said. “See, my goal is to do this job until I’m thirty, or until I meet someone who’s worth giving it up for, whichever comes first.”
“What happens when you’re thirty?” Diana couldn’t help smiling at this small lapse into naiveté on the part of her practical young friend, thankful for the brief diversion from her own Desi dilemma.
“By then, I’ll have enough money squirreled away and invested to live on comfortably for the rest of my life,” Ashley answered with utter confidence. “From that point forward, I’m planning on doing nothing but having fun, meeting people, and looking for Mr. Right.”
She sent an earnest smile Diana’s way. “I want marriage and kids and all of that someday, just like anybody else. But first I want to make sure my future includes plenty of money and a comfortable life.”
“And if you bump into Mr. Right before thirty comes along?” Diana asked teasingly.
“Well…I have to admit…I blew a lot of my first year’s earnings on getting into this place and furnishing it just so, and my pricey vacation getaways, clothes, and my new car and stuff,” Ashley offered a bit defensively.
“But I never really had any money before, so I gave myself a pass on that. From here on out though, I’ve got all of the goodies I ever dreamed about, so this year and in subsequent years, instead of blowing it on a good times and a fancy lifestyle, I’m planning on investing most of my earnings carefully.”
She grinned impishly at Diana. “So, if my dream guy comes along in the next couple of years, I’m out of The Life with a few hundred thousand in investments, and I’ll just have to make do with that. If I’m still in it when I reach thirty, I figure I’ll have several million salted away in
investments and then I can retire to a life of leisure and take my time finding just the right man, you know?”
Not a bad plan,
Diana admitted, with grudging admiration for the younger girl’s scheme. It’s easily as good as anything I ever managed to come up with and, looking around this place, I’d have to say that it’s got a decent chance at actually working.
“Now,” said Ashley, finishing her drink and getting to her feet. “I’ve got my pal, Desi, coming by at eight to make sure you get through the Gabe part of the interview. So we’ve got from now until then to get you prepped for the other part of it.”
The other part, Diana thought to herself nervously as Ashley held out a hand and she took it and was promptly pulled to her feet. What on earth is she talking about now?
Ashley led Diana across the spacious living room to a short hallway. Entering it, they passed an open doorway that revealed a small guest bedroom with a private bath. They then came to the open double-doors at the end of the hall leading into the master suite.
After they’d stepped inside, Ashley went over and turned on a table lamp which sat atop a beautiful antique oak nightstand. The lamp painted the large room in a soft amber glow. The bedroom had been twilight-dark when they first entered it, the heavy red velvet-like drapes at one end being closed, as were the ones over a large window on the other side of the bed.
“Those drapes cover another glass slider that leads out to my little patio balcony,” Ashley commented. “The balcony goes all the way along that side of the apartment, so you can access it either from here or through the slider in the living room. I usually open the drapes just before I turn in for the night. The sight of the sun lighting up the city in the morning is a sensational view to wake up to.” 
Ever the real estate woman, Diana could easily envision that. I’d love to get a listing on a place like this in more affluent times, she found herself thinking. It would sell for a real bundle in a good market.
“Now, we’ve got a good three and a half hours before my friend, Desi, shows up at eight,” Ashley said matter-of-factly. “Which works out great—it should be plenty of time to teach you this end of the business, and then we’ll work with Desi to get you ready for Gabe’s part of the interview, okay?”
Ashley had casually begun unbuttoning her designer blouse as she spoke. Diana felt her heart begin to pound once again as the other girl began to undress.
“Wha-What are you doing, Ash?” she stammered nervously, her eyes following her blonde friend’s fingers like hypnotized bird follows a coiled snake’s swaying head as Ashley finished with the buttons.
“I’m going to show you how to do girl-girl scenes for clients…and for Colleen, for that matter,” Ashley explained, taking off the garment and draping it carefully over the back of a chair. “She always brings in another girl after the question-asking portion of the interview is over and has you show her your moves with a gal before she calls in Gabe.”
When she saw Diana’s eyes had grown as big as quarters, Ashley giggled like a naughty schoolgirl.
“It’s okay! I’d never been with another girl in my life either, before that part of the interview, Di, so trust me when I tell you—I was bluffing my way through the whole thing like crazy!”
She laughed and continued, “You should’ve seen me, desperately trying to remember all of the things I’d seen girls do together in porn films and in lesbian scenes in regular movies and all of that…just praying that I could fake my way through it well enough to pass the interview!” 
Ashley laughed again, reaching behind her back and unsnapping her bra. Her incredibly round, firm young breasts spilled free and, as she casually tossed the undergarment onto the chair.
She went on to say, “And I was mentally cussing my friend, Barbara, up one side and down the other for not warning me about the girl-girl stuff ahead of time, believe me. You are getting so much more preparation for this interview than that ditz, Barbara, gave me that it isn’t even funny, Di!”
She shook her head, remembering. “Barb just told me that I’d be asked a bunch of questions about my sexual history and my preferences, and then I’d have to suck Gabe’s big dick and fuck him…she conveniently left out the part about having sex with another girl!”
Diana suddenly realized that her mouth was hanging open, and closed it. She also became aware of the fact, at the same time, that her mouth had suddenly become very dry, and that her pulse was pounding like mad with rising panic as she watched Ashley undoing her jeans.
“Barbara was the one who told me about First Choice and recommended me to Colleen,” Ashley explained as she sat down on the edge of the big, canopy-covered king bed that matched the nightstand and the rest of the suite’s expensive oak furniture.
She took off her white athletic shoes and her socks, and then eased the jeans down her long, spectacular legs. “Barb is a sorority sister of mine from college, and I just sort of ran into her the same way you bumped into me today at the market. I was still starving to death at the time, trying to sell real estate when nobody wanted to buy any.”
She shook her head. “And here was Barb, driving this brand new Mercedes convertible and wearing about two grand worth of designer clothes. So naturally, I wanted to know what she was doing to earn that kind of cash.”
Ashley looked up and saw that Diana stood rooted to the bedroom carpet, unmoving, just staring at her, with a terrified look on her face. 
She flashed a reassuring grin her way and said gently, “Hey, come on, babe! Let’s get those clothes off, we do have plenty of time, but we don’t have all night!”
“I…I…do we have to do this?” Diana stammered, her voice sounding frightened and whiney even to her.
Ashley stood back up and dropped her jeans on the chair. Now dressed only in a pair of miniscule pink thong panties that barely covered anything, she crossed the room to where Diana stood.
“Hey, it’s okay,” she whispered soothingly. “It’s just you and me, and we’re old friends, remember? I’m certainly not going to hurt you, sweetie, all right?”
“I know but…but I don’t…” Diana’s pleading voice trailed off.
Ashley calmly began unbuttoning Diana’s blouse for her, whispering reassuringly as she did so. “It’s okay, baby, I’m not a lezzy either. But I had to learn how to do this stuff because men just go nuts over two beautiful girls using their mouths and their fingers on one another…have you ever seen a porn film without at least one girl-girl scene in it?”
Diana’s mind seemed to be vapor-locked. She tried to concentrate on what Ashley was asking and to answer her—but what with all of the gin she’d drunk, and the excitement about a possible new, lucrative job in as a hooker—of all things—and with worrying about some total stranger named Desi coming over soon to…to fuck her. And now…this!
“No, of course you haven’t,” Ashley’s voice was calm and soothing as she eased Diana’s open blouse off her shoulders, down her arms, and laid it over the chair.
“And do you know why? It’s not only because men love seeing that kind of thing, it’s because the gals in the porn business love doing those sorts of scenes—and not because they’re all gay girls, either.”
She guided the still statue-like Diana over to the bed and sat her down on the edge of it. Going down onto her knees in front of her on the soft carpet, she undid the clasp and the zipper to her friend’s tailored slacks as she went on. 
“They love doing girl-on-girl scenes because they’re so easy to do—once you learn how—and you don’t have to worry about another girl’s cock going limp halfway through the scene, like you do with a male actor.”
Ashley smiled encouragingly up at Diana as she pulled the slacks down and slid them completely out from under the seated girl. She removed Diana’s shoes and half stockings while she was at it and then got up and put the slacks on the chair that held the blouse and all of her own clothing.
“See, the cool thing about the girl-girl stuff, Di, is that it can be faked so easily,” she whispered, returning to the bed and sitting down next to her. “You just suck the other girl’s nipples as if you enjoy doing it while she moans and raves on and on about how great your lips feel on her tits.”
She winked and moved her hand around to the clasp at the back of Diana’s bra.
“And licking pussy is way easy too…I’ve never run into one yet that tasted anywhere near as awful as a load of semen does when it’s one of those really gross ones, like we were talking about earlier, remember?”
Ashley unsnapped Diana’s bra and watched as it slid it off her shoulders and down onto her lap. It soon joined the rest of the clothing on the chair. She looked closely at Diana’s pert set of thirty-four B breasts, with their smallish areoles and stiff little pink nipples.
“Oh, Di—your tits are so incredibly cute and perfect!” she sighed happily.
Diana shivered with excitement. Part of her wanted to throw her arms over her exposed breasts and hide them…but another part of her was very pleased that a girl with Ashley’s looks and obvious experience at this sort of thing found them pretty.
“D-do you really think so?” she managed to stammer nervously. “They’re not too small for this…line of…work?”
Ashley laughed merrily, her own sumptuous handfuls of breast bouncing all over her chest as she did so. “God, no, they’re gorgeous! Guys’ mouths will be watering at the sight of those cute little pink nips of yours, girlfriend, trust me!”
“So…so you’re not into girls either?” Diana finally found the courage to ask.
“No, not really,” Ashley chuckled. “I’ve licked so many choice pussies in the last year that most lezzies would probably give their left knocker to trade places with me. But it’s all just a day at the office as far as I’m concerned.”
She looked over at Diana and went on to explain, “Like I said before, Di, you have to learn to do this stuff convincingly—it’s just part of the sex business—but you’ll be surprised how simple it is. Its way easier to fake your way through hot girl-girl sex than it is to give a good blowjob, that’s for damned sure!”
She smiled. “Here, I’ll show you what I mean. Let’s get started, okay?”
Reaching down, she raised her trim little butt up off the bed and shucked off her thong panties. As soon as they were on the floor, she reached in turn for Diana’s much more conservative underwear.
“Omigod…you’re completely shaved!” Diana gasped, staring down at Ashley’s impossibly small, pink little slit, revealed in all of its bald glory, as the girl tugged her own traditional-cut panties off.
“Brazilian waxed, actually,” Ashley corrected as she wrested Diana’s last item of clothing free and dropped it onto the carpet next to hers.
“Hmmmmm!” Ashley murmured, staring with open disappointment at Diana’s furry mound. “Come with me for a moment, sweetie. I can see that we have a little brush-clearing work to do here.”
 
“This will be kind of fun,” Ashley assured Diana once they were situated in the master bathroom a few minutes later.
She had an electric trimmer in her hand and was staring at the thick covering of black pubic hair like a painter eying a blank canvass. 
“Do you want me to leave a little hedge of close-clipped fur at the top, or trim it so that it forms a little shape of some sort?”
Diana looked lost and totally embarrassed to be standing naked in the other girl’s bathroom with Ashley on her knees in front of her, buzzing clippers in hand. Her blonde friend grinned up at her mischievously. 
“Believe me, Di. I’ve seen every kind of topiary-like pussy art you can imagine in the last year. One of the girls I partner with regularly on dates has a little heart shaped strawberry-blonde patch of fuzz just above her cunny lips, another one has got a Hitler’s mustache kind of look going for her, and still others have arrows pointing down at their pussies! You wouldn’t believe all of the cute little bush trims that the girls in this business go for.”
Diana felt herself blushing as Ashley stared openly at her vagina. “I don’t know—just do it like yours, I guess…completely bare?”
“That’s a good place to start,” the blonde girl agreed, moving the clippers toward her. “You can always grow it back out in just a few weeks, if you see a style you think you might like better.”
In seconds, Diana’s mons covering had been reduced to a short patch of black stubble where her long, luxuriant bush had been. Ashley gathered up the shorn mass of kinky hair from her marble-tiled floor, tossed it into the small trash basket beside the sink and got to her feet.
“Now, a quick douse in the hot shower, just to make your pussy easier to shave, and we’ll be done,” she said brightly, stepping past Diana and turning on the water.
After a short sojourn in the nearby clear glass shower stall—so the hot spray could soften up her tough pubic stubble—Diana stepped out onto the bath mat to be instantly greeted by a thick coat of shaving lather and Ashley’s safety razor. In less than a minute, Diana’s lower lips were as bare as Ashley’s and her young friend was wiping away the excess foam with a hot washcloth, smiling approvingly as she inspected her work for hairs she might have overlooked.
“Perfect,” the young blonde said smugly, eying Diana’s small, very pink slit. “That tiny pussy of your is so cute, hon, you’re going to make yourself a mint with that little jewel!”
Diana laughed nervously, knowing that selling her body to men was what this was all about but still uncomfortable with the whole idea of her…pussy suddenly making her living for her.
While she’d heard the phrase shake your moneymaker in song lyrics before and giggled along with her girlfriends at the risqué idea behind it, she’d never in her wildest dreams thought that she’d see the day when it actually applied to her!
 



 
 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
Diana couldn’t remember ever feeling this nervous and out of place in her entire life. Here she was, lying stiffly on the bed next to her young blonde friend, both of them naked as the proverbial jaybird, with her sex shaved as bald as could be and lovely, sexy, oh-so-experienced Ashley’s staring into her eyes from inches away.
“Okay, let’s start out with something really easy, all right, babe?” the girl whispered encouragingly.
“From what you’ve shared with me about your past sex life, I know you’ve kissed a lot of guys since junior high, so let’s go from there.”
Diana felt her body go even more rigid with shock and fear.
“This is so simple,” Ashley assured her. “Relax. Just close your eyes and pretend I’m a guy and kiss me. What could be easier?”
Before Diana could even marshal another thought, let alone say a word, Ashley’s lips were pressed against hers. She shuddered, feeling Ash move in closer as their lips met, the blonde girl’s big breasts pushing against her smaller ones. Their nipples mashed up against one another, sending little jolts of unexpected pleasure through both of Diana’s sensitive nubs.
Omigod! I’m kissing another girl! Her mind reeled. And it’s…it’s…not awful!
She was shocked to discover that Ashley’s lips against hers felt no worse than any of the numerous men and boys that Diana had kissed over the years. As a matter of fact, if she were to be entirely honest with herself, she had to admit that the beautiful young girl’s mouth was soft and sweet and extremely kissable as it meshed sensually with her own.
“Mmmmmm, you are a sexy woman, Di!” Ashley sighed at that moment, pulling her lips away from hers for a second and giving voice to exactly what she’d been thinking about Ashley.
“As I said, I don’t go for other girls, but if I did, you’d be right at the top of my wish list, cutie. Here, let’s try a little of this next. It drives the guys absolutely wild, okay?” 
With that, Ashley was kissing Diana again, opening her mouth a little this time and slipping her tongue through Diana’s pressed-together lips. A hot pulse of pure, forbidden excitement flashed through her whole body as she felt Ashley’s wriggly little tongue tip exploring hers!
“Ohhhhhhhh!” Diana moaned, unable to help herself, her hand coming up automatically to caress Ashley’s long, luxurious blonde hair as the hot kiss went on and on, her smallish breasts feeling more pumped with unexpected arousal by the second.
God! What’s the matter with me?
she asked herself frantically. This stuff may not turn Ashley on, but it’s sure doing something to me! My titties are all firm and swollen and my nipples are so spiky that they almost hurt! And…and my shaved little pussy is literally dripping, I’m so excited! I’ve never been attracted to other women before in the least…where is this coming from?
“Very good,” Ashley whispered at that moment, pulling her lips away again and smiling hugely at Diana. 
“You’re a natural at this, Di. If I didn’t know better, I’d almost believe you were into girls! I guess you’re like me…really good at faking this stuff.”
Ashley’s lips came back down on hers once more and Diana didn’t even try to resist this time when the other girl’s lips parted. She shocked herself by shoving her tongue eagerly into Ashley’s warm, sweet, incredibly exciting mouth and lapping hungrily at the other girl’s tongue.
She found herself grinding her throbbing nipples against the young blonde’s and mindlessly stroking her hair as the unexpected desire grew rapidly within in her. And when Ashley began to moan as well and run her fingertips through Diana’s long, dark locks in return as they kissed and writhed against one another, Diana felt her pussy begin to clench wildly.
Oh, dear God, I think I’m gonna’ come! she realized incredulously.
It…it’s probably just because I haven’t had anything but vibrator sex in a few weeks, ever since that last night with Dan Hennings. And even then, I barely managed one weak little orgasm all night with him. I’m just horny…that’s got to be what’s causing this reaction!
“God, you’re already nearly as good at this stuff as I am, and I’ve been practicing for a whole year!” Ashley marveled as she broke off the kiss and smiled happily at Diana. “Here, let’s try this now, okay?”
Ashley loosened her embrace of Diana’s quivering-with-excitement body and slowly kissed her way downward, lightly bussing Diana’s long neck, her shoulders, her upper chest, and finally reaching her heaving breasts. 
Flashing a naughty little smile, Ashley said, “Do your best not to flinch or look disgusted when I do this, okay, Di? It really turns clients off, when they sense you’re faking it. I’m going to kiss your titties now. So just try to relax and pretend it’s not gross for one girl to suck another girl’s nipples, all right?”
As Ashley’s hot, sweet lips descended on Diana’s left nipple, a thunderbolt of sensation rippled down her spine and right into her clit! It was all Diana could do to keep from screaming, Suck them, Ashley! Oh, God, suck ‘em for me, you
pretty little tease!
But of course she didn’t. She couldn’t! She wouldn’t! 
That would be as good as admitting that she was a latent lesbian, and she wasn’t…was she? 
Diana successfully fought to keep from begging the younger girl aloud to suck her nipples harder, for the moment. But she did, however, begin wriggling her ass all over the bed as Ashley tentatively licked her nipple’s pebbly surface and then sucked it into her mouth. 
Diana bit her tongue to keep from squealing in ecstasy as the other girl began to nurse on the tender bud of pink flesh while her rough little tongue tip continued to busily caress the surface at the same time.
“Wow! You have the sweetest nipples, hon,” Ashley grinned up at her approvingly as she changed breasts and kissed the right one just as she’d done the left. 
“And I love the way you’re hunching that nice ass of yours all over the place, like this stuff is really turning you on. You catch on so fast! You’re, like, the best little actress I’ve ever worked with, babe. You’re gonna’ make a fortune in this business, you just wait and see!”
Ashley dutifully began sucking Diana’s right nipple, and a second, even larger fireball of pre-orgasmic sensation roared through Diana’s plumped-out breasts and tore through her overflowing pussy like fire through a dry forest! She groaned and closed her eyes and ran both of her hands through Ashley’s golden hair, tugging her mouth tighter onto her ready-to-explode nipple as she did so.
“S-suck it!” she couldn’t help murmuring at last, lost in the incredible sensation, the sheer pleasure of the forbidden act she was now so willingly participating in. The fiery pulses Ashley’s lips and tongue were causing within her love-starved nipples had absolutely shivering with need!
Thinking fast—dismayed that she had momentarily let slip the depth of her arousal—she blurted, “Did that sound realistic, Ash? Don’t men like that…when you…you know, moan and beg for more?”
“God, yes!” Ashley chortled, her mouth coming off of Diana’s saliva-glistening nipple for a moment. “By all means, do some more of that. Make it sound like I’m really getting you hot! Guys just love it when you act really turned on by this lezzy stuff.”
Ashley started sucking again, her hand coming up to caress Diana’s left nipple as her lips tugged insistently at the right one. Diana’s body quivered like a leaf in a gale as soon as the incredibly erotic, totally taboo suction enveloped her swollen bud once more. She recaptured her grip on Ashley’s long hair and urged her mouth tighter onto her pulsing flesh.
“Oh, suck it!” Diana gasped, quivering on the brink of a huge orgasm, trying to make it sound as if she were acting—but not really having to act at all. “Oh, my God, Ash, suck my hot titties for me!” 
To Diana’s dismay, instead of continuing to nuzzle her breasts, Ashley giggled and released her lip-lock on the sensitive knob. “That was fucking perfect, Di! You make it sound so real!”
Still chuckling, Ashley slid downward, kissing Diana’s belly teasingly as she went. When she got all the way down between her shivering friend’s spread legs, she looked up, her beautiful young face hovering just above Diana’s gushing pussy lips.
“God, you really get wet, Di!” the girl said in an amazed tone. “If I didn’t know better, I’d swear you really were excited by all of this lesbian nonsense.”
She shook her head and grinned. “Now this is the hardest part. Kissing titties and sucking ‘em isn’t really a big deal. I mean, I know it probably seems big to you right now, because you’ve never done it before. But believe me, licking your first cunny is a lot more difficult to get right than kissing a nipple!”
She sighed and brought her face closer to Diana’s juicy pink folds.
“Just grit your teeth and tell yourself that it’s all just play-acting, okay? You can even close your eyes and pretend it’s a guy down here, doing this, if you want to. But if you can stand watching me do it, you might want to leave them open and pay attention to exactly how this part is done. It’s really not as disgusting as you’d think…I promise! Here, watch.”
Ashley lightly kissed the small pink bead of clit in front of her. It was all Diana could do to keep from screaming at the top of her lungs in ecstasy and climaxing then and there! She clenched her teeth and dug her fingernails into the bedspread.
Giving her a sly little smile, Ashley kissed the nubbin of flesh again and then ran her tongue down the left side of her smooth, freshly shaved pussy and then back up the right side.
“See? It’s not so bad, right?” Ashley said brightly, grinning up at Diana through the vee created by her swollen breasts.
“Actually, your pussy tastes great, Di—your cunny juice is really sweet. That always makes it easier to eat one of these little things—when the girl’s pussy oil is sweet and delicious-tasting. Here, now watch how I do this.”
With that, Ashley speared her lively little tongue deep into Diana’s cunny folds and then slowly wriggled it back out. She made sure it brushed against the tiny nub at the top of the slit both going in and coming out. Diana shivered uncontrollably once more and gasped for breath.
Gonna’ come! She realized. There’s no fucking way on earth I’m not going to come! Her mouth on my cunny is so good I can’t stand it! I can’t take it for…
“Mmmmm! Sweet, sweet little pussy, Di!” Ashley complimented her again, kissing it once more and then settling in for a good, hard tongue-fucking. Her stiffened digit started to punch in and out of Diana’s pussy like a tiny, pink, wriggly cock.
“Ash!” Diana croaked after just a few penetrations by the heavenly-feeling tongue—her voice ragged with the need to climax. “Oh, Ash, I can’t help it! I’m…I’m gonna’…oh, oh, sweet God! I’m…aggghhhhhhhhhhh!”
Diana screamed and pushed her poor spasming cunny hard against Ashley’s mouth, her taut body coming up off the bed like a tightly wound spring. She climaxed as hard as she ever had in her life, wailing and mashing her pussy onto Ashley’s licking tongue. Her breasts jerked in unison, along with her pussy’s fiery clenches, her nipples so aroused that they looked twice as big as normal!
“Oh! Oh, it feels so good, Ashley!” Diana babbled rapturously, her whole body shaking, her orgasm so intense that she could barely stand it. “Oh, suck it! Eat my hot pussy, you sexy little slut!”
Ashley seemed more than fine with that request. Her tongue and lips were suddenly all over Diana’s clenching pussy. She eagerly licked and kissed and sucked, noisily swallowing the older girl’s hot outpourings.
“Ummmm! Oh! Oh, it’s like heaven!” Diana squealed, orgasming even harder.
Jesus! I don’t remember ever coming this good in my entire life! Diana marveled, totally out of control by now and not even caring anymore. If Ashley thinks I’m a closet lezzy after this…I’ll…I’ll just have to live with it!
“Oh! Oh, no more, please, Ash,” Diana finally sighed after another half a minute of the searing spasms pulsing through her, so intense they almost hurt!
The heady sensations gradually eased and Ashley kissed her cunny lovingly, and then gave her hip a little pat as she raised her shiny-with-girl-come face from between Diana’s sleek thighs. She smiled knowingly.
“Someone just loves to have her cute little pussy licked, now doesn’t she?” Ashley laughed—a smug grin on her pretty face.
Diana felt herself blushing as fiercely as she could ever remember doing so. She shyly turned her head away, unable to face her young friend. 
“It’s okay, Di,” Ashley whispered, getting up onto her hands and knees and coming back up to the head of the bed.
“I’m glad you enjoyed it. Really, it’s a lot better when you don’t have to put on an act. It’s so much easier…for both of us, for one thing.”
“I…I don’t know whether it’s because you’ve trained yourself to do that so well or because my sex life has been pretty mediocre lately, or what,” Diana finally managed to stammer by way of explanation, still blushing intensely. “But that was the best orgasm I’ve had in…I don’t know…years?”
She smiled shyly up at Ashley, who was right above her by now, still on her hands and knees. “I know you don’t really enjoy doing that stuff—that it’s all just part of the job to you, but thank you anyway. It was incredible!”
Ashley giggled happily and flopped down on the bed next to Diana, on her dark haired friend’s right side. She ran her hand absently through Diana’s long mane and smiled, leaning closer.
“You’re welcome, Di. Like I said, its way easier if a girl’s cunny tastes good, and yours is sweet as candy, I swear.”
She seemed to consider what she’d just said for a moment, and then her face brightened. “Here, I’ll show you…have a little taste, okay?”
Diana was startled when Ashley suddenly leaned in still further and kissed her full on the lips again. She automatically opened her mouth and let Ashley’s tongue inside and was even more startled to discover that her pussy juice was, indeed, as sweet as honey!
“Mmmmmm!” Diana found herself moaning aloud after just a few seconds of the torrid kiss. She pulled her mouth away and looked into Ashley’s stunning, ice blue eyes.
“I don’t know what the matter with me is today,” she whispered. “But kissing you is making me all crazy again…and I just had the best climax I’ve had in years less than a minute ago!”
“Really? Are you still all wet down there?” Ashley inquired mischievously, a playful smile returning to her face.
She wrapped her slender arms around Diana’s neck and pulled her in for another hot kiss and then released her right arm’s grip. She let the fingers of that hand work their way slowly downward over Diana’s shoulder and left breast as they kissed.
Diana sighed with pleasure. She felt the naughty fingers exploring her nipple once again and then trailing southward, across her tummy and right down onto her shaved mons. Ashley’s middle finger parted Diana’s juicy-wet pussy lips and slithered inside, mashing across her clit as it slid in.
“Ummmmmm!” Diana moaned into the younger girl’s mouth and then began to undulate her hips upward helplessly, driving the pretty blonde’s finger in and out of her needy pussy.
God, what’s wrong with me?
Diana thought. I don’t think I’ve ever been so excited…so
hungry for sex in my whole life!
Maybe I am a fucking gay girl after all!
“Your turn, babydoll,” Ashley sighed, her eyes half closed with rising lust when she finally broke the kiss off a minute later.
“Suck my titties while I finger your cunny, and then eat my little puss-pie, Diana, darling. I need to come, too—kissing you and playing around with that juicy little cunny of yours has gotten me so hot!”
A shudder reverberated through Diana’s aroused body. She stared down at Ashley’s lovely young breasts and was shocked to discover her mouth was positively watering at the thought of sucking them!
“I…I’ve got you hot?” Diana sighed, slightly disgusted and shocked by her own newly surfaced…desires but nevertheless anxiously moving her body downward until her lips were even with the girl’s swaying mounds.
“What about me? I’m boiling over from the way you touch me, you naughty little puss! From the way you kiss me!”
She ground her shaved cunny shamelessly against Ashley’s finger as it continued to penetrate her and leaned in to engulf the girl’s left nipple. Licking all around the firm little nubbin of flesh as she began to suck, she felt a furious spasm of excitement crackling through her clit once more!
Oh, dear God help me, but this is so incredibly sexy!
she thought, growing bolder with her hot suction with every passing second. Her big tits are delicious and her little nipple is so sweet!
“Oh, you’re doing it so good,” Ashley whimpered at that moment, pressing her breast tighter against Diana’s mouth, still fingering her cunny expertly.
“Ummmm! Ummmm!” Diana moaned, sucking hard, her tongue swirling all over the tip of Ashley’s exquisite breast, her pussy quickly growing so aroused again that she was able to push her lesbian fears aside for the moment. She just let herself go, enjoying the wonderful sensation of Ashley’s talented finger against her clit. That and the new, exotic, forbidden, impossibly exciting feel of another girl’s nipple in her mouth!
The two women clung together for long minutes. Diana discovered a hunger for hot, slippery little nipples that she had never even suspected she harbored within her until now. She changed breasts repeatedly, her lips smacking and sucking noisily, her tongue never ceasing in its lapping and caressing movements.
Diana came again on Ashley’s gliding finger, not as furious an orgasm as the first towering climax she’d had, but still a hot, clenching, exciting release. She was ashamed to admit it to herself, but the second orgasm made her hornier for even more sex-play with her gorgeous young seductress! 
Ashley seemed just as anxious for more of Diana’s oral attention, moaning loudly and gripping Diana’s hair with her free hand as she masturbated Diana’s gleaming slit with her other.
“Oh, baby! I just came so nice with you sucking my titties,” Ashley sighed. “But I need more…I need your hot little mouth on my pussy now, darling!”
Diana practically had another orgasm at just the mention of her mouth on Ashley’s cute young slit! In what seemed like bare seconds, she found herself on her tummy, between Ashley’s long, shapely legs, staring down at the prettiest little pink, fluted set of lips she’d ever imagined.
“Oh, your little pussy is so precious!” she moaned.
She’d never thought much one way or the other about how pussies looked before this very moment, but she had to admit that Ashley’s was a tiny work of art. It was so petite and young and fresh-looking—so pink and…and… positively delicious-looking!
In seconds, Diana’s tongue was deep inside the girl’s juicy folds and she was swallowing her very first mouthful of hot, slick, sweet pussy oil. Ashley groaned with excitement, and her hands stroked and tugged at Diana’s long hair, urging her onward.
“Oh, eat it for me, babydoll!” Ashley begged. “God, you’re such a pretty thing, Di. I just love seeing a really gorgeous girl’s face gobbling my cunny up, sweetie!”
And Diana quickly discovered, to her shock, that she adored eating pussy at least as much as she loved sucking nipples! Ashley had a bright pink, pea-sized clitty that stood out above her slit when she was excited. And she was very excited right at the moment—grinding her cunny against Diana’s eager mouth—whimpering with desire as the older girl lapped hungrily at her flowing juice.
“I’m gonna’ come already, darling!” Ashley gasped suddenly, sounding nearly out of her mind with arousal.
The girl grasped her own nipples, still wet with Diana’s slick spittle. She twisted them between her fingers as she shamelessly hunched her pussy against her friend’s hot mouth and tongue. A fierce spasm of contractions shot through her cunny and she shivered from head to toe, her toes curling backward with the fury of her climax.
“Suck it!” she screamed, yanking at her own swollen nipples. “Oh, suck my hot clitty, you gorgeous puss! Eat me right up!”
Diana kept her mouth tight against the girl’s jerking, twisting lower body. She came again herself, pressing her engorged clitty down onto the bedspread as she sucked out Ashley’s boiling pussy oil and swallowed it. Her tongue never stopped its constant caress of the orgasming girl’s clit.
“Ohhhhhhhhh! So good!” Ashley wailed joyously. “So fucking gooooood, Di!”
 
“You little liar,” Diana chided Ashley minutes later, as they lay back on the pillows at the head of the bed, cuddling with one other, still comfortably naked in each other’s arms. 
“Why didn’t you tell me you liked girls as well as guys, instead of pretending that you really don’t care that much for licking pussies?”
Ashley gave out with a long, throaty, sexy chuckle. “Are you kidding, princess? If I’d have let on that I was hot to suck that little clitty of yours, you’d have been out of here like a shot!”
Diana thought about that for a moment and then admitted with a laugh, “You’re probably right.”
Ashley got up onto one elbow and looked over at her new dark-haired lover. 
“You know, I really was nervous as hell when I interviewed with Colleen, though, I wasn’t lying about that part! My airhead friend, Barb, who recommended me, really didn’t tell me that making it with another girl was part of the interview process. So I was completely caught off guard.”
“So that really was your first sexual experience with another female?” Diana asked, curious, suddenly finding herself very interested in how girls who…liked other girls…had gotten that way. 
Was it inborn? Did girls who craved pussy know they were that way from birth, or was it a learned behavior—much like what Diana, to her shock, found happening to her on this magical afternoon?
“Well…” Ashley looked away, slightly embarrassed. “There was this one girlfriend of mine clear back in the first year of junior high. We used to practice kissing with each other, ‘cause we hadn’t really made out with any guys yet, way back then. And we did gradually work our way up to French kissing.”
Diana laughed, boring in for more information, seeing the guilty look on Ashley’s face. “And just what did that lead to?”
“It didn’t lead to anything nearly as fun as what you and I have been doing this afternoon, babe!” Ashley assured her.
“But we did manage to get ourselves pretty worked up a few times during sleepovers though, what with all of the hot tongue-kissing going on. So we ended up sucking and licking each other’s tiny little titties on a couple of occasions, while we finger-fucked each other.”
She added, with a laugh, “But we were too big a scaredy-cats to ever go all the way and lick each other’s pussies. So that time last year with one of Colleen’s girls, at the interview, really was the first time I ever did that!”
“Well, all I can say is you must have practiced a lot in the last year,” came Diana’s snarky reply, complete with an accusatory giggle, “because you’re way good at it now, sweetie!”
“You puss!” Ashley laughed, smacking Diana with a pillow. “You should talk. Unless you’re one terrific liar, this was the first time you’ve ever been with another girl, and you’re fucking sensational at it!’
Diana squealed with delight and feigned outrage, and then belted Ashley back with a pillow of her own. In seconds the two women were up on their knees, pummeling each other. 
Diana hadn’t been in a pillow fight since a slumber party during her first year of high school. But in moments, she was laughing and pounding Ashley joyously, their breasts jiggling wildly as they beat on each other like a pair of demented teenagers.
“Enough!” Ashley finally screamed after another minute of the mock battle. She held up her hands and dropped her feather-filled weapon onto the bed.
“Are you surrendering?” Diana demanded warily, her pillow cocked for another blow.
A huge grin broke over Ashley’s pretty face. She leaned in closer and whispered, “I surrendered to you a long time ago, cutie. The very first time that hot little tongue of yours touched mine, don’t you know that?”
Diana smiled back, her heart hammering again, wanting more of this exhilarating new relationship with Ashley almost as much as she feared it. But she found herself dropping her pillow onto the bed as well. 
And then they were in each other’s arms again, kissing and rubbing their breasts together as they sunk back onto the mattress, locked in the hot embrace. Minutes later, Ashley’s mouth was tight up against Diana’s bare cunny lips in a classic sixty-nine position, with Diana on top, while the older girl’s was nursing hungrily at hers.
 
This feels so odd, Diana thought as they lay resting, after yet another furious shared orgasm. Her arm was around Ashley’s bare shoulder, and the younger girl’s forearm was draped lazily across Diana’s ribcage, just below her breasts.
I never in my wildest dreams thought I’d ever be snuggled up, naked with another woman, and yet…it’s very comfortable, she realized.
It was new and very out of character for her and just…weird in some ways. But she had to admit, there was a comfort level here that she had rarely felt with a male lover. Ashley was her friend and, on so many levels, she felt that she could tell her things that she’d never told anyone else.
Now that they were lovers, as well as friends, there seemed to be few barriers between them. Diana looked over at Ashley’s contented, smiling face and was struck once more by the girl’s sheer beauty.
“Whatcha’ thinkin’, hot stuff?” Ashley asked, coming up onto one elbow so that she could gaze into Diana’s eyes.
“I was just thinking what a gorgeous girl you are,” Diana answered truthfully. “I guess if you’re going to break the habits of a lifetime and end up in bed with another female…you would be the one most people would pick!”
Ashley actually flushed slightly, grinning as she did so.
“That’s the way I feel about you too, cutie!” she winked at Diana. “I always thought you were so pretty when we worked together at Bobby’s, Di. So nicely put together and coordinated and so sophisticated.”
She shrugged and admitted, “My junior high experiences aside, I hadn’t yet realized at that point in my life that I might have a real thing for other girls.
“But I still liked to look at you, and hang out, and have you showing me how to do stuff in the office. I think I was experiencing a girl-crush on you even back then.”
Diana laughed. “Well, I guess your fantasy has been more than realized now, eh, sweetheart?”
Ashley leaned over and kissed her, a soft, gentle kiss that stirred Diana’s newfound desire just slightly yet again, before the girl pulled back and smiled at her. 
“You got that right, babe! I want more, a lot more of your sweet loving…but later, okay?”
The girl giggled and swung her long shapely legs off the bed and stood up. “Because right now, I’m starving to death,” Ashley blurted, “how about some dinner?”
 
“God, but this hit the spot,” Diana mumbled—her mouth half full of chicken sandwich. “I never knew eating pussy was such a marvelous appetizer. I was famished!”
Ashley laughed. She popped the last bite of her own sandwich into her mouth and put the mayonnaise jar back in the refrigerator, along with what was left of the roast chicken she had used to make their sandwiches. 
While she had her head in the fridge, she got out a cold beer to wash the food down with, and opened it. Handing it to Diana, she fished another one out for herself and snapped the top off.
“Mmmm, tasty,” Diana sighed, drinking a swallow of the slightly sharp-tasting lager.
She glanced at the clock on the microwave and pulled self-consciously at the sheer, almost transparent robe she’d borrowed from Ashley. “We had better get dressed. That Desi guy is supposed to be here in ten minutes.”
Ashley smiled and shook her head, crooking her index finger at Diana, indicating that she should follow her back into the front room. “You are such a ditz sometimes, Di, I swear to God.”
Entering the living room behind the still giggling Ashley, she drank more of her beer and stared questioningly at her. “What’s funny?”
“He’s coming over here to take your clothes off and fuck that incredibly sexy body of yours, silly! More clothes will just get in the way.”
“Oh, right,” Diana put her hand to her mouth and laughed at her own foolishness. “I forgot. I’m not used to doing this kind of thing, you know.”
“Not used to fucking men?” Ashley teased her. “I thought girls were new for you, not men.”
Diana felt herself blush. “Well, usually, even if it’s a guy I’ve been going with for a while, I’m still at least dressed when he shows up. I’m not just lounging around in the nude, waiting for him to come over and…you know…do it to me. I mean, even if I know we’re likely to end up spending the night in bed together, I’m still not likely to be waiting for him next to naked, like…this!”
“Well, new profession, new experiences,” Ashley said with a smile. “Come on, babe. Let’s go into the bathroom and fix our hair, and by then Desi should be here, and we’ll start on the male part of your interview prep, okay?”
 



 
 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
The doorbell rang a few minutes after eight. Ashley was dressed only in a negligee that was every bit as sheer as the one Diana was still nervously wearing. She looked out the peephole, opened the door and a tall, trim young man stepped into the room. A big smile spread across his handsome face as he spied Ashley in the barely-there wrap.
“Ooooh, I like!” he commented approvingly.
His eyes shifted to Diana, who was standing self-consciously at the far end of the living room, her own see-through peignoir pulled tightly across her otherwise naked body—for all the good it did. With a confident little wink, he kissed Ashley on the cheek and strode over to Diana.
“Hi, gorgeous, I’m Desi,” the newcomer said, extending his hand.
“I…I’m Diana!” she managed to stammer in return, shaking hands with him tentatively, still intensely self-conscious about her clothing, or lack thereof.
She didn’t know quite what she’d been expecting, but Desi was a bit of a surprise. Even though he was dressed quite casually, in khaki slacks and a pullover short-sleeved knit shirt, he still managed to project an aura of understated elegance.
The creases on his khaki’s were crisply ironed. His cordovan oxfords had been shined to a mirror-like finish, and the part in his dark, somewhat wavy hair was ruler-straight, with not a strand out of place.
Diana estimated his age to be roughly the same as Ashley’s twenty-two, and the young man’s face went right past handsome on the male good-looks scale and almost into the pretty range. He had big dimple in the middle of his chin which was so cute that it made her want to cuddle him like a puppy—if she hadn’t been nervous enough to faint at the moment!
“So, what’s up first tonight?” Desi asked with a tiny bad-boy smile, turning back toward Ashley.
“Well, we’re just finishing up a couple of beers,” she answered, waving her nearly empty bottle at him. “Would you like one of these or a mixed drink of some kind before we get the evening started?”
“No, thanks, love, I dropped a Cialis before I left my place, so it should be kicking in about now. You don’t want to drink much alcohol with those or they don’t work as well,” Desi answered, waving off the beer.
Cialis? Diana was puzzled. Why would a guy just barely into his twenties need some sort of erection-enhancement drug?
Her natural unease in this very uncomfortable situation flared instantly into a state bordering on panic. She wondered if the much younger man found her so old and undesirable that he was worried about achieving and maintaining an erection with her.
Ashley saw the look of anxiety on Diana’s face and explained with a smile, “Desi works for Colleen, too. That impressive dick of his gets at least a few good workouts a week from the gray-haired pussy posse. So it’s not unusual for him to pop a Cialis or a Viagra or something when he wants to boogie all night long on his own time, right, Des?”
Desi looked mildly perturbed by Ashley’s explanation. In a tone dripping with mock-haughtiness, he answered, “Not all of them are older ladies, you know! I get a good mix of younger clients, too!”
Ashley just laughed and nodded her agreement. “Yeah, I know, mostly trophy wives, married to some local mover and shaker who wants a hot young puss to show off in public.”
She looked over at a still very nervous Diana and went on to finish her thought in a disparaging tone, “Unfortunately for the cute young wives, a lot of the rich old duffs can barely get it up more than a few times a month. Hence their wives’ need for a rendezvous with our friend Desi in a discreet hotel room from time to time for some real sex!”
Nodding enthusiastically, Desi smiled. “Some of those ladies are pretty damned young and hot, too! A lot of ‘em are barely thirty, if that. And, God, are they ever starved for dick?”
Ashley giggled her agreement. “Don’t I know it? Remember that chick we doubled together last winter, the hot bi-girl redhead with the big knock-knocks who had a yen for some pussy along with her extramarital cock meat?”
Desi grinned happily. “Martina, my Lord, what a goer she was! She acted as if that rich old dude she married hadn’t fucked her in a year. I was glad you were there to lick that hot little cunny for her in between rounds, ‘cause I thought for a while she was going to kill me before morning, Cialis or no Cialis.”
He shook his head and added, “That chick needs to invest in some high-quality porn DVDs, a good vibrator, and a case of batteries to go along with it!”
The two attractive young sex professionals shared a laugh and Diana joined in self-consciously. Desi seemed to be a good guy and very much at ease with the situation, and that lightened her anxiety about what she was doing tonight somewhat. But she was still feeling pretty shaky and ill at ease.
It felt very surreal, very weird, looking at this handsome young man and knowing that in a few minutes—if she had the guts to go through with this—she would be naked, in his arms, and he’d be…fucking her! 
She wondered how long these feelings, the oddness of the situation, lasted. Did Ashley still feel such things when she contemplated going out on a date with a man she’d never even seen before? Or had a year of doing it for a living served to make it all seem normal for her, like business as usual, after a while?
Ashley stepped over and ran her fingertips across Desi’s shoulders, flashing him a sexy little smile as she did so.
“Well, then. Let’s get naked and get this party started, hot boy, what do you say? My friend Diana here needs to take a little sexual test drive—with me showing her a few cool new moves she may not know along the way—if she’s gonna’ wow Colleen at the interview. And you, lucky boy, get to be our test vehicle. How does that sound?” 
Desi grinned and asked slyly, “So…is this evening going to be strictly vanilla, slam-bam, thank-you-Ma’am sex or what?”
“Oh, don’t you worry, sweetie,” the voluptuous blonde whispered, kissing his earlobe and then running her tongue tip over it. “Who’s your mama?”
Her sly grin matched the one he’d flashed moments ago when he’d asked about what sort of evening this was going to be as she went on to add, “Ashley knows just what really turns you on, sugar…remember? So we’ll take real sweet care of you tonight, babe, never fear!”
Looking over at Diana, Desi smirked happily. “She looks like an innocent young college coed, doesn’t she? But she’s so much more—she’s such a hot little sleaze-girl slut when you really get to know her!”
Diana’s clit gave a small throb as the almost-pretty young man held out his hand and she took it. He led both her and Ashley down the hall and into the master bedroom. Part of her wanted to turn and run naked—even dressed only in the whisper of a robe she wore—out the apartment, screaming for help. 
But, Diana was hesitant to admit, even to herself, part of her was also pretty damned excited at the thought of being in bed with Ashley again…especially with this handsome boy added into the mix. She had never done anything even vaguely like this in her life before and she found the prospect of it to be exhilarating and terrifying, both at the same time!
 
“Now, the thing you have to know about dear Desi,” Ashley told Diana as soon as the three of them were in the bedroom, “Is that he’s one of those rare men who doesn’t allow himself to get hemmed in by traditional roles.”
Smiling enigmatically at Diana—who was standing near the bed on one side of Desi as Ashley stood on the other—the younger girl calmly slipped off her peignoir. She tossed it over onto the chair, leaving herself completely naked once more. 
She nodded at Diana, who gulped and then, with shaking fingers, untied her own wrap and threw it over to join Ashley’s discarded garment. As her gown hit the chair and she stood totally naked in the bedroom she thought, Well, I guess the die is really cast now!
“While our sweetie, here, loves what you and I have to play with,” Ashley went on, calmly reaching down and undoing Desi’s slacks and tugging the bottom of his knit shirt free of them.
“His very impressive big boy here also gets quite hard in the presence of another hot-looking guy’s naked body, too.”
She skimmed Desi’s shirt upward, over his head and free of his upraised arms, and dropped it onto the chair as well. Diana’s eyes grew wide; both from the information Ashley had just shared with her about the young man’s bi-sexual tendencies, and from viewing his yummy-looking, chiseled physique. Her blonde friend casually dropped Desi’s pants down onto his shoes and then nudged his boxers downward to join them.
“Oh, my goodness,” Diana sighed aloud upon seeing Desi’s fully shaved genitals for the first time. “He’s so big!” 
“He’s not huge, but he’s got plenty to keep a girl happy,” Ashley smiled over at her, taking Desi’s half-hard cock in her small fist and working in up and down a few times. “He’ll be more than enough for you to practice on in just a minute or two, darling, trust me!”
Ashley gently pushed her male escort friend backward, until the back of his calves and thighs came up against the mattress. As he sat down, she went onto her knees in front of him and skimmed off his shoes, socks, shorts, and slacks, leaving him just as naked as the two of them.
“Now, you must keep our sweetie here’s penchant for swinging both ways to yourself around other First Choice employees, Di, okay?” Ashley cautioned her, still playing absently with Desi’s rapidly hardening manhood as she got up off her knees and sat down next to him on the bed.
“Not all of Colleen’s male employees love to have one of these big, beautiful things slipped up their backdoors the way our Desi does, you see. Some of them are content just bang the trophy wives and the horny grandmas and call it a day. No man-on-man stuff for them!”
Desi sighed with pleasure at the nice handjob Ashley was giving his rapidly swelling cock while she filled Diana in on the ground rules. Ashley smiled and leaned over and ran her tongue around the head of the big prick a few times, drawing an even deeper sigh of appreciation from its owner.
Releasing the young man’s now fully erect penis for a moment, Ashley turned and opened the top drawer of her nightstand. She motioned with her hand for Desi to slide up all the way onto the big bed and he did so readily. He scooted his way around on the mattress until he was laying on his back in the middle of it, his large cock waggling around above his impressive ball sac as he settled in.
Ashley pulled a fat tube of sex lubricant out of the drawer, along with the biggest, most realistic-looking rubber cock Diana had ever seen. The thing was a good ten inches long and was easily a third wider in diameter than Desi’s own impressive manhood.
“See, our friend, here, is a true bi-boy. He loves pussy and will eat your cunny and suck your boobies all night long if you let him,” Ashley went on speaking in a conversational tone, like a professor lecturing a class.
She got up onto the bed and moved over right beside the reclining male escort, squirting the clear, slippery lubricant all over the fake cock as she did so. 
“He’ll fuck you like a trooper, too, either in the ass or the pussy…your choice. And of course, he enjoys getting a long, sensuous blowjob as much as the next guy…the only difference being that he loves giving them almost as much as receiving them!”
Setting the head of the huge cock against Desi’s anus, Ashley nodded at him and he obligingly pointed his feet upward, toward the canopy over the bed and took a deep, anticipatory breath. Ashley eased the fat dildo into his ass and kept on pushing.
“Ohhhhhhhhh!” Desi moaned in what looked like pure ecstasy, nearly three quarters of the humongous dick sliding into him, his own cock jerking and swelling even larger—if that were possible—as Ashley slowly began to butt-fuck him. She continued to speak to a shocked-motionless but still very excited Diana as she did so.
“But if you want our darling pretty boy here to really bone up good and hard for you, this is the thing he’s truly craving, you see, darling?”
Diana’s eyes were huge as she watched her sexy young friend drilling the enormous fake cock in and out of Desi’s anus. Diana had never seen anything even close to this before, and she felt her nipples spiking like crazy and her pussy weeping oil like an open faucet. This was incredibly kinky and wild but, at the same time…mesmerizing!
“Well, don’t just stand there,” Ashley grinned at her. “Get on the other side of him, sweetie. You get to fuck him in his cute little bum while I suck his cock a little, and then we’re going to trade off, okay?”
A flash of pre-come fury rippled through Diana’s untouched pussy at just the thought of doing what Ashley wanted her to do.
My God…this is depraved!
she thought, so turned on by the lascivious thing she was about to do that she trembled with anticipation. It’s…it’s twisted and filthy and…and soooo exciting!
“See, do it just like this, all right?” Ashley smiled over at Diana as she got on the bed next to Desi.
“Our baby boy just loves it, don’t you, darling—especially when someone’s sucking his cock for him while he’s getting it up the butt, huh, sweetie?”
Desi, whose eyes were partially closed in pure bliss, moaned and nodded his head eagerly. “Oh, God, yes, you sexy, degenerate little puss, fuck me! Fuck my hot asshole, you gorgeous slut!”
Ashley laughed and pushed the big cock in even deeper on her next thrust as Desi whimpered with joy, putting his feet down flat on the bed, and bending his knees, so that he could work his ass onto the driving prick as it penetrated him. 
“Oh, oh, God, Ashley, you’re such a wanton little perv girl!” he groaned happily.
“That I am, darling,” she whispered, smiling down benignly like a little blonde angel as she shook her big boobies for him and rammed him full of cock.
She looked over at Diana and then down at the dildo. “Take it, baby, and do his bottom nice and easy while I suck his prick, okay?”
Her fingers still shaking with forbidden excitement, Diana took the firm rubber prick from her young friend and drilled it experimentally into Desi’s ass while Ashley bent down and proceeded to noisily gobble up more than half of his rampant cock meat.
“Ohhhhhh! Fuuuuuuuccckkkkk! What a hot little puss you are, Ashley!” Desi wailed with delight, his trim ass coming off the bed frantically as he tried to force more of his prick up into her sucking lips and more of the monster dildo into his butt.
Diana shivered, a jolt of mini-orgasm tearing through her as she fucked Desi with the phony cock. She thought to herself, Oh, God! This is so wild! This is incredibly wicked!
“Unnggghhh!” Desi groaned, looking up at her and Diana. “What a gorgeous pair of fucking perverts—what a couple of hot, sexy pusses you babes are!”
Her untouched pussy already quivering on the edge of another mammoth climax, Diana continued to eagerly saw the thick cock in and out of Desi’s ass, her slit dripping oil onto the bedspread, her nipples so plumped out that they ached! 
His calling her a pervert and a hot, sexy puss sent a thrill through her the like of which she’d rarely experienced before. Her breath was coming in gasps and she knew that if she just grazed her clit with a finger, she’d be orgasming like mad in an instant!
“Would you like a little taste, darling?” Ashley whispered at that moment, her lips coming off Desi’s swollen manhood.
“Oh, dear God, yes!” Diana sighed, unable to help herself at this point, staring down at the gleaming-with-spit cock, her hand now flying up and back as it reamed out Desi’s cute ass.
In an instant, Ashley had the dildo back in her fist and Diana was bent over, sucking in half of Desi’s huge dick as if it were a Christmas candy cane. She licked and licked, tasting the handsome young man’s pre-come as it oozed up out of his prick tip. It was hot and slick and sweet, and she sucked more of it out and swallowed it hungrily.
“Ohhhhhhhh! Jeeeeezus!” Desi murmured happily. “Your pretty little friend here sucks dick almost as good as I do, Ash!”
Ashley laughed merrily at that statement and drove the long dildo in almost all the way to its end as she observed Diana’s cocksucking technique. Diana, for her part, was still so close to coming that she could barely breathe, and Desi’s cock tasted like pure heaven!
“Mmmmllmmmm! Mmmmmmmmm!” she murmured around it, angling her head back so that she could get even more of it into her mouth and throat, just as she had seen Ashley doing it when it had been her turn to suck dick. 
She let herself go completely, tickling his big nut sac with her long fingernails as she ate his prick, really getting into the sensuality and the sheer…nastiness of the act the two of them were performing on the willing boy. She loved the feel of his substantial cock in her mouth, its heft and girth, and the way it slid in and out so slickly over her wet lips.
“Fuck!” Desi screamed after another minute of the intense attention by the two naked beauties. “You two red-hot, butt-banging, cocksucking sluts are killing meeeeee!”
Ashley gave a low chuckle and asked teasingly, “Do you want us to stop, darling?”
“Nooooooooo!” Desi wailed in protest, his ass twisting and hunching onto the dildo, his cock nearly buried in Diana’s sucking lips as she bobbed her head frantically, her tongue never stopping its maddening caress. “Don’t stop! Don’t ever stop fucking and sucking meeeeeeee!
“Our boy appears to be getting ready to blow off a super-load, darling!” Ashley bent low and whispered above Diana’s gliding head. “Do you want to trade off again, and let me swallow it for him?”
Just at that instant, as the other girl began speaking, Diana felt Ashley’s free hand slipping downward over her back, her touch feather-light across her ass cheeks as it wended its way tantalizingly downward toward her pussy lips. She shivered with delight and sucked harder on Desi’s twitching cock, sensing that it was about to explode up into her mouth and not caring a bit.
“Meeeeeeeeeee!” she gargled around the sliding hunk of hard male flesh, totally into the depraved scene by now, her pussy ready to explode and wanting…almost needing to suck Desi until her came gushing into her mouth!
“All right, baby girl,” Ashley whispered, sinking a finger into Diana’s pussy and mashing her clit down as she did so, her other hand never missing a stroke with the big dildo into Desi’s ass. “Enjoy!”
Desi and Diana both screamed with the ecstasy of release at the exact same instant. But Diana’s delirious wail was abruptly cut off by a fountain of semen. 
She gulped and gurgled in pure bliss and swallowed again, the biggest load of come she had ever imagined instantly filling her mouth once more with its steamy, slick presence.
So much! She marveled, her pussy contracting like mad around Ashley’s skillful finger. Why does it taste so good tonight? God, I love it! It’s so hot and gooey and…so fucking nasty!
 



 
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
“Do you want another taste of this, hot girl?” Desi asked teasingly, later that evening, holding his large stiff cock, still dripping with Ashley’s cunny juice, out toward Diana.
She felt her pussy spasm as she eyed the gleaming rod. God! This kid is, like, the stud of studs, she thought, awed by his endurance!
After she had blown him, Desi had rested for a maximum of ten minutes, watching intently as Ashley and Diana devoured each other’s pussies in a torrid sixty-nine. She had to admit, nothing she’d ever done felt hotter to Diana than eating Ashley’s pussy and having the statuesque young blonde return the favor as sexy young Desi watched.
Obviously, he’d been super aroused by it, too, since he’d soon gotten hard as a rock again. He had then pried the two of them apart, eagerly turning Diana over onto her back and wasting no time in sinking his rigid shaft into her juicy quim all the way up to his balls.
There had been no turning back after that. Desi had fucked her like a young, pussy-hungry demon and she had whined and moaned and run her fingers through his hair. Ashley had watched—bright-eyed and eager with excitement—ready to jump in and kiss Diana and suck her breasts as Desi wailed away on her blissful cunny!
Ten minutes later, Diana had just screamed her way through her second gigantic orgasm. Ashley was still alternating between making out with her and licking her breasts as Desi fucked her senseless.
The boy had then gently pulled out of her satisfied pussy, grabbed Ashley by the shoulders, and forced her onto her hands and knees in front of him. He had pointed to the moaning, excited blonde’s dangling tits and commanded Diana to, “Suck them, gorgeous! Suck those big knockers while I give this hot bitch’s pussy a good fucking, too!”
Diana had willingly complied, too turned on to worry about anything like embarrassment or propriety anymore, sliding over on her back until her head was under Ashley’s beautiful set of swaying, jiggling tits. She had sucked first one and then the other as Desi had rammed into the blonde girl from behind. After Ashley’s third shuddering climax just seconds ago, Desi had pulled his still rock-hard cock from her juicy lips and offered the obscenely glistening rod of flesh to Diana.
“Oh, yeah!” Diana now sighed, as she stared at Desi’s gleaming prick. “I’d love to suck it for you some more, baby!”
Her lips began to move up and down the boy’s cock. She avidly licked off Ashley’s delicious pussy juice and swallowed it. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw her friend stir languidly and ease herself up onto all fours again and then off the bed. She winked at her and walked over to the closet as Diana continued to feast on Desi’s hard prick and Ashley’s sweet pussy oil.
In moments, the blonde girl was sauntering back toward the bed from the walk-in closet, a black garter-belt looking contraption around her slender waist. The belt featured a huge black, plastic cock—which was, amazingly, even longer and thicker than the first dildo the girls had taken turns fucking Desi with earlier had been. 
The huge strap-on dick protruded outward—looking downright menacing—from the front of the contraption Ashley wore. She got back onto the bed behind the kneeling man.
“Time to educate our new girlfriend about proper ass-fucking, stud,” Ashley whispered into Desi’s ear, moving up behind him and running her hands over his ass, his back, and up onto his shoulders. 
Desi stopped guiding Diana’s lips up and down on his inflated dong and looked back over his shoulder. He blanched slightly as he saw the gargantuan black dildo that Ashley had just finished drenching in sex lube. His cock gave an involuntary jerk inside Diana’s sucking mouth.
“Oh, no—not with that, you don’t! That thing is fucking huge, Ash!” Desi demurred.
Ashley just shook her head knowingly and smiled at him. “Oh, yes—everyone knows what a fucking size-queen you are, darling! Now get our baby girl back up on her hands and knees and do your thing, cutie, while I do mine.”
Desi sighed but did as he was told. In moments, he had slipped his steely prick out of Diana’s adoring mouth and urged her up onto her hands and knees, facing her body away from him. She was so turned on by now that it was all she could do to follow what was happening at this point. It seemed to her as if she had been in a constant state of utter, white-hot arousal, followed by orgasmic bliss and then by further arousal for hours by now. 
But she readily let him arrange her just as he wanted. He pushed her tight little breasts down into the bedspread and had her hike her trim ass up into the air in front of him. He began to kiss it while he massaged her enlarged clit with a fingertip.
“Ohhhhhhh!” Diana moaned as Desi shoved his long, lively tongue into her asshole and wiggled it around while he pressed harder on her clitty with his fingertip.
No one had ever tongued Diana’s bottom before. She couldn’t believe how hot and nasty and…wonderful it felt!
“Take it, bi-boy!” she heard Ashley’s almost cruel-sounding voice say after a few more moments of the deliciously taboo anal tongue-fucking.
Desi seemed to go stiff behind her, his tongue ramming deep into her ass. Diana roused herself momentarily from her erotic, dreamy stupor and looked back over her shoulder, only to see Ashley kneeling behind Desi, pushing forward. From the tortured/ecstatic look on the boy’s handsome face, it was clear that the strap-on’s incredibly large black dildo was now buried deep in his anus.
“Ohhhhhhh! Fuck! It’s so huuuuuugggggge!” Desi moaned—his voice sounding somewhere between agony and bliss as he pulled his tongue from Diana’s bottom.
Ashley smiled, ramming every last inch of the foot-long appliance into Desi’s sleek, tight butt. She murmured hotly, “Take it, pretty boy—take it right up that cute ass of yours!”
Desi trembled behind Diana, his eyes closed, his whole body shivering. Ashley leaned forward, keeping the mammoth fake cock berthed deep inside him. “Get her ready! Ream her ass out with that naughty tongue of yours and then show her how good butt-fucking can feel!”
“Ummmmm!” Desi moaned, obediently jamming his tongue deep into Diana’s bottom once again.
She sighed, still looking back over her shoulder, observing as Ashley began to fuck Desi hard and deep right up his cute butt. The penetrated boy groaned, but kept his tongue buried in Diana’s anus.
After another torrid minute of the hot fucking and steady tongue penetration, Desi moaned once more and straightened up a little. He put a hand on both of Diana’s firm little ass moons and pulled her back towards him.
“Got to have you!” the young man gasped, Ashley still fucking hard between his cheeks. “Oh, God, my pretty Diana, but I need your cute ass!”
Diana felt a huge squirt of sex lube shoot into her bottom and then Desi’s cockhead was wedged against her wet-with-saliva anus. She sighed, her pussy leaking juice like mad and held still as he pushed forward, easily breaching her ass opening. He drove six or seven inches of firm cock deep inside.
“Oh, Gawwwwwddddd!” she whined into the pillow.
It had been a year or more, at least, since she’d tried anal the last time, and the steady guy she’d let talk her into it on that occasion had been skimpily endowed, compared to Desi.
She felt the bloated cockhead lance her open all the way and drive down inside her, just the way the strap-on Ashley was wearing was penetrating him. She didn’t know what it was, but something about the fact that Desi was getting everything she was getting, and more, at the same time, seemed to light a fire in Diana’s clitty! 
She moaned and dug her nails into the bedspread and pushed her hips back onto his cock, spearing him deeper into her bowels. Her clit throbbed wildly against his teasing finger as she sighed, “Oh! Oh, fuck, you’ve got such a big one!”
“You ought to have the one that’s in me, in you, you sweet-assed bitch!” he retorted, ramming every last inch of himself into her butt.
Diana’s cunny clasped. She shook her long hair from side to side and pushed back even harder onto Desi’s buried manhood.
“Oh! Oh, God help me, I need it!” Diana gasped. “Oh, fuck me! It feels so good tonight for some reason! Fuck me—fuck me right in the ass!”
Desi sighed and diddled her clitty harder and began really reaming out her bottom. Diana felt her knees getting weak beneath his fiery onslaught. She could feel Ashley powering into Desi’s ass in perfect time with the strokes he was busily skewering into hers.
“Does it feel nice?” Ashley screamed after another minute or so of the intense ass fucking. “Do you like it, sweet boy?”
Desi gripped one of Diana’s ass cheeks hard with one hand and pummeled her clit with the forefinger of the other, his cock never missing a stroke into her tightening anus. Diana trembled, the first true anally induced orgasm of her life hovering close.
“How about you, hot girl?” Desi panted, electing to ask Diana instead of answering Ashley. “How do you like it…right up that cute little bottom of yours?”
“Unngghhhhhhhhhhhh!” Diana wailed, starting to come like crazy as he said that. “Oh, fuck…I…I love it! Fuck me! Fuck my ass deep, babeeeeeeeee!”
Desi gasped and then fired what felt like a geyser of come up Diana’s gripping butt sheath. He screamed that he was coming and unloaded another four or five big jets of boiling-hot spunk up into her. His big cock glided in and out of Diana’s tight hole more easily with each gush of the super-slick jism.
Diana shuddered with excitement and pushed her face into the pillow. The boy’s steamy come ignited a fresh orgasm in her well-stroked clitty as it oozed out of her clasping ass sheath and ran down onto her pussy lips.
Intense! Oh, God, it’s so fucking intense, coming like this! She marveled, reveling in her very first anal orgasm. This guy’s dick is magic!
She soon felt Desi’s magic cock begin to go soft inside her. After another half a minute of slow, gliding penetration, she felt it slide out completely, along with a gush of spent semen.
“Ohhhhh, God, but that was great!” Diana sighed dreamily.
“So, you liked it?” she heard Ashley’s voice inquire from close by.
Opening her eyes, she looked up and saw that her young blonde sex mentor had pulled the strap-on out of Desi, unbuckled and removed it. Ashley slid down onto the bedspread right next to her, smiling, her pretty face coming to rest inches from Diana’s on the pillow.
“You were so right!” Diana purred happily.
Ashley raised her eyebrows inquisitively.
“About getting it up the ass from a guy who really knows what he’s doing?” Diana went on to explain with a little laugh. “That was incredible!”
“Well, I’m glad you enjoyed it, cutie,” Ashley said, moving forward so that her lips were less than an inch from Diana’s.
“Come here and let me thank you properly!” Diana grinned, putting her hand at the back of Ashley’s golden mane and drawing her lips in tight, their tongues gliding hungrily against each other once again…
 



 
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
“You’ve got me curious,” Diana said to Desi the next morning.
The three of them were seated in Ashley’s kitchen. They were enjoying a delicious breakfast that the tall girl had whipped together from this and that in her refrigerator. 
She had taken shredded chicken breast, avocado slices, salsa, and melted Swiss cheese with scrambled egg and rolled it all up in warm flour tortillas. Along with the burritos, she had served them individual bowls of freshly washed blueberries, and large glasses of fresh-squeezed orange juice.
“Curious about what?” Desi asked, after swallowing a big mouthful of Ashley’s wonderful breakfast burrito concoction.
“Given your…orientation, do you have a girlfriend or a boyfriend in the picture somewhere?” Diana asked. 
The almost surreally-handsome boy grinned and started to speak but Ashley beat him to it. “The little scamp has both, actually!”
Desi shrugged. “She should know! My girlfriend, Cindy, just can’t seem to get enough of licking Ashley’s pussy, and my boyfriend, Billy, can’t make up his mind whose bottom is tighter and the better fuck…mine or Ash’s!”
Diana smiled. Somehow, after spending all of last night in bed with Ashley and Desi, his answer didn’t surprise her too much.
“So, are you ready to meet Colleen?” Ashley said, changing the subject as she took a big bite of her burrito.
“Do you think I’m ready?” 
After swallowing her food and chasing it with a drink of orange juice, Ashley nodded confidently. “You’re more than ready, gorgeous. You’ll ball Gabe’s socks off and whichever girl Colleen picks for that part of the interview is going to be one lucky gal!”
Diana felt herself blushing slightly at that enthusiastic but lewd endorsement as she smiled back at her young friend. She had to admit; however, that after last night, she was feeling a new wave of confidence about both her chances of getting the job and her ability to do well at it after she did.
An alarm went off in Diana’ head at the thought of jobs and interviews; she glanced at the clock on the microwave, saw the time, and jumped up from the table. Excusing herself as she ran from the kitchen in a near panic, she raced into the living room to retrieve her cell phone from her purse.
“Steph, hey, it’s me, Diana, let me talk to Bobby, okay?”
She paced around the living room nervously, phone pressed up against her ear, knowing full well that she was a half hour late for work already. Diana went over to the slider and looked down at the canopy of trees below, waiting for her longtime boss, Bobby Carstairs, to come on the line.
“Hi, Bobby,” she croaked as soon as he’d said hello, endeavoring to make her voice sound low and raspy. “Listen, I’m not going to be able to make it in today. I think I’m coming down with some sort of flu bug…I didn’t get a wink of sleep last night. Yeah, I know today is my floor day, but you’re just gonna’ have to find someone else to fill in for me.” 
She shifted her weight from one foot to the other impatiently as Bobby, who tended to talk predominantly in clichés, bleated on and on about responsibility and shouldering your part of the load and not letting down the team. Finally, unable to endure even one more of his seemingly endless supply of platitudes, she cut him off.
“Hey, Bobby, I bet I haven’t missed more than two days of floor duty in eight years with you. I’m feeling sick as a fucking dog today and I am not going to drag myself into the office and risk giving everyone else what I’ve got, just so I can sit at my desk and feel miserable while nobody comes in the door and nobody calls, okay?”
Bobby was silent, clearly stunned by her uncharacteristic language and attitude. Diana knew that he had always considered her to be the rock among his agents, professional, responsible, committed, first in the door and last out the door every day. At last, he weakly offered that he hoped she felt better soon and that he expected he’d see her in the office tomorrow morning.
“Yeah, well, I’ll have to see how I feel tomorrow,” Diana hedged. “I might not make it back until the weekend. We’ll just have to play it by ear, okay? Bye, Bobby.”
With that, she disconnected, effectively cutting her boss off before he had a chance to whine further about her not showing up today. She slipped the phone into her purse, went back into the kitchen, and sat down to finish her blueberries and juice. 
On the one hand, Diana felt bad about shirking her responsibilities at the office. That wasn’t how she had been raised. Lying and malingering felt very foreign to her.
On the other, her old life at the office was closing rapidly. Whether she got this new job or not, things were going to change soon anyway. They had to. She couldn’t just keep showing up at Bobby Carstairs and Associates every day, pretending that she was still making a living there when she wasn’t anymore—until the power went out at her house or the sheriff came and evicted her.
“It didn’t sound like Bobby was too happy about your not coming in this morning,” Ashley commented.
“We’ve had so many people quit because they just couldn’t make it anymore in the last six months, Ash, that it’s getting tough to field enough agents to cover the floor from nine until six every day,” Diana explained with a sigh. “And you know Bobby. He’s basically too lazy to do it himself.”
Ashley grinned. “Yeah, I remember Bobby all right. The guy’s got a Jesus-complex, I swear. He wants at least twelve agents…disciples…around him at all times that he can promise to lead to the land of milk and honey and big commissions!”
Desi and Diana laughed. She was nodding her head enthusiastically in agreement with Ashley’s somewhat unkind but highly accurate description of Bobby Carstairs’ personality. 
Finishing her juice, Ashley gave Diana a canny look. “You really didn’t get much sleep last night, sweetie. None of us did. Do you want to rest up for a day before meeting Colleen?”
Diana’s heart beat faster. The more she’d thought about it, the more she wanted this job! After last night, she felt a new confidence that she could handle it and she wanted to move ahead before she had a chance to start second-guessing her decision. 
She was determined not to chicken out and she knew that allowing more time in the loop before her intimidating First Choice interview would just give her more time to develop cold feet and back out of the whole thing. 
“Today is great, if you can arrange it,” she told Ashley firmly, “anytime this afternoon or tonight. If I can catch a nap this morning, then I’ll be good to go, I think.”
“Cool,” Ashley said, getting up and going over to the phone hanging on the wall in her kitchen. “Let’s see if Colleen can interview you later today.”
 
“Mmmmm, this is perfect,” Diana sighed—barely able to keep her eyes open for another moment.
She was naked in Ashley’s big bed once more, snuggled under the covers with the other girl, her arms around the lithe blonde’s neck. Their breasts were pushed together and they lay still now, just smiling at each other. Ashley had just licked Diana’s pussy to an utterly satisfying climax again as she’d simultaneously done the same for her new girlfriend.
“What kept you from telling me before that Colleen lived two floors above you, in the penthouse suite, you sneaky little puss?”
“You didn’t ask,” Ashley said with a Cheshire cat grin and cuddled in closer.
“Now go to sleep and then we’ll get up and shower and have some late lunch. Then I’ll fix your hair just so and help with your make up and you can go up and meet Colleen and bowl her over, okay?”
“That sounds very okay to me,” Diana said softly.
She moved forward and kissed her young lover on the mouth, tasting her own pussy oil there and licking it off happily before sleep overtook her. Just as she dropped off, she found herself thinking—to her continuing amazement—how delightful and comfy sex with Ashley was turning out to be …
 
“You are very lovely, dear,” Colleen Caldwell said after shaking hands with Diana late that afternoon, her gray orbs taking in everything as she examined the younger woman in much the same manner as Ashley had in the supermarket parking lot the day before.
The madam was somewhere in her forties, tall, slender, and still quite attractive. She had light skin, wavy, reddish-blonde hair, perfectly cut to fall just above her shoulders. She wore a simple blue dress and pumps but Diana could tell that both the dress and the shoes were extremely expensive, as was everything else visible in the professionally decorated, tastefully coordinated top floor suite. 
“Ashley tells me you sell real estate,” Colleen declared, her accent clearly indicating a background spent in east coast prep schools and the Ivy League.
“I used to, back when people were still buying it. Now I mostly sit in my office and stare out the window and watch my bank account dwindle downward,” Diana replied, electing to try a bit of humor to break the ice. 
The small joke had also been an attempt on her part to diffuse the intense nervousness she was experiencing, now that she was actually here, in this impressive penthouse. She found Colleen to be a slightly scary presence, and the knowledge that she was about to embark on what could easily be the most traumatizing interview/sexual experience of her life didn’t help either. 
Colleen smiled, showing teeth as perfect as two rows of tiny pearls, but didn’t laugh. “The economic downturn has hurt us all. Even our clientele has felt it. But not to the extent that it’s slowed their passion for the type of…services our firm provides, I’m happy to say.”
She then surprised Diana by winking and going on to add, “Rich men will always want choice pussy, Diana, and they’re still willing to pay top dollar to get it, even if they are not quite as rich as they were two years ago.”
Diana felt her face coloring slightly. The word pussy sounded slightly jarring, coming out of the mouth of the elegant Colleen Caldwell, clearly enunciated in her cultured, polished voice.
“Come, let’s sit in the living room and chat for a while, all right?” Colleen offered, gesturing at the wide, designer-decorated room—dominated by a black baby grand piano—with its expansive view of the city and its perfectly coordinated décor.
“Now, if you would be so kind, darling, tell me a little about your sexual preferences, experiences, and so forth,” Colleen asked when they were comfortably seated on the couch, Colleen having picked up a clipboard from the coffee table as they sat down.
Her pen hovering above the single lined sheet of notebook paper on the board, Colleen went on, “Also, you might want to mention any sexual acts that don’t appeal to you, all right?”
“Uh, okay, sure,” Diana said, clearing her suddenly dry throat and mentally blessing Ashley for preparing her for this so well. She realized that she would have been blushing and stammering like an idiot at this point, had she not been expecting just these sorts of questions.
“Well, I like regular sex of course, and I’m very okay with anal,” Diana began, sending a shy smile Colleen’s way as the older woman wrote on the clipboard.
“And oral sex is a particular favorite of mine, and I don’t mind swallowing, if that’s what the gentleman prefers…”
Ten minutes later, after and the madam had asked a few more pointed questions and Diana had finished answering them, Colleen had a complete set of notes indicating just what her perspective new employee would and would not consider doing for a client. She looked up as she completed her note taking and offered Diana a tight little smile of approval.
“That’s all we need for now, I think, dear,” she said, her voice sounding slightly friendlier than it had at the start of the interview. 
“Oh, and you needn’t worry about your information ever being accessible to anyone who shouldn’t see it. This page gets burned as soon as I’ve transcribed its contents into the electronic employee file I’ll be opening on you if the rest of the interview goes as well as this first part has.” 
She leaned slightly toward Diana and went on. “And, just as an added safety precaution, those files are not stored permanently on my computer either—they’re kept on a storage disc in an ultra-safe location offshore, to be called up and retrieved whenever I need them. My computer is automatically scrubbed clean of any information which might prove legally…actionable, so to speak, every night just before I shut it off.”
She smiled reassuringly at Diana. “We have been operating for years now without incident and I’ve always been extremely careful but, ever since that unfortunate Mayflower Madam scandal broke a few years back, I’ve taken our file security to new levels.”
She put the clipboard on the table. “We enjoy police protection and cooperation from the very highest ranks on down to the local beat cops, of course. And that is extremely costly to maintain, believe me. But still, one can still never be too careful. None of us wants any unpleasantness of a legal nature, if you take my meaning!”
Standing up, she gestured toward a hallway. “Now, the next part of the interview process takes place in a bedroom just this way. Won’t you join me?”
Diana’s heart went into overdrive, but she managed to smile as she got to her feet. So far, so good, at least!
The imperious older woman escorted her across the living room and into the hallway, stopping in front of a nicely decorated guest room featuring a queen bed. After they had stepped into the room, Colleen looked Diana carefully up and down once more.
“Truthfully, dear, you’re a bit old for us. But you are still quite lovely, and Ashley assures me that your…enthusiasm for our sort of work will quite make up for the fact that you’re no longer twenty-two, as she is.”
Diana felt slightly crushed by the older woman’s comment, but she struggled not to let her face show it. Perhaps because she had always taken her physical beauty for granted, she wasn’t one of those women who obsessed about aging. And really, she didn’t consider twenty-nine or even thirty to be old. But Colleen’s slightly condescending words about her age had still stung.
“Take off your clothes, please, Diana, and let’s have a closer look at you,” the madam said at that moment. 
“You look quite attractive for your age, dear, nicely dressed as you are now, but our clients are going to see all of you, up close. So I have to know what sort of impression you’re going to make on them once the clothes are off.”
Making sure to press her fingers down tightly against the buttons of her blouse as she undid them—so that Colleen couldn’t see how badly they were now shaking from nervousness—Diana managed to remove the garment and lay it on top of a nearby dresser. She undid her slacks next and stepped out of them. After arranging them atop the blouse, she sat on the bed and quickly took off her stockings and shoes, and then stood back up.
Diana took a deep breath and unhooked her bra and tossed it onto the pile. Colleen stepped in closer.
“Those are very beautiful!” she smiled approvingly, regarding Diana’s exposed breasts and nipples the way a raptor might eye a mouse.
She looked up at Diana’s face, putting the fingers of her right hand against her cheek and turning her head left and then right.
“Your skin is holding up nicely, my dear. You must use a good moisturizer. I see barely any wrinkles starting and there don’t seem to be any traces of crows’ feet around those delightful brown eyes of yours yet either.”
The older woman released her hold on Diana’s face and dropped her eyes downward. “The panties, please, dear. Let’s have a look at the rest, shall we?”
Her hands trembling, Diana placed her palms against her sides and eased her fingertips down into the elastic at the top of her briefs. She flicked them down over her shapely ass and let them fall to her feet, leaving herself totally naked to the other woman’s critical gaze.
Colleen sat down on the bed, nearly at eye level with Diana’s exposed mons. She nodded approvingly, a thin little smile spreading over her face as she stared at the tiny pink opening, so recently shorn of its surrounding fur.
“Turn for me, dear,” Colleen commanded. “Let me see your bottom, please.”
Diana turned, facing away from the seated woman, her heart pounding in her ribcage. She thought nervously, Talk about feeling like a piece of meat!
“Bend down and touch your toes for me, darling,” the madam requested.
Doing as she was asked, Diana felt her face reddening. Never in her entire life had she imagined doing anything like this. She could practically feel Colleen’s fault-finding gray eyes boring into her thighs, looking for cellulite deposits!
“Cute little pussy and ass, Diana,” Colleen commented after a long pause.
Diana started as she felt the other woman’s fingertips suddenly on her left cheek. Colleen squeezed her taut flesh experimentally, and then gave it a sharp slap with her palm.
“Do you work out much, dear?” she asked. “You may stand up straight again, by the way.”
“Uh, I don’t get to the gym as much as I should,” Diana admitted, straightening back up and turning around to face the seated madam once again. “Too busy trying to make a living, I’m afraid.”
“Well, that will change, of course, should you come to work for us,” Colleen remarked.
“You must have excellent genes, my dear. That bottom of yours is already remarkably tight and round for a girl your age that isn’t a gym-bunny. And I suspect a few weeks with one of our personal trainers would be all it would take to turn it into an absolute jewel!”
She smiled up at Diana. “If you’re accepted as an employee, your hectic schedule will be a thing of the past. You’ll have plenty of time to get into tip-top shape. And remember, my dear, the more gorgeous and toned you are, the more dates you’ll get. And the more dates you get, the richer both you and I will become, all right?”
“Uh, yes, Ma’am!” Diana quickly agreed.
A long moment passed with the two women just staring at each other. Diana finally turned away nervously, feeling very weird standing there stark naked with Colleen seated on the bed in her nice designer dress, a serene little smile on her patrician face.
“What…what’s next?” Diana asked after another silent interval had passed.
Colleen looked down at her wristwatch and frowned. “Well, we should be moving on to the second part of the interview process about now, but Patricia, the girl I had scheduled to be your partner in that exercise is late, for some reason!”
Sounding and looking quite miffed, as if being late were a cardinal sin her book, Colleen got up from the bed and headed for the door. 
“Excuse me for a moment, dear, won’t you? I’m going to give our tardy young friend, Patricia, a call on her cell phone. I won’t be long.”
Diana paced about somewhat nervously. She didn’t see much point in putting her clothes back on. This Patricia girl was bound to be here soon, wasn’t she?
After a minute or two, Colleen was back in the doorway, her face pinched with disappointment.
“It seems Patricia was about to call me. She’d been dithering about all day, debating whether to come here or go to the hospital. It turns out that she’s been experiencing some infrequent, shooting pains in her lower abdomen ever since this morning.
“They subside somewhat for a while and then come back stronger than ever. From her account of what’s been happening and the location of the pains she described, I’m almost certain that the girl needs to have her appendix removed right away.”
Colleen smiled apologetically at Diana. “Of course I told her to go directly to the doctor and not worry about coming here.”
The older woman looked Diana up and down once more and seemed to reach some sort of decision.
“I’ll be frank with you, dear. You look much better than I’d hoped a girl your age would, and I like your personality, your sense of humor…your overall sense of style as well. I think it’s quite possible that you’ll work out well for us, just as Ashley posited you would.”
She stepped all the way inside the room, looking Diana in the eyes. 
“With Patricia very likely being out of commission for at least two weeks or more—if this does turn out to be appendicitis and she requires an operation—I’m going to be more short-handed than ever. I would really like to finish your evaluation and get you on board and working as soon as possible, should you pass the rest of the interview.”
Diana could feel her excitement building. She was going to get this job and make a ton of money working for Colleen…she could just feel it!
“How do you feel about having sex with older people?” Colleen asked from out of the blue.
Thinking about what Ashley had told her about one of her best clients, this Paul, the widower who liked expensive vacations, Diana shrugged.
“I won’t lie to you, Colleen. I haven’t had much experience making it with guys a lot older than me. My last boyfriend wasn’t ancient, but at forty-two, he was thirteen years older than I am. I didn’t mind sleeping with him a bit, but he’s the oldest guy I’ve ever been with thus far.” 
“Well…how would you feel about completing the next part of the interview process with a woman in her forties?” Colleen asked with a tiny smile, her gray eyes boring into Diana’s brown ones.
“It’s been a while since I was in bed with another woman, but I haven’t forgotten how it’s done.”
Diana felt her heart flutter. Was Colleen really proposing what it sounded like she was proposing?
“If you think that I’m too old and wrinkly and undesirable for you to perform satisfactorily with, I’ll understand,” Colleen was quick to add. “And I won’t take offense at your candor.” 
She smiled and then admitted, “I was rather rough on you earlier, with my comments about your age—mostly just to test what you were made of. I promise that I won’t run off in tears now, should you elect to return the favor and tell me that I’m too old!”
It was Diana’s turn to look Colleen over critically from head to toe. She did so quickly.
She looks to have pretty nice boobs under that conservatively cut dress,
Diana told herself. And her legs are certainly still long and elegant looking. And she’s not at all heavy, so I bet her ass probably isn’t bad either.
Diana looked closely at Colleen’s face. She was still quite attractive, for an older gal, and Diana imagined that she’d been a real stunner when she’d been in her twenties. There were crows’ feet at the corner of Colleen’s eyes, but that was to be expected when a woman was her age and, besides, they weren’t particularly deep. If anything, they sort of added character to the older woman’s still striking face, in Diana’s opinion.
“Okay,” she whispered at last. “I think you’re still pretty darned attractive for your age, too, Colleen.” 
She flashed the madam an impish grin, “And I’m dying to see what you look like with that dress off!”
Impulsively, she put her arms around the madam’s neck—blessing Ashley for showing her to do this sort of thing properly and, miracle of miracles, to actually enjoy it—and pulled her in tight. Her lips found the somewhat startled older woman’s as she began easing the zipper at the back of Colleen’s dress downward…
 



 
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
“God, what a nice set!” Diana murmured appreciatively as she eased Colleen’s bra open and dropped it to the floor. “I wish mine were just a little bigger.”
Colleen was stroking Diana’s hair softly. “Nonsense, darling, your breasts are exquisite. Now take my panties off and let’s get in bed, shall we?”
Diana drew the older woman in again and they kissed, their tongues doing naughty, naughty things together as their now bare breasts rubbed against one another. Diana thrilled as she felt Colleen’s, large, lengthy nipples bumping against her smaller ones. 
Her hands stole down Colleen’s tall body, stopping at the elastic band of her conservative briefs. She was still teasing the older woman’s tongue with hers as she shoved the panties off over Colleen’s soft, but nicely formed bottom.
In moments, they were on the bed and Diana broke off the kiss to stare longingly at Colleen’s very pronounced, stiff red nipples.
They jutted upward from the half-dollar sized, reddish-brown areoles at the tips of her creamy breast mounds. She licked her lips and looked up expectantly at the older woman.
“Suck them for me, baby!” Colleen urged her. “Eat them up, you pretty thing. I can see you’re dying to taste them!”
“Mmmmmm!” Diana moaned, leaning down and gobbling up Colleen’s left nipple, marveling at how incredibly long and pliant it felt in between her sucking lips, almost like a miniature red cock, 
She wasn’t anywhere near as excited as she had been with Ashley, but she had to admit, she was amazed at how easy she now found it to get into this sort of sex and be believable at it. She knew she wasn’t a true lesbian and probably never would be. She even wasn’t sure yet if she was true bi-sexual or not either. 
All she knew was that sex with other women wasn’t all that repellant to her. It was like Ashley had said the first time she’d eased Diana out of her clothes—once you knew to do it—faking enthusiasm for girl-girl sex was much less difficult than faking your way through a good blowjob. 
If
I’m really faking it at all!
She noticed that her own nipples were very stiff already and that her pussy lips were at least moderately wet. They weren’t sopping wet and super-excited like they got when she was in bed with Ashley, but they were slick enough.
“Oh, that’s it,” Colleen sighed. “Bite it, darling! Bite my big nipples with those sharp little teeth of yours…just lightly. Chew on my nubby, sweetie!” 
Diana moaned, feeling her pussy begin to really churn out lube. She thought ruefully to herself—so much for having to fake this!

She nibbled hungrily on Colleen’s hot nipple flesh and sucked hard, drawing a huge moan of pleasure from the older woman. Colleen’s fingers traced teasingly through Diana’s long, dark hair as she nursed noisily on the huge knobs.
“God, your gorgeous little mouth is so hot, darling! Suck ‘em! Suck my big nipples, you sweet girl!”
Diana moaned again with rising lust and switched tits, rolling Colleen’s long, wet nipple between her fingers as she sucked the other one into her mouth. With her free hand, she eased a finger through the tiny patch of short-clipped fur at the top of the older woman’s mons, and then down into her juicy cunny lips. She made sure to slide her finger over the top of Colleen’s aroused clit as she pushed it into her slick hole.
One thing about making love to another woman, Diana told herself, it’s pretty much instinctive, since you know exactly what would feel good to you!
“Ohhhhhhh!” Colleen moaned. “Oh, yes!”
The excited madam began rolling her hips up to meet Diana’s finger thrusts, sighing and groaning in building ecstasy. Diana nipped and sucked and licked at Colleen’s up-thrust nipples. While she did so, she masturbated the older woman’s hot, fluid pussy folds just the way she did her own when she was getting herself off.
When her fingers and her palm were dripping-wet with Colleen’s cunny juice, Diana raised her head from her nipples. Flashing a sexy little grin, Diana brought her hand up to her lips and licked off Colleen’s hot oil, one finger at a time. She theatrically swallowed the slippery fluid as Colleen watched.
“Yum! Yum!” Diana purred, laying it on just a little—for Colleen’s benefit—but actually enjoying herself at the same time. “I’d like some more of that sweet stuff, darling—do you mind if I lick it right out of your pussy?”
Colleen closed her eyes and shuddered, a tiny flutter of orgasm clearly racing through her as Diana talked about eating her.
“God, Ashley was so right about you, Diana…you are the sexiest little thing! Do it! Eat it for me, baby girl! Lick my hot pussy and suck my big clit!”
Diana kissed her way down Colleen’s surprisingly flat stomach and got into position, lying on her tummy between the older woman’s spread legs. Colleen’s cunny wasn’t nearly as pretty as Ashley’s pink little twenty-two year old slit, but it was positively boiling over with clear, oozing pussy lube between its red-brown, fluted furls. And Diana found that to be very exciting!
Pushing her tongue experimentally into only the second pussy she’d ever eaten, Diana was delighted to discover that—although Colleen’s cunny juice wasn’t quite as fresh and sweet-tasting as Ashley’s was—it was still extremely edible. She lapped up the hot stuff and swallowed it, Colleen whimpering with joy as the younger woman kissed the enlarged clit at the top of the slit and then shoved her tongue back deep inside it.
“Eaaaatttt iiiiitttttttt!” Colleen wailed—pushing her hips onto Diana’s thrusting tongue. “Oh, God, that’s just right! Fuck it! Fuck it with that hot little tongue of yours, cutie!”
Never missing a lick, Diana reached up and captured a big, aroused nipple in each hand and began tugging and squeezing the sensitive flesh as she ate Colleen’s cunny. The older woman gasped, stiffened beneath her relentless tongue, and then screamed, her ass coming up off the mattress.
“Ohhhhhhhhhh! I’m coming already!” Colleen shrieked blissfully. “Oh, lick it, you sexy young bitch! Suck my hot pussy!”
 
“Oh, Oh, God!” Diana whined, squirming around on the bed as Colleen ground her rough little tongue against one of Diana’s aroused nipples while she teased the other one with her fingertips.
“You weren’t kiddin’ when you said you hadn’t forgotten how to do this, were you?”
Colleen didn’t bother to answer. She just sucked and licked and drove Diana crazy with her sharp front teeth on the engorged nubbin of flesh.
Diana’s ass was soon bouncing all over the bed, her pussy awash in a new on-rush of hot juice.
Making love with other women is fucking incredible, she thought happily!
Her cunny was fluttering once again, her second orgasm of the afternoon—courtesy of her skillful new older lover—right around the corner. 
Oh, God, and does this woman ever know how to suck a titty or what?
Colleen reached down and patted Diana’s pussy with her open palm as she sucked the girl’s breasts. The fourth time she lightly smacked the tiny bud of Diana’s clit, the younger woman squealed and began to shiver through a violent, intense orgasm.
“Oh! Oh, fuck, Colleen!” Diana begged. “Do that! Slap it! Pet my clitty!”
The ultra-experienced older woman didn’t just pet it—she gave Diana’s petite knob a flat-palmed smack that resounded through the silent bedroom. That sent another wave of orgasmic fury pulsing through Diana’s cunny that was so sharp that it brought the younger girl up off the mattress, wailing out her pleasure.
“Ohhhhhh, I’m coming! You’re makin’ my puss come so hard, baby!”
Moving faster than Diana would have thought possible for a woman her age—Colleen slid down the orgasming girl’s body and mashed her mouth down onto Diana’s climaxing pussy. She sucked hard, swallowing juice, and batted at Diana’s erupting clit with her tongue.
“Oh, oh, holy fuck!” Diana screamed in ecstasy, her whole body shivering beneath the woman’s hot sucking, her cunny going even wilder as her orgasm spiraled up a notch in intensity.
“That’s it! That’s fantastic! Suck my clitty, darling!” 
 
“God, that was in-fucking-credible,” Diana sighed blissfully, not exaggerating a bit, her hot cunny sated for the moment.
Colleen laughed, a deep, throaty chuckle, the first genuine laugh Diana had ever heard from the normally tightly controlled, very proper older woman. 
“It was at that, dear, it was at that!”
Patting Diana on the shoulder as they lay at the top of the bed, cuddled together in a post-coital embrace, she went on to add, “I had forgotten how much fun being with another woman can be.” 
Diana looked at her quizzically and Colleen smiled. “When I was a working girl myself, I did hundreds of men over the years, of course. But I also made it with quite a few other women as well.”
She went on to say, “Sometimes it was as part of a show with another female escort, to get a group of clients aroused. Other times it was with ladies who enjoyed making love to other women and didn’t mind paying for it.”
She shook her head slightly as she remembered. “I actually enjoyed my career as a call girl very much, Diana, overall I mean. But I finally got to the age where my only choices were either to get into management or start turning “specialty” tricks with clients who had an older woman fetish. I chose the former, and have never been sorry.”
Diana nodded thoughtfully. She could see Colleen’s dilemma and appreciate her decision.
The madam went on to explain, “I made a lot of money over the years, doing what you will be doing, if the rest of this interview goes as well as the first part has, my dear. But now I have over twenty girls and several mail escorts working for me and, even though my overhead is huge, my profits are still…substantial.”
Recalling the view from the penthouse apartment, the furnishings, and Ashley’s mention of a very good medical and dental plan for all employees, plus Colleen’s remarks about the cost of file security and police protection, Diana could see where both Colleen’s tastes and her lavish operation would be quite costly to operate and maintain. But she could also appreciate the woman’s keen business acumen—this was a lady who would die wealthy!
Colleen looked at her younger lover and smiled. “Would you mind spending a night with me once in a while in the future, dear, if you pass the next part of the interview and end up going to work for us? I would be willing to compensate you for your services, of course.”
Diana found herself blushing and then emitting a girlish, embarrassed giggle. She was still slightly guilty about her newfound ability to enjoy making love to another woman so much. But she was also proud at the same time that she had been able to please an experienced woman, like the madam, as much as she obviously had. 
“I know it’s probably not very professional of me, Colleen, but I don’t think I’d be able to charge my boss for making me climax so hard I almost lose consciousness!”
Colleen laughed with delight. “You certainly know how to charm an old lady. I’ll give you that, my beautiful Diana. Very well, then, we’ll be friends and lovers as well as employer and employee…provided you prove to be as adept with men as you are with women.” 
She gave Diana an encouraging smile and went on to say, “And I’m almost certain that will be the case. You are a very sexy young woman, darling! I’m positively delighted that Ashley recommended you.”
Diana’s heart was racing—she was going to get this job! This had been far and away the most worrisome part of the interview process for her. She had always felt confident of her ability to have sex with men.
It still felt very odd to her that was soon going to be fucking someone she’d never even seen before—this Gabe person—just to get a job. A job that would require her to perform exactly the same act with lots of other men she’d never seen before as well. 
But she’d done that last night, with Desi. And she’d done it pretty darn well too, if she did say so herself. She imagined that she’d get through the male part of the interview fine, now that the girl-girl sex part was behind her. But she was anxious to get it over with.
“When, uh, does the next part of the interview start?” she asked, glancing over at the digital display of the clock radio that sat on the nightstand next to the lamp.
Colleen followed her gaze and said, “Gabe, your male partner for the evening, is due to be here at seven, ten minutes from now.”
Diana turned back and smiled nervously at Colleen. “What happens after this guy and I…get together?”
“Well, if you do well at pleasuring him—and I’m virtually sure you will—you and I will finish our verbal interview and then I’ll make my decision.”
“When would I be starting work for you, if you decide to hire me?” Diana asked anxiously, excited at the prospect of this exciting, illicit, taboo new career actually happening,
“I should think that we would have at least one date for you as early as this weekend, dear, possibly two, if you think you can handle that,” Colleen smiled at her encouragingly. 
“We don’t want overwhelm you. Sometimes it’s best to start out slowly and let your body get used to…performing…professionally, if you see what I mean? Also, some dates are more strenuous than others, depending upon the client’s desires.”
Diana could see that. She was relieved at Colleen’s all-business approach and was suddenly grateful that the older woman was such an old pro when it came to bringing a girl who was new to this line of work—such as her—along slowly.
Diana didn’t have much time to lie there and think about how much she liked Colleen’s professionalism, however. Colleen didn’t give her any time to do that.
Moments later, the older woman hopped out of bed and opened a drawer in the same dresser on which Diana’s clothes were stacked. She extracted what looked like a light blue, fitted bottom sheet that seemed to be made out of some sort of shiny, rubberized material.
“Here, darling, help me pull the bedspread and the other bedding off, all right?” Colleen asked. “We’ll just stack all of it over in the corner of the room and then we’ll have this in place before Gabe arrives.”
“What is that, exactly?” Diana asked, never having seen a piece of bedding quite like the one Colleen was holding. 
Colleen grinned. “It’s to save the bed, dear, and to save me the time and expense of having oil laundered out of the sheets and mattress pad.”
Still mystified, Diana nevertheless got up and helped strip the bed and pile the bedding on the carpet in the corner of the room. She then assisted the older woman in snapping the slick-feeling vinyl or rubber bottom sheet into place over the bare mattress.
Is she afraid of getting sex lubricant on the bedding? Diana couldn’t help but wonder.
They had gotten a little of that on Ashley’s bedspread last night, when they had used the big dildo on Desi, but it hadn’t been that much. Was it just that Colleen was so prim and proper she didn’t want any goop getting on her obviously very expensive, high-thread-count sheets?
“I can see you’ve never participated in an oil party before, have you, dear?” Colleen asked, opening the top drawer of the nightstand.
“An oil party?” Diana asked, mystified by the term. “What’s an oil party?”
Before Colleen could answer, the light in the room changed abruptly and Diana turned and saw a man so large standing in the doorway that his body blocked out most of the light coming from the hallway into the room. He had short-cropped dark hair, was clean-shaven and handsome in a brutish, heavyweight-boxing contender sort of way. 
The man’s tall, wide body seemed to be one solid sheet of bulging muscle as he stood there in his pleated slacks, athletic shoes, and a form-fitting pullover knit shirt with short sleeves. His unflexed, massive biceps strained the knit material. She guessed his age at somewhere in his early thirties. 
“Hi, I’m Gabe,” the bodybuilder said in a deep, sexy baritone that sent a little shiver down Diana’s spine.
It was a shiver that somehow felt doubly delicious and naughty, standing there as she was with not a stitch on in front of a total stranger. And a yummy-looking, somewhat scary stranger at that!
“I…I’m Diana,” she managed to choke out nervously, fighting off her natural impulse to cover breasts and her groin with her hands.
After all, I’m a high-priced call girl now…or at least I soon will be, if I pass the rest of this interview, she admonished. Men are going to be seeing me naked all the time. I’d best start getting comfortable with that.
“You’re very beautiful, Diana,” Gabe grinned, unabashedly taking her in. “That little ass of yours is incredible…and those long legs are terrific!”
Diana felt herself blushing slightly—she couldn’t help it—but she still made no move to cover her body or to step away as he came into the room and stood near her. He glanced over at the bed and then turned his grin on Colleen.
“Oil party, eh?” he asked the madam.
His eyebrows rose as he noticed, seemingly for the first time, that Colleen was also nude.
“Patricia has appendicitis and had to go to the hospital, so I’m filling in for her tonight,” Colleen said by way of explanation.
Gabe nodded, clearly not a bit uncomfortable with seeing his boss naked. But Colleen turned to Diana, a look of embarrassment on her face.
“It seems you’re finding out all sorts of little secrets today that no one’s supposed to know about, aren’t you, dear?” Colleen observed with a gentle, slightly sheepish laugh.
“I guess I’ll have to hire you, just to make sure you keep your mouth shut!”
Gabe let out an impatient sigh. “Oh, hell, honey, I keep telling you, half of the broads who work here have figured out that I’m your steady squeeze, after hours. And the other half are either too stupid to figure it out or just don’t give a damn!”
Remarkably, for a woman her age, with her background, Colleen’s blush deepened a little. 
She said to Diana, “He may be right, dear, but please don’t say anything to any of the others about…about Gabriel and I being…such close friends. We try to be discreet about our relationship and keep everything on a professional basis during operating hours, in front of the other employees, but…”
“I understand,” Diana said quickly. “If some of the girls have figured it out, then they’ve figured it out, but the less said openly about it, the better, right?”
“Exactly,” Colleen agreed with a sigh of obvious relief. “You’re a very smart girl, Diana, just like your friend Ashley. You’re going to do very well with us, I think.”
Diana’s face lit up. She said to the madam in a teasing tone, “You mean I’m hired?”
Colleen gave her an arch little smile in return and patted Gabe on his massive shoulder. “Just as soon as you fuck the big boy here and show us your moves in bed.”
A small look of disappointment crept over Diana’s face but Colleen just laughed and kissed her lightly on the cheek, as she might an errant daughter.
“Come on, sweetie! You and I both know you’re going to do great with him. And it’s not like you’re not going to enjoy it. I fuck him all the time myself, now don’t I?”
Diana giggled and shook her head. It looked like there was no escaping her fate when it came to doing it with Gabe and—looking over at him—she had to admit to herself, he was quite a hunk of man!
Why not just relax and enjoy her new line of work?

 



 
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
“Eeeeeeek, that’s kind of cold!” Diana squealed as Colleen shot a huge stream of clear, heavy oil from a squeeze bottle onto Diana’s upper chest.
“Don’t worry, dear, I’m going to rub it all over you and get you nice and warm, I promise,” Colleen smiled, recapping the bottle and placing it on the nightstand. 
She then ran both palms over Diana’s chest and down onto her breasts. Squeezing and tweaking the small nipples to a nice stiffness, Colleen waited until Diana was sighed with pleasure before moving on to the younger woman’s belly and mons. 
“And then you’re going to slick me all up,” she whispered. “After that, when we’re both all oily and smooth and ready to party, we’re going to do Gabe together, all right?”
Diana sighed, quickly finding that she loved the feel of the super-slippery oil all over her body. Colleen rubbed it onto her butt and down her legs and then up onto her upper back, shoulders and arms—even her neck. It felt sensual and very, very naughty somehow, and she couldn’t wait to do the same to Colleen.
Reaching for the bottle, Diana watched Gabe shed his shirt and felt the breath freeze in her lungs. This guy was like a Greek statue with his clothes off. He was all ripped and super-buffed out. He rippled with muscle on top of muscle, his arms and chest a true masterpiece of weight training, exercise, and sun tanning.
“Gorgeous, isn’t he?” Colleen smiled at her facial reaction. “Wait till you see what’s downstairs, darling,”
Diana uncapped the oil, shot it all over Colleen’s big breasts and then recapped it and got around behind the older woman so that she could massage the heavenly-feeling oil into her tits. She stroked the madam’s long, stiff nipples as the two of them watched Gabe getting out of his shoes, socks, and slacks. 
Diana was peering with unabashed interest over Colleen’s shoulder, since she and Gabe would soon be getting together under the madam’s watchful eye. She twisted Colleen’s erect spears of nipple lovingly, the slick oil making playing with them seem like a brand new experience. Her deft touch drew a long, low moan of pleasure from Colleen’s lips. They both watched the boxers slide downward and Gabe’s huge, incredibly thick and unbelievably long penis come into view!
“Omigod!” Diana whispered in Colleen’s ear. “Ashley said that he was hung like a pony, but I thought that was just a figure of speech!”
“Not really, dear,” Colleen sighed as Diana tweaked her nipples just the way she obviously loved having them done. “He’s a little over twelve inches long when he’s completely hard and he’s sooooooo exquisitely thick, too!”
Diana felt her clit pulse and her pussy contract when Colleen drew out the word so. Her own nipples were as hard as the older woman’s as she pressed their oily tips into Colleen’s back and continued to toy with her large, soft tits.
I’ve never, ever had sex with a guy even close to that big before! Diana told herself nervously, excitedly. 
She’d had a boyfriend briefly back in high school named Sam who’d had a cock that was just over ten inches long, but it had been nowhere near as thick as this one was. Diana had sucked Sam off a number of times in the three months they were steadies, and she had fucked him almost as many times as well. 
But, ironically, she’d finally grown tired of his constant bragging about how hung he was and of his unspoken belief that she was lucky to get to ride a cock as big as his. She’d finally told him that she hoped he and his big dick would be very happy together but that she didn’t want any part of either of them any longer, and had then unceremoniously dumped him.
She wondered idly if Gabe was as proud of his equipment and as vain about it as her ex-boyfriend all those years ago had been. It looked like she’d find out pretty quickly, because as soon as he was naked, he turned and approached the two of them.
Diana hastened to finish up coating Colleen’s tall body with oil as Gabe watched in amusement. His huge cock began to grow firm as he followed her hands sliding all over Colleen’s long, curvy form. 
Diana kept watching him out of the corner of her eye, marveling at just how big that thing of his was getting as it inflated. The fact that Gabe kept his cock and balls shaved or waxed or something—there wasn’t a hair showing on his flat, muscular stomach from just below his belly button to the bottom of his massive nut sac—made his jaw-dropping equipment even more impressive to behold.
“Your turn, big boy,” Colleen whispered to her lover in a low, sexy voice that Diana hadn’t heard her use until now.
The older woman grabbed the bottle of oil and squirted it all over Gabe’s imposing shoulders. She smiled at Diana. “Come dear, help me oil him up!”
Diana got on the big man’s other side and somewhat shyly began to work the slippery oil into his shoulder and up onto his bull-like neck, and then down his broad, muscular back and onto his ribs. In no time, Gabe was gleaming everywhere, just as Diana and Colleen were, and Diana found her hands hovering just above the man’s enormous prick, which was now thoroughly engorged with blood. It stood throbbing between the two naked women as they stooped to do his thighs and calves.
“Saved the best for last, didn’t we, dear?” Colleen smiled over at Diana, taking Gabe’s whopper of a dick between the stretched-wide fingers of one fist, down at its base, and lifting it slightly.
“I’ve never seen one anywhere near this big before, outside of a porn movie,” Diana giggled nervously, eying the long, thick monster with its bulbous, mushroom-shaped tip.
“You do the top half and I’ll do the bottom half, along with his balls, all right, darling?” Colleen suggested, her voice still sounding raspy with sexual excitement—lower and rougher than normal—as she began stroking all around the stovepipe-sized prick and down onto Gabe’s much larger than average nut sac.
Diana didn’t trust herself to speak. Her heart was pounding at the thought of having this mighty hunk of muscle shoved into her petite cunny. Her nipples were erect as could be as she nervously touched the massive head and began to spread oil all over it and the top half of the man’s towering erection.
“Harder, babe,” Gabe sighed happily. 
He smiled down at Diana as she bent at the waist and hesitantly stroked his cock. “Wrap that little fist of yours around it and jack it a little…don’t be afraid. It won’t bite you and you won’t break it…I promise!”
Diana grinned shyly up at him and got as much of his shaft between her closed fist as she could manage and began to stroke him. His prick felt wonderfully hard and smooth and hot between her fingers, the slick oil making it glide ever so easily. But she couldn’t come anywhere near closing her fist around him—he was simply too thick!
How am I ever going to get this enormous thing inside me? Diana thought nervously, and if this guy’s expecting anal…
Diana just shuddered at that notion!
“Why don’t you show us some of your oral skills, darling, now that Gabe is all slicked up?” Colleen suggested at that moment.
Diana’s heart pounded as she stared at the pulsing monster. “Uh…but it’s all oily and everything now!” 
“That’s why we use edible oil, dear,” Colleen replied patiently, as if she were explaining two-plus-two equals four to a math-challenged first grader. “Here, let me show you.”
With that, Colleen dropped to her knees in front of Gabe, taking his cock from Diana’s fist as she did so. Colleen grabbed the huge cylinder of muscle as best she could in her small hands. 
Gripping it at the bottom with one fist, she placed the other one right on top of the first, like a batter holding a baseball bat. But she still had three or four inches of hard cock sticking out of the top of her joined fists. Next, she guided the fat knob close to her mouth, opened her jaws wide, and slipped it in between her wet lips.
“Ohhhh, yeahhhhhh!” Gabe murmured appreciatively. “Suck it! Lick all around the head, just like that, honey.”
Diana watched in amazement as Colleen tilted her head back and seemed to unhinge her jaw, like a big snake swallowing a rabbit, easing more and more of the lip-stretching prick into her mouth as her tongue circled the head continuously. Diana could see her tongue tip swirling around against inside her cheek as it licked and licked at the man’s sensitive glans.
Colleen dropped her uppermost hand away from Gabe’s cock. She forced more and more of it into her mouth and down her throat with each pass of her bobbing head on the mammoth shaft. She kept her hand at the base for a few more passes, and then let it drop away as well. 
Diana realized abruptly that if Gabe’s prick was really twelve inches long, then Colleen now had at least ten inches of it gliding slowly in and out of her stretched-open mouth and seemingly bottomless throat!
“Holy fuck,” Diana murmured in awe. 
Letting the shiny, spit and oil coated staff slowly slip from her mouth on her next lip-sweep backward, Colleen turned her head and, panting for breath just slightly, smiled up at Diana. “Would you like to try now, dear?”
Her knees shaking with nervousness, Diana got down onto the soft carpet right next to Colleen. She licked her dry lips and stammered, “When…when I said earlier…in the interview…that I like oral and that I was good at it? I…I didn’t mean…that is…I…never…”
Colleen smiled over at her reassuringly. “That’s all right dear. Don’t be nervous. The reason I use Gabe in the interview process is precisely because he is so massively endowed. As you probably know, most men are nowhere near his size, so if you can do Gabe and do him nicely—then I’m confident that you’re going to be fine with any of our clients you may be called upon to service, you see?”
Her voice now assumed an almost professorial tone. She smiled at Diana and advised her, as she offered the tip of the giant cock.
“You’ll want to lick all around the glans to start out with, dear. Then just open wide and let it ease into those pouty lips of yours, all right?”
Shivering with nerves as well as at the sheer lewdness of the situation, Diana did as the madam suggested. She licked all around Gabe’s nearly doorknob-sized cockhead, tasting in the heavy oil the faint traces of a light, almost unidentifiable hint of raspberries, of all things!
The idea of a raspberry-flavored super-dick struck her as a delightfully whimsical and outrageous notion, but she didn’t laugh. Instead, she licked downward, swirling her tongue around the big knot of male flesh for as far as her tongue would reach and then simply opening her lips wider and letting him slip inside her mouth.
Such a huge one! Diana sighed to herself, starting to suck lightly as she continued licking.
In no time, her lips were stretched as wide open as they’d ever been before and were gliding up and down the top half of Gabe’s hot, slippery manhood. At first, she didn’t know if she liked having such a gargantuan prick in her mouth, but as she grew used to the sensation, she decided that dick was pretty much dick—no matter how much of it there was—and began to relax and enjoy blowing him.
Gabe sighed, looking down at her lips moving up and back on his prick. “She has a sweet mouth action, Col, and her tongue work is exceptional. You can tell she really likes the feel of a man in her mouth. Plus, seeing that gorgeous face of hers sliding up and down my cock doesn’t hurt either.”
He glanced over at the madam, who was still kneeling right next to Diana, watching her mouth work on Gabe’s prick shaft.
“You know how much it turns a guy on to see his cock disappearing into the mouth of a real babe like her, Col!”
Colleen laughed. “I do indeed, darling! That’s why we get the big bucks, because our girls are all extraordinary.”
Diana’s pussy clenched as the madam called her girls extraordinary. She found, to her shock, that she now felt almost desperate to become a part of that elite group of young women. She wanted to make the team and succeed in this business as much as she had wanted to triumph in her old job!
It was slightly surreal, hearing Colleen and Gabe discussing her as if she weren’t even here but, at the same time, it was oddly thrilling and a real turn on. Knowing that a man with Gabe’s sexual experience thought she was gorgeous and a real babe was very reassuring. 
And hearing that a woman with Colleen’s vast experience was obviously leaning toward making Diana one of her extraordinary crew of superstar call girls made Diana’s pussy wet!
“That’s the way, baby,” Gabe said softly at that moment. “Don’t choke yourself. Just let it slide all the way back in there as far as you can. And keep licking it. Keep that hot little tongue of yours going, cutie.”
Diana realized, with a start, that in her fervor to impress Gabe and Colleen, she had allowed more and more of the big man’s long cock to penetrate her mouth and throat with each gliding pass. She was amazed to see that almost three quarters of his huge prick was disappearing into her lips with each head thrust by now. Her head was tilted way back—the way she had watched Colleen do it earlier—to better enable her to swallow Gabe’s enormous length.
I’m almost as good at this as Colleen is! she told herself in amazement. And she does this for him all the time!
Gabe apparently agreed with her assessment. He moaned and looked over at his boss/lover. “She’s a great little cocksucker, Col! If a guy asks for a blowjob on a date with this little fireball, he’s not going to be disappointed, let me clue you!”
He looked down at Diana and slowly pulled back, allowing his massive prick to slip all the way out of her sucking lips. “Do you swallow, honey?”
Diana nodded but was unable to keep a bit of apprehension out of her voice as she let his mammoth cock slip out of her mouth and said, “Of course! Would you like me to…?”
Gabe grinned happily. “Not right this minute, beautiful, maybe later, if we have time. Not that I wouldn’t love to see you gulp down a big load of my jizz…but right now? Right now I want to fuck you!” 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
Diana felt a delicious little shiver of anticipation ripple down her spine. A dozen thoughts/feelings/fears/hopes were tumbling all at once through her consciousness as Gabe stooped over and gently took her slippery arms in his big hands and raised her oily body upward, until she was back on her feet in front of him.
She wanted so much to impress Colleen and get this job that part of her was anxious to fuck Gabe. But, as she stared at his huge prick, she realized that another part of her was equally reluctant to do so. He was, after all, enormous! 
The realization that she was not only okay with performing for an audience, but that she was actually looking forward to it was a stunner for Diana as well. She now found, to her immense surprise, that the idea of Colleen watching as she fucked Gabe was turning her on something fierce. 
This was a far cry from the embarrassment and intimidation she’d been sure she’d feel when Ashley had first told her about this part of the interview process yesterday. She found her change in attitude to be totally unexpected and a bit disconcerting.
Who was this new, sexy, show-off Diana Hudson who didn’t mind performing for an audience? She didn’t get any more time to consider that question, because Gabe whispered to her at that moment.
“Just lie here, doll, and we’ll get down to business, all right?” Gabe guided her over to the bed and easing her down onto her back on the slippery surface of the rubberized sheet.
Gabe straightened up and looked over at Colleen. “I’m gonna’ have a little nibble of this pussy before I fuck it. I know you’ve probably had your tongue in it all afternoon, Col, but it looks so damned cute and delicious that I want a little taste, too, you know, baby?”
Colleen just laughed as her huge lover got onto the bed and lay down on his stomach with his face just above Diana’s cunny slit. “Bon appétit, my love—she is a delightfully edible little thing, I’ll tell you that!”
Gabe was already busily licking and kissing and slurping at Diana’s opening. She sighed and pushed her hips upward, her hands stealing up to her own glistening-with-oil breasts, to tweak and toy with her aroused nipples as the big man gobbled her up.
Men approach oral sex so much differently than women, she observed, fascinated—not that
the difference was a bad thing, by any means!
Ashley and Colleen are so gentle, so loving when they eat me. Their lips are so soft, and they both seem to know just what’s going to feel wonderful to me—being women themselves.
Gabe, on the other hand, was like most men. He acted as if he was absolutely famished for her pussy and anxious to suck up every last drop of her cunny oil. 
He pummeled her tender clitty with his rough tongue. He aggressively slurped and licked and swallowed and then passionately delved for more.
Diana sighed again and opened her legs wider. She was reveling in the differences between the two sexes and their respective approaches to oral sex. As much as she had loved the women’s deft touch and expertise, the pure hunger Gabe displayed for her and his strong, kneading grip on both of her tight ass cheeks as he ate her also excited her immensely!
“Mmmmmmm, do you like it?” she found herself moaning aloud after another minute or so of his insatiable tonguing.
She twisted her body in his grip, mashing her sex against his eager mouth. She wanted to impress both Gabe and Colleen with her sensuality and her enjoyment of the verbal as well as the physical side of foreplay. 
“Do you like my wet pussy, darling?” she teased him in her sexiest voice. “Is it good?”
The muscleman stopped licking and sucking at her sensitive folds just long enough to pant, “God, yes! Your little cunny is sweet as anything, doll, and so hot! This little jewel just pours out that slick, tasty pussy juice, babe.”
Grinning, he released his grip on her and got up onto his hands and knees, quickly moving forward into position between her spread thighs. He grasped his swollen rod by its base and dragged the immense cockhead across her excited clit and up and down her gushing cunny a few times.
“As a matter of fact,” he smiled down at her suddenly nervous face. “I think it’s so wet and slippery, that it’s ready for a taste of this!”
He shoved forward slowly, his mammoth cock easing her small lips open wider than they’d ever been opened before. Diana sucked in her breath and moaned—her cunny pried apart around the doorknob-sized cock tip. And then, with agonizing slowness, her slit slowly accepted the inevitable.
Here we go! She thought—fighting to keep her nerves in check, as the final act in this little life-drama of hers got abruptly under way. It’s finally Showtime!
“Ohhhhhhhhhhh!” Diana gasped. “Oh, fuck! It’s so huge!”
“Hard part is over now, doll,” Gabe sighed with growing satisfaction. “The head’s inside you…here comes the rest.”
He pushed his muscular hips forward, drilling inch after inch of the lengthy staff deep inside Diana. Her eyes rolled up into her head and her hands clawed at the slippery sheet. Her nails found no purchase on the slick surface as the hot, throbbing pussy-stretcher of a cock slowly fed all the way down into her.
“You’ve got all of me now, babe,” Gabe whispered, leaning down and letting a little more of his weight rest on her chest and stomach. His prick was punched all the way down into her pussy, his big nut sac up nestled snug up against her anus. “How does it feel?”
“F-full!” Diana managed to pant after another moment of her pussy fluttering wildly around the mammoth shaft, frantically attempting to adjust to its girth and length. “Oh, my sweet God, I’m…I’m so full of cock!”
“Ahhhhhh, that you are, aren’t you?” Gabe said with a contented sigh. “And fuck, but you’re tight and slick and hot inside, gorgeous. Now take it, doll! Take your hot fuckin’ from my big dick like a good little slut!”
Diana mewled with anticipation as the man withdrew his whopper of a cock and then eased it back into her. His prick was so big around that, with her pussy stretched open widely enough to accept it, her clit had been drawn downward and pressed tight up against his dick flesh. This meant that every hot, steely inch of Gabe’s cock caressed her tender bud with each thrust into her, as well as with each gliding withdrawal.
“Oh, fuck,” she breathed excitedly. “My clitty—his hot prick is right up against my clit, Colleen!”
The madam was standing right beside the bed, watching intently as her large interview assistant proceeded to bang down into Diana faster and faster, his hips accelerating as her smallish pussy stretched to fit him. She beamed down and nodded her agreement as Diana automatically picked up Gabe’s rhythm and began to work her hips up off the bed to give him an even sweeter ride in her juicy sheath.
“Why do you think I like fucking him so much, dear?” Colleen whispered down to her. “Doesn’t that big dick of his feel like heaven inside a girl’s cunny—once you get used to it?”
Diana moaned and nodded her head almost imperceptibly, too excited and turned on by now to speak. Gabe’s fat monster was beginning to feel wonderful inside her. It was sluicing in and out of her tight cunny like it had been machined to fit her gripping pussy precisely, her clit pressing down tight against the soft, slick cock skin as it drilled her.
“Oh, do it!” she suddenly heard herself urge the rutting muscleman after another minute or so of the intense hammering. Her clit was singing with growing sensation, the telltale signs of her orgasm starting to build.
“Oh, God! Fuck me! Fuck me hard with that huge thing!”
Gabe grunted with pleasure at hearing her beg for more of his prick. He slammed it into her faster and harder, her perfect little tits jerking and jellying beneath him as he reamed her cunny. Her moans grew even louder at the feel of her spiking nipples’ oily friction against his furry pectorals as he pressed himself against her and gave it to her just the way she needed it.
“G-gonna’ come!” she panted after another minute or so of being impaled on Gabe’s thick staff. “Oh, fuck me hard with that big dick! You’re gonna’ make me come, you stud!”
Grinning triumphantly, Gabe increased his stroke until his cock was flying in and out of Diana and she was twisting her head from side to side on the rubberized bed surface, whimpering and cooing.
“So good! Oh, fuck, it’s so good!”
She felt her pussy going wild around the pistoning cock and jammed her ass up off the bed, shivering with release. “Coming! Oh, fuuuuuuuccckkkkk! Oh, God, am I ever coming!”
Gabe scooped her into his massive arms and held her tight against him as he rammed in and out of her spasming cunny. Diana keened in ecstasy and worked her pussy against him frantically as he continued to whip his cock in and out of her.
“Oh, fuck! I’m coming so hard!” she panted in his ear. “Fuck me! Fuck my little pussy off!”
Never missing a stroke—even though Diana’s clenching pussy clasped hard at his driving shaft—Gabe power-fucked her all the way through an incredible release. When the last tiny tremor of come-sensation had drained from her, he let her down onto the surface of the sheet and slowly pulled his still rigid cock out of her.
Man, what an orgasm! What a cock! She thought incredulously.
I’ve had better sex just getting ready for this job, and now interviewing for it, than I’ve ever had in my entire life. If the job turns out to be anywhere near as exciting as getting it has been…I ought to be paying them!
Lying on the rubber surface at last, panting for breath, she looked up at Colleen. “That was incredible! But I have a question.”
“What’s that, dear?”
“Well, like I said, that was a terrific fuck…but what did we need all of the oil for?”
Colleen laughed and hopped onto the bed next to her, drawing her into a hot, oily embrace. “We needed it for what’s coming next, sweetheart, of course!”
The older woman looked up at Gabe, who was still rock hard, and said saucily, “Oil party, dear boy!”
Gabe chuckled, leaned down and wrapped his huge arms around both of them and the party was on! The next fifteen minutes proved to be a blur of raspberry-flavored kissing, licking, sucking, penetration, squeezing and oily fondling as the trio slid in and out of each other’s slippery grasp. 
Diana found herself, in rapid succession, on her back, on her side, on her hands and knees. She had her cunny licked and her mouth kissed and then Gabe’s huge cock was inside her lips again and she was sucking it, followed quickly by Colleen’s juicy pussy up against her mouth as Gabe fucked into her cunny from behind.
The three of them were all over the slippery surface of the sheet, sliding off one another amid the slick oil, laughing and stroking and licking. Diana found herself briefly on her hands and knees again, her face pressed into Colleen’s hot gash, lapping hungrily and kissing, Gabe’s monster cock balls-deep in Diana’s pussy from the rear, fucking her deep and slow and, oh, so sweetly. Then she was on her back again, Gabe’s prick drilling down into her mouth and throat as he and Colleen made out directly above her, his thick fingers finding the madam’s plumped up nipples and squeezing them as the two of them kissed.
Moments later, Diana and Colleen were sixty-nining like mad women with Diana on the bottom, licking pussy and watching as Gabe shot a large jet of oil into the older woman’s anus. Next, she was treated to a ringside view of the big man’s gargantuan cock head nudging its way into the madam’s greased up pucker, sliding all the way in.
Colleen gave a low, guttural murmur of what sounded to Diana like either pure lust or agony—it was hard to tell which—and he began to fuck her in the ass.
Colleen had two massive orgasms over the next few minutes, courtesy of Diana’s limber tongue and sucking lips and Gabe’s steady, hard-driving anal penetration. Diana came once herself, just from the excitement of watching the lurid anal demonstration just inches above her nose and from Colleen’s own mouth work on her sopping pussy. And then Gabe was pulling out of Colleen’s now widely gaped-open backdoor and urging the two women to flip over, Diana now on top.
The big man disappeared from her view and she felt him moving around behind her as she licked Colleen’s cunny again, and then she felt a big stream of slippery oil being squirted up her own backside. She hurriedly raised her face out of the madam’s pussy just in time to beg, “Nooooooo! Not back there! Please, you’re too biiiiiiiigggggg!”
But Gabe’s huge prick punched relentlessly down into her defenseless anal opening and all she could do was wail helplessly as it slowly filled her ass. She moaned as he held her easily in place and bottomed out in her rear sheath, his nuts slapping up against her clit and Colleen’s lapping tongue.
“Jesus, she’s got a tight, sweet ass, baby!” Gabe panted to Colleen. “Guys are gonna’ be standin’ in line to fuck this little bunghole, no matter how much extra you charge them for the privilege!”
“Mmmmmmmm,” murmured Colleen in rapt agreement, licking all around Diana’s enlarged clit.
 
“Welcome, darling, to First Choice Escort Service.” Colleen toasted Diana with her champagne flute.
Freshly showered, all of the oil washed off her body, her anal passage scrubbed clean of Gabe’s semen and her hair blown dry—Diana grinned happily and toasted Colleen back. She took a triumphant sip of the expensive champagne the madam had opened to celebrate her newest hire. 
The two of them stood in Colleen’s gourmet kitchen. Diana was dressed once again in the clothes she had worn grocery shopping yesterday afternoon. The older woman was wearing an elegant peignoir and a matching set of sheer black pajamas. Gabe had showered quickly once his part in the interview was concluded, gotten dressed and gone home for the evening.
“Now, I believe Ashley told me—when we were discussing your candidacy—that your current monetary problems were so severe that you have recently been unable to meet your financial obligations, darling, is that right?” Colleen asked in a sincere, concerned-sounding voice, putting her champagne flute down on the kitchen table.
Diana nodded, blushing slightly. Given all of the lewd acts she’d committed in this showplace penthouse over the last few hours, it seemed silly to be blushing over something as trivial as being short of money. But Diana had always been a very private person and she found that admitting the severity of her current financial straits to Colleen was still difficult for her.
The madam went over to the counter and opened a drawer, taking out a large, flat checkbook of the type used by businesses. She opened it on the gray Corian surface, took up her pen, and looked over at Diana expectantly.
“How much would it take to bring you current on all of your bills, dear?” she asked. When Diana hesitated, she smiled. “I’m giving you an advance on future earnings, my dear, not a handout.”
Suddenly looking very businesslike again, she signed a check, dated it, and wrote Diana Hudson across the payee line, then glanced up once more, waiting. 
“Come, come, dear, how much? Five thousand, ten, fifteen—what will it take to right the ship? Experience has taught me that a new girl is better able to embrace a radical career change such as this one, and excel at it, when her mind isn’t cluttered with worries over day-to-day problems, like past due bills she can’t pay.”
Diana, completely taken aback by Colleen’s unexpected gesture, had to think about that. She sipped more of her champagne, adding the numbers furiously in her head—three back car lease payments, three overdue mortgage payments plus late fees, a couple of months worth of telephone and electricity bills, the amount of cash it would take to get the collection agencies off her back for a while—and finally answered, “About seven-thousand would do it, I think.”
Colleen wrote quickly, signed the check, tore it out of the book and handed it to Diana. The amount read eight-thousand dollars.
“I put a little extra in, darling, for walking-around money,” the madam smiled at her newest employee. “A lady should never be forced to leave the house without a bit of mad money in her purse, if you know what I mean?”
Diana felt her eyes watering. “I don’t know how to thank you, Colleen,” she sniffled, wiping tears away. You don’t know what it means to me to feel…solvent again!”
Patting Diana lightly on the shoulder, Colleen whispered, “As I said, it’s not a gift, it’s a loan against future earnings. After the way you performed here during the interview, I’m confident you’re going to be a top earner for us in no time at all.”
She winked at Diana and then her patrician features settled back into the all-business mask she wore during working hours. 
“Now tomorrow morning, you are to take care of getting your financial affairs back in order, dear. Pay your bills, contact your creditors and settle on a payment plan with them so that they’ll stop hounding you, and that sort of thing. Then I’ll want you back here at two o’clock in the afternoon, ready to get started on establishing your First
Choice persona.”
“Persona?” she asked, not understanding.
“Of course, you don’t think Ashley Montclair presents herself as Ashley Montclair on the First Choice
website do you?” Colleen laughed gaily at that idea. “No, indeed—on our site, she’s Ashley Bouvier.”
She waited a moment, for Diana to take that in, and then went on, “Most of the girls use their real first names and choose a different surname to conduct business under, dear. It just makes sense not to give your real name out to clients.”
Diana thought about that for a moment. It did make a great deal of sense at that. She certainly wasn’t going to be proudly announcing to friends and acquaintances anytime soon that she was taking up this particular new profession! 
Keeping her business and personal life separate, through the use of a…stage name, so to speak, seemed like a very good idea, indeed.
“So, start considering what you might like to use as a business nom de plume, Diana, and be back here at two tomorrow,” Colleen reiterated.
“We’ll send you over to Jack Weston’s studio to get made up and photographed for your spot on our webpage, and by the next day, you should be up and running. I’m betting that when our clients see your photo spread, you’ll have at least one date for this weekend, perhaps two.” 
Diana raised her eyebrows, trying to assimilate all that Colleen had just breezed through. Sensing her confusion, Colleen finished her own champagne and set the glass on the counter.
“Come with me, dear,” she said, taking Diana by the hand and leading her out of the kitchen and into a small office space that had been crafted out of a very large walk-in pantry area.
Besides the gourmet canned goods, exotic teas, coffee beans, and boxed food products that were shelved inside, there was a small, built-in writing desk which held a complete computer set up. Colleen rolled the leather office chair back a bit so that she could easily access the computer keyboard as she leaned over the desk. 
In moments, she had brought up the First Choice site and clicked on the member’s link. It asked for her code number.
“This is how we keep the porn pervs out of our site. You know the type—horny men who are just browsing for free pictures of naked girls,” she said disdainfully, turning briefly to Diana before typing in a long sequence of numbers and letters.
“How much does it cost to become a member?” Diana asked.
“A thousand dollars per year,” Colleen replied, hitting the enter link.
Jeez! A thousand a year just to get onto the site to make a date! Diana thought, impressed. That ought to keep the riff-raff and the lookie-loos out for sure.
The screen on the large, flat screen monitor changed to the same black background and ornate gold lettering motif used on First Choice’s business cards, and Colleen clicked on the link that led to Escorts—For The Discriminating Gentleman. A vibrant-with-color page showing twenty or so absolutely stunning young women dressed in revealing, but not too revealing, lingerie came up. 
Colleen clicked on the picture of one of the girls in the top row and an arrestingly beautiful shot of Ashley Bouvier filled the screen, dressed in another piece of loungewear, this one sheerer than the one on the display page had been, but not so sheer that you could really see much. There was Ashley’s drop-dead-gorgeous face—made up so flawlessly that she looked as if she might have been a glamorous movie star from the thirties or forties come back to life—and the hint of her long, spectacular legs and perfect young body under the black lingerie set and matching, sheer black negligee.
“This is as explicit as the photos on our site get, dear,” Colleen assured Diana as she clicked on to the last page in Ashley’s layout.
This one presented a number of smaller pictures featuring the tall, magnificent blonde in various evening gowns, clearly dressed to the nines and out on the town, and also in several different bikini shots. There was Ashley lying beside various swimming pools with her designer sunglasses in place, looking like the girl in a Playmate of the Month spread just before she removed her clothes.
The closing shot was one that had clearly been taken somewhere in the Caribbean, just at sunset, with Ashley facing away from the camera. Looking alluringly back over her shoulder, her long blonde hair flowing down her nude back, just a tiny black thong bikini bottom separating her from total nudity, Ashley stood with one large breast mostly revealed, just the nipple hidden from view by the skillful camera angle.
“Wow!” Diana said aloud, not quite believing she had spent last night in bed with a goddess like the one she was staring at now. The girl in the picture’s legs seemed to go on forever, long, perfectly tapered, and incredibly sexy. 
The real-life Ashley was pretty, fun, impishly erotic—like the delectable college coed next door—but the girl on the webpage, pictured mostly naked by the pool, was tall and provocative and other-worldly beautiful. This alluring creature was every man’s wet-dream fantasy blonde come to life!
“Don’t worry, sweetheart,” Colleen said, patting her hand, seeming to know what she was thinking. “Your layout will be wow, too. Jack Weston is one of the premier glamour photographers in the country—and he’ll see to it that it is!”
 



 
 
 
Chapter Twelve
 
 
Diana had intended to take the elevator all the way down to the lobby, get into her car, drive home, and fall into bed. She was very, very tired.
She’d gotten almost no sleep last night, between Desi and Ashley’s tender attentions, and then Colleen and Gabe had really put her through the sexual ringer this afternoon and tonight as well. She smiled wryly at that thought…after all, it had been an exquisitely sweet, sensual, and incredibly thrilling ringer at that!
But the fact remained that she was really dragging. As she got into the elevator, she started to press L for lobby but found her traitorous finger hovering instead over the button marked 10.

She sighed. It was only a little past nine. Despite all of the life-altering changes that had happened to her over the last thirty-some hours, it was still not that late in the evening.
If Ashley was home, Diana figured she owed it to her young friend to tell her in person that she had gotten the job. Besides, even though she was, on the one hand, physically beat, she was also still so keyed up inside from knowing she had succeeded.
She had the big advance check in her purse, she had convinced Colleen to hire her. She felt like she just had to share her good news with someone!
And realistically, who else, besides Ashley, could she possibly tell?
The young blonde answered her doorbell after about a thirty-second wait. She was wearing a kimono and she was clearly delighted to see Diana.
“Come in! Come in! Are you just coming down from Colleen’s? How did it go? Are you hired?”
Diana laughed and stepped inside, a thought suddenly striking her. “Are you alone? I mean…are you entertaining a…date or something? Is it okay, my being here?”
Ashley made a face. “Me, bring a date, here? God, do you have a ton to learn, girl. I would never, ever in a million years bring a date home!”
She flashed Diana another smile and then went on to explain. “Dates are for hotel rooms, sweetie. You never go to their
homes either, even if they happen to live here in town--too many chances for problems that way. You always, always, always see them in a neutral location like a hotel room, okay?” 
“Okay,” Diana agreed, and then added with a sly smile. “You’re talking like I’m going to need to worry about that kind of stuff…like I actually got the job or something.”
“Well…” Ashley’s grin was huge… “Didn’t you?” 
“Yes!” Diana crowed proudly and then both of them were squealing with excitement and jumping into each other’s arms, giggling and hopping up and down like a pair of high school cheerleaders whose team has just won the state finals.
When the two of them finally stopped laughing and embracing and jumping up and down a full minute later, Ashley asked, “What will you drink, darling? We have to celebrate your getting hired! What’s your pleasure?”
“Something light,” Diana panted, still trying to catch her breath from all of the congratulatory excitement.
“I already had a half a bottle of very expensive bubbly with Colleen, and I have to tell you, Ash, after last night with you and Desi and this afternoon and this evening up in her penthouse—with Gabe and his horsecock—I’m on my last legs here! If I drink much, I’m going to just pass out right where I’m standing!”
“Awwwww, my poor little Di,” Ashley said consolingly. “Here, I know just what you need. Come with me, babydoll, and then I’ll fetch us a nice white wine to celebrate with, okay?”
Wondering what Ashley was up to, Diana nevertheless made no protest as the younger girl took her loosely by the hand and led her into the master bedroom. It was once again nearly dark, except for the golden glow given off by the dim lamp beside the bed.
“Here, let me do this, baby,” Ashley whispered, her fingers setting to work swiftly on Diana’s buttons.
“What are you…?” Diana’s voice trailed off as her young friend proceeded to quickly strip her blouse and bra off, and then undo her slacks and shove her panties down onto her shoe tops.
In seconds, Ashley had her naked and tucked into the big bed, the covers pulled up under her chin. Her blonde friend went over to the patio drapes and opened them so that they could enjoy the glorious sunrise view of the city that tomorrow morning would bring, and then came back over and perched lightly on the side of the bed.
“There’s my baby,” Ashley cooed lovingly, her right hand stealing up to gently stroke Diana’s raven hair as it lay against the pillow. 
“Just relax, darling, and I’ll get our wine and then we’ll have a nice cuddle and snooze in each other’s arms till morning, okay?”
“I really shouldn’t,” Diana sighed, feeling wonderful, stretched out naked as she was in Ashley’s soft, comfortable bed.
“I should go home. I have a ton of stuff to do tomorrow morning, and then I’ve got a thing scheduled in the afternoon to get my pictures taken for the website.”
“Shhhh! I want to hear every single detail about your interview, and then we’ll snuggle, all right?” said Ashley, brushing aside her concerns. “I’ll get you up plenty early in the morning so that you can go home and still get all of that done.”
She beamed happily at Diana again. “Oh, God, we’re going to be working together again, Di! I’m so pumped about that!”
“Me, too,” Diana murmured agreement as Ashley bounced up onto her feet and headed for the kitchen.
Diana was half afraid that she’d be asleep by the time her friend returned, but Ashley was back in less than a minute with two wineglasses and a chilled, half full bottle of an excellent chardonnay. It was totally dark in the big apartment now, Ashley having turned the lights off as she made her way back, leaving just the dull glow of the table lamp for them to see by.
“Here, darling, here’s to you and your new job,” the gorgeous blonde toasted her as she filled their glasses and handed one to Diana, who had scooted back up into a sitting position against the pillows at the head of the bed.
They clicked rims and had a big drink and then Ashley went around to her side of the bed and doffed her kimono, leaving herself as naked as Diana. She tossed the garment over onto a chair and slid into bed next to her guest, being careful not to slosh cold wine all over them both as she did so.
“So…tell!” she demanded with mischievous grin. “Tell me all! Who was your female partner for the interview?”
Diana giggled and then drank another big mouthful of wine, setting her glass on the nightstand and turning to face Ashley excitedly. “Well, this girl named Patricia was supposed to pair off with me, but she had a problem with her appendix…”
 
“Omigod!” Ashley whispered. “And then what happened?”
The two of them were cuddled together—Ashley’s long, skillful middle finger sunk all the way up to her palm in Diana’s slit. She was grilling her about each juicy little detail of her interview with Gabe and Colleen, busily fingering Diana’s pussy as she did so.
“Oh!” Oh, Jesus, but that feels nice!” Diana moaned and worked her hips onto Ashley’s gliding finger. “Does Homeland Security know about you? I bet you could get those nasty terrorists to tell you everything, babe, using your interrogation techniques!” 
“No stalling, cutie,” Ashley admonished her with a mock scowl and then leaned in and kissed her. “What happened next?”
Diana laughed and stroked her own rigid nipples as she smiled up at Ashley, her pussy so wet that the girl’s finger was making an obscene schlooping sound as it sluiced in and out of her.
“Well, Colleen and I were sixty-nining, and she was on top. And then Gabe shot a big streamer of that raspberry-flavored oil we were using up Col’s bottom and I got to watch, from about two inches away, as that whopper of his pushed its way into her butt while I kept licking her cunny!”
“Wow!” Ashley sighed. “Is Colleen nice-looking naked? Is her ass pretty?”
Diana moaned, Ashley’s finger continuing to do wonderful things to her clitty as they spoke.
“She’s fine. Actually, for a gal in her forties, she’s a knockout. She’s got those really nice nipples that get all pokey and way long when she’s really turned on—you could hang a hat from one of those big nubbies of hers! And her ass has stayed very shapely over the years. And those long legs of hers are still quite nice, too.”
Breaking off her narrative for a moment, Diana closed her eyes and wriggled her hips against Ashley’s insistent finger, reveling in how great it felt to be in bed with a girl whose picture beside the pool in the Caribbean had practically given her an orgasm just looking at it earlier in the evening. She moaned and squeezed her own nipples even harder, right on the edge of a beautiful climax that kept building and building as she told her friend all of the exciting, naughty details of her earlier tryst with Colleen and Gabe.
“Focus, you puss, or I’ll quit doing you,” Ashley threatened good-naturedly, stopping her finger in mid-stroke for a moment.
“Don’t you dare!” Diana sighed in approaching ecstasy. “Can’t you see I’m about to come?”
“Oh, I know much better ways to make that happen for you than a simple finger-job, babydoll,” Ashley whispered, her mouth close to Diana’s ear.
Opening her eyes, she saw that the sexy blonde was inches from her. They kissed for long moments and Diana felt her cunny tighten around Ashley’s buried finger.
“Okay, I’ll go on, but don’t stop playing with my pussy, okay?” Diana implored her when they broke off the hot kiss.
Ashley threw back her mane of golden hair and laughed. “Okay, but I am just playing, remember. When you get ready to go off, let me know and I’ll treat my favorite girl to more than just a finger-ride, all right?”
Diana nodded and let out a long, satisfied sigh as her friend began moving her hand again. “Well, Gabe fucked Colleen in the bottom and made her come like crazy—twice—before he pulled it out and had the two of us flip over, so that I was on top.”
“And then what happened, you sexy puss?” Ashley asked anxiously, teasing Diana’s clit for a moment with just the pad of her middle fingertip before easing the whole finger slowly back into her gushing folds.
“Ohhhhh!” Oh, God, that’s sweet!” Diana couldn’t help moaning.
Gathering her thoughts with some difficulty, she rushed on, “Well, suddenly, I felt this big jet of oil up my ass. And then I got to feel what it’s like to get banged up the backdoor by a…a giant redwood log of a cock!”
“Ooooh, you poor baby!” Ashley murmured sympathetically, leaning down and dragging her big breasts across the backs of Diana’s hands as she busily tweaked her own nipples.
The hot blonde licked her lips, which were just inches from Diana’s. “So, how did it feel, getting it up the butt from a cock that big? I had to fuck Gabe when I interviewed with Colleen, of course—in order to get the job—and he came in my mouth after he had balled me through two huge orgasms…but I never had to take it up my backside from him, sweetie. Was it awful?”
Diana moaned again, Ashley toying so skillfully with her clitty that she was about to go off, and the other girl’s beautiful tits caressing her hand only added to her excitement. Remembering just how good Gabe’s monster had eventually felt gliding deep into her ass while Colleen had been licking her pussy didn’t hurt either!
“Oh, babe! I’m gonna’ come!” she whispered urgently to Ashley.
“Not yet, you greedy puss,” Ashley smiled down at her. “Tell! Did Gabe’s big boy feel good up that naughty little butt of yours?”
Diana, quivering on the brink, managed to gasp, “God, yes! I loved it! Now suck my pussy if you’re going to, darling, ‘cause I’m gonna’ go off hard, just thinking about how good it was.”
Chuckling triumphantly, Ashley scooted down Diana’s quaking body, sliding her own aroused nipples over the girl’s tummy as she went lower. “I knew it! You’re such a hot little slut, Di, when you let yourself go!”
Ashley’s finger slid out of Diana’s ready-to-pop cunny and her lips hovered over her engorged clitty. “You’re just like me, Diana. You’re a hot, nasty little sex-junkie who just loves to come!”
With that, Ashley sucked all of Diana’s sopping pussy into her lips and then jammed her lively tongue deep inside, running it right across her throbbing clit. Diana shrieked with joy, her ass coming up off the bed, her fingers pressing her nipples hard between them. 
“Yes! Yes, Ash! I’m a hot bitch! I’m hot for cock…I’m hot for pussy! I love to come, so suck me off, you pretty slut!”
Ashley giggled into Diana’s cunny and licked for all she was worth, riding the other girl’s tossing hips with her mouth as skillfully as a rodeo cowboy stays on a bucking bull.
 
“So what’s the deal with this photographer?” Diana asked.
It was just after eight o’clock in the morning and she was seated at Ashley’s breakfast table, devouring a waffle topped with gourmet maple syrup and a perfect over-easy egg. They had made love and giggled over the details of Diana’s successful interview until about ten and then fallen asleep in each other’s arms.
“Jack’s a great guy,” Ashley said, eating some of her own waffle and egg. “And he’s a terrific photographer, too. A lot of his stuff gets published in the glossy magazines every year. You can trust him to make you look super-hot—not that you need much help in that department, you sexy bitch!”
Diana laughed and then stuck her tongue out at Ash. She felt absolutely wonderful this morning. Searing, gloriously good sex—and lots of it—really seemed to agree with her!
“His makeup puss is top drawer, too,” Ashley went on. “When she finishes with you, and Jack gets done shooting, the resulting pictures are guaranteed to make guys’ dicks hard from all the way across the room.”
“You told me last night that I made your tongue hard from across the room, you shameless flirt,” Diana teased her sexy friend.
“That’s just ‘cause I was dying to get into those hot panties of yours again, pretty girl!” Ashley teased her right back and stuck her tongue out at Diana, then wriggled it enticingly.
 
By noon, Diana was feeling even better than she had that morning. After finishing breakfast and falling back into bed with Ashley again—God, but that girl’s tongue was pure heaven on her clit—she had showered and gotten dressed and made it back to her house by nine-thirty. Earlier that morning, she had remembered to call the real estate office and do her I’m-so-sick-I-might-be-dying act for Bobby again, so her day was free.
She now sat at her kitchen table, talking on the phone to the last of the bill collectors, patiently explaining that her old job was no longer producing the kind of revenue she needed to stay current with her bills. She kept her voice bright and upbeat as she added that she was due to start a new job this weekend, one that promised much better pay.
In the interim, she explained, she had secured a temporary loan from a favorite aunt and wanted to set up payment arrangements on her past due balance. That was, of course, music to the bill collector’s ears, and they quickly made a deal for payments that they could both live with.
“God, what a relief!” she breathed aloud as she put the phone down a minute later.
She picked up the envelope from the collection outfit she’d just finished speaking with, wrote out a check for the amount she’d promised to mail off to them today, and stuffed it inside. After she was done putting stamps on all of the bill envelopes, she did the last calculation in her checkbook and was thrilled to discover that she still had a little over fifteen hundred dollars left in her account.
Or at least she would have after she mailed off all of the bills on her way over to Colleen’s this afternoon. Right now, she still showed a little over eight-thousand in the account, after depositing Colleen’s check via the automated teller machine on her way home from Ashley’s this morning.
It’s been so long since I even had even a hundred dollars in there that I feel positively rich, she thought, triumphantly dropping her checkbook back into her purse.
She sat back at the table and thought about Bobby Carstairs. It wasn’t right to keep phoning in sick all the time when she wasn’t. She probably owed it to Bobby to go by in person and formally resign.
But what if this being a hooker thing doesn’t work out? she cautioned herself. 
I still have a number of properties listed through Bobby’s brokerage. Maybe I should still work at least part time for him, just to keep my hand in? If, by some miracle, a couple of those houses actually sell in the next few months, I might make enough from the commissions to pay back at least some of what Colleen advanced me.
“I think the wisest thing to do is to wait a little while,” she finally said aloud in the empty kitchen, after pondering her options for another minute or so. 
“I’ll go on a few…dates for Colleen’s agency—just to see how I do at it and how I like it—and then make my final decision. No sense rushing into anything when I don’t have to.”
Diana thought about it a moment. Colleen had said she could probably have two dates booked by this weekend.
So I should know by Monday whether I like being a call girl well enough to make a career of it for a while or whether I need to go back to being a starving real estate agent.
Who are you kidding? she asked herself after thinking over for a moment what she had just muttered aloud. 
It feels so good to finally be caught up on bills and have some actual money left in the bank…how am I going to give that up to go back to worrying about who’s going to be on the line, demanding money, the every time the phone rings?
With a big sigh, she got up and went into the bedroom to finally change out of the clothes she’d been wearing for three days now and get ready for her close-up.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
 
“This is Jack’s address,” Colleen told Diana, handing her a business card for the photography studio downtown. “He’ll be expecting you at three o’clock.”
“Do I need to run home and pick up some…I don’t know…swimsuits, or lingerie?” she asked. “Needless to say, I’ve never done this kind of photo session before, so I don’t have a clue as to what to bring with me.”
Colleen smiled at her. “You just bring you, sweetie. Believe me, Jack has every sort of get up imaginable at his studio, in a bunch of different shades and sizes. He’ll soon sort you out, don’t worry.”
Diana nodded and Colleen went on to explain, “All of our girls’ pages start out with just a few basic lingerie shots at first. The other photos are added as the months go by.”
After a momentary pause, the madam went on to add, “Ashley, for example, found some very good local photographers to take her bikini and swimming pool shots down in the Caribbean and in Mexico, and we added them to her page. Some of her out-on-the-town, evening wear shots came to us in the same way. She had a few dates here in the city and we paid Jack to discreetly snap a few candid stills of her while she was out and about on those nights, and we slipped them into her portfolio as well.”
“I see,” Diana said. “So everyone starts out with a small number of photos and builds from there as they go to different places on dates.”
“Exactly,” Colleen smiled. 
She reflected upon what she’d just said for a moment and then continued, “You know, a lot of our members make it a practice to review the site every other day or so—looking specifically for new faces with small photo spreads to their credit, meaning that those girls are brand new—and make dates with them as soon as possible.”
She gave Diana a saucy grin, accompanied by an uncharacteristic wink. 
“Fresh pussy, you see, darling! Some of our clients only want dates with the new faces. They kid themselves into thinking that they’re getting girls who have just gotten into the business and are therefore…practically virgins…if you can imagine grown men indulging themselves in such bullshit fantasies!”
Diana smirked and then slowly cracked up, laughing loudly along with Colleen. “Well, they’re about thirteen years too late to pluck my cherry, but if that’s what turns them on…”
Both women threw back their heads and roared with laughter at the sophomoric illusions with which middle-aged, wealthy men chose to stoke their flagging libidos.
 
“There’s one thing that’s kind of been nagging at me,” Diana confessed to Colleen a few minutes later, as she was getting ready to head downtown to the photo shoot.
Colleen raised her eyebrows expectantly. Diana glanced away and then looked back, slightly embarrassed. “You’ve been so great to me…the loan and all…”
She gave Colleen an apologetic smile. “I don’t want to seem ungrateful, but it’s possible that I…I might not want to make First Choice my long term career. I mean, I might want to go back into real estate sales or something else when the economy turns around—after I re-pay you, of course, and get myself back on my feet again financially.”
Colleen waited patiently, smiling. Diana rushed ahead, anxious to get her fears out in the open, now that she had broached the subject. “Because of that, I’m a little nervous about people finding out about what I’m going to be…doing for you. I’ve met a lot of the movers and shakers around town over the last few years at Chamber of Commerce functions and civic affairs. What if one of my…dates should turn out to be someone I know? It could be awkward for both of us!”
The madam laughed. “Don’t worry about it, darling. The vast majority of your clients will be out-of-towners just here for a night or two and wishing to retain some top shelf, very exclusive female companionship for the evening. We do get a few local men as members, of course, but not that many.”
She smiled benignly at Diana. “And, now that I’m aware of your concerns, I’ll be extra careful in screening prospective dates for you. If the client is a local, I’ll call and run him past you before I confirm the date. Then, if you know him socially, I’ll just tell him that you’re one of our most popular girls and that you’re booked a long time in advance.”
She laughed again. “Trust me, most of our clients are too horny to be interested in booking two months ahead…they want their needs met that night, so they’ll go ahead and choose another girl and forget all about you.”
Diana smiled and nodded. Colleen kissed her on the cheek and opened the door for her.
“And don’t worry about someone identifying you from your picture on the website either, dear. With a different last name and the glamorous nature of the photos Jack is going to take, I doubt anyone would ever recognize you from your spread on our site. You know Ashley quite well…would you have recognized her from the pictures there?”
Smiling with relief, Diana shook her head. “No, even if I had somehow managed to blunder my way onto your thousand-dollar-per-year site, I might have thought that those pictures looked a little like Ashley Montclair, a gal I used to work with, but the girl in them looks so spectacular that I doubt I’d have ever really have convinced myself that it was her.”
“See?” said Colleen. “Now, run along and get your picture taken, beautiful!”
 
Jack Weston’s studio was just on the edge of downtown, in a large warehouse that was part of an upscale industrial
park complex. The site featured a number of shady, old growth sycamore trees and a good deal of carefully maintained landscaping.
Lots of brightly colored flowers and shrubs lined the planters along the front of the big buildings as Diana made her way up the walk. There was a large scrolled sign across the double glass entry doors announcing The Jack Weston Studio in big, gold-leaf letters.
“I have a three o’clock appointment with Mr. Weston?” Diana said to the pert receptionist in the otherwise empty waiting room.
The girl smiled, got up from her desk, and led Diana into a hallway, past a small, nicely-appointed but empty office with Jack Weston’s nameplate on the open door. They went out into an expansive studio area with a dropped ceiling. 
Expensive-looking, professional-grade cameras were everywhere. They were stored on a shelf along one wall, scattered about on tripods in front of the various shooting sets erected around the warehouse area, and lying on a table amid a stack of glossy women’s magazines nearby.
Decorations around the big room consisted of large, poster-sized magazine cover blow-ups from some of the leading fashion magazines in the country, spaced out equidistantly on the surrounding white walls. Looking more closely at the dates on the covers, Diana saw that some of them went back over the last two decades, but one or two were quite recent, indicating Jack Weston was still very much in the game when it came to being a well-known photographer.
A door on the other side of the room opened and an older man with short gray hair emerged wearing an expensive looking tracksuit and new athletic shoes. A pair of black-framed eyeglasses, suspended from a black strap around his neck, hung at the front of the numbered jersey he wore under the tracksuit’s jacket.
“Hey, you must be Diana, Colleen’s new girl!” the man said, a large smile creasing his tanned, clean-shaven face.
“That’s right,” Diana smiled back uncertainly as he came up to her. “Are you Mr. Weston?”
“Save the Mr. Weston stuff…I’m Jack, kid!” the older man said, shooting her a friendly grin and shaking her offered hand enthusiastically.
He looked at the receptionist as he approached them. “Go find Joanna and let’s get Diana all painted and powdered up so that we can this show on the road, Debbie.”
The young woman nodded eagerly and scurried off into the back of the warehouse. Jack Weston looked Diana up and down, studying her intently.
“You’re what? A thirty four B cup?” he asked after a moment. “And you wear a size six dress?”
He smiled, thinking about it, and then shook his head. “No…make that a four. Seven or eight pounds heavier and you’d be a six, but I peg you at a four, right?”
Diana shook her head in amazement. “Yes, my closet at home has clothes in both sizes, unfortunately. If I gain a little weight, I’m a six again!”
Jack’s grin grew larger. “See? I’ve been doin’ this for a while, Diana. Now, let’s pick you out some lingerie. With that black hair and porcelain skin of yours, I’m thinking something in a crimson shade. Also, I’ve got a black lace teddy around here somewhere in a four that ought to fit you just right…”
 
Diana got over her initial nervousness after the first twenty minutes with Joanna, the makeup lady. Dressed in a scandalously sheer black teddy, with a full robe over it to guard against powder or make up that went awry, she sat in the chair and watched in the lighted mirror as Joanna skillfully layered on foundation, make up, eye shadow, mascara, eyelash extensions, blush, and lip gloss.
I don’t know who that incredible babe in the chair is, but it can’t possibly be me! She found herself marveling as the makeup maven finished the startling transformation.
Diana had been pretty since she was a little girl, so she had no false modesty about her looks, but this was incredible! She truly had not had a clue that she could be made up to look as stunning and glamorous as she appeared when Joanna finally smiled approvingly and nodded for her to stand up.
“My God!” she sighed, looking at her image in the mirror with disbelief. “You’re going to have to come by my house and do my makeup every time I go out to meet a client or else he’s liable to sue us for false advertising.”
She grinned at Joanna and went on. “If a guy picks me out on the website, looking like this, and then I show up, he’s going to wonder what happened to the sex goddess he booked the date with.”
Joanna laughed. “Your regular makeup will be fine for work, believe me. You’re a very attractive woman all on your own, Diana.” 
She went on to explain, “The glam-mag version of you that Jack is about to immortalize on film will catch men’s eye, but I doubt that they’re going to be disappointed when the real you shows up for the date. Now get out there and smile pretty for the camera, okay?”
 
Diana spent the next two hours doing just that. Jack first posed her in a bedroom setting, smiling seductively up at the camera from a pile of decorator pillows strewn across a lush bedspread. Next, he had her strike a pose very similar to the one Ashley had done by the swimming pool, standing in front of the prop bed with her back to the camera, looking back over her shoulder. 
The black lace lingerie she was wearing was so sheer that you could see her long, sleek legs clearly through it as she stood in a pair of stiletto-heeled black shoes, her ass barely hidden by the second layer of the ultra thin material provided by her bikini cut black panties. Most of her right breast was clearly visible, her nipple just out of sight due to Jack’s careful positioning of the camera.
She then changed into a crimson camisole and French cut panty set that was easily as sheer as the black lace teddy, peignoir, and panties had been, and Jack posed her in a big overstuffed chair, wearing a pair of black-rimmed reading glasses. Supposedly engrossed in a book, Jack had positioned the book’s cover so that the top half of the pages barely hid her nipples from the camera while still exposing a lot of cleavage. 
When he had all of the shots he felt he needed he shut off the bright lights and came out from behind the tripod, smiling.
“Those are gonna’ turn out great, cutie! I’ll have those edited and e-mailed over to Colleen’s website guy by tonight and they’ll be up on the First Choice page by mid-morning tomorrow. And then watch out!”
“Watch out?” Diana asked.
“The phone’s gonna’ being ringing off the hook with guys wanting a date with you, babe,” he chortled happily. “I bet you bill out twenty grand this month alone!”
“Do you really think that many…clients will…want to date me?” Diana asked incredulously, turning red as she realized what she was really asking was, Do you really think that many men will pay that much to…fuck me?
Jack read her expression like a book, quickly picking up on her lingering embarrassment over her new profession. He put a fatherly hand on her shoulder. 
“Don’t sell yourself short, Diana. You really are offering value per dollar, you know? A guy on the street sees a girl like you walk by and he’s immediately thinkin’, ‘I’d give a hundred bucks…a thousand bucks…my left nut…to spend the night with a chick that hot!’”
He gave her a knowing smile. “What he actually is willing to spend depends on the individual guy and how much he likes women and enjoys sex and how much dough he has. Now, Colleen’s clientele includes men who own yachts and private airplanes and mansions. So they’re happy as hell to part with a few thousand bucks for a night in bed with a girl who looks like you…so it is all about value per dollar, see?”
Diana thought about what the photographer had said and then smiled shyly. “I guess you’re right, Jack, when you think about it like that.”
“I know I am,” he grinned at her encouragingly. “You’re one hell of a hot looking woman, Diana.”
He considered what he’d just said for a moment, and then went on to add, “See, there’s an aura of inherent sexiness that radiates naturally from you that can’t be learned, can’t be taught, can’t be faked. Trust me. I snap pictures of gorgeous women day in and day out, so I know about sexy.”
He grinned at her and explained further, “Some of these gals have great tits or a beautiful ass, or legs to die for or—in some cases—all of the above. But somehow, even with all of that goin’ for ‘em, they’re still not truly sexy. They’re just stunning to look at.”
He winked at her. “But you’ve got the looks plus that certain something that is gonna’ make men anxious to plunk down their cash for a night in bed with you, babe. And you can take that to the bank!”
 
As she drove away from the studio in the late afternoon rush-hour traffic, Diana was a jumble of conflicting emotions. She was relieved to have the photo session successfully concluded, she was proud and slightly amazed at how well the pictures had turned out, and she was tingling with the realization that she was almost there when it came to changing careers.
She was, at the same time, however, completely terrified by the step she was taking!
What if I’m not any good at this? She fought her way through the heavy five-o’clock traffic and into the lane that would lead onto the freeway heading out into the suburbs and home.
What if Jack is wrong? What if guys aren’t falling all over themselves to spend thousands of dollars for a night in bed with me?
She took a deep breath.
Even worse…what if they are and I’m unable to…perform…up to their expectations? What if I turn out to be lousy as a professional sex partner and they want their money back?
Halfway back to her house, Diana sighed and picked up her cell phone. She slipped the hands-free headset on and speed-dialed Ashley’s number.
“Di?” Ashley’s voice came on after one ring. “Are you through with the photo shoot?”
“Yeah, it went okay, I think,” she said into the mike, concentrating on avoiding hitting a car that had just cut into her lane amid a barrage of honking horns.
Inching forward in the dense traffic, she asked Ashley somewhat desperately, “Ash, can I come over to your place and spend the night again? I’ve been thinking about tomorrow, you know, my pictures going up on the net and getting booked for dates with guys and all of that and…and frankly, I’m a nervous goddamned wreck!”
She took a deep breath and plunged ahead, admitting, “I don’t want to just sit around my house tonight by myself and think about all of this, okay?”
Ashley laughed. “I know just what you’re going through, sweetie. I felt pretty much the same way that night last year when I got home from my photo shoot with Jack. I paced around that little rat hole of an apartment I had back then and slugged down gin martinis until I finally got so wasted that I passed out.”
There was a moment of silence and then Ashley emitted a giggle on the other end of the line. “Listen, there’s nothing I’d love better than to cuddle up with you again tonight, but let’s make it seven o’clock, okay? I won’t be home until then, because I’m working this afternoon. As a matter of fact, I just pulled up in the valet parking area at the downtown Hilton when you called.”
Diana’s heart raced. “Am I ruining your date? Are you supposed to spend the night at the hotel with your client?”
“No, no!” Ashley chortled. “This guy is a regular of mine. He books me every week, if I’m in town. And always in the afternoon, ‘cause he’s got take a quick shower after we’re finished and get home to the little woman by seven or so at the latest.”
The fun-loving blonde’s voice dropped lower and she said in a confidential whisper, “Guess how I’m dressed right now and what this bozo likes!”
Diana felt a tingle of excitement ripple through her. “I have no idea,” she whispered back.
“Well, this guy’s about forty-five or so, and he’s an ex-athlete, slowly going to seed,” she went on in the low tone. “He used to be the starting quarterback in high school—a hundred or so years ago.”
Ashley’s giggle came over the phone again. “So here I am, wearing a long coat that’s buttoned clear up to my neck. That’s so that when I get out of the car and go into the lobby and take the elevator up to his room, no one will see the cheerleader uniform I’ve got on underneath it!”
“You’re kidding me!” Diana suddenly found herself giggling too.
“No! When I get to this dude’s room, I take the coat off, and shake my hair all around while I do some cheers— no shit, Di, I’ve even got it pulled back into a ponytail!” Ashley laughed.
“And then, when I’m finished with the rah, rah, ziss, boom, bah shtick, my date tells me what he wants this time. Sometimes, he just sits in the chair and undoes his pants and has me get on my knees in front of him and suck him off. Other times, he likes to take my panties off and bend me over the bed and drill me from behind. He loves to just flip my short little cheerleader skirt up onto my sweater and squeeze my titties while he bangs my pussy until he comes in me.”
Diana saw her exit coming up as the traffic crawled along a little faster. Still smiling at the image of Ashley and her aging quarterback, she moved over a lane so that she could make the turn off the clogged freeway.
“Here’s the really pathetic part, Di,” Ashley went on.
“I carry a little brown leather overnight bag up with me in the elevator…’cause it’s got my pom-poms in it! And my high school hero always wears his old letterman sweater when he fucks me, and believe me, it’s all he can do to squeeze into it nowadays. It fits him like the skin on a sausage, since he’s gained about fifty pounds since he graduated way back in the day.”
The two women said a hurried good-bye as the elevator doors in the lobby opened at Ashley’s end of the conversation, agreeing to meet later at her place.
Diana was laughing so hard at the mental image of the ex-jock and the cheerleader that she had a hard time seeing as she exited the freeway, her eyes tearing up from the intense giggling!
“Maybe this job is going to be a lot of fun after all,” she chortled aloud as she merged onto a major surface street and headed for her house.
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Part 2
Working Girl
 



 
 
 
Chapter Fourteen
 
 
Being with Ashley, a nice dinner and several drinks helped take the edge off the night for Diana. The two of them spent a leisurely evening in, Ashley entertaining Diana over dinner with a hilarious account of her cheerleading afternoon at the Hilton. After that, they retired to the bedroom and made love for two hours before once more sleeping the night away in each other’s arms.
The next day, Diana was able to keep her mind off all of the nagging doubts she had about this new direction her life was taking by staying extremely busy. The first thing she did was to go in and see Bobby at eight-thirty that morning and formally resign as a full time agent, shocking him to the core.
“Oh, Diana! If you’re leaving, too…” the somewhat chunky real estate broker’s voice trailed off dejectedly. “What am I going to do? You’ve been my top producer for years!”
“I’ll still be here once in a while, Bobby,” she assured him in a soothing tone, anxious to exit the awkward meeting, but hating to leave the poor man in the totally-crushed state he looked to be in at the moment. 
“I’d like to try working part-time for awhile—if it’s okay with you—just until the market comes back, okay?”
“Whatever you want, Diana!” he agreed quickly, his eyes coming alive with renewed hope. “You can arrange your schedule however you want it to be. I don’t want to lose you.”
“Okay.” Diana gave him an encouraging smile.
“I’m taking a few weeks off to find another job of some sort, so that I can pay my bills—just until the market turns around a bit. We’ll talk again about my reduced schedule when I come back. At that point we’ll see just how much time I have left over to put in here, all right?”
It turned out that pretty much anything Diana wanted was all right with Bobby Carstairs. He anxiously offered to keep her desk open for her. It wasn’t such a big sacrifice, really, since there were four other open desks in the office already; and he wished her well in her fictional job hunt.
 
After leaving Bobby’s, Diana went out and indulged herself with a leisurely breakfast at an upscale restaurant. She lounged away the morning, sitting in the comfortable booth drinking coffee and reading the morning paper from front to back. At eleven o’clock, she drove back over to her house and called Colleen, as she had been instructed to do.
“Ah, my newest jewel!” Colleen said as soon as she came on the line. “Have you got a notepad and a pen, my dear? I’m going to give you your coded number for the website. You can access everything on there with it, including the employees-only part, where you can establish your personal file and check for dates and scheduling and file billing reports and so forth. Ready?”
Diana said she was and Colleen rattled off a ten-digit number and letter sequence. After writing it down, Diana got off the phone and went over to her personal computer and booted it up. She found the First Choice site in moments and typed in her new number.
“Omigod!” she gasped as she went to the page featuring Escorts—For The Discriminating Gentlemen.
Her picture, the one with her in the black lace outfit, her back to the camera, looking over her shoulder, was already there on the page, and it was right next to Ashley’s picture! She clicked on her new working name under the photo—Diana Dawson—and was quickly treated to a much smaller layout than the one under Ashley’s icon, but one that was, nevertheless quite stunning in its own way.
“I…I look so…hot!” she murmured, quickly clicking through the various negligee shots, admiring the sexy woman featured there who looked, to her eye, only vaguely like the Diana Hudson she had known intimately for the past twenty-nine years.
Her hand trembling with excitement, she picked up the phone again and speed-dialed Ashley. When she answered, Diana asked, “Babe, are you anywhere near your computer right now?”
“Are you kidding me?” Ashley blurted ecstatically, “I’m checking out your photo shoot right now, you sexy puss! This thing is scorchin’, Di!”
Diana laughed, embarrassed but proud at the same time. “It is kinda’ hot, isn’t it? Not bad for a girl who’s almost thirty, eh?”
The call-waiting tone sounded in Diana’s ear. She pulled the phone quickly away and read the ID message. It was Colleen again.
“Hey, our boss is on the other line,” she whispered to Ashley. “I’ll have to call you back in a few, okay?”
She got off that line and Colleen came on the other one. Diana wondered what she wanted, since they had spoken just minutes ago, when she’d gotten the access code.
“Darling, remember when I told you that there is a group of our members who are only interested in dates with our newest girls?” the madam asked.
“Well, they must really like what they see with you, my dear! How does a date for tonight, and one for tomorrow night, and still another for the next night, Saturday, sound to you? Can you handle all of that?”
Diana’s heart threatened to leap right out of her chest! This was it—she was now officially a sex-for-money girl. And Jack Weston, the photographer, had been dead right. Men apparently were clamoring to…date her! 
Taking a deep breath, she forced herself to sound calm as she replied, “Sure. That’s my new job, right…going on assignments with clients? Of course I can handle it.”
 
After a lengthy conversation with Colleen, Diana hung up. She stared down at the page of background notes she had just taken on the three men who would be her clients over the next three nights. 
Her guy for tonight was forty-three, a local businessman who owned three of a national hardware chain’s franchised stores around town. His name was Edgar Harmon, and he was a multi-millionaire, married with three kids, all in their teens or early twenties.
“He doesn’t sound familiar at all,” Diana breathed a sigh of relief as she re-read the brief bio she had jotted down on him.
“I’m sure I’ve never shown real estate to him, and I don’t recognize his name from any community functions I’ve ever attended, although I’m sure I’ve shopped at a couple of his hardware stores over the years.”
She glanced at the more intimate notes she’d taken on the man and found that data gathered from Colleen’s girls who had spent a night with him before indicated that he loved blowjobs and having his load swallowed, straight sex in a number of positions, and that he disliked using condoms. He occasionally wanted anal but had invariably been gentle and on his best behavior with the girls who had dated him before.
So far, so good, thought Diana. I’m pretty sure I can do all of that without any problems.
She read the name of the next man, tomorrow night’s date, and looked his information over as well. Jim Fitzpatrick was younger than the first guy, about thirty-eight, apparently not bad-looking, and he was single and quite wealthy. 
From the sparse profile, Diana figured him for inherited money, since no source of employment was listed. And he was as much of a stranger to her, socially and professionally, as the first man had been, so she breathed a second sigh of relief. 
She noted with interest that, according to her predecessors, Jim enjoyed being sucked off as well. And, interestingly, that he also had a fetish for being tied up by his dates while they had sex with him.
Well, I can handle that. She smiled to herself. I’ll be more than happy to tie you up and gobble your dick like it was a big candy cane, Jimbo!
Glancing at the third man’s name and profile, Saturday night’s prospective date, Diana sighed aloud as she read the disappointing news once more. This client, Dr. Paul Thompson, was reportedly sixty if he was a day! 
He was described as being balding, with long, stringy gray hair in back. Also, he was reported to be paunchy, with wire-rimmed spectacles—the overall effect being that it made him look a little like Ben Franklin. According to the information in his file, this man too loved having his cock sucked, enjoyed anal, and always demanded bareback sex. 
He was married, retired, and was an infrequent client, going almost exclusively for brand new girls who caught his eye. He had been an academic—working in college administration—before his retirement and Diana was sure that she had never laid eyes on him before and vice-versa.
Okay, so he’s old,
she admitted, still dreading her scheduled date with the much older man. You knew that making it with old guys was part of this business, so you might as well get it out of the way right from the jump.
She eyed the man’s thumbnail bio closely and then whispered aloud, “So you have a taste for younger pussy, do you, Dr. Thompson? Well, get ready, because here I come. I’m gonna’ ball your socks off, granddad!”
She resolutely shut her notebook and picked up the phone to call Colleen back. The madam answered on the third ring.
“Questions, darling?”
“Well, just a couple,” Diana admitted. “How does the money part work? Do I collect cash after we’re done, or before we start or what? Also, from what you said, a couple of these guys seem to have a big aversion to condoms…how do we handle that?”
Colleen laughed—a high, trilling sound that signaled her genuine amusement at her newest employee’s inexperienced queries. 
“Don’t worry about the money, darling. That’s all handled by credit card. You just e-mail a brief billing report to me the next day, via the secure area on our website, about what exactly you did with each gentleman during the course of the previous evening and then I bill his card for services rendered. That way any special little acts you may have participated in can be included on the final tab, you see?”
Her voice becoming slightly more business-like, Colleen went on, “As for the condom-less sex, I will need for you to drop by a lab facility over on Western Avenue this morning sometime and submit a blood sample. They’ll analyze it and send the results to us, and I will transmit them in turn to the clients.”
She paused and then added reassuringly, “Of course I’ll also be receiving their individual results over today and tomorrow as well, so you’ll have verified assurance prior to your dates with them that each one is safe to have what the girls call bareback sex with, all right?”
There was a brief pause and then Diana told her that she understood and Colleen told her to watch her e-mail; she’d be sending the name of the lab and their exact address along momentarily. She added that she’d also be contacting the lab and letting them know that Diana was coming in today so that the results could be promptly e-mailed to First
Choice, and then to the clients individually, as soon as they were complete.
Before the two hung up, Colleen also assured her new employee that the time and rendezvous location with tonight’s client, Mr. Harmon, would be included in the e-mail too.
 
It was a very nervous Diana Dawson who stepped out of the elevator on the eighth floor of the Regency Hotel that evening at precisely nine o’clock. The first-time professional escort was wearing a short little black cocktail dress with a scooped neckline that fit her to a tee, an attractive pair of black heels, and carrying a matching black handbag. She quickly found room eight-twenty-nine and knocked softly.
A moment later, the door swung open and Edgar Harmon greeted her with a big smile, a cocktail in his right hand. He motioned her inside and locked the door behind her.
“You’re incredibly beautiful, Diana, just like your picture,” the older man offered in a shy tone after they had introduced themselves, looking her up and down in the softly lit hotel suite.
“Thank you, Mr. Harmon,” she replied anxiously, her tummy doing nervous little flip-flops, now that she was actually here, in a hotel room with a strange man to have sex with him for money.
“You look a bit…tense,” Harmon observed, his voice kind, a bemused smile playing across his weathered face as he gestured with his highball glass. “Can I get you one of these?”
Diana eyed the glass and the bottle of expensive single-malt scotch sitting on the nearby sideboard and sighed, “God, yes! I’d love one, thank you!”
Harmon stepped over and quickly dropped a few ice cubes into the glass and poured the scotch. He handed the drink to her. “I take it you’re fairly new at this?”
Diana felt herself blushing. She took a big belt of the authoritative liquor and said simply, “It’s not exactly the first time I’ve ever been in a hotel room with a man, Mr. Harmon, but it is true that I only recently started charging for my presence.”
He laughed good-naturedly and drank the rest of his scotch. Then took her near-empty glass, and made them both another. 
“I think you can call me Ed, under the circumstances, Diana, if you don’t mind?”
She smiled at him and nodded her head, sucking down more of the nerve-calming alcohol as soon as he handed it back. “Yes, I think that’s a good idea…since we’re going to be getting to…know each other…so well, Ed!”
This was the moment when Colleen had urged her to call in on her cell phone and use a safe phrase if she sensed that anything was not quite right about the date, or the client, or the surroundings. Glancing around, Diana thought nervously that everything looked perfectly normal.
Just a high-priced call girl getting ready to service her first client—nothing out of the ordinary here, folks, she told herself wryly.
Setting her purse on the dresser, she brought her free hand up to caress his face, attempting to ease into her new role as Ed Harmon’s pay-for-play date for tonight. He drank off the rest of his scotch, put the empty glass next to her purse on top of the dresser, and stepped in to kiss her.
 
“God, but your tits are perfect!” he moaned with pleasure, moving his face from Diana’s left breast to her right, his mouth engulfing her erect pink knob of flesh.
“Oooooh! I’m glad you like them so much, Ed,” she sighed as he sucked her nipple gently but insistently. “You sure know how to make ‘em feel good!”
They were both naked in the middle of the suite’s big king bed. After another scotch and a few more hungry, hot kisses, Diana had let Ed strip her bare while she returned the favor. She had harbored a vague notion about starting off the evening with a little fellatio but those loose plans had abruptly vanished as soon as she was naked.
Ed had simply gone crazy over the sight her nude body! He hadn’t been able to get her onto the bed fast enough, caressing her naked back and ass as he kissed her, rubbing his hairy chest against her rapidly swelling nipples as they made out passionately atop the bedspread.
And now he was simply gobbling her up! For the past five minutes, he had moved from one pert breast to the other, licking and sucking and nipping lightly at her pumped up nippies.
“Ohhhhh, Ed,” she whispered, her eyes half closed with a rising lust that she didn’t have to fake even a little bit. “God, you’re making me so hot!”
Diana hunched her juicy slit up off the bed and Ed eased his right hand down her trembling tummy until he found her clit. He dawdled with it for long moments, drawing a groan of pure arousal from her, before slowly easing his middle finger into her, across the swollen pea of flesh, and down into her slick cunny’s super-heated flutes.
“Yesssssss!” Diana hissed, her hips jerking, her hands coming up to press his graying head tighter into her throbbing nipple. “Suck my hot titties while you finger me, you sweet man.”
It was now Ed’s turn to groan. He wrested his head from her grip and stared up into her excited brown eyes. “Your pussy is hot as a pool of lava, baby! Goddamn, but you’re wet!”
Diana sighed. “You’d better believe it, honey. Jesus, but you’ve got me turned on, Ed!”
The older man shuddered as Diana’s cunny gripped at his buried finger. He pulled it out and brought it up to his mouth and plunged it inside.
“Mmmmm! Oh, oh, God, but your pussy is sweet, Diana!” he marveled. “Can I…I mean, would it be all right it I…ate it a little before I fuck you?”
He’s paying for the evening, she thought to herself happily. If that’s what he wants, who am I to tell him no? 
Diana whimpered with excitement and nodded eagerly. “God, yes! Gobble my pussy for me, darling. You won’t regret it!”
She gave him her sexiest smile and added, “Because later, I’ll make it up to you…I’ll give you a blowjob you’ll never forget, and I promise I’ll swallow every drop for you, baby!”
Ed made a sound that fell somewhere between a gasp and a growl and kissed his way rapidly down her taut stomach. He scooted in between her open thighs, spread her petite pink pussy wings open with his thumbs and plunged in, his tongue fucking down into her molten depths like snake going into its hole.
“Ohhhhhhhhhh!” she gasped, her hips coming up off the bed as his upper lip mashed against her swollen clitty and she heard him suck a huge amount of hot girl oil out of her cunny and swallow it. 
“Oh, eat it for me! Eat my hot pussy, darling!”
 
“You’re sure you don’t mind me…finishing up back here?” Ed’s voice was anxious, eager, but almost apologetic at the same time.
Diana, on her stomach, her body pressed down tight against the bed sheet, moaned, and shook her head.
“God, no, Ed. Fuck me in the ass! Fuck me hard, baby. I want to feel that big canon of yours going off deep inside my bottom!”
Ed sighed and pressed his wet cockhead down into Diana’s well-oiled anus, groaning with excitement as he felt her clinging ass walls grip tightly at his penetrating shaft. He pushed harder and she moaned, working her clitty against the sheet, her recently vacated cunny leaking juice like crazy.
Jesus, you can never tell about a man until you get him in bed with you!
Diana marveled.

Ed doesn’t look like much, but so far he’s made me come twice with his mouth and once with that incredible dick of his in my pussy. And I wasn’t kidding—I really do want to feel that big boy of his go off up my bottom!
“Fuck, Diana, are you ever tight back there.” Ed grunted as he slid the last inch of his long, thick cock into Diana’s ass. “Do you really like it this way? Do you like my prick up your asshole?”
“Unnnnggggghhhhhhhh!” Diana sighed, working her butt around in a small circle, dragging her distended clitty across the sheet’s surface, tremors of pre-come ecstasy radiating through her whole body.
“Trust me, Ed, I love it! Fuck me in the butt, baby!”
Ed murmured something about the most perfect little ass he’d ever seen and gripped Diana hard by her butt cheeks, his fingers digging into the rounded mounds of tight flesh. He drew all the way out, the knob-like head popping free and then jammed downward again, driving every last inch of his impressive rod back into her all the way up to his big nut sac.
“Oh, Jesus! Give it to me!” Diana panted, her clit pulsing hotly as she ground it into the bed. “Bang it into me—fuck my hot asshole!”
Ed pulled completely free of her anus and then re-entered it in one long thrust, repeating the maneuver ten or twelve times in less than a minute, his hips picking up speed as he drilled her. His breath was soon coming in ragged gasps and she could feel his sweat raining down onto her ass cheeks and lower back.
“Tight,” he muttered, “so fucking hot and tight!”
Diana felt her tummy quiver and pressed her erect nipples into the sheet. She was going to come again. This not-very-handsome but oh-so-skillful stud was going to make her come for the fourth time tonight!
“Oh, Ed, fuck me! You fuck me so good, baby!” she wailed in ecstasy as her pussy clenched hard, in time with her anus, her orgasm reverberating throughout her whole body.
“Aggghhhhhhh!” Ed gurgled as if someone were slowly strangling him to death, his big dick jerking inside her gripping ass sheath.
A torrent of hot goo blasted down into Diana’s bowels! She moaned into the sheet and worked her lower body against him as he drove relentlessly into her ass, grinding her down onto the sheet as both of them came and came.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Fifteen
 
 
Diana got back to her house at nine-thirty the next morning. She had a huge smile on her face as she came through the door and locked it behind her. Her first date as a call girl had gone wonderfully, as far as she was concerned, and she was pretty sure that Ed Harmon would agree.
Hadn’t he, after all, just pressed five crisp one-hundred dollar bills into her hand as they had parted company in his suite a half an hour ago? It was a special bonus just for her, an additional reward for a terrific night, in his exact words. 
Checking her machine, she found no new messages for a change, not one bill collector! Smiling even more broadly at that, she went directly into the bedroom, took off the little black dress and the rest of her clothes and hopped into bed naked. 
Even with the six or so actual hours of actual sleep she had managed to get in Ed’s suite last night, in between vaginal and anal sex, blowjobs, and showers, Diana found that she was dog-tired this morning. 
She wanted to get some rest before her date tonight with Jim Fitzpatrick, the wealthy light-bondage enthusiast. She was scheduled to meet him downtown at seven o’clock this evening in the bar of the Sheraton.
Five minutes after her head hit the pillow, she was dead asleep.
 
“God, it’s about fucking time!” Ashley said in a peeved tone at three-thirty.
Diana had just awaked at last for the final time. She had spent the day spent dozing and nodding awake, checking the time, and then floating back off to dreamland again. Just moments ago she had flipped the cell phone lying on her nightstand back on.
“I was really starting to get worried, Di! I’ve called you, like, four times today and sent you three e-mails! I’m dying to know…how did your first date go?”
“I’m sorry, cutie, but getting my lights fucked out last night and into this morning kind of took something out of me,” Diana answered in an apologetic tone.
“I shut my house phone’s ringer off and turned my cell phone off completely so I could catch up on my sleep before my date tonight.”
“Two dates in two nights?” Ashley asked, sounding very impressed. “Jeez, Di, you’re gonna’ start making more money than me if I don’t watch out!”
Diana laughed merrily, feeling very chipper now that she was rested. Truth be told, she’d actually had a marvelous time last night. 
After the first minute or two in bed with Ed, she hadn’t been nervous at all—she’d been horny! And Ed, the hardware tycoon, had certainly more than managed to scratch that itch for her.
“My first date went super, hon, and thanks for checking up on me to make sure it did. I appreciate that, believe me. What about you, are you working tonight?” 
“It’s Friday night, babe! It’s the biggest night of the week for hookers, so of course I’m working. Two visiting businessmen from Chicago are paying Colleen a cool eight grand for the pleasure of my company overnight at the Regency. I doubt I’ll get much sleep tonight with two men to please.”
Diana giggled. “Well, at least I’ve only got one guy to entertain this evening. He’s some local rich guy named Fitzpatrick.”
“Jim Fitzpatrick?” Ashley asked.
Somewhat taken aback, Diana nodded, and then realized that Ashley couldn’t see her nodding and said, “Yeah, that’s the name.”
“I’ve done him a couple of times before,” Ashley said.
“Listen, Di, let me give you a couple of quick pointers. Jim loves to be tied up. He’ll have his own restraints with him, so don’t worry about that part of it.”
There was a moment of silence, and then she went on to add. “And if you want Jimmy boy to really enjoy himself, hon…don’t let him come until he’s absolutely begging for it, okay? Tease the poor perverted fucker until he’s just about crying from frustration, and then give him the pussy, or the head…whatever it is he’s craving…but don’t give it to him until the very last second, all right? If you do that—make him plead with you for it—Jim will be kissing your feet and begging for a second date with you before this session’s even over.”
The two of them shared a good laugh about the bent tastes of the male species and hung up, after promising to talk and compare notes again sometime tomorrow. Diana shook her head and went into the bathroom to shower and shave her legs, pussy and pits, and start getting ready for her date with Jim.
“What a strange, fun, funky job this is turning out to be,” she giggled as she stared critically at her eyebrows, tweezers in hand.
 
When Diana entered the bar at the Sheraton just at seven, Jim Fitzpatrick spotted her right away and waved. The tall, very handsome multi-millionaire was sitting by himself at a table about halfway across the room in the crowded lounge.
“Hi, I’m Diana,” she introduced herself moments later.
Getting quickly to his feet, Jim Fitzpatrick smiled and shook hands. He looked over her outfit approvingly. She had on another short dress, red this time, which showed off her long legs, and it also featured a scoop-bodice neckline that accented her cute, perky breasts.
“You look ravishing, my dear,” he grinned happily at her. 
“You’re quite handsome yourself, kind sir,” she smiled back at him, relishing the way her trimly built, clean-shaven “date” looked in his Armani suit, his bushy brown, Kennedy-like hair combed just off his forehead.
Having drinks at the Sheraton with a handsome young rich guy and then getting paid over a grand to take him upstairs and fuck him is definitely not all bad!
Diana found herself thinking as the cocktail waitress came over and took her order for a single-malt scotch on the rocks, and her date for the evening ordered a second Gibson for himself.
“Would you like to have dinner in the hotel dining room after we have a drink or two?” Jim Fitzpatrick inquired.
“I might like something light, like a salad, or appetizers and some wine,” Diana smiled at him. “I had a snack at five, so I’m not starving.” 
“Well, I’m famished, so dinner it is,” he smiled back and finished his first drink as they waited for the cocktail waitress’ return with their drink order.
 
Diane had thought the suite at the Regency the night before was plush. The one Jim escorted her into two hours later was easily twice as large and elaborate.
I like a man who spares no expense in his pursuit of pleasure, she thought, looking admiringly around the huge room with its full living room, wet bar area and twin doors leading into the spacious bedroom.
“Would you like another drink before we get started?” Jim asked, indicating the bar.
“No, I think I’m good,” she said, giving him her sexiest smile.
She was excited, but not nearly as nervous as she had been last night. Thus far, she’d had a wonderful evening. 
It had been more like an actual social date, not a hooker date. Jim was handsome, intelligent, amusing, and had been the perfect host since they’d first introduced themselves to on another. 
She had enjoyed her appetizers and wine, while he’d dined on a complete filet mignon and lobster dinner accompanied by several glasses of the expensive Cabernet he’d ordered as a compliment to her light meal.
Right now, she was keyed up—this being her first fetish date—but not afraid, as she had been last night with Ed when she’d first arrived at his room. Ashley had coached her a little on situations like this, advising her to always let the special desires clients set the pace and suggest things.
“Don’t worry, if he’s got a kink that he wants to indulge in, he’ll tell you what he wants and just how he wants it,” her blonde friend and mentor had advised her.
What Jim Fitzpatrick wanted right now was apparently the exact same thing Ed Harmon had wanted last night. He stepped in closer to her and took her in his arms.
“God, but you’re a beauty!” he whispered just before their lips met for the first time.
 
“Like this?” she asked him, her voice slightly anxious.
“That’s perfect! That’s just how I like it, Diana!” he whispered up at her, his eyes gleaming with excitement.
As soon as they were both naked in the bedroom, she began to tie him in the center of the king bed, on his back, using some custom-made silk ties he’d produced from his suitcase. They reminded Diana of neckties, but they were longer and wider and had been fashioned to go around bedposts and then tighten down onto a person’s wrists and ankles.
He was smiling constantly at her naked body as she worked above him, tying the restraints into place, her bare breasts shaking and jiggling all about as she drew the silk ties taut. Dressed only in her red high-heels—which she had put back on at Jim’s request—Diana smiled down at the trussed up millionaire and reached over to take his throbbingly erect, seven-inch penis by its base and waggle it around gently. He’d started to get hard as a brick as soon as the first silk tie touched his wrist, without her doing a thing to his genitalia up until now. 
“Ooooooh, your hand is so soft!” he gasped, his cock jerking in her loose, two-fingered grip. “I love that…I just love the way you…touch it.”
Diana smiled. This bondage stuff is kind of wild and kinky at that!

She had no desire to be tied up herself, or to tie anyone else up either for that matter, so she had never done anything like this before tonight. But she could role-play as well as the next girl. 
Especially when things like bondage and indulging a client’s fantasies by playing along with them, since oral sex and come-swallowing, plus the bareback, condom-less aspect of the whole evening, all constituted special services. The tab was definitely running on kinky, hunky Jim, and Diana stood to easily bill out over five-thousand by morning at this rate!
“Do you like it when I do this?” she asked, her smiling growing even wider, as she dipped her head down to kiss his cock tip.
“Oh! Oh, that’s so nice!” the trussed up millionaire whined in ecstasy.
“Do you like this, too?” she whispered, her voice growing husky with mounting arousal as she proceeded to give the man’s fat cockhead a slow, sensual tongue-bath.
He squirmed and wriggled all over the bedspread, moaning. “Oh, God, yes! I just love having your tongue all over it, Diana! 
“Mmmmmm, then I bet you’ll like this even more, won’t you, you naughty boy?” she asked in a teasing growl as she closed her mouth over the tip of his cock and began to gently suck it as her tongue continued to swirl round and round.
Within moments, Jim was moaning and twisting his hips up off the bed as best he could manage in his current, tied-into-place state, trying to push his swollen cock deeper into Diana’s sucking lips. 
But she remembered what Ashley had told her earlier and denied Jim any control. She licked tantalizingly at his hot meat stick and nursed at just the head and an inch or so of the shaft, toying with him relentlessly as he tried to shove more of it up into her hot mouth.
“M-more! Suck all of it, you pretty little tease!” he begged her after a few more moments of the maddening suction and tongue lapping. “Oh, God! Eat it for me, you gorgeous thing!”
Diana just laughed and let his cock slip out of her mouth. She ran her tongue lightly all along one side of it, and then down the other, wetting it completely with her hot spittle. She then ran her fingertips across his nut sac as she planted tantalizing little butterfly-light kisses all over the wet, hot pole of pulsing flesh.
“Suck!” he gasped. “Oh, fuck, Diana! Don’t toy with me! Suck my hot cock!”
Diana eased down onto the bed on her tummy, between his legs, staring intently up at him with her big brown eyes. She licked his throbbing hard on from base to tip again and then kissed it softly on the shiny-with-spit head.
“N-no!” he whined with disappointment, thrusting his hips upward as she moved her lips back, thwarting his attempt to fuck his cock up into her mouth.
“Don’t just kiss it—suck it! Oh, please, Diana! Suck my dick! Do it for me. Give me some real head now, you beautiful little teaser!”
A shiver of excitement ran through Diana as she heard him beg for her lips. This was kind of hot at that, she decided—toying with a rich, powerful cutie like Jim Fitzpatrick, making him plead for a blowjob like a little boy whining for a toy at Christmas or a piece of his favorite candy.
“Awwww, does Jimmy want a little of this?” she grinned devilishly at him, and then sucked his cock back into her lips and bobbed her head all the way down to the base of it and back up again six or seven times, licking wildly as she went, and then abruptly spitting his penis back out.
“N-noooooooo!” he whimpered, sounding pitiful, his ass coming up off the bed in desperation as her lips left his cock. “That felt so good! Don’t do this to me! Do it, Diana, for God’s sake! Suck me off, you cruel bitch!”
Diana giggled and proceeded to blissfully ignore his pleas. She licked his balls teasingly. She ran her tongue clear down onto his asshole and tickled it briefly before slowly lapping all around his wrinkly nut sac again and then dragging her tongue with agonizing slowness back up his quivering shaft.
“Do you want more?” she grinned at him, her tongue wavering up above his cockhead, just out of reach.
“Yesssssss!” he hissed. “Suck me, you hot cunt! Suck me off!”
“You mean like this?” Diana smiled, dipping her head and inhaling every last inch of him again, her tongue going crazy around his pulsing staff as her lips took up a steady, sucking, slurping rhythm up and down.
“Agghhhhhh! Oh, oh, fuck yes!” he gasped in pure ecstasy. “That’s what I want! Suck it for me, you pretty slut! Suck my hot cock until I shoot, and then swallow it for me!”
She let his cock slide from her mouth again, kissing up one side of his slippery dick and down the other, her tongue patting it lightly. He moaned and kept trying to pierce her mouth once again but she wouldn’t let him.
“Mustn’t be mean to me, darling, and call me such nasty names, or I won’t suck it for you at all!” she scolded him in a pouty, little girl voice, and then licked all around his cockhead for a moment before she darted her tongue away from his cock once more.
Suddenly remembering a tip Ashley had given her one night when they were chatting in bed about men and blowjobs and little tricks that guys especially liked, Diana let a big wad of hot spittle slide down her tongue, right onto Jim’s anus. He sucked in his breath in surprise, and then gasped with pleasure as she ran her tongue tip into the tight anal star for a moment, bathing the small entrance in slippery spit.
“Be a good boy, Jimmy, and I’ll do naughty, naughty things for you,” she whispered, slowly running her long middle finger into his asshole all the way up to her palm—just as Ashley had coached her on how to do it that night—her tongue lazily caressing his cockhead again.
“Jeeee-Jeeeeezus!” he screamed, her finger wriggling around inside him, teasing his prostate just the way her tongue was teasing his cock head.
 
There was a digital alarm clock on the nightstand next to the bed. Diana had kept an eye on the red LED numbers as she teased and taunted Jim Fitzpatrick up to the brink of a screaming, blazing climax and then stopped right at the last second. Almost an hour had gone by since she’d first tied him onto the bed and began her sensual oral caress of his swollen cock and balls. 
The poor man was groaning and begging constantly now, his dick so stiff and red that it looked as if the tiniest lick or the gentlest suction on the throbbing glans would set it off.
“Ooooooh, Jimmy, your cock is so pretty!” she whispered, kissing his clenched nut sac lightly and then running her tongue over it as she nudged his prostate with her buried finger again. “It looks positively ready to pop!”
Jim Fitzpatrick whined pathetically, his prick jerking hard.
“Finish me, you little slut!” he bellowed in agony. “Oh, dear God, suck me off, Diana, you hot, teasing bitch!”
She smiled up at her moaning client and sucked his left nut into her hot mouth, tickling it with her tongue tip. She rose up onto her elbows, letting his tortured nut slide from her wet lips.
“Do you promise to give me everything in these big, sweet balls of yours if I do, darling?” she whispered, her lips hovering over his cockhead. “Do you promise to come really hard for your Diana if she sucks this pretty cock some more for you?”
Fitzpatrick absolutely whimpered with need. “Fuck, yes! Suck it for me! I’ll pay you a thousand extra…cash…just for you, as a tip…if you’ll swallow my load for me right now, baby!”
He twisted on the bed, driving her finger up against his swollen gland, moaning in pure ecstasy/agony. “Do it! Oh, sweet Christ, do it now! Suck me off, you gorgeous tease!”
Diana braced herself for the torrent she knew was coming. Smiling a naughty, tantalizing smile, she slowly dipped her head downward, opening her lips and letting another small waterfall of hot spittle she’d been saving up ooze down onto the man’s tormented cockhead just before enveloping it in her mouth and starting to suck.
Jim Fitzpatrick screamed and drove his hips up off the bed as best he could, spearing over half of his prick up into her lips. Diana swirled her tongue all around the man’s needy pole of hard flesh and sucked harder, driving her mouth all the way down to the base of his shaft.
“Annnnggghhhhhhhhh!” he screamed at the top of his lungs, causing Diana to pray silently that the lush suite was well soundproofed, because the way Jim Fitzpatrick was roaring, she was sure it sounded to the guests in the adjoining rooms as if she were shoving a dull knife into his scrotum rather than giving him pleasure so intense that he could barely endure it.
“Swallow it!” he wailed—his whole body arching up off the bed as he unloaded the first huge gout of cream into the back of her throat. “Oh, God! It’s so fucking intense, you sweet little cocksucker!”
Diana swallowed, her mouth refilling with come almost instantly. She caressed his prostate and Jim shrieked and blew out an even larger wad of jism as she gulped down the second one.
“Ohhhhhh! Oh, God! You’re the best!” he ranted helplessly, his balls clenching and clenching, his cock jerking between her lips. “You’re the fucking best ever!”
 
“You know, this is very unusual for me,” Jim Fitzpatrick whispered in her ear an hour later. “I normally don’t enjoy this as much if I’m not restrained.”
He was inside her. They were lying on their sides, facing each other, and he was alternating between nuzzling her nipples and kissing her lips, his hard cock lancing into her slick quim over and over again. His right hand was on her left ass cheek, squeezing it lightly as he fucked her.
“I’d be glad to tie you up again, if you’d rather,” Diana whispered back, kissing him with lots of tongue as he leaned into her again.
After long seconds of the hot, insistent tonguing, he drew away and kissed both of her aroused nipples lovingly. “No. I don’t want to stop! I just want to fuck you and fuck you, Diana!”
She sighed and worked her pussy against him eagerly. That sounded wonderful to her! He’d already made her come once so far and was well on his way to banging her right into a second, even larger orgasm.
“Oh, give it to me, Jim!” she purred. “Fuck me good, you hot stud!”
The millionaire moaned and picked up his stroke. He squeezed her taut little ass moon harder. “I’ve never been with a woman as sexy as you, Diana! I want you. I want to fuck you everywhere…every way there is to have you!”
She felt him slide his hand over toward the crack between her cheeks and then felt is middle finger beginning to explore her anus. She sighed and then moaned as he penetrated her, knowing that his cock would, in all likelihood, be the next object up inside that tiny hole tonight.
“Any way you want me, Jim,” she whispered as he leaned in to kiss her again. “Any way at all… I’m here for your pleasure, darling!”
 



 
 
 
Chapter Sixteen
 
 
“Well, I really feel like a hooker now,” Diana whispered to herself as she stepped out of her Mercedes in the motel parking lot.
It was eight o’clock on Saturday night. There was no fancy hotel suite in the offing with Dr. Paul Thompson, the retired college administrator, just room number one-eighteen at this middle-of-the-road motel chain.
Oh, well, I guess they can’t all be millionaires, even at our exorbitant rates, she told herself as she approached the door and knocked.

I bet this one doesn’t tip me one nickel extra, no matter how good I do him. Not like Ed and Jim. What a pair of sweeties those two turned out to be!
The door swung open and Paul Thompson stood leering at her for long moments. She had worn yet another dress tonight, this one slightly longer than the first two date dresses had been, and it featured a more severe neckline as well, showing no cleavage at all.
“Come in, Diana,” the older man smiled at her. “You’re every bit as lovely in person as you were on the website, my dear.”
Diana stepped into the small room and put her purse on the dresser. The professorial Paul Thompson was just as he had been described—over sixty and looking every day of his age, with a pot gut, thinning gray hair worn long, nearly to his shoulders, and a pair of wire-rimmed spectacles. The overall effect did make her feel as if she were about to hop into bed with a reasonable facsimile of Ben Franklin.
Still, Ben was on the hook for at least two thousand dollars for tonight, and possibly a good deal more, depending on what he wanted her to do for him. So she smiled as fetchingly as she could manage and reached behind her to unzip her dress.
“No, let me do that!” he smiled, stepping in close. “Opening your present is half the fun in getting one, don’t you know?” 
Diana shivered almost imperceptibly as he moved around behind her and undid the zipper, his fingers tracing down over her suddenly bare back and across her flimsy bra. The fact that her date tonight was roughly the same age as her own father sent another tremor of suppressed revulsion through her. But she steeled herself as best she could and tried to relax as he slid the dress from her shoulders and his lightly liver-spotted hands closed over her bra-clad breasts, his breath hot on the naked skin of her long, elegant neck…
 
I wonder if it’s too early to call Ash? Diana thought,
She had been home for less than an hour, having left the motel at eight-thirty, after giving the good doctor’s early morning woody a long, slurpy blowjob and swallowing his watery load of come for him. She shuddered, remembering how yucky it had tasted.
But back at the motel room, she’d somehow managed to smile like a good little whore and thank him for letting her suck him off—just as if she’d loved every second of it. 
She had somehow showered and dressed and made it out the door without puking. She had managed to keep from throwing up during her rapid drive home as well, but had been forced to cram two breath mints into her mouth to help stave off the impulse. 
Now, after a long session with mouthwash, toothpaste, and toothbrush in her own bathroom, her stomach seemed to be settling down and she felt almost human again.
“Well, three dates…two of them great and one not so good,” she whispered aloud as she booted up her computer and then wrote out a detailed report on what she’d done with her Ben Franklin-clone last night and this morning and e-mailed it off to First Choice so that she could get paid for her efforts.
Next, she calculated in her head her earnings so far from Colleen and smiled. Counting last night’s adventure with the elderly, she computed rapidly, her total earnings thus far stood at to seventy-five hundred dollars for her and seventy-five hundred for First Choice. And that didn’t include the bundle of fifteen one-hundred dollar bills in tips from Ed and Jim that was still nestled deep inside a zippered pocket in her purse! 
Not bad for three nights’ work, she told herself, a satisfied little grin spreading across her face.
At this rate, she’d easily have the eight-thousand she’d borrowed from Colleen before she started work paid off by the end of her first month on the job. Her deal with the madam was that Colleen would withhold half of Diana’s normal fifty percent take from client fees until the eight thousand dollar debt was settled. 
According to her calculations, at this moment she still owed First Choice four thousand, two-hundred and fifty dollars.
Glancing at the clock, she saw that it was still only nine fifteen. She was anxious to talk to Ash, since they had traded phone messages yesterday but had never managed to actually speak to each other.
Probably still too early to try her yet, she reasoned, since she had gotten the feeling that Ashley generally slept in late unless she had something specific for which to get up.
But it’s definitely not too early to surprise my folks up in Oregon with a Sunday morning hello, she thought. 
Maybe it was her experience with the older man last night that had her thoughts turning toward her retired parents. God, she hoped not, she did not want to spend a big chunk of her newfound cash flow on psychiatrists to straighten out a messed up psyche! But nevertheless, she did find that she felt like talking to her family this morning.
“Hey, Mom, it’s Diana! How are you and Daddy doing?” she said brightly when her mother answered on the second ring. “Oh, yeah, I’m doing a lot better. Yes, I sold two houses since we last talked, so things are really turning around for me…”
She hated lying to her parents, but she sure as hell wasn’t going to tell them the truth about where her dramatically increased income was emanating from, Hi, Mom and Dad! I’m doing great now, financially, since I’ve started sucking dicks and taking it up the ass for a living! Aren’t you proud of me?
And she knew that they’d been worried about the recent downturn in her finances. They weren’t wealthy people, her dad being retired from the post office, and it had cost them a goodly portion of their life savings to put her and her older sister, Jill—who was married to an eye doctor and living in Tacoma—both through college. So it felt good to reassure them that their youngest daughter’s life was back on track.
After talking to her mom for a few more minutes, she asked about sister Jill and her family and got caught up on the latest news from Washington state concerning her young niece and nephew. Then her dad came on the line and she spoke to him for several minutes as well.
As that conversation was winding to a close, she received a beep that told her she was getting another call on call waiting. Looking quickly at the ID read out, she saw that it was Ashley and hurried her father off the phone, promising she’d be sure to call again next week and chat some more.
 “Hi, sweetie,” Ashley said as soon as she’d said goodbye to her dad and answered the new call. “How about coming over to my place and letting me make breakfast for you this morning, if you haven’t eaten yet?”
Diana’s stomach turned over again at the thought of the only thing she had eaten so far this morning, namely a big mouthful of Dr. Thompson’s thin, bitter-tasting semen, and readily agreed. She told Ash that she’d be there in thirty minutes or so and went into the bedroom to change clothes.
 
“So, how was your date with the two guys from Chi…?” Diana’s voice trailed off in shock as she stepped into the apartment and got a closer look at Ashley, who had been partially hidden behind the front door after opening it to her knock. 
“Holy God, Ash! What happened?”
Ashley flashed a wry smile. It looked as if just moving her facial muscles to form the smile was painful. The honey-blonde beauty’s left eye was rapidly turning black and there was also a hint of puffiness around the left side of her lush mouth. A small bruise was evident on her cheek, next to the swollen lip.
“I’ve got a favor to ask,” Ashley said in a subdued voice. “I’ve got a big date booked for tonight but, as you can no doubt see…I can’t make it…and I was wondering if you’d take it for me? I cleared it with Colleen and she said that would be great with her, as long as it was okay with you.”
“What happened?” Diana demanded again, ignoring the reference to the date.
Ashley’s blue eyes began to tear up and her injured lower lip started to tremble as she answered. 
“Those guys the other night, the ones from Chicago I told you about? One of them was fine, but the second one…he liked it rough! He…he said he wanted to spank my cute, naughty-girl ass a little before we fucked, so I said okay, as long as he didn’t spank it too hard.”
A small sob escaped the tall blonde’s lips and a tear rolled down her cheek. “Once he had me naked, across his lap, he started really wailing the hell out of me, Di! I screamed for him to stop, that I didn’t do hard S&M, and he told me I was just a filthy whore and I’d do whatever he wanted me to do and like it…”
Her shoulders heaved and Diana stepped in and took the girl in her arms and gently patted her back as Ashley cried on her shoulder.
“I managed to wriggle away from him and get to my feet, but he jumped up, too, and then he slapped me! I started bawling, ‘cause it hurt so much and it scared the hell out of me too, and that seemed to infuriate him. He hit me again, with his fist this time, right on the eye, and knocked me flat on my back!”
Ashley cried uncontrollably for a moment, caught her breath and then continued, “He sat back down on the bed and threw me across his lap again and spanked my ass so hard I thought he was going to kill me, Di! And then…and then…he fucked me up the butt with no lube until he came inside me. He…he seemed to like…hurting me even more than he liked fucking me!”
“Wha-what did you do then?” Diana whispered, stroking Ashley’s back tenderly as she held her and the girl continued to weep on her shoulder.
“I slipped into the bathroom when he…when he was…done…with me,” Ashley managed to choke out, her breath coming in sobbing gasps. 
“And I speed-dialed Colleen on my cell and told her what happened and she sent Gabe over right away.”
Ashley stepped back and gave Diana a brave, crooked little smile, crying less now, but both cheeks still shiny with tears.
“Gabe broke the one guy’s arm, the one who beat me up, and the other guy said something to him about taking it easy, ‘cause I was just a hooker, after all. And Gabe got so pissed that he ran that guy’s face into a door at about twenty miles an hour and smashed it flat! I got dressed right after that and we left and he brought me back home.”
Diana stared at the girl, dumbstruck. She remembered what Ashley had said about Gabe being a necessary evil in the business and about him settling things with clients who crossed the line. But somehow, she had never expected Ashley or herself to be on the receiving end of trouble such as this!
“Right before he took me home, Gabe told the guy with the broken arm that Colleen would be adding her standard five-thousand dollar penalty fee to their credit card tab for injuring one of her girls, in addition to the original eight grand fee for the night,” Ashley said.
“He also told the guy that if they tried to protest the charges or cancel the debt with the card company that he’d personally fly out to Chicago and drop both of them off a tall building without the benefit of a parachute. I’m pretty sure the guy believed him—I know I did!”
Diana put her arm around Ashley. “That’s horrible! Has anything like this ever happened to you before?”
Ashley shot a guilty look her way and then diverted her eyes as she reluctantly admitted, “Once, right after I first started. A guy made me suck him off after he’d been screwing me in the ass for about ten minutes. I told him I didn’t want to do that but he grabbed me by the neck and made me to do it anyway.”
She gave a big sigh and then went on, “Gabe collected an extra five-thousand from him as well, and I heard that he broke something on that guy, too, as he was collecting it…an arm…a leg? I can’t really remember.”
There was a heavy silence for long moments and then Ashley finished up by saying, “When Colleen collects a penalty fee like that, she gives all of it to the girl involved in the incident, in addition to her normal half of the regular fee. So I made, like, nine grand from the Chicago guys all together. Also, anyone who has to pay a penalty fee is permanently eighty-sixed from First Choice’s membership rolls, so none of our girls will ever have to do anything with him again.”
“Well, that’s good, I guess,” Diana said, just to be saying something positive about a situation that struck her as horrific. She had never dreamed that she or anyone she knew, like Ashley, would encounter violence in this business. 
She had somehow managed to convince herself that only the girls who specialized in the rougher bondage and S&M fetishes would ever have to worry about a date going too far with them!
Ashley read her look and offered a tiny smile, wiping the tears from her eyes. “The guy I’m setting you up with for tonight is a pussycat, honey. This would have been my third date with him. He lives on the east coast and only comes into town a couple of times a year for business meetings.”
Her smile grew wider and a wistful look came over her pretty, bruised face.
“His name is Gavin Neal, and he’s gorgeous and young and rich and oh, baby, is he ever good in the sack! I’m so pissed that this happened to me now and I won’t be able to see him on this visit.”
She winked at Diana, using her good eye. “You just wait and see, kitten. This guy is so dreamy I’d do him for free if he asked me to! Now…let’s see about making us something to eat, okay?”
Diana stopped her as she started to turn away and head into the kitchen. “Why didn’t you call me right away? Why did you wait before letting me know what happened, sweetie?”
Ashley gave her rueful smile. “I still feel lousy today, Di, but I felt even worse yesterday. I needed some time alone to just cry and feel sorry for myself and lick my wounds, you know? Now, let’s see what I can rustle up for us for brunch…”
 
At four that afternoon, as per her instructions from Colleen, Diana left her Mercedes parked in the guest parking area at Ashley and Colleen’s apartment building and got into a long white limo, on her way to meet Gavin Neal’s incoming flight at the airport.
Ashley had explained that this Neal character enjoyed indulging himself in the harmless fantasy that Ashley was an old girlfriend of his who was rekindling the old flame, for old time’s sake, whenever he came to town, instead of just an expensive date he was paying for. 
Apparently, First Choice charged Mr. Neal another five-hundred dollars per day on top of their already exorbitant rates to compensate for the extra effort involved in their escort having to remember to stay in character at all times to reinforce his old
girlfriend scenario. 
But he was a multi-millionaire who didn’t mind paying extra to have things just the way he wanted them. And, since Diana was filling in for Ashley, she too would have to pretend to be meeting her old friend at the airport, just as Ashley would have. 
Having reached her client on his cell phone yesterday, Colleen had advised him of the forced change in escorts due to Ashley being…indisposed temporarily. He’d accessed the First Choice site on his laptop, checked out Diana’s picture portfolio and quickly approved the switch. 
So, theoretically at least, he would have no trouble recognizing her among the crowd of people meeting the flight. Colleen had emphasized to Diana that this was a pricey, pricey date and had further impressed upon her that it was a chance to make traveling companion type money without ever leaving town. 
Apparently, Gavin Neal was a hard-charging, dynamic young real estate tycoon, barely thirty-two years of age, who enjoyed having a girlfriend on his arm at all times, whenever he wasn’t busy in actual business meetings. Ashley had explained that he did this in whatever city he found himself visiting, engaging the services of a gorgeous escort to show him around town, dine with him, and sleep with him. 
In short, he wanted a pretend girlfriend to be at his side constantly. And he was rich enough indulge his fantasy. 
Diana wondered what kind of driven, too-busy-to-have-a-real-life sort of man—who was supposedly also very nice-looking—would elect to buy female companionship wherever he went. Did he just find this easier than taking the time to actually meet girls and bed them, or did he simply enjoy the assurance that he was going to have an attractive, attentive, submissive woman at his beck and call at all times, without all of the muss and fuss inherent in an actual relationship? 
No long goodbyes this way, she thought wryly as the limousine glided along the freeway. No worries about tearful farewells, no need for lying promises about calling a girl again soon; just get on the plane, leave town, and pay the tab when it hits your credit card!
Still, she realized, all of that was really none of her affair. She stood to make as much as ten-thousand dollars from Gavin Neal’s visit, possibly more, depending on how long he stayed in town and what special little tricks he wanted her to perform for him. 
So she merely sat back in the limo and enjoyed the ride, thinking about what Ashley had said about how nice-looking this Neal was and how good he was in bed and how much money she was going to make acting as his fantasy old flame for the week. 
She could definitely see why Ashley had been upset about her bad luck in having to cancel a date like this one. And, while she felt badly for her friend, she also found herself becoming anxious to meet the fabulous Mr. Neal as the limo swung off the freeway and headed down the long, landscaped entryway into the airport grounds.
 
Standing in the forefront of a crowd of people waiting for their loved ones, friends, and acquaintances to come down the escalator from the large upstairs waiting area that was accessible to ticketed passengers only, Diana wondered if her date for the week would actually be able to pick her out of the throng. After all, he had thus far only seen her glam shots on the net. 
Today she was wearing a dressy pants suit with a scooped-neck sweater-blouse and a pair of pumps, not the see-through lingerie featured on the webpage. Also, the makeup she was wore now was tasteful and understated—at least she hoped it was—definitely not in the glamour queen mode, the way her pictures on the website were.
As it turned out, she needn’t have worried.
“Diana, darling! Long time no see!” a male voice suddenly called out, cutting into her reverie.
She turned slightly, realizing that she had let her attention wander momentarily, and locked eyes with the single best-looking man she had ever seen. Standing right in front of her—every tight-muscled, dark-haired, six-foot, two-inch of him—was Gavin Neal!
My God,
Diana thought, her breath catching in her lungs! What an incredible man. His teeth are perfect…his nose is perfect. He has the longest, most gorgeous eyelashes I’ve ever seen on a guy…and those killer blue eyes of his have such a sexy, fun twinkle about them!
She had thought Ashley had been exaggerating when she’d raved about how good-looking Gavin was and joked that she’d probably fuck him for free if he asked her to. She now saw that, if anything, Ashley had been understating the healthy, raw, sexual vibe given off by the buffed young business tycoon standing expectantly in front of her.
“How have you been, darling?” the grinning Adonis asked her, keeping up the fantasy that they were old friends and lovers.
“Not as good as I am now that you’re here!” Diana gushed happily, attempting to slip into character for their reunion. “I’m so glad to see you…again…dear!” 
“Well,” he smiled at her and held out his arms. “Then where’s my hello kiss from my best girl?”
Smiling back awkwardly, wondering if she was actress enough to keep up this charade about being old friends reunited for this whole week, she stepped into his arms and let him draw her in tight against his muscular chest. She closed her eyes, tilted her head back, their lips met…and she experienced the utterly unexpected shock of feeling herself…falling head over heels in love with a perfect stranger!
Because something much like a jolt of high-voltage electricity shot through a very startled Diana as soon as their lips touched. Trembling in his strong arms, she sucked in her breath through her nose, her mouth opening automatically to admit his questing tongue.
She forgot that they were in an airport, forgot that they were in a public place surrounded by other people, forgot that she had never laid eyes on this man until thirty seconds ago, forgot everything—except that her presence in his strong embrace was the most electrifying thing she’d ever felt in her entire life! 
That, and the fact that she’d never been as comfortable in any man’s arms as she felt at that second, was all her shocked consciousness could seem to focus on, as the long kiss went on and on. 
When he finally drew his lips away from hers, after she knew not how long, Diana found herself gasping for breath. She continued to lean against him, her knees weak and barely able to support her weight, her head whirling in utter confusion.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Seventeen
 
 
“Wow!” Gavin panted, his eyes growing as wide as hers from the shock of their breath-stealing encounter. “You’re some kisser!”
Diana blushed and shook her head in denial. “No, I’m not. You are—that was fantastic!”
Gavin colored slightly and answered her headshake with one of his own.
“I’m afraid not. I’ve kissed my share of girls, Diana, but I’ve never felt anything like that before with any of ‘em, believe me!”
The two of them stood, still embracing, staring into each other’s eyes for long moments, both clearly wondering just what was happening here, until Diana finally said, “Maybe it was just one of those fluke things…like an electrical charge in the atmosphere or something?”
He nodded slowly in agreement, then placed his right hand behind her long tresses and brought her face toward his once more. “Maybe we should try it again…just to see?”
“Like an experiment, you mean?” she whispered, smiling uncertainly, her knees trembling as his lips neared hers once more.
“Yes, exactly,” he murmured softly, kissing her again, his mouth coming open and his tongue sliding onto hers.
“Ohhhhhhhhh!” Diana sighed, her heart fluttering out of control exactly the same way it had the first time, her nipples so fully erect by now that they ached, her lower lips suddenly so wet that she could barely believe it.
“Mmmmmm!” he sighed in answer and, as their embrace grew even closer. She could now feel his throbbing hardness against her lower body and knew that she turned him on just as much as he did her.
After another ninety seconds of inexplicable bliss, he pulled his mouth away from hers and suggested anxiously, slightly out of breath, “Maybe we should get my luggage and head for my hotel room?”
“God, what a good idea!” Diana panted in reply, smiling happily up at him, knowing her eagerness made her sound like a hot-pantsed little slut and finding that she didn’t care a bit.
 
Gavin Neal had booked the penthouse suite of the Chez Elégant, a small, ultra-chic boutique hotel downtown that was widely acknowledged to have the finest restaurants, the most extensive wine cellar, and the most lavishly appointed suites available in the city. It was sinfully expensive and, therefore, very exclusive. Diana had eaten lunch in the trendy café once or twice over the years but had never had occasion to be inside one of their suites…until now.
“I want you to know that this isn’t the way I usually do things,” Gavin told her as they hurriedly entered the suite together forty minutes later and waited impatiently for the bellman to place their luggage in the large walk in closet.
He peeled off a couple of ten dollar bills and handed them to the bellman, shooing him out the door and locking it, then returned to Diana in the plush bedroom, anxiously reaching for and loosening his designer tie as he beamed happily at her.
God, what a hunk!
she thought, watching him shed the tie, ease out of the perfectly cut Hugo Boss suit jacket, and paw his way through the buttons on the bespoke sea island cotton white shirt he wore under it.
She took the opportunity to shamelessly ogle his washboard abs and his lightly furred, gymnast-tight pectorals as he shucked off the shirt. 
He stepped over to her and slipped the coat to her pants suit off and tossed it on a nearby dresser. Easing her sweater-blouse up over her head, he threw it atop the coat, and then reached for the zipper to her slacks.
“It’s really not my habit to rush a girl into bed like this when I first meet her,” he whispered apologetically, reiterating his previous statement about this not being his usual pattern.
“Normally, I’d have you show me around town a little, take me to your favorite places, wine you and dine you. But for some reason, Diana, I can’t seem to keep my hands off of you. I can’t seem to stop wanting to kiss you!”
He slid the slacks and panties off her hips and they dropped down onto her shoes as she did the same with his suit pants. Coming together again, their lips met once more and their tongues re-started the same slow, sensual caress that they had enjoyed on the ride in from the airport, when—instead of behaving like two sophisticated adults who had just been introduced to each other—the two of them had spent the ride to the hotel in the back seat of the limo cuddling and making out like pair of horny teenagers!
“Got to see these cute little…” Gavin’s voice broke off as he stepped back slightly from her, anxiously fumbling her bra snaps open and the garment slid down off her pert mounds, baring them to his hungry gaze. 
“Oh, God! What beautiful breasts you have!”
He looked up at Diana and grinned happily. “They’re exquisite!”
A flush of pure desire flashed through Diana and she smiled shyly back at him. 
My gorgeous Gavin loves my small titties! She thought proudly, with a great deal of relief. She’d been secretly afraid, as she always was whenever a man saw her petite breasts for the first time, that he’d be disappointed that they weren’t bigger.
“Those little nipples are so cute!” he sighed, staring raptly at them. “So small and pink and…perfect!”
Diana ran the fingers of her right hand through his hair, still smiling up at him, as she eased her left hand down over his shoulder, onto his side and down onto the elastic of his boxer shorts. She grinned up at him mischievously.
“No fair, me being the only naked person in this room, hon!” she whispered, easing his shorts downward until they cleared his muscular ass cheeks and dropped down onto his shoe tops.
“Omigod!” Diana gasped, as she watched them slide off.
What a unique…absolutely beautiful cock! she thought as she stared in open-mouthed wonder at Gavin’s revealed manhood.
The large, long, almost sculpted-looking appendage jutted upward—now that she had released it from the restraining shorts—hugging her new lover’s firmly muscled tummy. It wasn’t the largest or the longest one she’d ever seen—the rights to that title definitely belonged to Gabe—but it was certainly long enough.
If Gabe is twelve inches when he’s hard, Gavin must be at least a good nine or ten, she told herself, admiring every centimeter of the young businessman’s impressive shaft. And his is so incredibly different looking…so unusual!
The head of Gavin’s cock was as round as a golf ball and probably just about the same size as well. The staff beneath it narrowed slightly as it reached the big knob, making the head seem even larger, and then slowly widened down near his impressive nut sac, the whole assemblage reminding Diana of a miniature pool cue with a billiard ball somehow mounted on its tip!
“A bit odd-looking, isn’t it?” Gavin grinned nervously. “Some women really like it…others find it rather…off-putting, shall we say?”
Smiling happily, Diana wrapped her fist around the rock-hard shaft and stroked it lightly up and down as she moved in close once again, her head tilting up for another kiss. “I think it’ll fit me just fine, darling. Shall we find out?”
Gavin gave a tortured-sounding sigh and drew her in tight against his chest, his mouth finding hers as she toyed expertly with his hard cock.
“Mmmmmm!” He moaned—his prick jerking in her hand as his tongue slipped into her mouth once again.
That same lightning bolt of excitement that they had been experiencing since their first kiss rippled through both of them again as soon as their tongues touched and Diana felt her pussy tighten in time with his pulsing cock. 
She had participated in sex with a number of boys and men up to this point in her life, merely tolerating it with some, liking it a great deal with others, and enjoying it immensely with a select few. But she had never, in her entire life, wanted to make love to a man as much as she wanted to make love to Gavin Neal at this moment!
“God, you’re going to think I’m a pig!” he panted moments later, tearing his mouth from hers and gasping for breath. “I…I don’t know what’s come over me, Diana, rushing you like this. But…but I want you! Dear God, I can’t help it—I want you like crazy!” 
Diana giggled like a shy schoolgirl, wondering how he had managed to say just exactly what she had been thinking? She kissed his furry chest, right between his impressively ripped pectorals, and led him over to the nearby bed by his rampant manhood.
“It’s all right, Gavin,” she whispered softly. “I don’t know how to explain it…but I’m just dying to be in that bed with you too!”
In seconds, they had skimmed off what was left of their clothing and footwear and were naked in the middle of the big bed together, kissing passionately once more, embracing each other tightly as they rolled around on the brocade bedspread. Gavin at last came to a stop on top of her, fitted the big, round head of his erection between her thoroughly wet lips and pushed gently as their mouths came together again. The long length of warm, hard muscle lanced slowly down into her slick depths and she sighed contentedly, lapping at Gavin’s tongue.
He was so hot for her and she was so hot for him that she expected him to throw all further thought of foreplay to the winds and start lustily nailing her to the mattress. Instead, she found him kissing her and kissing her, his cock embedded deep inside her willing pussy, his tongue caressing hers as their ardor built and built.
Diana couldn’t even guess at how long they just held each other as intimately as a man and woman can hold each other, the furious pulses of that peculiar electricity that each of them seemed to feel when they kissed like this washing over them continually. 
Diana felt her body temperature rising, as if she had suddenly developed a high fever. Gavin’s cock was rocking gently in her depths but not really thrusting, her nipples so full that they throbbed against his chest as it pressed lightly down on her.
All at once, she felt her tummy tremble, just as it always did when a really big orgasm was gathering! She shivered under him and pushed her hips upward involuntarily, mashing her clitty even harder against his buried prick.
Wha—what the hell, she asked herself in amazement? I’m going to come! How can I be…Oh! Oh, sweet fucking God, what a big one!
“Ulllllmmmmmmmmmm!” Diana groaned up into his kissing mouth, her breasts jerking against his chest, her pussy clamping down hard on his buried manhood.
She pulled her mouth away from his, gasping for breath, her eyes closed in sheer ecstasy.
“Eeeeeeeeeeee!
Aggghhhhhhh! Oh, God, Gavin! I’m coming! I’m coming so good, darling!” she keened, her body writhing beneath his as the fierce orgasm rolled through it.
Her handsome lover smiled down at her in pleasantly shocked amazement as Diana whimpered and ground her climaxing pussy against him, sighing and tossing her head from side to side, her long raven locks whipping about.
“Oh, Jesus! It’s so good!”
Gavin kissed her cheek and stroked her hair as he began running his cock gently in and out of her fluttering cunny, skillfully milking the rest of the intense, unexpected release from her. 
“That was wonderful, Diana. Do you always come that hard? Do you always get off that quickly…that easily?”
As the last of her climax twitched through her pussy, Diana felt her face coloring. Her accompanying giggle sounded embarrassed, like that of a fifteen-year-old girl, as she whispered adamantly, “No! God, no! That was the first time I’ve ever had an orgasm like that in my entire life!”
Gavin laughed, delighted, his cock still thrust all the way into her. She felt it stir around, deep inside as he chuckled. 
“Well, I liked it! Every man loves making his lover come, especially that nicely. You have my permission to do it again as many times as you’d like, gorgeous.”
Now it was Diana’s turn to laugh, still slightly embarrassed by how quickly she’d climaxed with almost no stimulation other than his mere presence.
“Maybe I will, you big stud, you. Maybe I’ll just ride that magnificent cock of yours all night long and come a dozen times on it…how would you like that?”
She shifted her weight and he knew immediately what she wanted. They rolled over in unison, with her now on top, Gavin’s long prick still berthed deep inside her as she sat atop his groin. She grinned down at him like a mischievous child, her nipples still spiked to utter fullness, her eyes alive with the excitement of making love to this incredible, wondrously sexy man.
“God, you’re so beautiful it takes my breath away!” Gavin whispered up at her, eying her breasts, her cascade of long, curly black hair.
“I don’t know about that, handsome, but I know that I fully intend to take your breath away,” she whispered back, leaning down onto him so that he could suck her nipples as she slowly began to move her taut, rounded hips up and down on him.
“Better buckle up, sweetheart.” she whispered, “this could be quite a ride!”
 
“That wasn’t just sex,” Gavin sighed, cuddling Diana close a half hour later as they nestled together, lying back with their heads on the pillows up against the headboard. “That was more like a religious experience of some sort!”
Diana sighed and stretched, feeling as good as she had ever felt in her entire life. She snuggled closer and kissed Gavin on the cheek. 
“I did sort of feel kind of like I’d died and gone to Heaven when you finally came inside me during that last orgasm, darling, now that you mention it!”
“Mmmmm,” Gavin murmured contentedly, stroking her hair. “That was the best sex I’ve ever had…period!”
That’s for sure,
Diana agreed silently! She’d had some of the best sex she’d ever experienced during the last few weeks—Ashley, Desi, Colleen, Gabe, and a couple of her previous dates sprang to mind—but nothing she’d ever felt before had prepared her for what she’d just shared over the last hour in Gavin’s arms! 
Initially, she had thought that she would ride him right into the mattress when she’d first rolled over on top of him cowgirl style. She had intended to partially pay him back for the intense, unexpected climax he’d given her already.
But, much to her shock, after only a few minutes of torrid cock-riding, she’d begun to shiver again, her tummy fluttering, and she’d found herself screaming. She had shuddered through yet another orgasm atop his impressive manhood as he alternated between sucking her nipples and twisting them lightly between his fingertips.
Before she could even get her wits about her again, Gavin had rolled her onto her back once more and begun driving his still-rigid cock in and out of her again, her knees bent, and her trim legs waving about as he drilled her. Just as she felt herself spasming into yet another furious come, she’d locked her calves around his pistoning butt and urged him down into her even faster and deeper. 
As she lay shuddering with bliss beneath him after that incredible climax, gasping for breath, he’d shifted gears and started to do her so slowly and gently that it nearly brought tears to her eyes. 
Staring down at her with those intense blue eyes of his, Gavin had loved her softly, sweetly, and soulfully. When he had at last moaned and whispered that he was coming, all she had been able to do was hold him close and work her pussy up onto his sliding prick as the firestorm of sensation had broken over her once again as well. His hot seed had pumped deep into the recesses of her womb as they clung together, their climaxing bodies together throbbing as one.
“Maybe we shouldn’t have sex anymore,” she grinned over at him, remembering how incredible that last coupling had felt. “I don’t know if we’re ever gonna’ be able to top that.”
He laughed and drew her in tighter, looking into her eyes lovingly. “You’re probably right. That was exquisite, Diana. I’ve never come quite like that before. It was like my whole body…my whole…I don’t know…being was in tune with yours. I’ve never experienced anything quite that…intense before!”
She nodded. “It felt that way to me, too. Do you suppose it has something to do with that weird electrical current kind of jolt we get when we kiss sometimes? Is it, like, a…chemistry thing?”
He smiled at her. “I’m beginning to suspect there’s way more than chemistry going on between the two of us, gorgeous.”
He gathered her into his arms and kissed her again and, sure enough, the powerful jolt of the passion they seemed to share rippled through both of them. Diana, to her amazement, felt his cock begin to stiffen against her belly as he kissed her.
After another minute or so of the searing kiss, Diana pulled back and looked down at Gavin’s cock, which was already nearly hard and getting harder by the second. She gave him a lopsided, I-can’t-believe-it grin. “Already?”
“What can I tell you?” he smiled back at her. “Normally, I’d be shot for the night after a come like the last one we just shared. I’m not eighteen anymore, you know.”
The smile faded and a serious, very loving look replaced it as he stared at her. “But then nothing seems to be normal between the two of us, now does it, beautiful…nothing at all!”
 
“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Diana found herself gasping five minutes later. “Oh, God, yes, just like that! Do it hard, just like that, darling!”
She was on her knees, her breasts and the side of her face pressed into the pillows, her bottom thrust up into the air so that Gavin could have a straight shot down into her willing pussy from behind. Aside from her whimpering gasps of excited encouragement, the only sound in the lush suite was that of his muscular thighs slapping against hers in a steady, sensual rhythm as he hammered in and out of her wetness from behind.
The awesome super-orgasm they had discussed earlier had come about as they had made tender love to one another at the very end of their gymnastic first-fuck session. But they weren’t making love now, they were fucking! 
Gavin was fucking the holy living bejeezus out of her and she was moaning and panting and pushing her hips back onto his thrusting prick frantically, loving every second of it!
“Oh, fuck me, baby!” she wailed, knowing that her climax wasn’t far away. “Oh, dear God! No one’s ever done me the way you do, darling! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”
 
“Okay,” Gavin’s breath was ragged as he flopped down onto the pillow next to her a few minutes later. “I don’t know if that was as incredible as the first time…but it was pretty damn close!”
Diana smiled over at his and ran her fingertips over his cheek. “It was different than the first time—it was harder and more…muscular. But it was every bit as wonderful, in its own way, darling. It was beautiful.”
“You’re beautiful,” he whispered. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever been with, Diana.”
She laughed and gave him a playful push, her palms against his chest.
“Oh, I doubt that. I’ve been reliably informed that you hire the most stunning girl you can find in every city you visit. I’m sure a lot of them are much prettier than me. Younger and better build and probably more talented in the sack than me, too!”
He grinned but then leaned in close, his smile vanishing and a serious expression replacing it.
“You might think that, but you’d be wrong. Those other girls have a serious disadvantage.”
“Oh, and what’s that?”
“None of them are you,” he said simply and then he kissed her again.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Eighteen
 
 
“Whoa! Here, take my arm,” Gavin Neal said as Diana wobbled briefly on her high heels and threatened to lose her balance.
Diana gratefully grabbed onto his offered elbow. She steadied herself and then walked with him into the dining room.
“What happened?” Gavin whispered—his handsome face pinched with concern.
Diana giggled and felt her face coloring as she glanced down guiltily at the exclusive restaurant’s plush carpet. “My knees are rubbery is all, darling! I can barely walk.”
She looked up and favored him with another somewhat embarrassed little smile. “I’m afraid this incredibly sexy, fantastically skillful man I met today made me orgasm so many times that I can barely get my legs to work right tonight!”
Gavin chuckled, his own face turning slightly red. “Normally, I’d apologize for that, but to tell you the truth, I wouldn’t take back one second of the time I’ve spent with you today for anything. It was the best afternoon of my entire life!”
She smiled at him and the two of them just stood there beaming at each other for long moments, until the hovering maître’d finally coughed discretely and raised his eyebrows at them. “Did madame and Monsieur have a reservation?”
“Uh, yes,” Gavin said, tearing his eyes away from Diana for a moment. “I’m Gavin Neal, in the penthouse.”
“Ah, Monsieur Neal, of course!” the small, immaculately tuxedoed and groomed man smiled and gestured toward one of the best tables in the restaurant. “Right this way.”
 
“I guess I should have known you’d be incredible in bed,” Diana said to Gavin as they sipped their cocktails and studied the elaborate menu. “Ashley told me that you were a fantastic lover when she talked me into taking this date for her.”
“Oh, do you know Ashley well?” Gavin asked.
Diana found herself blushing yet again, even more deeply this time. “I, uh…that is…Ashley and I are…very…uh… close, you might say,” she stammered, thinking— despite her best efforts not to—about all of the sensuous, exciting nights the two of them had enjoyed in bed together of late.
To her dismay, Gavin picked up on the real meaning of her stumbling acknowledgement of their friendship right away, grinning broadly at her. “Now that’s something I’d love to see! The two of you hotties in bed with each other, that would be…unbelievable.”
“God! What is it about two girls being…together that turns men on so much?” Diana’s blush became even deeper.
Gavin laughed. “Are you serious? When the two girls look like Ashley and you?” 
“Perv!” she teased him, wrinkling up her nose and then slowly breaking into a grin once again.
Gavin reached out and touched her hand. “Ashley’s a sensational girl. Have you known her for long?”
“For about a year now,” Diana admitted. “I helped train her at my old job, and then she, uh…recommended me for…this one!”
Diana realized in that instant that she had just thoroughly violated the “old girlfriend” scenario she was supposed to be keeping to by mentioning Ashley at all, especially in the way she just had. She shook her head in frustration.
“I’m totally blowing this date, aren’t I?” she sighed. “I’m not doing well at all when it comes to staying in character as your old girlfriend, am I?”
Gavin laughed and waved his hand dismissively. “Oh, I don’t care about that nonsense anymore, not since meeting you. I don’t want really want to waste time taking part in a fantasy now—not when I’ve met a real woman that I’m dying to find out more about!”
He thought about it for a moment and then said cannily, “I seem to recall Ashley mentioning once that she had tried real estate sales right out of college, just as the market was starting to fall apart. She said it looked as if she’d starve to death if she stayed in that field, and so she wandered into…the kind of work the two of you girls do now.”
Diana swallowed a big mouthful of her scotch and soda and said nothing, waiting for the other shoe to drop. Sure enough, in a moment, Gavin asked, “Is that what you used to do before you became an escort? Is that where Ashley first met you?”
Sighing, Diana nodded. “Guilty as charged. I was a residential broker for almost nine years, until I nearly lost everything I had when the market suddenly evaporated.”
Gavin nodded. “So, have you been in this new…
business for long?”
There was a long, embarrassed pause and then Diana figured, “Oh, what the hell?”
“You’re my fourth…client,” she whispered. “I just started last week.”
After a moment went by, she realized that what she had just admitted to Gavin could really get her in serious trouble with Colleen. Five-hundred dollars per day was five-hundred dollars per day, after all! A businesswoman like Colleen would not be pleased to lose that extra billing fee, due to her incompetence at staying in character. 
“Please don’t tell the people at First Choice that I got so far out of my role as your old girlfriend during our very first night together, okay? I really need this job and I don’t want them to think I can’t handle it.”
A sly look crept over Gavin’s face. “I’ll be quiet as the grave about it, on one condition.”
“What’s that?” 
Taking the menu from Diana and putting it on the table and then taking her hands in his, he looked lovingly across the table at her. “What’s your real name?”
After a moment, eyes downcast in growing unease at how badly she was handling all of this, Diana took a deep breath and admitted in a whispered tone, “Diana Hudson.”
“Well, I won’t say a word to anyone about any of this if you’ll agree to be Diana Hudson with me for the rest of the week,” he smiled at her.
“I liked Diana Dawson quite a lot, but this Diana Hudson girl is the one I really want to spend the week with. She intrigues the hell out of me and I want to know all about her.”
 
They were back up in the suite, relaxing on the couch with a post dinner brandy, after finishing one of the most delicious meals Diana had ever eaten. The food and wine had been unbelievable, the service fantastic, the ambience perfect. 
Dinner had also been a leisurely two hour affair, during which Gavin had learned that Diana had come south from Grant’s Pass, Oregon, to attend college. She had graduated with honors, with a degree in business, and liked northern California so much that, instead of returning to Oregon as she had originally planned, she had settled here instead. She had gotten her real estate license and then thrown herself headlong into succeeding at that challenging profession. 
Diana had, in turn, learned that Gavin’s home was in Baltimore. His father had married late in life and that the union had produced only one child: Gavin.
He had been inspired by his father’s single-minded devotion to success. The elder Neal had started with virtually nothing but a high school diploma and a driving ambition to get ahead in the world.
Through hard work and an instinctive grasp of how a well-run business should operate, Gavin’s father had built his construction company into a multi-million dollar firm. And Gavin had been hell-bent, ever since his graduation from Princeton, to surpass his deceased father’s accomplishments. 
He had bought and sold properties, refurbished buildings, built office complexes, shopping malls, and vast tracts of upscale residential developments all over the country, from the east coast to the west. Diana could identify with his need for success. He seemed even more driven to excel in his chosen field than she had in her real estate career. 
“So, what’s on the agenda for tomorrow?” Diana asked now, as they sat unwinding from all of the torrid sex they’d had that afternoon and the intense exchange of personal information at dinner.
“I’m open to suggestions as far as the morning goes,” Gavin replied, sipping his cognac.
“I have a meeting at three in the afternoon with a fellow by the name of Pennington, of Pennington Properties. He’s got a couple of office buildings he wants to show me that he claims are fantastic buys.”
Gavin smiled as if he’d believe that when he saw it, and then added, “He says that the buildings’ vacancy rate is excellent and getting even smaller and that, with properties here in California selling for half of what they did two years ago, the upside potential is terrific. He says if I buy cheap, hold them, and turn the properties over in a few years when they’ve appreciated again, I stand to make a killing.”
Diana rolled her eyes. “I hardly feel qualified to give advice to a man with your track record in buying and selling properties, but I’d really, really check any figures John Pennington gives you very carefully. I probably don’t know anywhere near as much about this kind of thing as you do, since my background has been pretty much limited to residential sales, but I do know this part of California as well as anyone. And I don’t think we’re anywhere near the bottom on falling prices yet.”
She wrinkled her nose and went on. “Likewise, I don’t know John Pennington personally, but I’ve heard it whispered around the real estate community that he’s nothing but a snake oil salesman in an expensive suit. He’s had ethics violations filed against him four or five times, but nothing has ever stuck—yet.”
“Hmmmmm,” Gavin murmured, studying her. “How would you like to go with me to the meeting tomorrow and sort of watch my back?”
“Me?” Diana chirped, suddenly fearful she had overstepped her boundaries. 
After all, she had never participated in high-stakes, wheeling-dealing commercial property negotiations like this before! She was a residential sales broker.
“There’s nothing that says I can’t bring my own personal broker to an exploratory meeting like this one. You know, an expert in the local market, there to advise me,” Gavin smiled at her. “And you are, as of this moment, my new personal broker.”
He sat back and finished his brandy. “I can’t believe my lawyers didn’t warn me away from this guy if he’s as slippery as you say he is. What am I paying them for?”
Diana patted his hand reassuringly. “From what I’ve heard about him, John Pennington is as smooth as a greased ball bearing. Plus, he’s never actually been convicted of anything, so if they ran a standard check against his broker’s license, nothing would really show up.”
She smiled wryly at Gavin. “Pennington’s main claim to fame is that he’s incredibly aggressive when it comes to seeking out potential buyers and presenting a property in the best light possible—even if that includes stretching the truth right up to its breaking point. I bet he bowled your legal guys over with the opportunity of the century, plus all of the inflated figures he needed to back it up, before they even knew what hit them.”
He reached over and took her hand. “Come on; let’s turn in for the night. I’m just dying to snuggle up with you again, gorgeous.”
He grinned at her and said, “It looks to me so far as if Diana Hudson is as sharp a real estate woman as Diana Dawson is a lover. If you’re Gavin Neal, that’s a pretty irresistible combination!”
 
“I brought this one and this one,” Diana said a few minutes later. “Which do you like the best?”
The two of them were naked in the bedroom once again and she was holding up a very sheer red teddy in her left hand and an even more transparent white satin and lace pajama set in the other. Gavin’s smile grew wolfish as he examined the sexy sleep ware.
“You’re wearing the one I prefer right now, cutie,” he whispered, eying her nude body hungrily.
“Nothing at all?” she smiled back at him and asked coyly. “Won’t I get cold?”
“Not the way I intend to cuddle with you tonight, lover,” he whispered. “You’ll be warm as toast.”
 
“I’m plenty warm now, darling,” she moaned fifteen minutes later.
She was on her back, her head on the pillows and Gavin deep inside of her again. He was kissing her breasts lovingly, moving his lips from one to the other, sucking gently when he wasn’t kissing, his cock moving in and out slowly, and right across her enlarged clit with each sensual thrust.
“As a matter of fact, I’m as hot as can be!”
Gavin sighed, “Me, too, darling—you’ve got me so hot that I can barely breathe!”
Diana ran her fingers through his thick, short-cropped dark hair and gazed longingly into his blue eyes. “Faster. Do me faster and kiss me again, you delicious man.”
Their lips came together and Gavin moaned, his cock sliding more quickly as Diana’s talented hips came up off the bed in perfect time with his speeded up strokes. They moved like twin parts that had been engineered to fit together, his long, stiff prick caressing her clitty and every inch of her tight sheath. 
“Oh, Gavin, it feels so magical,” Diana sighed, breaking off the kiss, feeling the now-familiar electric sensation of their touching. “Oh, sweetheart, I’m gonna’ come again…I can’t help it! You drive me crazy, darling!”
“Me?” Gavin gasped as he felt her pussy pulsing tightly around his prick. “Sweet Jesus, Diana! You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met!”
Oh, God! How many times is this today, Diana thought, amazed, as her cunny went off yet again? I never dreamed it could be this good…this intense with anyone!
“Oh, Gavin, darling!” she moaned, her hips coming up off the bed as he whole body vibrated like a tuning fork, the climax sudden and all-consuming.
Gavin powered himself into her and stroked her hair tenderly as she came like a wild woman on his prick. He was panting for breath and had a light sheen of sweat on his brow, but he was smiling proudly, obviously reveling in how often and how thoroughly he had made her orgasm today.
As the fiery pulses finally lessened, Diana eased back onto the bed under him, her languid movement temporarily separating his still rigid manhood from her sated pussy. He started to notch it back inside, but she surprised him by moving off to the side, away from him.
“No. I haven’t done this for you yet and I’m dying to!” she smiled up at him, sliding downward on her back until she was even with his cock, which positively shone with a thick coating of her lubricant and girl-jizz.
“You don’t have to do that,” Gavin said, moving his prick back a little as her lips sought it out. “I’d…I’d never ask you to do anything that…exotic for me, Diana. I don’t like to think of you as a…professional girl anymore, darling!”
“I want to,” she hissed up at him hungrily, pushing him onto his side so that she could slide in and capture his swollen, sculpture of a cock between her lips. “I want to love you every way a woman can love a man, sweetie!”
Good thing my pussy tastes so sweet, she thought as she licked all around his gleaming shaft, swallowing her own pussy lube eagerly and teasing his golf ball-like cockhead with her wriggly tongue.
“Oh, oh, God, Diana!” he moaned. “That feels incredible!”
Diana had never wanted to suck a cock as much in her life as she wanted to suck this one. She licked all around Gavin’s wonderful prick staff and then tilted her head back so that he could slip deep into her throat. Her tongue came out as his pubic fur touched her lips and she eagerly licked his tightening ball sac before moving her mouth back to the tip of his penis again, lapping hungrily as she went, her cheeks hollowing with the suction.
“Di…honey…I’m not going to be able to take too much more of that!” Gavin managed to gasp by way of a warning as her head went up and down his throbbing dick.
“I was just about ready to come when I slipped out of you, darling girl, and your mouth and that naughty little tongue of yours are killing me!”
Diana smiled up at him and moved her head faster. He shivered and his nuts jerked together as her tongue continued to caress him.
“Oh, babe…it’s…it’s…heeeeerrrrrrreeeeee!” Gavin suddenly screamed, his cock jumping sharply on her gliding tongue.
My goodness, Diana thought as the gigantic jet of spunk filled her mouth to capacity and she fought to swallow it before the next one blasted into her throat! He came so much before…how can he have this much left for me?
“Diana! Oh, Jesus, Diana!” Gavin wheezed in ecstasy, looking down at her. “You’re so fucking beautiful! I can’t believe you’re doing that for me. Swallow it, gorgeous! Oh, baby, eat my come!”
She murmured happily and did just that, gulping down another big spurt of jizz, lapping at his sensitive glans, milking out yet another small gush of his hot semen. Diana licked and swallowed and teased until Gavin’s mighty cock was as soft as melted wax and finally slid from her mouth, sucked clean of come.
“Mmmmmmmm, I just adored doing that for you,” Diana whispered breathlessly. “I loved how excited you looked when you came in my mouth for the first time, darling!”
“I was excited,” Gavin smiled down at her. “That felt incredible. I think that was the best one of those I’ve ever had, sweetheart.”
She smiled up at him and ran her tongue over her lips; licking up a few droplets she’d missed earlier and then swallowing them as he watched.
“I’ll do it even better next time, hon. Just wait and see if I don’t!”
 
True to his word, they slept spooned together most of the night, her head back against his shoulder and his arms around her, tenderly cupping a breast in each palm, and she wasn’t a bit cold. Diana had slept with a number of men in her life but she had never felt so at ease, so natural, so much like she was…home before as she did in Gavin’s embrace. 
I could definitely get used to this. She remembered waking up enough to think at one point during the night before snuggling even deeper into Gavin’s arms and falling immediately back into a deep, dreamless sleep.
When the sun finally became strong enough to lighten the dark drapes over the window, Diana looked over at the digital clock on the nightstand and saw that it was eight thirty. She thought about cuddling against her sweet Gavin’s chest some more and trying to return to sleep. But she realized that she had to use the bathroom before long anyway, and that when she eased his arms from her body so that she could get out of bed, she’d no doubt wake him up.
All good things must come to an end, I guess, she thought as she finally disengaged herself from his embrace and got out of bed. 
She looked back over her shoulder as she headed for the bathroom and thought at first that he had settled right back into sleep. But then she saw the tiny smile crease his handsome face a glint of amusement beneath his slitted eyelids and realized that he was awake and checking out her naked ass as she walked away from him.
Snickering with delight, she slowed down and exaggerated her gait, rolling her hips from side to side, waggling her butt for him like a stripper on stage. She heard him laugh.
“You’d better wiggle that cute little bottom into that bathroom, if that’s where you’re headed, before I jump out of this bed and drag you back into it so that I can have my way with you again, beauty!”
“Promises, promises!” she whispered as she reached the bathroom and turned briefly to face the bed.
She shook her firm little breasts for him and smiled. “We’ll see in a just minute if you’re all talk and no action, babe! I’ll be right out.”
With that, she stuck her tongue out at him, closed the door, and sat down on the toilet. When she had finished, she wiped herself carefully with toilet paper and flushed, examining her image in the bathroom mirror briefly as she washed her hands.
“Not too bad for someone who spent all of yesterday afternoon and half of last night climaxing like a crazy woman and screaming in ecstasy,” she whispered to her only slightly disheveled-by-sleep image.
She brushed her hair lightly between her fingers, patting it back into some semblance of tousled order. Pinching her tiny pink nipples lightly, so that they stood out a bit, she smiled and went back into the bedroom.
“Oh, my! Someone is going to have to do something about that!” she remarked, a teasing little smirk on her face as she saw Gavin patiently awaiting her return, the covers thrown back and a towering morning woody rising up from his naked crotch.
“I don’t think they’ll let you into the restaurant like that, darling. We’ll have to find some way to make that awful swelling go down, now won’t we?”
“Got any ideas along those lines?” Gavin smiled up at her from his prone position against the pillows.
“I’ve got lots of them, honey,” Diana flashed a naughty grin him a down at him. “And I bet you’re going to love every single one of them…”
 



 
 
 
Chapter Nineteen
 
 
“Are you sure about this, darling?” Gavin whispered. His voice sounded kind and concerned. But at the same time, it was choked with need.
“God, yes! Put it in me,” Diana pleaded, wriggling her shapely bottom around in a tight circle.
She knew that her pussy was glistening with the evidence of the glorious orgasm her sweet lover’s still rigid cock had just given her, and her anus was puckered open slightly, agleam with lubricant. At her urging, he had worked two lubed-up fingers into her bottom while he’d done her cunny with his wonderful prick just now.
She was dying to give him an ass ride that he’d still be smiling about when he was an old man in a rocking chair. They hadn’t had anal sex yet, and Diana had been dead serious when she’d promised to please him in every way a woman could please a man.
“Do it, darling! Fuck me in the ass!”
Gavin’s cock nestled into her gaped open anus gently. The pressure increased gradually and Diana sighed and opened herself to him, her back entrance fluttering wide as his ball-bearing-shaped head nudged down inside.
“So beautiful,” Gavin whispered—his voice tight with excitement. “God, Di, your ass is so perfect!”
“Mmmmmmmm!” she moaned as he took her all the way. “So’s your cock, sweetie, so is that fantastic cock of yours!”
Gavin gave her a moment to adjust to his presence deep in her bottom, and then slowly began easing his dick in and out of her tight sheath. He gasped with pleasure as he explored her snug tube of anal flesh.
“Jesus, Diana! It’s so tight, so damned tight and hot!”
“M-my clitty,” Diana murmured, wiggling her butt back to meet his steady thrusts. “Oh, God, Gavin, play with my clit and fuck my little ass hard, you stud!”
His fingertip was on her swollen pleasure bud in seconds, pressing lightly, rubbing her just the way she loved it, his prick plowing faster and faster inside her taut cheeks. Waves of heady, forbidden pleasure pulsed through both of them as the steamy friction grew and grew. 
Diana was moaning steadily now, her ass clenching in time with her throbbing clitty. She went down lower on the bed, rubbing her aroused nipples into the soft sheets, whining with lust.
“Oh, fuck me!” she gasped. “Oh, God, Gavin, your cock is so good, darling. It feels so right inside me…wherever you put it!”
Gavin was pounding it into her by now, panting and pressing harder on her ready-to-explode clit as he reamed her out.
“Holy fuck, Diana! You’re unbelievable!”
“G-give it to me!” she squealed as her whole lower body jerked in the grip of a huge orgasm that seemed to reverberate from her breast tips down her spine, into her anus, through her clasping cunny and back up to her stiff nipples!
“Shoot that hot stuff up my ass!”
“Aggghhhhhhh!” Gavin screamed, the hot stuff she was craving so much rocketing out of the end of his rutting prick, inundating her tight tunnel in slippery come in a heartbeat.
Diana shivered and moaned into the bedding, her whole body climaxing furiously as she felt Gavin emptying his balls into her slickened depths. 
“So good…you do me so fucking good, darling!” she purred happily. “Oh, dear God, what a man.”
Eventually, Gavin’s softened member slid out of her and he plopped down next to her on the bed, face down, gasping for air.
“Every time I think I’ve just had the best sex it’s possible for a man to have…you do something like that!”
He looked over at her, winded but ecstatic. “That was insanely good, Di. I hope to God you don’t have too many more tricks up your sleeve like that one or you’ll give me a heart attack for sure!”
She grinned and eased all the way down next to him. She touched her bare bicep with her other fingertips. “No worries there, darling. See? I’m not wearing any sleeves!”
She moved closer and kissed him lovingly on the cheek. “But I might have just a few more tricks in store for you. I wouldn’t want you to get bored, now would I?”
Gavin moaned and turned toward her, his arms going around her waist. He pulled her closer and kissed her, that familiar tingle shooting through both of them as their lips pressed tight…
 
“This is wonderful, isn’t it?” Gavin said a half hour later, tucking into a delicious room service breakfast.
After a long, playful post-sex shower together, they now sat outside at a small wrought iron table on the penthouse suite’s delightful little patio. Dressed only in the heavy terrycloth robes provided by the hotel, they sipped Mimosas and enthusiastically attacked their food. As they ate, they were also enjoying both their birds’ eye view of the city’s downtown district in the mid-morning spring sunlight, and each other’s company. The temperature was in the seventies and the air was lightly scented from a row of flowering fruit trees lining the street below. The trees were in full, glorious bloom, the delicate pink flowers fluttering in the soft breeze.
“Why don’t you buy this hotel and we’ll just live here together forever and ever?” Diana sighed, leaning back in the sunlight, stretching, a beatific smile on her face.
“Now that’s the best offer I’ve had in years!” Gavin smiled over at her. “Probably much better than anything I’m going to hear from our friend Mr. Pennington this afternoon.”
Diana beamed at him for a moment more, and then thought about the meeting with the other broker later today.
“You know, I really should stop by my house for a second a little later, okay? I packed evening clothes and swimsuits and negligees and casual, showing-Gavin-around-town clothes, but I didn’t think to pack any business suits or the right kind of shoes for this meeting today.”
She gave him a questioning look. “Would that be okay? Could we stop at my place for a minute so that I can change into something appropriate?”
“That would be great,” Gavin agreed eagerly. “I’m dying to see where you live. I’m very interested in finding out all about Diana Hudson, remember?”
She smiled at his enthusiasm and took a nibble of toast. He wants to know all about me, God, how wonderful, she thought ecstatically! What a sweet, sweet man!
 
“Well, this is it,” Diana said, her voice sounding almost shy as they pulled into the driveway of her rambling ranch-style home an hour later.
They got out of her Mercedes and made their way up to her front door hand in hand. Gavin had offered to rent a vehicle for the week but Diana pooh-poohed that idea. 
She had pointed out that she had a perfectly serviceable car of her own parked over at Ashley’s apartment building which they could use to get around in while Gavin was in town. So they had taken the cab over to Ashley’s to retrieve her car.
“I bought this place three years ago,” Diana said as she unlocked the front door. 
“It’s three bedrooms, a den, a family room, and formal dining room, with a two car garage, as you can see. Kind of big for a girl by herself, I suppose, but I use one of the bedrooms for a home office. And I wanted to buy as big place as I could afford, so that I could take advantage of the appreciation on a bigger house.”
She turned and smiled ruefully at Gavin. “Unfortunately, I paid two-hundred and seventy-eight thousand for it and thought I was stealing it at that price. I had it appraised by a pal of mine last month, when I was about to go under, thinking about doing a short sale on it, just so I wouldn’t totally lose everything.” 
She paused for a moment and flashed him a doleful smile before finishing with, “Right this minute, it’s worth a hundred and seventeen grand, if I’m lucky!”
“Jesus!” Gavin sighed. 
“Jesus, indeed,” Diana agreed, showing into the living room. “You see what I mean about property values around here not having hit bottom yet?”
Gavin nodded thoughtfully and followed her as she moved off down a short hallway and into the master bedroom. She went over to her walk in closet and began sorting through the hanging clothes, eying her business suits critically.
“How about his one, with a gray blouse and some conservative jewelry?” she asked, holding out an expensive black suit with a light gray pinstripe.
“Great,” Gavin smiled at her. “That will look very professional. You’ll probably knock poor old Pennington’s eyeballs right out of his head dressed in that beautiful suit and looking the way you do.”
Diana giggled, pausing to look back over her shoulder at him. She had removed the blouse she had worn over to the house and was taking the suit out of its clear plastic bag from the cleaners.
“Oh, and just how do I look?”
Gavin stepped into the closet, hung the suit back on the rack, and took her in his arms. He pulled her in close and deftly unsnapped her bra as he did so.
“You look like the sexiest woman alive,” he whispered to her as he gazed hungrily into her brown eyes.
 
“Well, I didn’t know we were going to do that while we were here!” Diana sighed contentedly twenty minutes later.
“We’re going to do that, as you put it, just as often and as nicely as we just did it, whenever we get the chance,” Gavin whispered back stroking her naked left breast casually, grinning at her.
“I can’t seem to keep my hands off of you, Diana. And I don’t intend to try.”
They were lying atop Diana’s king bed, where Gavin had carried her from the closet, stripped off the rest of her clothes and proceeded to make love to her so passionately that a casual observer might have thought that it was their very first time together and that neither of them had taken part in sex for a month. She smiled at him.
“That’s a deal, darling,” she said softly. “I want your hands all over me, just as often as possible!”
 
“And this was going to be my little English garden, except that I never quite got around to finishing it,” Diana said.
She pointed at a cleared plot of bare soil at the back of the house with some meandering used brick pathways in place but no plants or flowers in between them. They were midway through the grand tour of the house and grounds she was conducting for Gavin.
“What flowers were you going to feature?”
“Mostly peonies and Siberian Iris,” she replied. “I looked up English gardens on the net and found one I really liked that used mostly those two varieties, plus some grasses and green plants.”
She sighed. “Unfortunately, I seem to be one of those people who always have a ton of projects and improvements underway that they want to do, but who rarely get any of them finished because they’re always too busy with work and with just life in general.”
The two of them were standing side by side in Diana’s big backyard, Gavin’s arm draped loosely across her shoulders. He was wearing a casual outfit consisting of a pair of slacks and a pullover shirt. His business apparel was still hanging in a suit bag in Diana’s car out in the driveway. They had planned on his changing clothes at her house before the meeting with Pennington.
“I’ve got a proposition for you, Di,” he said after another moment of contemplative silence.
“Oh, and what might that be, gorgeous?” she asked him, turning and looking up into his dreamy blue eyes longingly, a teasing smile on her lips.
“I’m totally fine with us staying at the hotel for the week as planned, if that’s what you’d like,” he told her.
“But if you wanted to, I wouldn’t mind a bit if we stayed here at your house instead. I could go to the nursery with you tomorrow morning and help you lug back the plants and flowers we’d need to finish this garden. And then we could spend the day planting them and futzing around in the yard and…just getting to know each other better. What would you say to that?”
Diana beamed up at him incredulously. “You’d rather stay here, with me, and work in my garden, than at that beautiful suite, with room service and the fine restaurants and all of those other amenities?”
He gathered her into his arms again. “I spend half of my life in fancy hotels, darling. And my home in Baltimore is what most people would call a mansion. Those things are not exactly new experiences for me.” 
He pulled her closer and whispered, “But you are. And I’d rather be here, with you, than in any of the five star hotels or mansions I’ve ever set foot in.”
She felt her heart turn over in her chest as she looked up at him. It took her a moment to gather herself but, when she finally did, she whispered excitedly, “Oh, Gavin, I think you’d better come back inside for a little while.”
“Why?”
“Because I think old Mrs. Gates next door might be thoroughly scandalized if she happened to glance out her side window and saw me tear your clothes off right here in the backyard and gave you the blowjob of a lifetime!”
Gavin looked at her for long moments, and then broke into a huge, eager smile.
“Yes, darling! Inside, definitely, we don’t want to give poor old Mrs. Gates a coronary, do we?” 
 
“Are you sure we have to go to this meeting?” Diana whispered into Gavin’s ear as she cuddled next to him in the Mercedes, with him driving them back downtown.
“I think I’d much rather have stayed in bed at my house or just gone back to our lovely room at the hotel for one more night.”
Gavin sighed, running his right hand across her neck lovingly as she rested her head on his shoulder and he steered with his left hand. 
“I’d rather be in bed anywhere with you, princess, than at this frigging meeting. But this is how I make my money. In my business, you’ve got to sort through lots
of chaff in order to unearth a kernel of grain.”
His voice brightened as he glanced down at her adoring face briefly, and then back up at the light traffic.
“At least I’ve got you with me. That will make the whole thing more palatable. We can play footsie under the table while Pennington tries to sell me the Golden Gate Bridge.”
She giggled happily. “Yes, at least there’s that.”
 
“Mr. Neal! How good to meet you, I’ve been so looking forward to this,” John Pennington flashed Gavin and Diana an oily smile as they entered the conference room.
He was a tall man, six-four at least. He had a deep tan, graying black hair that had been immaculately styled and was worn slightly long, and his bespoke suite was probably worth even more than the expensive Saville Row pinstripe that Gavin had on. Pennington was handsome and imperially thin and Diana guessed his age at about sixty.
His smile faded as he focused on her and he slowly worked out where he’d seen her before. “You work for Bobby Carstairs, don’t you, my dear?”
“Yes, I’m Diana Hudson.” She flashed a neutral smile his way. “I’m a broker in Bobby’s firm. I’ve seen you at several Real Estate Association functions over the years, Mr. Pennington, but I don’t think we’ve actually been introduced before.”
Pennington nodded affably and turned back toward Gavin, the look on his face clearly saying, What the hell is she doing here?
“Ms. Hudson is a friend of a friend,” Gavin explained without really explaining. “I’ve retained her as an expert on the local market to help me examine your proposal more closely, Mr. Pennington. She comes highly recommended by someone I have a great deal of faith in.”
“I see,” Pennington said doubtfully, and then he abruptly shifted gears once more, smiling his snake-oil peddler’s smile once more and pointing toward the conference table, where a pile of paperwork awaited. “Shall we get to it, then? I’m sure Ms. Hudson’s presence will be very helpful.”
 
Diana thought her eyes were going to cross. In the last hour, she had plowed through the renter lists, the original listing documents, rent payment records, and stacks of other sales minutiae that Pennington had shoved in front of them. She was now going through all of it again, even more slowly, line by line.
Pennington himself was still schmoozing his way through an eager, optimistic presentation of his client’s properties as Gavin listened politely, interrupting every so often to clarify a point or ask a question. 
Diana had tuned out the steady, wildly over-the-top drivel the older broker was spouting a long time ago, choosing instead to concentrate on the figures and projections. She wasn’t nearly as proficient at examining commercial documents as she was residential titles and paperwork, but she was doing the best she could, giving it her utmost. She didn’t want to see Gavin lose any money on one of Pennington’s fast-shuffle deals if she could help it.
A snippet of what the older man was telling Gavin filtered its way into her consciousness. It concerned some inside information that Pennington just happened to be
privy to about the land upon which the two office building sat being worth a bundle to an unnamed developer in a year or two, if things went as Pennington thought they would. 
It was all she could do to keep from snorting derisively, Why don’t you just go ahead and tell him that there’s a good chance there’s also a huge oil deposit right under the building, right next to the goldmine and the uranium ore, and be done with it?
Just at that moment, a name leaped out from the list she was going through and grabbed Diana’s attention. Northern Mutual Acceptance apparently occupied two floors of one of the buildings. 
Diana recognized the name because a friend of hers from college, Fran Stark, worked for them. Fran and Diana weren’t as close as they’d once been, just after they’d graduated, but they still kept in touch by phone and made it a point to have lunch together at least once a month. 
At their last luncheon, Fran had been worried. She had confided that the company she worked for was experiencing such deep financial problems that she had already begun to search seriously for another job. She had asked Diana to keep her eyes open for job possibilities for her, since it looked as if Northern Mutual Acceptance wouldn’t make it until the end of the year before folding.
And Diana had noticed an item on the net the other day, a large article on her homepage’s financial section entitled, 10 well known national companies that probably won’t make it
through 2012.
Northern Mutual Acceptance had been number three on that list, and the article had rated their chances of seeing another year in business at just about zero.
Diana looked quickly from the renter list over to another document provided by Pennington and his seller entitled Projected New Tenants and
Expansion Plans for Present Tenants. At number four on that list was a glowing projection concerning Northern. According to this, the company was on target to lease two more floors in the building this year, thereby decreasing the vacancy rate to almost zero!
Diana glanced up from the document, smiling happily. 
Got you, you slippery eel of a man, she thought, looking over at Pennington. I wonder how many other entries on this list are pure pie-in-the-sky crap like this one, or are just out and out fabrications?
 
“Well, I don’t know how to break this to you,” Gavin grinned at Diana as he drove them back toward the hotel. 
“But if things don’t work out for you with Bobby Carstairs and Associates, I don’t think Pennington Properties, Inc. is going to be offering you a job any time soon. Did you see the look on that old shit-weasel’s face when you brought those figures to his attention? I thought he was going to whip off is eighty-dollar necktie and throttle you to death with it right there in the conference room!”
Diana laughed along with Gavin. “Yeah, he did look pretty pissed at seeing the commission on ten-million dollars worth of properties go sailing out the window, didn’t he, darling?”
“He did at that,” Gavin grinned. “God, but you’re an excellent brokerage consultant, hon…in addition to being the sexiest woman alive, of course!”
She snuggled over closer to him in the seat. “Which side of me do you like best?”
They stopped for a light and he turned and looked at her, not smiling at all now, and said, “To tell you the truth, Diana, I’m absolutely crazy about you…period!”
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Part 3
Redemption
 



 
 
 
Chapter Twenty
 
 
“This isn’t nearly as fancy as the Chez Elégant, darling, what with you having to cook your own steaks and everything, now is it?” Diana asked, kissing Gavin lightly on the earlobe and then giving it a teasing little lick.
“Mmmm, maybe not,” he sighed as he turned their steaks over on the grill in her backyard. “But it feels so damned good I can hardly believe it!”
He turned his head and smiled at her. “Do you know how nice an evening like this is for a guy who lives out of his suitcase in hotel rooms most of the time, and then rattles around aimlessly in a twenty room house, on those rare occasions when he is home, waiting to go out on the road again? This is heaven, Diana, just being here, with you like this, doing little domestic chores like barbecuing dinner for the two of us.”
After a second, he gave a short, barking laugh. “Hell, I’m even looking forward to helping you with the garden in the morning…and I’m no gardener!”
She smiled along with him, happy to see him so happy, thrilled that he was here with her for the rest of the week, just relaxing and enjoying their time together. They had checked out of the hotel late that afternoon and now all of his clothes were neatly hung in her closet, right next to hers.
“If you like domesticity so much, how come you spend your time flying around sleeping with…professionals? Why don’t you just find a nice girl and get married and settle down, you goof?” she asked him at last.
“I was married,” he answered, his tone suddenly turning somber. “My college sweetheart and I tied the knot right after we graduated. And it was great…for a while.”
He over looked at her. His face now looked just as sad as his tone had been moments earlier. 
“She wanted kids, a nine-to-five schedule, and me at home every night, sitting in front of the fireplace reading the paper and playing with the little ones while she fixed dinner.”
Diana looked up at him, not saying a word. That scenario sounded pretty normal to her. It was what almost every woman in America wanted.
“And that wouldn’t have been bad,” he started in hesitantly, “except that in order to do what I wanted to do, business-wise, I had to be out there, finding the deals. I had to locate the land to build on, negotiate a killer price for it, supervise construction, and then get involved in selling off the built-out shopping center or office park or whatever the project was when it was finished.” 
He gave a helpless-looking shrug. “After that, I needed to get out there and find the next one. That was my life.”
After another moment of pondering his failed marriage, Gavin added wistfully.
“The funny thing about Marilee—that was her name, Marilee—was that her tastes were every bit as expensive as mine. She wanted the big house, the cars, and the country club memberships; the whole nine yards, just like I did. But she seemed to think that you should be able to get all of that by working eight hours a day and taking long weekends with your wife every week.”
He looked down at the grilling steaks again. “You know the kind of thing she wanted. She wanted me to be right there with her, taking her skiing or boating or off to participate in some other expensive damned hobby.”
There was a long silence and finally, he said, “That’s what eventually killed our marriage. She wanted me to be wildly successful and rich, but on her terms. And I just didn’t know a way to do that.”
He shrugged again and then finished with, “And, on the flip side of that, of course, there were my problems with her. I wanted her to be more excited about my business, as excited as I was. I wanted her to travel with me, to get involved in property evaluations, scouting trips, all of it, so that we could be happy together again. You know, I wanted us to be a team.”
After a pause, Diana said, “And that wasn’t what she wanted at all, was it? She wanted to be at home in her elegant house, entertaining friends, playing tennis at the club instead, right?”
“That’s pretty much exactly right, except that she wanted me to be right there with her too—chatting with our friends and batting the ball across the net every weekend—not chasing deals all over hell and gone.”
“How long did you two last?” Diana asked quietly.
“Four and a half years.”
Thinking it over for a moment, he turned toward her again and looked into her eyes. “And I never touched another woman during that time, Diana, I swear to God! The old-girlfriend-from-college, live-in gal-in-every-city stuff didn’t start until we’d been divorced for about a year.”
“You just got lonely, didn’t you, darling?” she asked knowingly, stepping in and putting her arms around him.
“Jesus, Diana,” he sighed. “I never realized how incredibly lonely I was until I met you!”
 
“Is this bed okay?” she asked late that night, as they lay entwined under the covers. “It’s kind of old. I bought it when I first started at Bobby’s and it wasn’t a very top of the line mattress to start with, ‘cause I wasn’t making any money yet back then.”
She thought about what she’d just said for a second and how it might be taken. Turning her head sharply toward Gavin, she hastened to add, “Not that there’s been, like, dozens of guys sleeping on it, wearing it out, since I bought it!”
Diana could feel herself blushing, but it was dark in the bedroom and she knew Gavin couldn’t see her reddening face in the dim light.
“I mean…I’m no angel. There were some guys, I’m not saying there weren’t, but I didn’t want you to think I, like, wore the bed out, sleeping with other guys before you.”
He laughed and held her closer. “It feels fine, darling. It’s a perfectly adequate mattress.”
She felt his hands close over her ass cheeks and begin to knead them gently. The halves of her pussy lips, still slippery with his last big deposit of semen, glided against one another as he squeezed her firm butt. He pulled her up onto his chest and stared into her eyes in the half-light.
“This is the most comfortable bed I’ve ever been in—because you’re in it with me,” he told her softly. “If I could figure a way to do it, I’d never leave this bedroom again, because everything I want is right here, right now.” 
After a moment, as Diana’s heart fluttered with passion for him, he added lightly, “And I’m going to need my sleep, especially in light of all that gardening I agreed to do in the morning! Couldn’t we just cuddle in this bed all day instead?”
“Oh, no you don’t, buster,” she laughed. “You’re not getting out of it that easily. We’re going flower and plant buying at the crack of…let’s see…how about at the crack of nine o’clock, instead
of dawn?”
“Mmmmm, that sounds perfect,” he whispered. “Now come here!”
His hands squeezed a little harder on her ass and she found herself kissing him, her clit starting that familiar throb again and ripples of that electric feeling he gave her pulsing through her naked flesh as they rubbed against each other’s nude bodies in the darkness…
 
“You know, Di, I am a fairly wealthy man,” Gavin puffed, filling in the last shovel full of dirt around the peonies he’d just planted. “I could hire some professional gardeners to do this, you know? I mean…if you wanted me to?”
Diana, dressed in a pair of old cut offs and a short-sleeved plaid shirt, which she wore braless, her taut midriff bare, the ends tied together under her breasts, grinned up at him. She was using a garden trowel to plant a small iris in the rich brown earth of her almost completed new English garden. 
“Quit bellyaching, Neal! You volunteered for this, now didn’t you?”
She wiped some sweat off her forehead with the back of her dirty hand and reached into her flat of plants for another iris. She smiled up at him again, happy as could be. 
“Besides, you love this! I can tell. Now get back to work and maybe I’ll give you a nice surprise later.”
“Promises, promises,” he sighed, shamelessly stealing her line from yesterday morning, as he started to dig another hole in the soft ground.
 
“Oh, oh, dear God! Is…is this the nice surprise?” he gasped later that afternoon in the shower.
Diana had been washing his back. She had already lovingly shampooed his hair for him, and then rinsed it clean. Now her hands had inched their way around his soapy buttocks, until she held his half-hard cock in one and his dangling ball sac in the other.
“No,” she whispered teasingly, slowly stroking his hardening prick. “I’ve got something way more fun in store for you than this, my sweet garden gnome. This is just cleaning you up a bit. You were such a sweaty thing, darling!”
“Oh, man,” he sighed, his eyes closing in growing bliss at her tender stroke. “You can clean me up anytime you want, beautiful!”
When everything was so soaped up and scrubbed up that his skin practically squeaked in her fist, she had him step back, so that the sheet of water from the shower head rinsed everything clean. Then she gently turned him around and, her sexy brown eyes staring up into his amused blue ones, she slowly slid downward, her palms flat against his chest. Her hands glided down his abdomen and both thighs until she was on her knees right in front of his now thoroughly erect cock.
“This is your surprise, sweetheart,” she said, licking all around the head. “Enjoy.”
Gavin moaned as she took every inch of him into her lips and throat. She gave him a long, unhurried, slurpy blowjob for the better part of five minutes. Her tongue never stopped its gliding, teasing caress of his tender flesh, her lips moved constantly up and back and the suction grew just a bit stronger with each minute that passed.
At last, when his knees were shaking and his eyes were just slits—his pleasure so intense that she could see he couldn’t take even another ten seconds of her hot sucking—Diana slipped her long middle finger all the way up into his ass and began to stroke his prostate. 
Her head was still flying up and down his length, her tongue going crazy on his steely shaft. He bucked his hips involuntarily forward and screamed, his rich baritone reverberating through the enclosed, tiled-lined space.
“Agggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Oh, oh, fuck, Diana!” he wailed with joy. “Eat it, darling! Oh, dear God, suck it right out of me!” 
Mmmmmmmmmm, I’m happy to, sweetheart, she thought, swallowing the first steamy mouthful. I’ll do this for you every day and twice on Sunday’s if that’s what you want, you gorgeous man!
Gavin shivered with the intensity of his release into her greedy lips for another half a minute or so, and then his spend gradually ebbed to just a dribble and his hard prick began to slowly deflate. Diana swirled her tongue around it, catching the last of his pearly jizz and opened her mouth to show him how much of his thick, gooey stuff she still had in there.
“Yummmmmmmm!” she sighed softly, swallowing every last drop of it as he watched her do it and slowly sliding her finger out of his ass, her voice sounding sexy and provocative as she whispered, “Did you like that as much as I loved doing it for you, sweetheart?”
“I’ll show you how much I liked it, you naughty little minx!” he growled back at her, turning the shower off and reaching down to grab her under the armpits and pull her back onto her feet.
“Gavin, you beast!” she squealed, giggling, as he lifted her into his arms and nudged open the shower door with his foot, both of them dripping all over everywhere. “You’re going to soak my bathroom floor, you pervert!”
He ignored her and in seconds, both of them were back in the master bedroom, where he tossed her wet body onto the mattress and dove between her legs. He took a slippery, wet thigh in each hand and held them wide apart, smiling evilly up at her as she struggled to free herself, still giggling uncontrollably in his grasp.
“I’ll show you how much I liked it!” he repeated, his lips directly over her sopping pussy.
In seconds, he had sucked the slippery little opening into his mouth and was alternating between pummeling her clit with his tongue and punching the limber digit deep inside her. Diana groaned and stopped any pretense of trying to get away. Her hands went to the back of his head, pressing his heavenly mouth harder onto her aroused slit.
“Oh, suck it for me, darling,” she sighed happily. “Eat my pussy right up, sweetheart!”
 
“Dear God, but I’m going to be sore tomorrow!” Gavin sighed, rubbing his shoulder through the nice-looking knit shirt he was wearing.
“Is that going to be from the gardening or the…um…extra-curricular activities after the gardening?” Diana asked impishly, drinking some more of her excellent wine.
He grinned at her from across the table in her favorite little Italian restaurant. “I think it might be a little of both, actually, my love.”
“Awwwww, my poor Gavin! I’m abusing you something fierce, aren’t I?” she whispered back, all smiles.
He raised his glass and she raised hers and he clicked rims with her. “You may be at that, dear. Jesus, I haven’t worked that hard in years!”
He dropped his voice and went on, “But as I said before, I wouldn’t trade a second of our time together for anything!”
 
“Are we going to…you know…do it again before we go to sleep tonight?” she asked at eleven o’clock, curled up next to him in her slightly lumpy bed. “Or are you too tired after all of that manual labor I made you do today?”
Gavin’s strong arms wrapped around her waist and he pulled her closer. “What do you think, Di? I’m thirty-two, not sixty-two! Do you really think I’m going to pass up another chance to make love to you, just for something trivial, like sleep?”
She giggled in the darkness as he released his grip on her and his hands stole up to find her nipples. His breath was right against her lips as he said, “A new rule of thumb for you, beautiful? You and I are always going to do it again! Just keep that in mind.”
How utterly wonderful, she thought as his lips found hers and the exquisitely light, tantalizing pressure on her nipples increased!
 
For the first time since she’d known Gavin, Diana woke up excited, and not just about being in bed with her sweetie, for a change. Oh, she was jazzed about that, too, of course. Looking over at him snoozing peacefully in her bed, his hair tousled in sleep and his dark brown beard grown out just a bit and looking so scruffy and sexy, it made her wet just watching him sleep.
God, what a honey, she told herself happily!
But this morning, she was excited for another reason as well. She got out of the bed as noiselessly as she could and slipped into her robe. Next, she made her way into the bathroom for a morning potty run, and then on into the kitchen to put on a pot of coffee for them.
Her mind was racing with the plan that had come to her in her sleep last night.
She’d had a teacher back in college who had always advised his students to sleep on it if they had a problem to work out. He had insisted that the subconscious was the greatest problem-unraveler known to man. The old man had firmly believed that all it needed was a night or two of sleep for the subconscious to spit out the answer that you couldn’t find for yourself. 
Diana hadn’t been too sure his theory was correct until this morning. But right now, she felt her old prof had been a genius for sure, because she had suddenly awoken today with a moneymaking proposal for Gavin that she was just dying to tell him about!
She padded around her kitchen nervously, brewing the coffee and then drinking a cup when it was done. She was thinking about what she wanted to fix her sweetie for breakfast, when another thought struck her. Gavin loved making money. He loved talking real estate strategy. 
But as much as he loved those two things, he seemed to adore making love to her even more! She sat the empty coffee cup on the drain board and dashed down the hall to the bedroom.
Hot, steamy morning sex now…money plans later, she thought as she threw off the robe, darted into the bedroom and dove into bed with him, stark naked and as horny as he no doubt would be when he awoke to find her lips around his hard cock!
 
“Well, another little surprise from the sexiest girl alive!” Gavin sighed twenty minutes later as his satisfied, deflated prick slid out of her pussy. “What brought on that unexpected, delightful little encounter, beautiful?”
“Oh, I just thought you’d like a little loving this morning, before you faced another day of slugging it out in the corporate world, darling, that’s all,” she whispered, her fingers toying with his chest hair. “It sure made the start of my day better, I’ll tell you that!”
“I’ll definitely agree with you there,” he said, sounding utterly content.
She waited a beat, savoring the great sex and the sweet moments afterward, and then turned onto her side, facing toward him.
“Come on, lazy! Out of bed and into the shower. I’ve got something to talk over with you this morning that you might like.”
Gavin sighed and let her hustle him out of bed. He obediently trudged into the bathroom, the linoleum floor still slightly damp from last night’s impromptu shower and bed adventure. After a quick wash and a shave, he threw on his robe and joined Diana in the kitchen, where a breakfast of cold cereal, fruit, toast, and coffee awaited him.
“So, what’s this something that you want to talk over?” he said, pouring milk on his cereal.
“Well, I don’t want you to leave town empty-handed, with no project to bring you back here to see me again,” she told him. She stopped and smiled at him.
“Actually, I don’t want you to leave town at all, but that’s another topic for another time.”
She ate some of her toast and then went on.
“When I first got into real estate, there was an old guy in our office who had been in the business for something like thirty years. He kind of took me under his wing and trained me. Anyway, he knew all there was to know about real estate in this area, especially about residential sales, and he used to tell me stories about big deals of the past and such. I really learned a lot from him.”
Finishing the toast, she ate some more of her cereal and then continued.
“It seems that back in the early eighties, there was this huge recession, kind of like the one we’re struggling through. Now, back in the late sixties and early seventies, an area southeast of downtown, named Rancho Sierra, had lots of cheap land for sale and an outfit that made rocket engines and other stuff for the space program, named Ramjet Industries, bought a bunch of it up and opened a big research and manufacturing facility there.”
She gave Gavin a little grin. “That meant, of course, that a bunch of guys like you immediately swooped in and bought up the rest of the cheap land and built upscale housing developments on it for all of the engineers, machinists, researchers, etc. who moved here to work for Ramjet to live in. Housing values soared.”
“And when the recession hit in the eighties?” Gavin asked, his face clearly reflecting that he had already figured out where she was headed with this tale.
“Exactly,” Diana gestured at him with her spoon, and then took another bite of cereal.
“Ramjet cut back like crazy,” she went on. “Guys who had been knocking down salaries in the high five figures were laid off and suddenly found themselves driving cabs and pumping gas, trying desperately to make enough cash to pay their mortgages. Houses went into foreclosure by the dozens, property values plunged by fifty to seventy percent in a year.”
“Almost like now,” Gavin offered with a shark-like smile.
“You bet, sweetie,” she said, returning it. 
“Legend has it that a very wealthy San Francisco investor showed up in Rancho Sierra one fine day and began buying up foreclosed houses by the barrelful. Supposedly, he bought over a hundred. Next, he found himself two out of work handymen, got them a couple of trucks, some tools, an office and an answering service and turned them loose on the worst of the vacant properties. As they got fixed up, he rented them out.”
She smiled at Gavin like the cat that had dined on canary. “Within a year, our investor had almost a ninety-seven percent rental rate, which meant that his renters were now paying the notes on his house acquisitions for him, plus the two maintenance guys’ salaries. He held on to the rentals for a while, waited until things turned around economically and property values went shooting back up, and then sold the houses off a few at a time.”
Her grin was still cat-like as she finished. “I heard he made somewhere north of two and a half million dollars in less than four years and had next to nothing in terms of his own actual cash tied up in the deal.”
Gavin nodded, his eyes sparkling, the calculator that all wealthy wheeler-dealer types have in their heads clearly whirling a mile a minute, figuring costs, estimating outlay, projecting profits. 
He smiled. “I really like
it, doll! In a market like this, if you’ve got a financial statement like mine, you don’t have to put a nickel into the deal. Lenders have got so much foreclosure inventory that they’re just dying to get it off the books. If you have great credit and promise them that you’ll pay the note, they’ll practically just give you the place and hope for the best!”
“And I bet you could find some really good handymen in a market like this too, darling,” she said smugly. “There are so many people laid off and looking for work that I imagine you could get really top flight guys for not much money.”
“Oh, kitten,” he sighed, gazing at her raptly from across the breakfast table. “How can you be so pretty, so sexy, and so damned smart on top of it all? Diana Hudson, you are a jewel of rare price!”
They stood up from the table and pulled her excitedly to her feet. She let him sweep her into his arms again.
 “And what’s my reward for being all of those things, darling?”
He opened his robe and placed her hand around his already bone-hard cock. “You want a reward—how about some of this, cutie?”
“Sold!” she sighed, leading him back toward the bedroom by it.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-One
 
 
The rest of the week was a blur of activity…meetings, house viewings, sessions with bankers, and sexual couplings, of course. Diana and Gavin did it in the bedroom, in the living room, the bathroom, and once in the middle of the kitchen table.
They were rarely out of each other’s sight. Diana was at his side constantly, introducing him to financial contacts, other brokers, title company execs, and attorneys. 
Gavin quickly came to depend on her, letting her run meetings for him while he sat back and listened with half an ear to what was going on as he spoke on the cell phone to other business interests in other cities. After only a few such meetings, he came to trust her implicitly to make the right decision and say just what needed to be said.
By week’s end, he had acquired thirty-one properties, for almost no money down, six of them being listings Diana had taken before she had…changed jobs. She had been careful to let Gavin know ahead of time that they were her listings and that she would receive a commission if he bought them—and a rare double-dip commission at that, since she was both the listing agent and the sales agent; Gavin Neal Properties, Inc. being her exclusive client in all the acquisitions.
Gavin, to put it mildly, hadn’t cared a bit that she made extra money on the deals. He wanted her to do so. He was delighted that every closing put more money in Diana’s pocket.
I won’t owe anyone a nickel by the end of this week, she marveled, the night before Gavin was scheduled to leave town. With all of the commission money I’m getting from the house sales, plus my fifty percent of what Colleen’s going to bill Gavin for my…other services this week, I’ll be able to pay off every debt I owe except my mortgage. And I should be able to pay that way ahead and refill all of my emergency-fund accounts too!
She sat on the edge of her bed naked, brushing her hair. Gavin was in the bathroom. He would be joining her in bed in a few minutes for one last night of ecstasy together.
If I’m doing so damned good, why do I feel so bad, she asked herself miserably?
It was, of course, because her sweet Gavin was gone in the morning. That was the reason for her funk. They’d been so happy all week, going places together, making deals, seeing people, having lunch, and making love.
It had all been so domestic, so much fun, so normal
and every day. And yet, because they were playing with millions of dollars worth of properties, it had been exhilaratingly out of the ordinary at the same time!
And now it was as good as over. A thousand times during the last week, she’d wanted to blurt out to Gavin that she loved him. Easily that many times as well, as she now thought back on it, he’d seemed to be on the cusp of telling her the same thing.
But neither of them had spoken the words. And now it didn’t look as if they would ever be saying them to each other.
He was on a plane in the morning for San Antonio and a new round of meetings. She didn’t know what she’d do when he left. And she had no idea if, or when, he’d return.
Colleen had e-mailed that both Jim Fitzpatrick and Ed Harmon wanted to reserve a night with her as soon as she was free, and a dozen other men had also asked to book a date
with her, so a return to that life was available, if she wanted it.
She was also the shining star of all time in Bobby Carstair’s office, due to her “phenomenal” string of sales this week in the depressed market. So she could go back to full time work there if she so chose. Bobby was, of course, chomping at the bit to have her back.
But the key words in that scenario were depressed market. Things were really no better than they had been when she’d been forced out of real estate and into taking up hooking for a living a few weeks ago. 
With no Gavin Neal around to buy everything she showed him, things could soon get very lean again. She was solvent for the moment, but how long would that last if her sales dropped off to zip once more?
The door to the bathroom opened and Gavin came out, freshly showered and wearing only a towel, his short, dark mane still damp. He was newly shaved and so handsome that her heart stopped for a moment as she looked up at him, her bare nipples beginning to stiffen at just the sight of him.
Oh, my darling Gavin, she thought desperately. Why don’t you tell me that you love me and move in here with me and be mine forever, you sweet man?

He dropped the towel to the rug and playfully offered her his just washed cock to suck, grinning down at her. She stifled a sigh and a sob, somehow managing a smile in return.
He won’t—because guys don’t fall in love with whores, she told herself bitterly! Girls like me just get offered cocks to suck…not Happily Ever After.
She told herself that the choice to become what she now was had been hers, and she had embraced it willingly, even eagerly. So she might as well be a professional about it.
She opened her mouth and began to suck…
 
Diana surprised everyone, including herself, when Gavin left town, by doing nothing at all. No dramatic gestures, no long trip to the Bahamas or somewhere to help put him behind her, no rapid string of dates to help her fuck his memory right out of her mind. 
There wasn’t even a tearful night in bed with Ashley, although that option was the one that tempted her the most. Instead, she elected to do nothing at all.
Literally, nothing. 
She called Colleen and told her that she was dead tired after her strenuous week with Gavin Neal and that she wouldn’t be accepting any dates until next week at the earliest. Colleen was fine with that, crowing about the bundle she had just billed out to Gavin’s account.
“He even gave you a five-thousand dollar tip for the week, dear. You must have turned that boy inside out to warrant that big of a gratuity,” Colleen suggested happily. 
“I’m taking the last of your advance out of it, and crediting the rest to your regular commission. We’re now even on the advance I gave you when you signed with us, and you still have quite a nice paycheck coming your way on payday. You take your rest, dear, and we’ll see you soon.”
It was more like that boy turned me inside out, Diana thought bleakly as she prepared to hang up, but she kept quiet and took her leave of Colleen.
She called Ashley next and told her that the date had gone fine, and that she really thought Gavin was something special, thinking as she said it, That’s the understatement of the century!

She then used the same lie on her young friend that she had used on Colleen, that the week with Gavin had wrung her out, emotionally and physically. Which wasn’t really even that big a lie, as she thought about it, and promised she’d call next week and get together with Ashley then.
After that, Diana shut off her cell phone, unplugged her house phone, took off all of her clothes, made herself a huge gin martini with barely any vermouth and lots of ice, went into her bedroom and drank it. Then she lay down in the middle of the bed she had shared with Gavin Neal for the last week and began to cry. 
 
On the morning of the fourth day, Diana seemed to be out of tears. She looked over at the nightstand and saw two giant bottles of Beefeater gin—both empty—and her ice bucket sitting in a puddle of water.
Groaning with the worst hangover she’d ever imagined, let alone experienced, she got out of bed, staggered into the bathroom, and started the shower. She looked at her image in the mirror and gasped aloud, “Holy fuck! What a train wreck!” 
After a shower that was so long that her fifty-gallon hot water tank was starting to give out, Diana cut of the spray, dried her body carefully and spent an hour on her hair and makeup. 
Her hands shook so badly from too much alcohol, too little food, and too much emotional angst that it took twice as long as usual to get ready, with results that were barely half as good as normal. When she was done, she looked like a rough approximation of herself and absolutely nothing at all like the glamour girl on the First Choice escort page.
“You look like shit,” she told the girl in the mirror. “But I guess I’m stuck with you and I really need some food!”
She dressed hurriedly in panties, shorts, bra and a loose top. Stepping into sandals, she headed for the front door, picking up her purse along the way. In the past few days, she’d eaten all of the cereal in the house, drunk all of the milk and also managed to gobble up all of the snack food she kept on hand; raisins, chips, pretzels, granola bars, and crackers.
“I’m through crying over Gavin,” she said aloud. “And I’m through feeling sorry for myself. A negative frame of mind assures a negative day, and I’m all done with being negative!”
You ought to be, she thought for the five-hundredth time since Gavin had left.
Imagine having the for real, honest-to-God love of your life right here in this house for a week and never having the guts to tell him that you loved him! How negative is that, you wussy bitch?
Diana felt the hot tears leaking out of the sides of her eyelids again. She stamped her foot angrily and said aloud. “No, Goddammit! I’m done with that!”
She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and reached for the door handle. 
A series of hard, insistent knocks shook the door at that exact moment. They were so loud and unexpected that she just about wet her pants.
“What the hell…” she blurted angrily as she yanked the door open. “What do you want? You scared the…”
On her doorstep stood Ashley Montclair, clad in a simple but striking outfit consisting of a pair of snug bright-white shorts which showed off her long, perfect legs and a low-cut, swirl-patterned blue and green blouse which showed off her well-tanned cleavage. She pushed her designer sunglasses down onto her nose with her forefinger and looked Diana up and down carefully.
“What in the fuck have you done to yourself, kitten?” she asked in a worried voice.
Diana felt all of her resolve melt into a little puddle. Her chest heaved and the tears she thought she had run out of were suddenly back in her eyes again, flooding out and running down her cheeks.
“Oh, Ashley!” she wailed, her heart feeling as if it were breaking all over again. “I, Gavin…we…”
She cried for a moment, flat out, unable to breathe, and then, after she’d caught a heaving breath, she sobbed, “Oh, Ash! I love him so much I can barely stand it and he…he…”
Diana’s voice trailed off, amid a blubbering breakdown of tears and heaving sighs and a struggle to make coherent words. Ashley stepped inside and swept her into her arms, patting her back gently.
“It’s okay, Di, take your time. I’m here for you, baby. Tell me what happened.”
At last, Diana leaned back a little in Ashley’s arms and managed to choke out, “He…he doesn’t want me, Ash! Be-because I’m a…whore! He just flew away and left me and…and I can barely…”
She bit her lower lip and fought to keep herself from falling completely apart again.
“I can’t seem to do shit, Ash! I just…I’ve just been crying and drinking gin martinis and crying some more and sleeping…”
Ashley embraced her friend again and whispered, “It’s okay, Di. You’re coming with me. We’re going to go over to my place, where I can take care of you properly. Here, come with me, baby, let’s just lock this front door and we’ll take my car, all right?”
 
“…and then he just left?” Ashley asked in mystified disbelief, her blue eyes wide at the very idea that a sweet man like Gavin Neal could be so oblivious to Diana’s feelings. “He didn’t say he’d call or that he’d be back soon or…anything?”
Diana shook her head, trying desperately not to start crying again. It had taken her the better part of two hours to sob her way through a re-telling of this last, best week ever/worst ever week in her life for Ashley’s benefit.
“I can’t believe, after everything you two did together,” Ashley said, shaking her head. “After growing that close to each other…that he’d just…”
She looked over at Diana. They were in Ashley’s bedroom, seated—fully clothed for a change—on the bed.
The blonde girl gave Diana an embarrassed, questioning look and said softly, “Are you sure that he was feeling the same things you
were feeling, Di? I mean, when you made love? You know, honey, sometimes guys don’t…”
She sighed and went on, “They might tell you that it was the best ever, and they might actually have meant it, when they said it, but that still doesn’t mean that…”
Diana shook her head insistently. She knew she couldn’t have imagined her love for Gavin or his for her in return. She just couldn’t have!
“That electric, tingle-all-over feeling we got when we touched—I’ve never felt that before with anyone else, Ash—trust me! And Gavin felt it, too, he told me so. We even talked about it a few times.”
After another awkward pause, Diana smiled ruefully at her friend. “I’ve broken up with several guys I really liked before, Ash. Ones that I thought for a while might be…the one. But it just didn’t work out? And it hurt like hell for a while, so I know what that feels like.”
Her smile grew bitter as she assured Ashley, “This wasn’t like that at all.
She took a deep breath and felt her eyes going wistful. She told Ash, “This was that fairytale kind of once-in-a-lifetime, soul mates-forever, One True
Love kind of thing that every little girl dreams about when her mom reads Cinderella to her.” 
Diana thought about what she’d just said, and then added remorsefully, “This was the kind of romance you imagine for yourself when you’re little, before you’ve had any experience with actual romance and had your expectations rudely readjusted by reality.”
“Awwww, honey!” Ashley sighed after a long pause, finally realizing just how deeply Diana had been hurt.
She reached out and embraced her again. 
“I’m so sorry! I hate myself for setting you up with him but, God help me, I thought it would be fun for you!”
She leaned back and looked at Diana, the intense sadness apparent in her blue eyes. “If I had have just told Colleen to call Patty or Lynette or Sandy or one of the other girls instead of you…none of this ever would have happened.”
Diana gave her tiny smile. “It’s okay. This will sound really weird, Ash, but despite the fact that my heart feels like someone drove a knife into it right now—and that I suspect it’s going to feel that way for a long time—I still wouldn’t trade a second of last week for anything!”
When Ashley looked shocked by that, Diana’s smile grew larger, more wistful. “I didn’t think love like that was really possible before. I had convinced myself that it was just a myth. This hurts like you can’t believe, Ash, but at least now I know that I can love someone that deeply.”
She felt her eyes filling again.
“I don’t know if anyone ever gets lucky enough to meet two guys who could be her soul mate in one lifetime. But from here on out, I’m keeping my eyes open for him, let me tell you!”
 
“If I hadn’t been such a basket case, we could have taken a little more time at my house and packed some clothes for me,” Diana said later that night. 
It was eleven o’clock and they had just finished watching a not very good movie in the front room. The two of them were now in Ashley’s bedroom and getting ready for bed.
“I could have at least stopped to pack some pajamas.”
Ashley looked at her as if she’d just announced that she’d like to marry a penniless sharecropper and have seventeen children by him.
“Pajamas—when was the last time you needed pajamas in my bed, cutie?”
Diana gave her a bashful smile. “I…I haven’t thought about sex much since…since he left, to tell you the truth, Ash.”
She looked away, even more embarrassed to admit, “Well, that’s not actually true. I’ve spent hours and hours remembering the two of us together, thinking about how fantastic the sex was between him and me!”
Ashley came around to Diana’s side of the bed and slowly began taking her friend’s clothes off, one garment at a time.
“It’s okay, cutie; we don’t have to make love. We can just snuggle and hold each other, doesn’t that sound nice?”
Diana blinked away tears. “Oh, Ash, it sounds wonderful. You’re my best friend in the whole world, darling!”
“Shhhhhh! Come on, let’s get into bed, okay?”
 
Diana looked over at the digital clock. It was midnight and she was cuddled with her friend. She was spooned back up against the younger girl’s sleek tummy and solid breasts, Ashley’s hands around her, cupping her perky handfuls. She could hear Ashley breathing slow and steady behind her, and knew that she was either asleep or close to it.
God, I’m so wet, Diana thought guiltily, her clit tingling! I didn’t think I’d feel this way…so soon…after what happened with…him!
She snuggled back against Ashley, reveling in the other girl’s smooth skin and soft curves. She realized that, even though she’d fallen so deeply in love with Gavin during the past week she could barely stand it, a part of her had still missed Ashley’s warm, lush young body nestled up against her just like this.
What a hopeless slut I am, she thought. Here I made a big deal out of being so broken up over what happened with Gavin that I didn’t want to have sex with Ash, and now I’m getting all juicy from feeling her so close to me.
Diana let out a big sigh. 
My nippies are hard as can be up against her palms and she’s not doing a thing to make ‘em that way—she’s asleep, as far as I can tell!
And then, suddenly, Ashley wasn’t asleep. Diana felt the girl stir at that moment, her hands closing a bit more firmly over her sensitive breast tips.
“Mmmmmmm, I know someone whose nipples are all pointy and hard,” Ashley whispered teasingly in Diana’s ear.
Diana giggled and ground her ass back against Ashley’s waxed-smooth pussy lips and found them to be as wet as her own. She pressed back harder against her friend’s chest and now felt Ashley’s own erect nipples poking against her bare skin.
You naughty thing!” Diana whispered back. “I know someone whose nippies are as hard as mine and whose pussy is just as slick!”
“Oh, is that little cunny of yours all juicy and hot for some loving, sweetheart?” Ashley’s amused voice was soft in her ear.
Diana felt her friend’s left hand slide off her breast and glide down over her stomach, seeking the vee where Diana’s pussy lay warm and damp and growing more slippery by the second. She sighed as Ashley’s finger eased inside, Diana’s clit really starting to pulse with excitement as the younger girl caressed it lovingly.
Next, Ashley’s lips were on Diana’s neck, kissing and then pulling off slowly, sucking the tender flesh lightly as they separated from the skin, only to plunge down an inch or two away, kissing again. She felt Ashley’s tongue come out and lick her shoulder, just off her neck. A spasm of pre-come joy tingled through her cunny.
“Ohhhhh, God, but I’ve missed that!” Ashley whispered into Diana’s ear. “I just love your pussy, Di! I can’t wait to eat it for you again, darling!”
Diana whimpered with lust at the thought of Ashley’s hot little tongue up her cunny once more!
She still loved Gavin with all her heart. But she had to admit, even while the two of them had been together, discovering each other, falling for each other, devouring each other—she had still occasionally found herself thinking about Ashley. With her stunning good looks, her incredibly sexy young body, the magic way she seemed to have of knowing just what Diana’s clit was craving—Diana had never totally stopped thinking about her nights spent in Ash’s bed! 
Her thoughts flashed back to that night in the exclusive restaurant, when Gavin had teased her about wanting to see Ashley and her together, in bed, loving one another. She’d never told him, but the thought of the three
of them in bed, with him watching her and Ashley make love, had made her pussy as wet as could be!
Unable to hold off for even another second, Diana turned in Ashley’s arms, her hands going to the back of the girl’s honey-blond mane. With a low moan, filled with desire, she whispered, “Oh, babe! I want you! Please, darling, love me! Love me and make me feel good again…I need it so bad, Ash!”
The next hour was a blur of kissing, licking, cuddling and caressing. Diana came three times, and she knew she got Ashley off at least that many as well.
Their lips and tongues went wild, lapping and sucking on tender, firm flesh, juicy female lips. She had asked Ash to make her feel good again and her best girl had more than delivered!
“Mmmmmmm!” Diana sighed, feeling wonderful again for the first time in what seemed like forever. “Oh, my darling Ash, you’re so precious to me!”
Ashley stared into Diana’s brown eyes, smiling contently.
“I love you, Di. Not maybe the way Gavin loved you, or the way you loved him…but I love you just the same. I still crave hot, hard cock and lots of it, but I don’t know if I can ever be really happy from now on without my sweet Diana in my life, too!”
“Oh, babe,” Diana whispered back, her heart turning over in her chest as she smiled intimately at her best friend. “I know exactly what you mean, believe me!”
Their lips came together. There wasn’t the same sort of electric excitement she had experienced with Gavin, but there was still a lot
of excitement! She felt her pussy boiling over again in anticipation of Ashley’s hot mouth on it, and her own tongue positively hungering to explore the girl’s lovely little slit again…
 



 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Two
 
 
Gavin Neal leaned forward at the conference table, trying his level best to focus on what Robert Fitzhugh was saying. Fitzhugh, short, rotund, and balding with pair of round, dark-rimmed spectacles that made him look slightly like an aging barn owl, was the lead broker representing the group of investors that was attempting to sell Gavin thirty-six thousand acres of failed cow ranch.
Their proposal was that he buy the property and turn it into a plush, gated residential hideaway eighteen miles out of San Antonio that they had hopefully re-named, Rancho De Los Sueños—Ranch of Dreams.
“…and I think you’ll agree that we’ve been very conservative in our estimates on that point, Gavin,” Fitzhugh said, smiling.
“Uh, I’m sorry, Bob,” Gavin said, rubbing his head absently with his palm and trying once again to focus. “What point was that?”
Fitzhugh looked flustered as he realized Gavin hadn’t been paying attention. He had been speaking for five or six minutes, enumerating the sales pluses that Rancho De Los Sueños’s full five acre ranchettes would offer to well-heeled prospective buyers. The idea that Gavin had not been hanging on his every word seemed to throw him off his game.
“Listen, we’ve been at it for over six hours now, counting lunch,” Gavin sighed apologetically. “I’m feeling kind of beat, Bob. Can we take this up in the morning again?”
Robert Fitzhugh clearly didn’t like adjourning the meeting until he’d finished his complete presentation. But Gavin Neal was the first potential buyer/developer who had showed any interest in the project who actually had the track record in developing huge projects and the financial clout to make the deal happen, if he chose to do so.
So Fitzhugh had little choice but to offer a weak smile and agree.
“Uh, sure, Gavin, we’re all tired, I think. Let’s meet back here at say…nine o’clock and we’ll finish up then, all right?”
“Perfect,” Gavin smiled back and nodded to the rest of Fitzhugh’s contingent of suits on the other side of the table.
He gathered up his briefcase and left the conference room, chiding himself mentally as he moved down the corridor toward the street. Not being able to get his head into business the way he should was a cardinal sin for Gavin. 
He knew full well why his attention was flagging, and it had nothing to do with Robert Fitzhugh’s, windy, overblown presentation or with Gavin being tired. What he couldn’t get his mind off of was the girl he knew should have been sitting at his side during this meeting…the girl he knew should be sitting at his side for the rest of his life; everywhere he went from now on—Diana Hudson.
 
The trip back to the hotel in the limo went quickly enough. The driver had him back in less than fifteen minutes.
The Watermark was among the finest places to stay in San Antonio, probably in the whole state of Texas, for that matter. But Gavin barely noticed.
He routinely stayed in five star hotels, and he paid little attention to this one as he strolled through the lobby and took the elevator up to his suite. He had been in San Antonio for the better part of a week now.
Spending the first part of his stay driving a rented Jeep all over the rolling hills comprising the acreage Fitzhugh’s group had for sale, Gavin had checked out the property carefully. He viewed it from a number of different vantage points, analyzing what he saw in light of the development plans.
He imagined roads, streetlights, two large parks, and a country club with a professionally designed eighteen-hole golf course at the center of it where there were now only brown knolls and draws and dry creek beds. As he had eyed the plans and tried to envision the completed development, he had tried at the same time to keep his mind off Diana Hudson—with little success.
The next part of the week had been spent in day-long meetings, conferring with local politicians, builders, contractors, and material suppliers. Then he had spoken at length with executives representing the various financing groups that would be handling the different loans covering the various parts of the project build-out, if things ever got that far.
All of the numbers in the voluminous proposal to build Rancho De Los Sueños had to be checked for accuracy as well, against written bids provided by the contractors, suppliers, etc. As a result, Gavin had been turning in late and getting up early.
But none of it had kept his mind off Diana for long. She had been with him all week, all the time. Her memory haunted him. 
 
Gavin stepped out of the elevator and found his room at the end of the hall. He slid his magnetic key card into the door lock and stepped inside, loosening his tie. 
“Hey, it’s my old friend, Gavin!” said the radiant redhead with the light dusting of freckles on her pretty face and the emerald eyes that shone so brightly they made a man smile, just seeing them.
“You were gone so long, I didn’t know if you were ever coming back, sweetie,” she chided him gently in her sexy-sounding Texas drawl.
Her name, or at least her business name, was Candy Connelly. She was in her early twenties, and was built the way most girls could only dream about being built. She had large, gravity-defying natural breasts that would no doubt start to droop when she reached her thirties, but which right now stood out as round and proud and perfect as could be.
Candy’s only article of clothing at the moment was a black negligee which was so sheer that you could see right through it. She smiled at Gavin, an empty cocktail glass full of ice in her hand as she stood across the room from him, in front of the bar.
“Drink, sweetie? You look like you could use it.”
“I could use several, I think,” Gavin said, pulling his tie all the way off and unbuttoning his collar. 
He threw off his suit jacket and tossed it on the couch. Accepting the dark scotch on the rocks she had just made for him gratefully, he toasted her with it before taking a big sip.
“Here’s hoping I have a better night than I had a day!”
Candy smiled and tugged at the tie at the top of the negligee. It parted and she pushed it off her shoulders, letting the wispy garment slide to the floor.
“I can practically guarantee that, sugar,” she whispered in her pronounced drawl as she stepped in closer to him, now completely naked. “Come here and let your sweet little Candy-girl make everything better!”
 
She did her level best but, strangely enough, things weren’t that much better. 
Gavin fucked her from behind, he fucked her from on top, and then he lay flat on the bed on his back and let Candy ride him. And she rode him with all of the vigor and expertise that a girl in her kind of shape, at her age, who had the kind of body she had and the enthusiasm for her job that she exhibited could muster.
He made her come three times. And finally, mercifully, she had gotten him off as well.
“Gavin, honey, what’s wrong?” she panted afterward, as they lay next to each other, their heads resting on the pillows at the top of the bed.
“Wrong?”
She made a face and then grinned.
“Come on, babe, don’t kid a kidder! I’ve been your date in San Antone how many times is this now…three? You just balled my brains out, like you always do. And you were super, as usual.”
He looked over at her, wondering what she was getting at. She shook her long red locks.
“Sweetie, you’re still dynamite in the sack, but on this visit, you’ve acted as if you’re having about as much fun when you’re fucking me as you might have getting a tooth filled or something!”
Her look grew serious as she added, “I’ve never in my life been with a guy who banged me as good as you just did who seemed to enjoy it so little!”
She flashed him a wry smile.
“And that’s coming from a girl who’s been with you a bunch of times when you were enjoying the hell out of it! You’ve still got the moves, but you act like you can’t remember why you’re doin’ it in the first place, darlin’!”
Candy leaned in closer. “Come on, what gives? What happened to Good Time Gavin, the working girl’s most fun client?”
Gavin sighed and heaved himself up out of bed. He started for the bar in the other room, still naked. 
“I’m getting myself another scotch. You want something, Candy?”
“Nah, I’m good.”
When he re-entered the bedroom suite a minute later, she was sitting up against the headboard, smiling expectantly. “Come on, Gavin. Give! What happened to you since I saw you last fall?”
“Well,” he said, letting out all the air in his lungs as he sat down on the edge of the bed and then taking a big cut out of his drink before breathing in deeply again.
“Everything was going along just as usual, and then I flew into California last week to look at a couple of office buildings. My regular girl, Ashley, couldn’t make the date, so her service set me up with another gal…a girl by the name of Diana…”
 
“Oh, wow!” Candy breathed out in awe, as if she’d been underwater, holding her breath for the last couple of minutes and had finally broken the surface. “Just…wow!”
“Yeah, wow,” Gavin sighed wistfully, finishing his scotch.
“So…what are you going to do?” Candy asked anxiously, her green eyes shining like a pair of jewels with an artificial light source behind them. “When are you going back there to see her?”
Gavin got up and headed for the bar again. He looked back over his shoulder as he got to the doorway, “Truthfully, I’m not sure what to do, Candy.”
It took him another forty seconds or so to add ice to his glass and fill it with scotch and return to the bedroom. Candy was staring up at him in slack-jawed amazement by then.
“What in the fuck do you mean—you don’t know what to do?” She demanded.
“Well, it’s true that I feel things for Diana that I’ve never felt before for anyone,” Gavin began defensively. “And she’s so smart! And the sex…the sex was just absolutely …otherworldly!”
He flashed Candy an apologetic look.
“Not that you’re not sensational, too. I mean—you’re incredible at what you…do…also! Don’t get me wrong.”
She made a dismissive motion with her hand.
“What about that electric
thing the two of you had? What about that fantastic week you two shared that ya’ll went on and on about just now?” 
She stared at him intently and then asked, “What was it you said…you felt like you’d
known her your whole life and that the two you just seemed to fit together?”
“Well…yeah, all of what you said is true,” Gavin admitted. “It felt like we were the perfect team, the perfect couple—just made for each other in every way possible.”
Candy gave an exasperated little snort. 
“So what in the hell are you doing here, in Texas?”
She glared at him. 
“You find the one girl in a zillion who’s absolutely perfect for you and you just walk out on her and fly down here?”
Obviously becoming more worked up by the second, she demanded, “Why? Why on earth are you wasting your time down here, looking into building some pie-in-the-sky, dude ranch-McMansions project for the rich and clueless?”
The girl shook her head in frustration, jumped out of bed and stomped over to the closet. She grabbed her empty suitcase and started to frantically jam clothes into it.
“Wha—what the hell are you doing?”
“I’m leaving!” Candy said, fuming. She glared at Gavin and then went back to cramming her stuff into the case once more.
“But I’m not due to check out until the end of the week!” he complained—his protest sounding lame even to him.
Candy looked up at him, her eyes suddenly filling with tears. 
“Do you know how special it is when you find someone like that…someone you can share your life with on that many levels?”
The naked redhead shook her head angrily and went over to the dresser and emptied it.
Before she started for the bathroom, she turned and added, in a sad voice, “Gavin, I’d walk a mile across fucking hot, broken glass in my bare feet to find a guy who would love me like that…and you…you dumb, insensitive, selfish sumbitch won’t even cancel a business trip!”
Gavin could feel his face coloring. Every word the girl had spoken had hit home. She had just succinctly summed up what he’d been feeling ever since he had gotten on the plane for Texas.
“It’s…it’s not just my business schedule,” he blurted defensively at last, hating to admit something like this to another living soul, especially to Candy, who, after all, was in the exact same…profession as Diana.
“I also kind of needed time to think. I don’t mean to offend you, Candy, but…but part of me is also wondering if I want to spend the rest of my life with girl who’s…”
Candy looked up from her packing, her face abruptly taking on a sad, knowing cast. “With a girl who’s a hooker, right?”
She sighed with pure exasperation.
“Jesus H. Christ, Gavin! You said she told you that you were what…her fourth ever john? Give me a break! How many working girls have you slept with in the last couple of years? Twenty, thirty, fifty…a hundred, maybe—but she didn’t hold that against you, now did she?”
Gavin drank the rest of his scotch in one gulp and then mumbled sheepishly, “I doubt it was a hundred.”
She stared daggers at him for long seconds, her bag packed. Hustling into a bra and panty set she had left out, she said sourly, “God, Gavin! For a smart guy, ya’ll are acting so fucking stupid I can’t even believe it!”
She quickly threw on the rest of her clothes. 
“We’ll send you a bill through this evening for services rendered thus far. If you don’t want to pay it, ‘cause I cut out early on you, I’ll understand. I really don’t give a fuck! I’m out of here.” 
Candy was out the door and gone practically before he could react. He sat heavily on the edge of the bed, thinking about what she’d said.
He sat motionless for five minutes or so in the dead silence of the empty room. He didn’t even want to imagine the emotional trauma Candy must have experienced in her young life that given her such a deep, instinctive insight into lost loves and the concept of a person being the one.

Whatever had happened to her, Gavin didn’t envy her the experience, and the deep emotional hole it seemed to have left her in heart.
What he did envy was the girl’s outspoken certainty about what he should do at this point in his life! And he knew, as sure as he knew anything, that she had been dead right.
He got up and went over to the phone. When the concierge came on the line, Gavin said simply, “I’m going to need a first class, one-way ticket to California, leaving tonight—if you can swing it—and a limousine to take me to the airport…”
 
On the way out to the airport, in the back of the limo, Gavin paid the bill for Candy’s week on his laptop, adding a note to the girl’s madam explaining that he had an emergency on the west coast and had been forced to end their week together early. He made no mention of her little tirade or of her stomping out of the suite or the fact that she had actually been the one to cut things short.
He also added a five-thousand dollar tip for the feisty young redhead to the bill, chuckling to himself about having the good fortune to meet two hookers in the same week who were both smarter and gutsier—and probably tougher—than he was.
As he closed the laptop, he admonished himself for thinking of Diana as a hooker. If things worked out the way he hoped they would when he got back to the west coast, that whole regrettable chapter in her life would soon be history.
As the limo wheeled into the airport off the freeway, he realized that Diana’s brief career as a call girl wasn’t really regrettable at all, if you really thought about it. If she’d never signed up to work for First Choice, he probably never would have met her.
 
Gavin Neal rang the bell and waited in front of the penthouse suite’s ornate double doors. There were only two condos on the top floor. And, according to the tenant directory in the lobby, the other one belonged to a Dr. Charles Smith and family, so Gavin was reasonably sure he had the right one.
It was eleven o’clock in the morning and he was hoping that even a woman who kept very late hours, such as the madam for an exclusive call girl service, might reasonably be expected to be up and around by now. He was wearing a tailored summer weight beige suit, a white shirt and the cream and tan-colored tie he’d purchased at Harrods’s last summer, when he’d spent ten days in London on business.
The door opened. A wide-chested man who was nearly Gavin’s height but who outweighed him by forty or so pounds of pure weightlifter’s muscle stood in it, casually blocking it. He looked down at the brown leather satchel Gavin held in his left hand.
“Whatever you’re sellin’, bud, we don’t need any,” the man said, his voice soft and deep but still full of menace, as he started to close the door.
“Oh, I bet you do,” Gavin told him with a smile. “Or at least I’m hoping your boss will think you do. Can I see her for a moment?”
“I don’t like repeating myself,” the man said with small grimace that might have been intended as a smile, the door closing further.
“Who is that, Gabe?” a woman’s voice called from inside the apartment.
“It’s Gavin Neal, Ms. Caldwell, and I come bearing gifts!” Gavin called past the hulking door sentinel. “May I show you?”
The big man, Gabe, stepped aside, prodded by and impatient elbow to the ribs from a tall, slender, very attractive woman of about forty or so with red-blonde hair. She was wearing a casual dress that had probably cost as much as Gavin’s Saville Row suit. 
He smiled at her as fetchingly as he knew how. He was hoping for charm, but was willing to settle for being taken as harmless.
“Ms. Caldwell, I’m Gavin Neal. I had the pleasure of being escorted around town by Diana…Dawson last week.”
Colleen Caldwell glanced furtively around the small hallway. Seeing that there was no one else, she stepped back and gestured him inside. 
“I make it a policy not to discuss such matters without first making sure to who I’m speaking to, Mr.…Neal, if that is indeed who you are.”
Gavin stepped inside and Gabe immediately shut the door, grabbed him, and spun him toward the wall. The big man shoved him firmly up against it and gave him a thorough frisking for microphones.
He then turned Gavin back around and carefully examined the buttons on his suit, his dress shirt, and even checked out his belt buckle in close detail.
“I’m sorry about that,” Colleen apologized with a wry smile. “But they make these covert listening devices so tiny nowadays. One simply can’t be too careful.”
Gabe took the wallet he had lifted from the hip pocket of Gavin’s suit pants during his search and extracted the Maryland driver’s license and one of Gavin’s business cards before handing the wallet back to him. The two of them stood there, in the foyer, smiling pleasantly at one another as Gabe retreated off into the apartment.
“So, what do you have in the bag?” Colleen inquired. 
She sounded as if she were trying to be polite and make conversation more that she actually cared what was in the satchel.
Gavin opened it, revealing stacks of cash, all neatly bound up with their paper wrappers around the middle of each stack, fresh from the bank. He grinned at her and whispered, “Thirty thousand in circulated, non-consecutive twenties—completely untraceable, Ms. Caldwell.”
“Intriguing,” Colleen commented.
“He’s Neal all right,” Gabe said as he re-entered the room and handed back Gavin’s license a minute later. “His picture’s all over the net. It’s him.”
“Well, then,” Colleen smiled, gesturing toward the living room. “Why don’t we sit down and have a chat and see what’s on Mr. Neal’s mind, Gabe. He’s brought me the most interesting present!”
Gavin took a seat on the couch, next to Colleen. Gabe chose to lean loosely against the doorway, hovering close like a large, protective evil spirit.
“I’d like to tell you a little story,” Gavin said. “It won’t take long, I promise. And then perhaps you can help me with some information I need.”
He nodded toward the bag on the floor next to Colleen’s foot. “My little…gift is intended to compensate you for your time and trouble…”
 
“That’s quite a tale, Mr. Neal,” Colleen said ten minutes later, when Gavin had finished. “And just what is it you require of me?”
“I went to Diana’s house,” Gavin replied.
“There’s no one there and it doesn’t look as if there’s been anyone there for a while. I spoke to a neighbor, Mrs. Gates, and she said it’s been at least a week since she last saw Diana around the place.”
Colleen stared at him but said nothing. He went on.
“None of the staff in this building will tell me anything, of course, since I’m not a cop and have no official status. But off the record, for the price of a crisp new one-hundred dollar bill, one of the service help shared with me that Ashley and a tall, very attractive friend of hers with long, raven-black hair, left for the airport in a cab a few days ago, with a couple of suitcases apiece.”
He leaned back and pointed to the satchel sitting near the coffee table. “I need to know where they went.”
“And what makes you so sure I would have that information?”
Gavin smiled patiently. “They both work for you. Even if they’re not on assignment and just went off on a vacation somewhere together, I’m betting they’d tell you where they were going and when they were coming back.”
Colleen’s gray eyes narrowed. “I don’t think I can help you. I’m not too keen about Diana having babbled to you about where I live in the first place, Mr. Neal. It wasn’t very professional of her.”
She brushed some imaginary lint off her dress and continued.
“I mean, I don’t mind speaking to you at all on our eight-hundred numbers, to make appointments, but I don’t really appreciate your being able to just show up here at my door and demand entrance whenever the spirit moves you to do so!”
“You must understand, Ms. Caldwell,” Gavin said softly, his eyes taking on a faraway cast, “The two of us talked about everything under the sun during our week together. I told her the name of the dog I had that got hit by a car and died when I was eight, for Chrissake!”
He smiled at her.
“Do you really think it’s so odd that she’d mention that you live in the penthouse of the same building Ashley does, when we came over here one day to pick up her car?”
Colleen looked away, at the view outside her sliding door, and then back. “Why are you so keen to know where she is? She’ll be back eventually and you already know where she lives. Why not just wait until she returns?”
Gavin whispered urgently, “I’ve waited thirty-two years to meet someone like her, and when I finally did, it was perfect…just perfect.
His look turned bitter as he admitted, “And then I didn’t have the guts to stay here and work through my own…shortcomings as a person. I had to run off to Texas and kick dirt clods down the hill and think things over and mope around until the truth finally hit me right in the face.”
He took a deep breath.
“I love her! She’s the only one on the planet that I’ve ever met who is just absolutely perfect for me! I’m going to do whatever it takes to win her back, and I don’t want to wait another damned minute, another damned second to get started. Now, where is she?” 
Colleen looked out the slider again. She seemed to be mulling over her options.
The deciding vote came from an unexpected quarter.
“Tell him,” Gabe’s raspy baritone demanded from the doorway.
They both turned and looked over at the towering muscleman. He looked across the room into Gavin’s eyes. “You really do love her, don’t you, friend?”
“I do,” Gavin admitted immediately.
Gabe looked over at Colleen. “Tell him, babe. He needs to know.”
She hesitated a moment longer, and Gabe said softly, “She’s a good kid—Col. She deserves a break like this, if this guy’s serious about her.”
He turned his gaze to Gavin. He asked quietly, the menace back in his voice, “Are you serious about her, pal?”
“I am,” Gavin said. “I want to marry her, if she’ll have me.”
Colleen sighed, “Very well, I don’t think you’re going to like this much, Mr. Neal, but since you insist on knowing, Ashley and Diana are on a date. They’re out of the country, in the Caribbean…entertaining some clients.”
Oh, dear God, she was certainly right about that, Gavin thought wretchedly! His heart felt as if the madam had just ripped out of his chest then and ground a high heel through it as it laid beating on the carpet. Colleen softened her tone instinctively, seeing the pained look the thought of Diana being with another man—other men—brought to Gavin’s face. 
“They are due to fly back next Tuesday. Their clients are leaving Sunday afternoon, but the two girls are due to stay on through Monday together…a little mini-vacation, you see?”
“W-where are they?” Gavin sighed, his voice sounding thoroughly defeated, even to him.
Colleen reached over and patted his hand.
“I will tell you that on Sunday morning, Mr. Neal, if you wish. That way, you can still fly down and speak with Diana in person, should you so choose. But it will be too late for you to get there in time to become embroiled in any sort of unfortunate…confrontation with the girls’ clients. They will be halfway back home before you could possibly arrive on the scene—all right?”
Gavin nodded. It was Saturday afternoon. That meant he could see Colleen first thing tomorrow morning, head for the airport and be on his way.
He thanked her for taking pity on him and helping him, promising to return in the morning at nine for the information he sought.
He got up and went to the door, thinking that the local airport and a good jet charter service should be his next stop today. Then he could be underway by nine-thirty tomorrow at the latest. 
He left the satchel containing the thirty-thousand dollars behind, sitting by the coffee table.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Three
 
 
“Di, I need to talk to you for a minute, before we go back out and rejoin the guys, okay?”
Diana finished fooling with her makeup and turned from the mirror over the sink to look at Ashley. She knew, without even glancing back over at the mirror, that she had a hangdog look on her face—just as she knew what Ashley was going to say before she even opened her mouth.
“The guys haven’t actually said anything yet, and I’m almost sure that they haven’t e-mailed Colleen to complain or anything either,” Ashley said quietly. “But…”
“I know!” Diana cut her off sullenly. “I told you I wasn’t ready for this yet. I told you that this trip was a bad idea, that you should have asked one of the other girls to partner with you instead of me!”
Ashley smiled at her comfortingly.
“It’s okay, Di, I think you’re doing fine, it’s just that you’re going to have to try and come across as a little more…I don’t know…animated? Kind of give the boys the impression that you’re enjoying their company, instead of that you’re just putting up with them?”
She winked at Diana. “After all, they are paying Colleen thirty grand for three nights with us, and, out of that thirty, you and I get to split fifteen thousand, sweetie, remember? Don’t you think the clients are entitled to at least a little smile from you occasionally for all that cash?”
Diana shrugged. She shot Ashley a defiant look and said, “I’m doing the best I can, Ash. I let a couple of them fuck me two at a time last night, like they wanted to, now didn’t I? I did ‘em—one up my butt and another up my pussy—a couple pairs of them, one right after the other. I’d never done that before, for anybody! What do they want for their damned money?”
Ashley waited for Diana to finish, and then said softly, “Maybe for you to at least give the illusion that you’re enjoying doing them, kitten? I mean, yeah, you let them all double penetrate you all right, but it was strictly a wham-bam, thank you, Ma’am deal.”
She gave Diana a disapproving look and added, “You did everything but say next. Di, it was as if you were a barber giving haircuts!”
Diana answered her friend’s sour look with one of her own. After a moment, she relented.
“Okay, Ash, I’ll try to be nicer to them, for your sake. I know this is important to you. These guys are regulars of yours and I don’t want to do anything to screw that up. I’m sorry!”
“It’s okay,” Ashley said, draping an arm around Diana’s shoulder as they left the restaurant’s small ladies’ room together and headed back toward their table.
“Tony and Paul are regulars. The rest of them are just friends of theirs or friends of friends,” Ashley said, to clarify things. “I don’t care if any of them ever date me again or not.”
She grinned at Diana and whispered, “Truthfully, Stan is too loud and obnoxious for me to take being around very often, and Frank has too many erection problems.”
“Yeah, and that Marty is kind of old and fat and scary,” Diana offered as they neared the table, keeping their voices very low.
“Scary? How so?”
Diana looked at her and grinned. “He’s so bloated up and out of shape that I’m afraid the excitement is going to kill him every time I suck off that tiny cock of his for him!”
With a sudden onset of conspiratorial giggles, the two best friends rejoined their six clients. The middle-aged Lotharios—who had paid the outlandish tab to hook up with the two of them here, in lovely, tropical, oh, so beautiful St. Kitts—were waiting at their table. Diana and Ashley sat down to finish their excellent lunch featuring grilled-lobster tails with drawn butter and fresh-baked French bread.
 
“Do you have any idea what they’re going to want by way of entertainment this evening?” Diana asked Ashley as they lay beside the sparkling blue swimming pool two hours later.
Ashley, her long blond hair still wet from a recent plunge into the clear water, smiled over at Diana, who was still dry and lying on a large beach towel on the concrete surrounding the pool. The top of Diana’s tiny black bikini was undone so that she could tan sans the telltale white line across her back.
“Another pussy licking show from the two of us to start things off, naturally,” Ashley said, “and then they’re all gonna’ want to take turns fucking us again until they can’t get it up anymore.”
Diana rolled her eyes. “Men—don’t they ever get tired of the same old thing? That’s what we did the first two nights too!”
Ashley laughed gaily. “Count your blessings, babe. At least none of these guys is hung like Gabe!”
Diana flashed a wry smile in return. “I guess you’re right. If any of these boys were in his class, cock-wise, and we had to do two dicks that size, two at a time, neither of us would be able to walk straight until next week!”
“If then!” Ashley giggled in agreement.
Just at that moment, the slider leading into the large, recently remodeled Victorian mansion the six men had rented for this long weekend in the Caribbean opened and two of them came onto the deck overlooking the pool. Stan, the loudmouth of the group, and Marty, the oldest and most out of shape guy among them, smiled down at the two skimpily clad beauties.
“Look at that, Marty!” Stan sighed in a stage whisper they could easily hear, “two hot young nymphs just aching for our big dicks!”
“Oh, Jesus, is it show time already?” Diana whispered to Ashley under her breath, flashing the men on the deck a phony little smile as she spoke.
Ashley winked at her and then turned to face the deck with her own insincere smile in place.
“Oh, my, look who’s all rested up from this morning’s big fishing charter! Are you boys all caught up on your napping and ready to party with us now?”
“Damned straight, we are!” Stan grinned at Ashley and Diana, raising a tall cocktail glass in their direction and saluting them with it. “We didn’t really need to sleep, you know. We were just resting our eyes for a little while after that big lunch!”
Diana smirked, remembering the chorus of snores coming from the open bedroom doors upstairs after their party had returned from the noon meal downtown, at the harbor restaurant.
Didn’t need to sleep—my ass! Shekept her insincere smile in place for their benefit.
The guys had gotten up early this morning, taken a cab to the pier and gone out fishing for several hours. After returning home at lunchtime with a nice selection of Wahoo, dorado, and snapper they’d caught and that the boat crew had cleaned, filleted, and iced down for them, they’d put the fish in the refrigerator for the cook to fix for tonight’s evening meal. Then all of them, plus Diana and Ashley, had headed back to downtown for a leisurely lunch. 
Several rounds of drinks and a big meal later, their middle-aged clients had retreated to the upper story, and a long nap, while the girls had gotten into their suits and headed for the pool. It was just getting into the late afternoon and, apparently, the crew was now awake and ready for some…entertainment.
Diana cut her eyes back over her shoulder, toward her naked back. “Would you, sweetie?”
“Sure,” Ashley smiled, reaching over and finding the ties and rapidly redoing Diana’s top. 
“Let’s go up and schmooze with the boys, okay?”
“Okay,” Diana sighed, sending a little grin Ashley’s way. “And I’ll be on my absolute best behavior, I promise!”
They got to their feet and climbed the three wooden steps up to the deck. Stan and Marty got to their feet as the girls approached the round table they were seat at, with its jaunty shade umbrella sprouting up out of the middle. 
“Get you ladies a libation?” Stan asked, leering at Ashley’s big breasts, barely contained as they were by her tiny red bikini top.
Ashley looked over at Diana, who shrugged and then offered Stan another big, obviously phony smile. “Sure, sugar. How about a dry gin martini for me, olives, lots of ice? Make it a double, now that I think about it!”
“Can you do a Mai Tai for me?” Ashley asked Stan, batting her eyes at him shamelessly.
“You bet!” Stan answered, straining to tear his eyes away from her breasts. “Come on, Marty. Let’s do a little quick bartending for our lovely hostesses!”
“You’d better not get shit-faced on me and pass out and make me fuck all six of these geeks by myself tonight,” Ashley threatened in a little mock-growl as soon as the slider was closed and the men were back inside the house.
Diana giggled. “I’d never do that to my best girl, sweetheart! But I am going to have to get a pretty good buzz on in order to cheerfully bang these elderly losers again and even pretend to like it. Do you mind?”
“Buzz away, gorgeous,” Ashley purred, stroking Diana’s hand. “Just put on a good show for the troops when the time comes, that’s all I ask. Make sure they think that their thirty grand was well spent, okay?”
Diana winked at her. She hated the thought of spending the night pretending she was enraptured with the idea of fucking all of these broken-down old pussyhounds again. But business was business and she had let Ashley talk her into accompanying her down here—and at least trying to forget her troubles for a while—amid the spectacular island scenery…
 
And now for the only really fun part of the evening! Diana thought as Ashley undid her bikini top and slid it off.
The excellent fresh fish dinner had been served and eaten, the cook had gone home, and a goodly portion of pre-dinner and after dinner cocktails had been consumed by one and all—especially by Diana. Now everyone was gathered in the living room, Ashley and Diana were on their knees facing each other on the soft wall-to-wall carpet in front of the couch, where four of their clients sat, nursing cocktails, watching the girl-girl show intently. The other two men sat in overstuffed chairs on either end of the couch, leaning forward, sipping their drinks and ogling Diana’s bare breasts as they came into view.
“Oh, man, what a cute little set of titties that gal has!” one of them sighed.
“Yeah, they’re great all right, but let’s see Ashley’s again too!” another demanded. “Come on, Diana! Get your girlfriend’s knockers out and get to suckin’!”
Suppressing a sigh of utter disdain at the man’s crude comment, Diana smiled as alluringly as she could and undid Ashley’s top. She skimmed the miniscule garment off, freeing Ashley’s impressively round, firm breasts, and tossed it out of the way.
“How about it, beautiful?” Ashley whispered, her voice low and sexy and loud enough for all of the on-looking men to hear easily. “Are you gonna’…suck ‘em for me?”
Diana felt her pussy clench, despite the presence of her male audience. She knew that Ashley was just toying with the clients, jacking them up, but she still loved the way the stunning blonde girl was looking at her. Ashley’s blue eyes were sultry and hungry. The girl looked as if she were just dying to lick Diana’s little pussy for her!
Reaching out and taking a half-erect nipple in each hand, Diana smiled back, teasing them lovingly to full prominence. “I’m gonna’ suck ‘em like crazy for you, babydoll, but first, I want some sugar!”
Diana drew Ashley in to her by her nipples, twisting them lightly between her fingertips as the two of them kissed. Ashley moaned and opened her mouth, letting Diana’s tongue dart inside to play with hers.
“Mmmmmmm!” the hot blonde groaned, her tongue going wild against Diana’s.
There was a collective gasp from the men. “Jeeeeeeeezus! I don’t ever get tired of seeing these two go at it!” one of them sighed.
“You got that right!” another commented breathlessly.
 
“Back there?” Diana sighed, letting Stan’s short, thick cock slip briefly from between her lips and glancing back over her shoulder at Marty, who had just eased his smallish prick out of her wet pussy and was now nudging it against her lubed up anus. “Why, Marty, you naughty
boy, you!”
The hefty man stopped pushing, looking suddenly worried. “Is it…is it okay?”
Diana smiled at him. She wondered briefly how this soft, doughy, not terribly sure of himself older man had ever managed to amass enough money in his lifetime to afford to be here with her and Ash for the weekend.
“Sure, babe,” she told him reassuringly. “I was just teasing. Fuck me in the ass nice and hard, you stud, really give it to me!”
Marty’s pink face, with its many broken blood vessels from too much alcohol over the years, lit up as if she had just told him that he’d won the lottery. He pushed forward again and she relaxed her ass muscles as she felt his smallish cock penetrate her. With a sigh, she turned back toward Stan’s less-than-magnificent prong and started sucking it again.
“That’s it, baby!” Stan crowed. “Suck it! Suck my big cock and get yourself a hot mouthful!”
Mouthful! Diana thought derisively. He’ll be lucky if he can deliver two little squirts after as many times as this thing has gone off already in the past three days!
As she dutifully bobbed her head over Stan’s prick and Marty banged away in her backdoor, Diana glanced over and observed Ashley riding sensuously up and down atop Paul and Tony’s nice sized-cocks, Paul in back and Tony up the blonde girl’s tight little pussy. Ashley’s head was thrown back, her eyes closed in seeming ecstasy as the men squeezed her jutting nipples and rammed themselves deep inside her lush young body.
With a resigned sigh, Diana acknowledged how fantastic Ashley looked as she did her part of this job. She resolved to try and live up to what she’d promised her blonde friend earlier. Looking up at Stan, she faked a hot, excited moan, letting his rigid prong slip from her mouth momentarily.
“Oh, baby, what fat, hard dick you’ve got! God, I just love sucking it! I adore getting my lips around a big, thick bad boy like this one!”
Stan grinned from ear to ear. “Really? Damn! Then suck it, baby! Suck my big cock off, you hot little slut, Diana!”
Mmmmm! Yeah!” Diana agreed, running his wet dick all over her cheek as if she were worshiping it. “I just can’t seem to get enough! I just can’t get enough of your big prick, baby!”
She licked all around the head again and then shoved her lips forward, spearing it deep into her mouth, her tongue going all around it. She bobbed her head faster and faster, sucking hard and moaning as if Stan’s cock in her mouth and Marty’s barely-there presence in her ass were about to combine to give her the orgasm of the century!
 
At eleven o’clock, there wasn’t an erect penis to be seen. Diana and Ashley lay next to one another on the carpet, absently toying with one another’s nipples, checking the group to make sure that everyone was done for the night. Diana looked over at Frank, the older fellow with the cock that was as thin as he was—the one that just couldn’t seem to stay hard for long, no matter how much Viagra he took.
With a resigned sigh, she got up onto her hands and knees and made her way over to where he sat looking slightly lost in a wingback chair. She got onto her knees in front of the naked man and rose up until she was nearly eye-to-eye with him.
“So, Frank, honey, what would you like me to do for you?” she asked him, touching his soft cock gently with just the fingertips of her left hand as she smiled at him.
“Oh, uh, nothing!” he sighed. “I’ve, uh…I’ve had plenty of sex on this trip, Diana, but thanks for asking.”
She smiled at him, trying to remember what she’d seen him do this evening. She was pretty sure he’d fucked Ashley for a little while earlier. And she knew that he’d been inside her pussy for a brief time as well, but she couldn’t remember him coming either time. 
She seemed to remember Ashley sucking him for a few moments earlier in the evening. That was just before she’d been rudely pulled away and dragged into the middle of the room by Paul and Tony so that they could double-fuck her.
Abruptly deciding to further honor her vow to Ashley and earn her money on this trip, she took pity on Frank.
“Come with me, honey,” she whispered softly, getting to her feet and taking his hand.
“What…where are we going?” Frank murmured, getting up and letting her lead him into the kitchen, through it and into a small bedroom that had been originally built for a live-in cook, back when the mansion was new.
“I don’t think that I…”
“Shhhhh!” she quieted him, closing the door behind them and pulling him down onto the single bed with her.
“Just relax,” she told him as the lay next to each other in the darkness. “I know you haven’t had nearly as good a time on this trip as some of the others. It’s okay. Just take your time. We have all night.”
Frank touched her breasts and sighed, and then pulled his hand away guiltily. “It’s my wife…she has cancer and we can’t…”
Diana nodded, waiting for him to go on.
“I shouldn’t even be here, like this!” he managed to choke out after a long pause. “It’s not right. I know that! But…but I just miss it so much—the sex, I mean—and my poor Paula…she can’t…”
She pulled him in closer and he began to cry softly in the darkness. After a minute or two, she heard him suck in his breath and force himself to stop sobbing.
“Does she still love you?” Diana asked quietly.
“Yes. We’ve been married for thirty-one years.”
“And do you still love her?”
“Oh, God, yes!” he blurted. “You can’t imagine how much! That’s why this is, this is just such a…”
“Shhhhhh!” she quieted him again, her hands running up and down the taut flesh lining his skinny frame. “If she loves you that much, don’t you imagine that she’s just devastated she can’t give you what you need in bed anymore? Don’t you think that she’d want you to have a little of the kind of happiness she was able to share with you for so many years?”
Frank was quiet for long moments. And then she felt the throb of his soft cock flesh against her thigh. She reached down and took it in her hand and whispered.
“It’s very dark in here, Frank. Just close your eyes and pretend that I’m Paula and that you love me and I love you, okay, darling?”
She leaned in and kissed him. It was a long, sweet, gentle kiss and by the time it was done, two things had happened; Diana had experienced a small inkling of the love that this couple had shared for so long, and Frank’s long, thin prick was firm and erect in her palm.
Rolling onto her back, she guided him into her. He knelt between her spread legs and she felt him sink all the way into her wetness with a soft sigh.
“Oh, Paula, darling!” he gasped in her ear. “It’s been so long, and I’ve missed you so much!”
It didn’t take long. Diana worked her hips easily against him as he thrust, matching his rhythm instinctively. In less than three minutes, she felt his whole body stiffen on top of hers and heard him murmur contentedly, “Oh, Jesus, Paula! It feels so good inside you! You’re the best!”
A tear rolled down her cheek as she felt him shoot a respectable load of semen into her and then the tiniest of orgasms gripped her briefly—the first climax of any sort she’d managed with a man since she had been with Gavin that last time. She stroked Frank’s back and let him drain the rest of his spend into her tightness, glad that she had been able to give him this small moment. 
She didn’t even want to think
about what Frank and his wife of so many years had to face when he returned home to their now sexless marriage and her long uphill battle against such a horrible opponent.
 
There were two cabs out in front of the Victorian rental the next morning. One was wedged full of suitcases belonging to the six men and the other was there to take Diana and Ashley to another nearby hotel up the beach for their two night mini-vacation together before returning to California. The two groups said their goodbyes quickly—light pecks on the cheek being the order of the day.
“I want you to have this, dear,” Frank whispered to Diana as they embraced, placing something firm and round in her hand as unobtrusively as he could manage.
She looked down and saw a large roll of hundred dollar bills, held closed with a rubber band. Blushing, she tried to give it back to the older man. “You don’t have to do that, Frank!”
“You didn’t have to do what you did last night either, Diana,” he whispered urgently to her. “But I sure thank you for doing it!
His fierce blue eyes held hers as he told her sternly, in a voice a father might use to upbraid a wayward daughter, “You’re much too good a woman to do this sort of thing for a living, young lady! I want you to take this money and make some sort of a new start for yourself if you can.”
With that, the tall, gray-haired stick of a man turned on his heel, marched stiffly away—never looking back—and got into the cab. Diana guiltily shoved the wad of bills into the pocket of the sundress she wore, the big roll making an unsightly bulge, and then walked over to her own cab.
St. Diana, the whore with the heart of gold, that’s me, she said to herself, her thoughts bittersweet as she got in next to Ashley and they headed for their new hotel.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Four
 
 
Diana sat by herself on a rock beside the ocean in the gathering darkness. She wore a light knit top and a long, floral-print skirt, cut in the island style, her sandals held loosely in her left hand as she dangled her bare feet into the surf. The gentle breeze coming in off the bay caressed her long hair and blew it back off her shoulders and fluttered the thin material of the skirt around her ankles just above the water.
It had been a lovely day. After checking into their new hotel room and dropping off their luggage, she and Ashley had taken a cab back into the heart of Basseterre, St. Kitts’s capital city, to do some sightseeing.
The two of them had wanted to do this sort of thing earlier in their stay, but their male companions had vetoed the idea. They had been interested only in seeing Diana and Ashley, preferably naked and performing kinky tricks for their entertainment. Their clients had shown zero interest in touring a bunch of dusty old government buildings dating from the middle sixteen-hundreds—not when there was sweet young pussy to be ogled instead.
Now on their own and free to do as they pleased, Diana and Ashley had seen everything. They had treated themselves to a horse-drawn carriage tour, complete with stops at the capitol building itself, and at the Circus, modeled after Piccadilly in London, with its distinctive green cast iron clock tower with four clock faces at its center.
They had spent an hour at the old Customs House—built right on the harbor’s edge, where all imports and exports had passed in and out of the country for centuries. That had been followed by a fun shopping tour at through a number of quaint old shops.
Next, they had enjoyed a wonderful midday meal at a beautiful little out of the way French restaurant that their tour guide/carriage driver had recommended. After which, they had taken in the Georgian architecture on display in street after street of old colonial houses. The stately homes featured ornate wrought iron gates and fences and their sweeping lawns were surrounded by the island’s lush vegetation.
They had still managed to return to their hotel early enough to take advantage of the wonderful, sugar-white sandy beach. While sunning themselves, they had enjoyed several rounds of cocktails, graciously fetched for them by a tall, smiling black Adonis of a waiter from the beach bar at the rear of the hotel.
As the afternoon had lengthened, they had taken a unhurried shower together, which had ended in a not so unhurried but oh, so much fun romp in bed. Then they had taken a cab to a small local café near the water a mile or so from their hotel that the concierge had recommended. Dinner had, once again, been a triumph.
After returning to their hotel, Diana had craved a walk on the beach’s warm sand, and a last look at the Caribbean before total darkness descended. But Ashley had been too comfortable lying on their king bed with a book she was enjoying to join her.
So here she sat, alone, staring out at the bay and the small white swirl of waves in the gathering darkness. She sighed, her mind a confused mish-mash of emotions, regrets, satisfaction, and…longing.
Diana had thoroughly enjoyed her day with Ashley, the freedom of having plenty of time and plenty of money to go where they wanted and see what they wanted without a bunch of horny old men hurrying them along. Also, she was glad to have earned her half of another fifteen thousand dollars. Although, she still had a semi-bad taste in her mouth from the way she had earned it, her tender little interlude with Frank being the single bright spot in that otherwise sordid memory.
Tonight promised to be sweet as well. She just loved being in bed with Ash. They were so good together, instinctively knowing just what would make it perfect for the other one, and by extension, for each of them individually. She just adored making Ashley climax and she knew Ash felt the same way about giving her pleasure. 
Besides being able to enjoy some fun time alone with Ashley in this exotic new setting, this trip’s other plus had been that it had kept her mind occupied until now. Servicing the needs of six men hadn’t given her much time to brood about Gavin.
On the other hand, she admitted to herself as she gazed out at the ocean, every time she had done anything with one of those men, memories of Gavin had come rushing back into her mind. She sighed, wondering if every time she used her mouth on some guy from now on, she’d think of Gavin and how much better his big, unusual-looking prick had felt sliding into her lips. 
From now on, when she made love to a man—whether for profit as a First Choice girl, or for her own pleasure, should she meet a man that she fancied spending a night with on her own time—would he
always come up short in her estimation, a poor second to Gavin’s memory? Would she ever meet a man who could make her forget all about her beautiful, sexy, lost soul-mate?
“Diana…is that you?”
She turned around so quickly she almost lost her balance and toppled off the rock and into the bay. Standing ten feet away in the dim light—the brightly lit hotel off in the distance behind him—was the man she had been agonizing over, Gavin Neal!
Everything seemed to stop, including Diana’s heart. She squinted into the darkness, trying to see more clearly, to make sure he was real and not just some phantom her needy psyche had conjured up.
“Ashley said you’d gone for a walk, and she thought you had headed this way, but she wasn’t sure,” Gavin said.
“H-How?” she whispered, standing up in the rising surf, her long skirt hanging down into the water. “How did you find me?”
Gavin laughed nervously. He took a step closer to her. “Money, determination, and sheer bull-headedness—that’s all it took to find you, darling. And, luckily, I’m blessed with all three.”
She now took a step closer to him, stopping when she was a few feet away, as soon as she could make out his handsome face in the near total darkness on the beach. He was dressed casually, in loose-fitting white linen pants, a brightly colored island print shirt, and some sort of woven fabric, gum-soled sandals worn without socks.
Her heart, which had begun hammering within her chest from the time he’d first called her name, moments ago, now beat even faster as she could make out his features. She had spent so much time since he’d left fantasizing about him that she could barely believe that he was here, before her. And that he was even more gorgeous in the flesh than she’d remembered him!
“What are you doing here?” she managed to ask, after long seconds spent just staring raptly at him.
“I rehearsed this part flying down here,” Gavin whispered, shifting his weight nervously from one foot to the other in the loose sand. “It seemed a lot easier on the plane than it does now…facing you!”
Before Diana had time to agonize over just what that might mean, Gavin abruptly dropped to his knees in front of her, his lovely white linen pants becoming instantly soiled with wet sand. He didn’t seem to notice. Staring up at her with what looked like desperation stamped across his face, he reached into the pocket of his slacks and pulled out a small white box.
“Diana…I know I don’t deserve a woman as wonderful as you, after disappearing on you like I did, but…” he snapped the box lid open and Diana saw a ring with a huge diamond glinting atop the dark backing. “Would you do me the incredible honor of marrying me?”
A surge of joy so strong that it threatened to overwhelm her completely enveloped Diana. She opened her mouth to speak, couldn’t say a word, suddenly couldn’t get a breath, couldn’t move her feet!
“Umm! I…I…” she managed to stammer before the stars up above her head suddenly began spinning, like fireworks in the night sky on Independence Day back home. She tried to suck in another breath, found she couldn’t, and then everything went black…
 
“I don’t think we’re going to need the doctor,” Diana heard Gavin’s voice through what seemed like some sort of fog. “She seems to be coming around.”
Diana blinked. The lights in the plush hotel suite she and Ashley were sharing seemed bright and harsh as her vision sharpened. She shook her head slightly, trying to clear it, as it lay on the pillows of their big bed.
“W-what happened?” she asked groggily.
Gavin gave her a sheepish grin. “You fainted; I’m afraid, dead away into the surf. And it took me by such surprise that I wasn’t quite quick enough to catch you!”
Diana looked down and saw that she was completely naked under the bed’s covers. Glancing over at the mirrored sliding closet doors, she saw the outfit she had worn to dinner in a pile on the carpet, sopping wet, her bra and panties on top.
“Gavin carried you back up to the room, sweetie, and I took your things off and dried your hair as best I could,” Ashley whispered, putting the phone back into its cradle and caressing Diana’s other hand. “You were soaked.”
“It was all my fault!” Gavin said hastily. “I shouldn’t have just…sprung such a thing on you! I was thoughtless, darling.”
Diana smiled at him, her heart singing again as she remembered him on his knees, the ring, shining so brightly in the dim light from the distant hotel.
She whispered softly, “Did you show Ashley…what you showed me…right before I took my swan dive into the surf?”
“No,” Gavin smiled back warmly, his eyes glowing with love for her. “I jammed it back in my pocket and scooped you out of the ocean, love.”
“Show her,” Diana said. “Show me! I want to see it again in the light, now that I’m ready for the shock!”
Gavin released his hold on her hand and reached into his pocket, bringing out the small white case again and flipping it open. The diamond blazed forth in the relatively bright luminance of the room’s indirect lighting.
“Omigod! How gorgeous!” Ashley sighed, eying the spectacular engagement ring.
Diana was beaming. It was the prettiest ring she’d ever seen in her life! Or, maybe she was slightly prejudiced, because it was hers,
but it was pretty damned incredible looking!
“You never told me,” Gavin said slyly. “Are you going to accept it? Will you marry me, beauty?”
Diana looked over at Ashley and grinned. “Well, do you think I should take a chance on him, babe?”
Ashley nodded yes, a tear escaping from the corner of her left eye and rolling down her cheek. She sniffled. “I told him when he showed up at the room and asked where you were that if he hurt you again, I’d personally drag him off that beach and beat him to death!”
She patted Diana’s hand and added. “The offer still stands, kitten. If he ever lets you down again from now on, you let me know and I’ll whip his cute ass for him, okay?”
“Okay,” Diana smiled up at her friend, tears now running down both of her cheeks as well.
She turned back toward Gavin.
“You know the answer’s yes, you silly man. You must have known that for weeks now. If you can’t tell how much I love you every time I look at you, then you really must be blind!”
She took a deep breath. Gavin was swooping in to kiss her, the joy her answer had given him apparent on his handsome face.
Diana put a palm up against his lips, stopping him in mid-swoop. “This is a very…unusual,” she hesitated for a second and considered what word to choose next, “situation for a marriage proposal to be made in.”
She smiled, slightly embarrassed by what she had to say next, but determined to say it and get things out in the open with Gavin. “You notice that Ashley and I are sharing a room, darling, and that there’s only one bed in that room.”
Gavin sat back up on the side of the bed and nodded, a sly smile creeping over his face as he realized the full implication of her careful words. Diana went on, “That’s because we wanted to spend at least a couple of nights together in this beautiful place before we went back home. We wanted to cuddle and snuggle and…you know…be together, as a couple!”
Her new fiancé’s eyes widened but he didn’t say a word. Diana turned toward Ashley and smiled up at her. 
“And I still want to do that, ‘cause she’s my best friend in the whole wide world and ‘cause we were both looking forward to spending this time together so much.”
She turned back and looked at Gavin. “You said once that you’d like to see Ash and me making love. Well, my lucky husband-to-be, it looks as if you’re going to get your wish!”
Before he could say a word in reply, she went on to add, “I had a lot of time to think about it, after you…left…and I realized that, as much as I love you, Gavin darling, part of me needs Ashley in my life as well.” 
She stared up at him, defiant, and said, “She’s always been there for me on so many different levels, and she’s the one person who’s never ever let me down, so I’m not giving her up again…not even for you!”
Gavin’s face suddenly looked very confused. She grinned at him.
“Don’t worry, darling. I’m still going to marry you…this just means that you’re occasionally going to have to share our marriage bed with this young blonde goddess who loves me so much. Do you think that you can handle that?”
Diana was suddenly reminded of last night, and how her recent client Marty’s, face had looked like he’d just won the lottery when she told him that he could go ahead and put it up her backdoor. Right now, Gavin’s face looked as if he’s just discovered that he held the winning tickets to every lottery drawing in the country, all at once!
 
“So, sweetie, is it as good as you imagined it would be?” Diana whispered in Gavin’s ear later that night.
The room was dark except for the moonlight coming in from the half open drape on the slider overlooking the beach. Gavin was on his knees—his long, distinctive-looking cock was gliding in and out of Ashley’s tight little pussy. Diana was in a reverse-cowgirl position above her young blonde friend’s face, kissing her fiancé as Ashley, lying on her back, got fucked by Gavin and noisily gobbled Diana’s cunny at the same time.
“Jesus, yes!” Gavin gasped, clearly not quite believing his luck at having two gorgeous, unbelievably sexy women making love to each other as he made love to both of them.
“Ash, honey,” Diana sighed, “Can we switch again for a moment? I need some more of my baby’s sweet cock and I’m just dying to lick that naughty little puss-puss of yours again!”
“Mmmmmmm!” Ashley murmured, as Diana disengaged from her mouth. “That sounds wonderful, darling! Your honey’s cock is so good! He made me come so hard just then!”
The trio broke apart of a moment, and then Diana was on her hands and knees, her butt pointed back at Gavin, who slipped into her from behind and began fucking her with a huge sigh of satisfaction as her head dipped downward. Ashley gently stroked her friend’s cheeks with her fingertips as Diana’s tongue found the girl’s wet pussy and began to lick softly at the tender pink flesh.
“Oh, Di, darling!” Ashley moaned. “No one eats me the way you do, lover!”
Gavin started moving his hips faster and faster, sighing, “Goddamn, but you two are gorgeous together! You’re so beautiful, both of you!”
Diana moaned, Gavin’s manhood feeling so good inside her that she was almost ready to come again. Ashley’s talented little mouth and tongue had taken her so close, before they’d traded off, and now her darling Gavin’s wonderful cock was stroking her right across the finish line in record time!
“Ash! He’s…oh, fuck, baby,” Diana whimpered, her cunny spasming out of control around her lover’s cock. “He’s getting my pussy off so good, honey!”
“God!” Ashley murmured, pushing her hips up off the mattress as Diana shivered through a massive orgasm, never missing a lick or a kiss on Ashley’s ready-to-explode pussy. “You guys are so terrific together…it’s so fucking hot, being in bed with you two!”
Ashley lasted another twenty seconds or so before screaming that she was coming again too, Diana’s tongue going crazy around her clit as she shimmied and moaned beneath the rutting couple. Gavin’s cock jerked hard inside of Diana’s still-twitching cunny and he gasped as he rammed in deep inside his bride-to-be and unleashed a fresh torrent of come.
“Ohhhh! Oh, fuck! You two are too much!” he panted, his balls clenching again and again, filling her.
When his prick had shriveled to softness, he pulled out and slid down onto the bed, sucking air loudly. Turning onto his back, he looked at his beautiful Diana and then over at stunning little Ashley and grinned happily.
“I am the luckiest man alive!” he managed to rasp after another moment, still trying to catch his breath.
Ashley flopped down on one side of him and Diana took the other. The two smiling women each kissed him on a cheek and then nestled into his embrace.
After a short break, as they all got their breath back, the girls looked at each other across his chest. “Do you think we should get him up again?” Diana asked—an impish smile on her face.
Ashley didn’t bother to answer, she just slid on down his body and leaned over and sucked his gooey cock into her mouth and began cleaning it of Diana’s slick pussy spend and his own pudding-thick semen with her tongue. Gavin moaned.
“No, please girls, not yet! D-do something with each other for a little while, and then I’ll jump in when I’m, uh…ready again, okay?”
Ashley came back up and stared at Diana across his furry chest. Her lips were shiny with their combined come.
“See anything you might like a taste of, pretty girl?” she whispered to Diana, her voice sounding positively silky with rekindled desire.
Diana smiled and leaned across Gavin’s chest. She licked his spunk off Ashley’s lips and swallowed it noisily for his benefit before fitting her mouth over her girlfriend’s and beginning a sensual, provocative French-kissing session.
Gavin sighed, his cock starting to stir already as he watched the women intentionally putting on a show for him. He shook his head, “I’ll never make it to the wedding and the honeymoon…you two are sure to kill me long before then!”
The two women broke off the kiss. Diana reached over and took his swelling cock in her fist and teased it as she bent down and kissed him just as passionately as she’d just been kissing Ashley.
After a minute or so, during which Gavin got stiffer and stiffer, Ashley’s hand took her place on the upraised shaft. The blonde girl bent down and kissed his recently vacated lips every bit as lovingly as Diana just had.
When he was brick-hard again, Ashley brought her head up from his lips and kissed Diana long and hard so that he could watch, his prick jerking in her hand. At last, the kiss broke off and the two smiled at each other.
“Do you want to go first this time, babe?” Ashley asked her lover.
“Why don’t you?” Diana whispered, leaning down over Gavin. “I want to kiss my sweetie for a little while.”
She ran her left hand through his hair, admiring the way her gorgeous ring shone against the dark background, pushing her tongue into his mouth as she kissed him. At the same time, Ashley swung a leg over his torso and lowered her juicy slit down over his rampant hard on. Gavin moaned in pure ecstasy as the younger girl began to ride his cock and his Diana continued the scorching kiss.
“Are you enjoying yourself, darling?” she asked teasingly when she finally broke off the kiss.
“What do you think, sexy?” he panted, grinning from ear to ear.
“Well, you’d better be,” she smiled back at him, “because it’s just the first night of many to come, darling!
 



 
 
 
Epilogue
 
 
“I’m sure you’ll agree, after this brief review of the proposal and our presentation, that this is an unparalleled opportunity,” the hefty man sitting across the table from them said confidently at the end of the hour meeting.
“And I’m also sure that you’ll agree that our asking price of one million, one-hundred and fifty thousand dollars is more than fair and substantially below market, Mr. Neal.”
Gavin smiled and turned toward the stunning dark-haired woman in the spectacular blue suit and low-cut white blouse sitting beside him. All of the men on the other side of the table had been stealing glances at her throughout the meeting, whenever they thought she and Gavin weren’t looking.
He lowered his voice and said to her, “I have some calls to make on the California project, and some follow up to do on the Boston thing before it gets any later in the day. Will you handle this for us, babe?”
“Love to.”
He turned back to the small group of men across the table from them.
“Gentlemen, I’ve some other pressing business. So I’m going to let my wife, Diana Neal, handle our end of the negotiations, if you don’t mind?”
“Of course!” the heavyset man beamed, his face clearly reflecting his relief at not having to try and close a deal with Gavin, who was justly famous in the business world as a tough negotiator. “We’ll be glad to work the rest of the details of the sale out with the little lady, won’t we, boys?”
There was a murmur of assent from the others in the seller’s group. They waited expectantly for Diana to speak as Gavin got up and left the conference room, his cell phone already out of his jacket pocket and at his ear.
“Gentlemen,” she smiled neutrally at them and gestured to a document in front of her. “Let’s get started, shall we? If you’d open your sales proposal to the second page, I’d like to discuss the fine print found in paragraph three, the one dealing with janitorial services?”
She paused for a moment, so that everyone could locate the paragraph she had pointed out, and then said, “I’ve noted that this agreement calls for us, as the building’s new owners, to retain the services of the present janitorial company for no less than two years after the sales agreement goes into effect, since that is the length of the contract your management group recently entered into with this service.”
She looked up and shook her head. “Gentlemen, do you think we at Neal Properties are mentally challenged? Just a cursory check of the building revealed that this firm is providing below par service at ridiculously inflated rates.”
She shook her head as if she were quite disappointed in their lack of attention to detail and then went on.
“I found four other janitorial firms in this area that were at least a third less than these people are charging and seemed to provide much better value for our dollar.”
She looked down briefly at her paperwork and then told them, “So we’re going to be fair about this, and strike twenty-thousand dollars from our offer, since you seem so eager to pass this unacceptable expense off onto us as part of the asking price.”
The men looked stricken, as if she had just kicked a favorite dog of theirs. Unfazed, Diana flipped the document open to the next page. 
“Now, as to item six, paragraph two on page three…I’m afraid we’re going to have to slice just a little more off our bid here. You can’t possibly ask us to pay for your lack of foresight in the matter of…”
 
Ah hour later, a shaken group of sellers and their agents and representatives filed out of the conference room. They had a signed agreement in hand, but instead of the one-million, one-hundred and fifty-thousand they’d been asking, they had signed for eight-hundred and ninety-thousand. After a sobering hour in the room with Diana Neal, they felt lucky to get that.
The leader of the group, the heavyset man, went over to Gavin, who had just gotten off his cell phone, shook hands and said something to him. He walked away a minute later, shaking his head.
“I gather we did well?” Gavin asked when the group was some distance away and he was alone with Diana.
She showed him the signed deal and he began to chuckle. “Jesus, babe, did you leave them their jockey shorts or are those tucked inside your briefcase, too, along with their left nuts?”
Diane just smiled and put the signed document back in her case. The two of them held hands as they walked out into the Indianapolis night.
“You know what Paul Standwell, the fat guy, the lead negotiator said to me just then?” Gavin asked her.
“What?”
“He said that dealing with me is tough, but that dealing with Mrs. Neal was a damned nightmare!”
He waited until Diana had stopped laughing to add, “He also said that you were so beautiful and so damned sharp that he counted me as one of the luckiest men on the planet. I had to agree with him on both counts, darling!”
“Well, I did learn from the best, now didn’t I?” she smiled up at him.
 
“We’re gonna’ need at least three days to check out the smallest details of this proposal and scope out every aspect of the land involved here,” Gavin said to Diana. “These guys are supposed to be pretty slick operators.”
They were in first class, headed for Chattanooga on the red-eye out of Indianapolis. She toasted him with her cocktail.
“Don’t worry, babe…we’re slicker. Ashley’s been in Chattanooga all week, digging. If there are funny facts and figures salted away in their proposal, she’ll have found them by now.”
Diana smiled at him and went on to assure him, “I’ll sit down with Ash in the morning and we’ll go through everything line by line. By the time the formal negotiations kick off later in the week, we’ll be more than ready.”
“I know you will, darling. I have complete confidence in the two of you,” he said, toasting her back with his own cocktail.
She leaned over and whispered in his ear. “Will the three of us make love tonight, do you think, when we finally get to the hotel?”
He just laughed and then winked at her, that old magic flowing between them like electricity through a wire.
“What do you think, gorgeous? What’s the rule of thumb concerning Mr. and Mrs. Neal and their very lovely, extremely efficient, VP of Acquisitions, Ashley Montclair, when they’re out on the road together?”
“Well…now that you bring it up, I seem to recall something about us always making love?” Diana answered teasingly.
He gathered her into his arms in the near empty compartment and kissed her…
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