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The Escort Ch. 01

The Escort (1) The Beginning

Annie and her husband Ray had been our next door neighbors for five years and she ended up being my best friend. John and Ray never developed that great a bond, but they did get along pretty well and a week didn't go by when we didn't have dinner with Annie and Ray at least once.

Ray had a good paying job so Annie didn't have to work and as a result she was home a lot during the day. John's job was all right, but it didn't pay all that great and money was usually tight around our house, but even so John absolutely refused to let me get a job. That made it so that I ways always home during the day so it was inevitable that Annie and I would spend a lot of time together.

As I said, Annie became my best friend and I had no secrets from her and I would have said that she had none from me. I knew that her sex life with Ray sucked, her term, not mine, and I knew that she had tried hard to heat things up to no avail. I knew that Ray didn't like oral or anal and that his preferred position was 'missionary'. And I knew that as far as Ray was concerned Annie was extremely frustrated sexually. What I did not know was that she was not suffering in silence.

The morning had started out the same as a hundred others with Annie sitting at my kitchen table having coffee with me. Annie mentioned that I seemed to be in a bad mood and that caused me to launch into my two biggest gripes - lack of a decent sex life and the scarcity of money.

"He won't let me work, but he won't give me any spending money either. He needs some new flies or lures so he can go fishing, no problem, but if asked for some cash so I can go to Wal-Mart and get a few things for myself? For get it, can't spare it, budget is too tight this month. He can spare the money for eighteen holes on Saturday and Sunday, but no money for me to get my hair done. Then there is the sex thing."

At that point I stopped and said, "No, we don't need to go there."

"Why not?" Annie asked, "Let it out. It won't do you any good cooped up inside of you."

"Yeah, I guess you are right."

"I know I am."

"You know, I used to think I had it so much better than you because John does everything that Ray won't. John is superb at eating pussy, he likes taking me in my ass and he would do me standing on my head if I'd let him. The problem is that while he will do it all, he hasn't been doing any of it lately. I haven't been laid in almost two months. He is putting in so much time at his job that he is dead tired when he gets home. Night before last I met him at the front door wearing only nylons, high heels and a smile and all he did was kiss my cheek and ask me what was for dinner. When he goes out of town for that seminar next week I am seriously thinking of going bar hopping and finding myself a hunk to fuck my brains out."

"No sweetie, you don't want to do that."

"The hell I don't. Vibrators just aren't cutting it anymore."

"I've got a better idea. Why don't you get a day job where you can set your own hours, make a little money and maybe, just maybe, get yourself laid."

"Oh yeah? And just where would I find a job like that?"

"Go to work for an escort service."

I sat there with a shocked look on my face. Not shocked at the idea itself, but who it came from.

"Oh don't look at me like that. It solves all of your problems and it is a better alternative than what you were thinking of doing. It is a whole lot safer for one thing; all the nut cases would be screened out. You get to set your own schedule and best of all, you get paid for it. I do it so I know you can."

"You do it?"

"Have been for almost two years now."

"You have been doing it for to years and I never knew?"

"Shows you how easy it will be for you to hide it from John. If I could hide it from my best friend you ought to be able to hide it from your husband."

"You really have been doing it for that long?"

"Yep."

"Oh wow. I just can't imagine you being a prostitute."

"I am not a prostitute, I am an escort."

"There is a difference?"

"Of course there is. A prostitute goes with a man for one reason and one reason only; she gives up sex for money. An escort is hired to be a companion and the date could very well end without involving sex at all. Sometimes all a man wants is arm candy for some reason and he won't even be interested in sex. But even if he is you can say no if you aren't interested. It's great."

"Bullshit girlfriend. You are a whore, pure and simple, but that doesn't make you all bad."

Annie's face turned dark, but before she could explode on me I laughed and said:

"I know you are a whore sweetie, because that is how I put myself through school."

"You? Little Miss Goody Two Shoes? You whored your way through college?"

"Of course not sweetie, I was an escort."

The rage left Annie's face and suddenly we were both laughing.

"Tell me about it Annie. I had no idea that you were a slut."

"It came about because I met an old boyfriend. I was shopping at the mall when someone squeezed my ass and I turned around to hit him with my purse and saw that it was Jim Queen. I'd gone steady with Jim for two years until he went into the Navy. He asked me to join him for coffee and I said yes and we started talking about old times. In the middle of asking me whether I had seen this guy or that girl lately he smiled and said:

"You ever find anyone who could eat your pussy as well as I did?"

"I was in just the right mood and I told him how miserable my sex life was. I told him the quantity was fine, but that the quality sucked. He smiled again and told me he cold help.

"My apartment is only five minutes away."

"Long story short, I went back to his apartment with him and spent five hours doing everything that Ray won't do. When Jim was done and I was lying there purring like a kitten he told me he could use a girl like me and I asked him for what. He told me he owned a modeling agency and an escort service. He told me he was always on the look out for foxy ladies and I let him talk me into it.

"I go out on dates during the day when Ray is at work and I'm making about fifteen hundred a week and no, I don't fuck on all my dates. Whether or not they get any depends on how horny I am and how hunky or cute they are. I can put you in touch with Jim if you would like."

"Let me think on it."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I did think about it. I thought about it a lot and as I thought about it I remembered how much I had loved doing it when I was going to school. I was halfway into my freshman year at college when the company that my dad had worked for for twenty-nine years went bankrupt. Suddenly my college fund was the family safety net until my dad could find another job.

To stay in school I had to get me a job and I ended up getting on as a waitress at a bar and grill just off campus. I hadn't been there two weeks when the owner asked me if I was interested in making more money than I was as a waitress. I told him of course I was interested in making more money, but doing what? He told me about his escort service and told me that I could make as much as three hundred a day depending on how many hours I worked. He charged seventy-five dollars an hour and I got half. A six-hour date would net me two hundred and twenty-five dollars and it was all under the table. No taxes, no FICA, no Medicare - I got it all.

"What are we talking here when you say 'date?"

"I'm not running a whore house sweetie. If your date wants to play that is strictly up to you as long as you don't do anything that will bring the law down on me. What you would do is be arm candy for someone who wanted companionship."

"No sex, right?"

"Depends on you. If your date wants to play it will be up to you to negotiate with him, but if you are willing to have sex I do have a list of select clients that want extra attention if you take my meaning. I f you decide to go that route I set the fee and I take a percentage."

"How much?"

"Your cut would be a hundred an hour on top of your half of the seventy five. Say a six-hour date where he takes you to dinner and a cocktail party or whatever. After four hours he wants to go to his place and play and you go and stay two hours. You would get your half of four hours at seventy-five and two hundred on top of that. I got dates during the day and dates at night. It is possible that you could have two or three dates on a day if you were interested."

"No, I've got classes during the day and there will be some nights when I won't be available because I'll need to study or work on term papers."

"No problem. Just tell me when I call and ask if you are available.

Why not I thought. I'd been putting out for two years and all I'd been getting was burgers and fries, a movie now and then and maybe an orgasm if I was lucky. Why not make a buck doing something I liked doing anyway.

"Count me in Mr. DeAngelo."

And so began my career as an escort. It paid my way through college, paid for a pretty nice apartment and a new Mustang convertible. I had just about decided to tuck my brand new degree in Marketing away in a drawer somewhere and keep on being an escort when I met John. I fell ass end over teakettle for him and that put an end to my days as an escort. After a short courtship John and I were married and we set out to build us a life together.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Marriage to John had its upside and its downside. We were both crazy about each other and we both loved sex in all of it's many forms and for the first couple of years all we did was fuck whenever we were given the opportunity. Sex with John was great and he never failed to give me a ton of orgasms. That was the upside.

The downside was that he was old fashioned. His parents were from 'The Old Country' and they instilled in him the characteristics that they had brought with them to this country. Be frugal, save your money, don't worry about yourself, but instead plan for the future of your children. Make sure they go to college and make something of themselves. The wife stays home and anchors the family and the husband supports the family makes the decisions and handles the finances. Having had to fuck my way through college I was more than content to let someone else be in charge, handle the money and relieve me of the responsibility.

John's credo was that "No wife of mine will work as long as I'm able. It is more important that you stay home and take care of the house and family."

Only one problem with that - there wasn't going to be any family for me to take care of. A botched abortion when I was twenty had seen to that. And then, over the last few months our sex life took a nosedive.

So, lack of money and a lagging sex life had me almost considering letting Annie put me in touch with her friend. Almost considering, but the more I thought about it the more I was afraid that things would go wrong and I'd end up screwing up my marriage. The marriage wasn't running all that smooth at the moment, but I did love my husband and I knew that he loved me so I wasn't going to take any chances.

That is I wasn't about to take chances until he came home from work that night. He came into the house carrying a round cardboard tube around four feet long and I asked him what it was. He opened the tube and took out a putter.

"This putter has a head on it about two ounces heavier than my old one. It will give me more control and should improve my putting."

"Just a minute here. Two days ago I told you that I needed a new dress and a new pair of shoes for the class reunion and you told me we couldn't fit it into the budget right now. But you can get a new putter even thought you already have a good one in your golf bag?"

"This isn't a frivolous purchase baby. This will help me improve my game. When I'm at that seminar next week I'll be playing a round or two with some prospective clients. I need to be at my best to show them I'm a serious player if I want to sign them."

"Yeah John, right" and I grabbed up the morning paper from where it had been sitting on the counter, pulled out the want ads and sat down at the table.

"What are you doing?"

"Starting to look for a job."

"Oh no. No wife of mine is going to work. I won't have it said that I can't take care of my family."

"You don't have a family John; what you have is a fed up wife and she is going to work and if you don't like it she can be an ex-wife."

"I forbid it!"

"Forbid and be damned John. I'm getting a job so I'll have my own money to buy dresses or shoes or whatever the hell else I want without having to crawl to you to ask for one fucking penny."

"We need to discuss this calmly. Frankly, I'm finding your attitude a little confrontational and I'm not at all sure that I like that."

"No confrontation John. I'm stating a fact. I'm going to find a job and go to work."

That wasn't the end of it of course. John kept telling me that he wouldn't allow it and I kept telling him he had no choice in the matter. The arguing ended when I grabbed a suitcase and started packing.

"What are you doing?"

"I see no sense in living here and constantly fighting with you over this. I'm getting a job and I'm moving out so I don't have to put up with anymore of your bullshit over it."

He backed off, but I could tell that things were going to be strained between us for a while. That night I tried to mend fences a little and when we went to bed I snuggled up next to him and he moved away from me. I rolled over on my back and stared up at the ceiling until I fell asleep.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

The next day was Saturday and I was sitting at the kitchen table going through the want ads from the morning paper when John got up and came down stairs. He saw what I was doing when he came into the kitchen and when I said, "Good morning sweetie" he ignored me, poured himself a cup of coffee and took it outside and sat on the deck. He didn't speak to me all day and that night I again snuggled up to him and reached over and put my hand on his cock, but he pushed my hand away and moved away from me.

By then I was just a little pissed at my husband and his attitude. By noon Sunday I had been through three days worth of classified ads and hadn't found anything that I really wanted, but I had found a few I could do and I circled them meaning to call them on Monday. That night was a repeat of the previous two - I snuggled, put my hand on John's cock and got pushed away again. I was so pissed that I lay there staring up at the ceiling for an hour or so before falling asleep. I was so pissed that on Monday morning as soon as John left for his three day seminar I called Annie:

"How soon can I meet this friend of yours?"

Jim Queen was a tall, well built good looking man in his mid-thirties and he did not look like the sort who would be running a string of whores. Granted, that wasn't officially what he did, but I'd bet a dollar against a doughnut that he would have a 'special client list' just like George DeAngelo did. I found out later that I was right. After introductions he got right to the point.

"Annie says you might like to go to work for me and that you have experience. Might I ask who with?"

"Acme Escorts in Chicago."

"You worked for George DeAngelo?"

"Yes I did."

"For how long?"

"Just a little over three years."

"Why did you quit?"

"I got married."

"To one of your clients?"

"No. To another student like myself."

"Marriage didn't work out?"

"Not at all. We are still married."

"He okay with this?"

"Not really" and then I explained my circumstances to him.

"So if you come to work for me it will be mostly on days when he is working? Are you an A girl or a B girl?"

"I beg your pardon?"

"Maybe they don't call them that in Chicago. A girls fuck, B girls just act as escorts."

"You are certainly blunt aren't you?"

"Don't know any other way to be. It eliminates a lot of bullshit and wasted time. So, what were you?"

"I was an A, but I think now that I'd rather be a B."

"I've got a lot of B girls on days and you might not get a lot of work until you have been with me for a while and some of my other girls with seniority leave."

"Let me guess. I'll just bet that you could really use another A girl on days."

"Annie said you were sharp."

"I'm also married. I think that and the fact that I've been out of the game for five years means I'd better go with column B."

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

"When are you going to start?" Annie asked.

"This afternoon. Some guy needs some arm candy when he goes to a cocktail party. I'm supposed to pretend I'm his girlfriend. I got the idea he is gay and is trying to hide it."

"Well I guess that answers what would have been my next question."

"Which would have been?"

"Were you going to fuck him. Not likely if he's gay."

"If he wasn't gay why would you think I'd fuck him?"

"Hey sweetie, you were the one who said she was going to go bar hopping to find yourself a stud while John was away. That's how we got into the escort discussion, remember?"

"I was just blowing off steam."

"Yeah, and that's why you called Jim instead of finding a secretary's job to hold you until you could send out resumes to find something in Marketing. How are you going to hide it from John?"

"Tell him that I'm working as secretary and file clerk for a temp agency. That will explain the erratic hours and not give him a work number he can call."

"So you are going on Jim's B list?"

"Yeah. All I want is to get out of the house and get a little spending money."

"Bullshit! I know you girlfriend. You will have a strange cock in you before John gets home. Maybe even more than one."

"No Annie, I don't think so."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I was remembering that conversation with Annie as I walked into the cocktail party on Phil's arm. I was surprised when I met him in the hotel bar. He was a hunk! If he were gay it would be a crying shame. My pussy tingled when he shook my hand and I swear that my pussy got wet when I looked into his deep brown eyes as he said:

"So nice to meet you."

He asked me what I wanted to drink, ordered it and when it came he said:

"What I need from you is to hang on my arm, look adoringly at me and give the impression that you can't wait to get me out of there and into bed. Is that something you can do?"

"Shouldn't be a problem."

He took a small box out of his pocket and handed it to me. "I need you to wear these and make sure that they get seen."

I opened the box and found a wedding and engagement ring set. I raised my left hand so he could see it and said:

"I already have a set."

"Are you married or are they just for show?"

"I'm married."

"Even better. It should be a piece of cake for you to play the part of a married woman with her lover. Curious?"

"No, not in the least. You are paying for my time and that's all I have to know. However, if you walk away from me during the evening to go to the john or something it would help if I knew some things in case someone comes up to talk with me while you're gone. Things like where did we meet, how long have we been a couple, what do you do for a living and other stuff like that. Or should I just say, "Sorry, you need to ask Phil."

"I'm a stock broker. We met when you had a flat tire and I stopped to help you put on the spare and I have a large three bedroom apartment on Columbus Square. Anything else can be answered with a "Don't you think that is just a little personal?" After all, you are a married woman and you don't need things getting back to your hubby, right? One other thing. Is it going to make you uncomfortable if I touch you, fondle you a little and act as a man normally does with his lady love?"



"No, I believe I can handle it."

But it did bother me and in ways that I never expected. For the next three hours I hung on his arm and was touched, kissed and then touched and kissed some more. By the time the affair was over I was hot enough to fuck and there I was with a husband out of town and I was with a gay man who couldn't do me any good. It looked as if I might be hitting the bars looking for a stud after all. As we were leaving the party Phil said:

"I have a room here. Could you come up?"

I don't know what he saw on my face, but he said, "What's the matter, did I say something wrong?"

"Well no, not exactly, but you did take me by surprise."

"How so?"

"I was led to believe that you were gay and that I was just serving as camouflage."

He broke out laughing. "You were camouflage, but I'm not gay, thank God."

"I don't understand."

"I've been having an affair with my bosses wife. It ended a couple of weeks ago, but I heard through the grapevine that he suspects she is cheating and he heard that I was having an affair with a married woman. He put two and two together, got four, and I decided I needed to give Marsha some cover and throw him off the track. So today I showed up with my married lover and he saw that it wasn't his wife. The problem I now have is that all the kissing and touching has me pretty wound up. I know that my fee for what you were hired for doesn't cover what I'm suggesting, but I was hoping that we could come to an arrangement."

"Play for pay you mean?"

"Well yes, I guess that is just what I mean. Do you do that sort of thing?"

"I hadn't planned on it, but I suppose we can work something out."

"Do you have specific rates?"

"Since I don't usually do this, no I don't. Tell you what sweetie, why don't you just give me what you think I'm worth when we are done."

We went up to his room and I swear that if it wasn't for my panties I would have been dripping on the floor by the time he closed the door behind us.

"If you are anywhere as horny as I am," I said, "We won't waste any time on slow strip teases or foreplay. I say lets get naked and get it on."

"A girl after my own heart" he said as he started to strip.

I only had a dress, bra and panties to get out of (I kept my heels on) so I was on the bed, legs spread wide, when Phil finally got naked. He moved between my legs and I fleetingly thought of John, but then I caught my breath as Phil slipped his cock between my pussy lips. I was so hot and wet that he slid easily in and his first hard thrust into my long neglected pussy almost made me cum.

I raised my legs and put them on Phil's shoulders so I could draw him deeper into me. He sensed my urgency and he began to fuck me hard and fast.

"Oh God yes," I moaned, "I need this, I need this, fuck me lover, fuck me."

My whole being was concentrated in my pussy as Phil pumped in and out of me. The almost two months that John had ignored me had me more than ready and I could feel the tidal wave of orgasm coming at me. I could hear the "slush slush" sound as Phil's cock pounded into my soaking wet pussy and then I came so hard that I screamed.

Phil kept slamming his cock into me and I could tell he wouldn't last much longer. "Cum for me baby, cum for me" I moaned and he groaned, "Oh God" and I felt the hot wetness of his cum as he sprayed my insides. He held himself over me as his cock went soft and then he pulled out.

No way was I ready to stop. The slut within me had been freed from her cage and she was going to burn Phil down. I quickly changed positions and went to work on Phil's cock with my mouth. I started out sucking him slowly, gently, and then I took him deeper into my mouth. My tongue slithered around his cock and Phil's hands went to the back of my head and held it as his cock began to come back to life. Soon he was fucking my mouth and he was going to choke me if I let him continue so I put both hands on his thighs and pushed back. His cock fell from my mouth and I whispered:

"Let me, let me do it."

I took him back in my mouth and gently sucked as I bobbed my head up and down. I reached for his balls with one hand and caressed them. I felt him push my legs apart and then he trailed kisses down my belly, past my pussy to my thighs. He licked the insides of my thighs and then moved up to taste my pussy. He pushed his tongue between my soft lips and licked at my sensitive clit. Phil licked and sucked and I licked and sucked and I felt the onset of another orgasm. I pulled away from him, climbed over him and used my right hand to guide him into me and then I slammed myself down on him hard and my body shivered as I climaxed. His hands held my hips as I moved up and down on him and I came and I came and I came.

Phil wrapped his arms around me and rolled me over onto my back and slammed his cock deep into me. I moaned as he pushed into me and then he began fucking me hard. I wrapped my legs around him and locked my heels behind him. My fingernails dug into his ass cheeks as I tried to pull him deeper into me and fucked back up at him. For a minute we tore at each other and then Phil groaned. He stiffened, thrust into me as deep as he could and I felt his cock spasm and throb as he emptied into me and I had another orgasm. Phil pulled out of me and fell to the bed next to me.

"Damn! That was intense. Leave your husband, marry me."

I laughed and reached for his cock and began to fondle it as I said, "Are you sure you could handle me?"

I moved and took his cock in my mouth and licked and sucked on him. It took a while, but I got him up again. We fucked twice more and I had my mouth on him trying to coax one more out of him when he pushed me away:

"Enough already, enough! I quit, I surrender, you win."

I disappointedly let his limp cock fall from my mouth, "Are you sure? I don't need to hurry home."

"Yes, yes you do. You have to go before you fuck me to death."

"Party pooper."

As I was getting dressed he slipped some money in my purse and said, "I dropped my card in your purse. If you ever get single again, give me a call."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

As the elevator moved down toward the lobby I looked to see what Phil had tucked into my purse. I found eight hundred dollars. Eight hundred for a fucking that I had desperately needed anyway. So now I was a play for pay girl just as I had been back during my college days and knowing me as well as I did it wouldn't be long before I was calling Jim and telling him to put me on the A list.

To be continued.


The Escort Ch. 02

Tuesday morning at nine Jim called me and asked me how things had gone with my first date.

"Smooth as silk. It was almost like I never quit."

"I need a girl to lean against a car at an auto show for three days. She needs to be sexy looking so as to draw men over to the car and I thought of you. Can you do it?"

"I suppose."

"You don't sound all that enthused."

"To tell you the truth I was planning on calling you today and telling you to put me on you're A list. Leaning on as car doesn't sound as exciting as what I could be doing as an A girl."

"Too bad. That would have worked out well if you could work nights. The regional sales manager of the car company whose product you will be leaning on is on my special client list and he wanted me to set him up for the three nights of the show."

"I can do nights this week. My husband is out of town on business and won't be home until Saturday."

"Good. Moving you to the A list means I can cover this gig with one girl instead of two. You demo the car from three to nine and then you party with Don. One problem though."

"What?"

"Before a girl goes on my A list I have to check her out. You know, to make sure that my customers are getting a quality product?"

"Why am I not surprised."

"Your place or mine?"

"Yours. My one iron clad rule in this is that nothing is ever going to go on in my husbands house."

Jim gave me directions to his place and when I got there he cut right to the chase.

"One of the things we have to do is get some glamour photos taken of you for the picture book and we need to come up with a work name for you."

"Shannon is the one I used in Chicago. It is close enough to Shelly that I can work with it."

"Okay. Next, What are you willing to do and what will you say no to?"

"Anything that doesn't cause me pain or mark me in anyway is okay. Why?"

"I have some clients with, shall we say, 'exotic desires' and I try to fit them with a girl who is into the same type of thing or who will at least tolerate it."

"Like what?"

"Things like water sports and light bondage. I have one customer who likes to be tied up and then sucked off. I have two that like to be whipped with a belt another who likes to have his ass taken by a woman wearing a strap on."

"I could do all of that, but I won't let it be done to me. Like I said, anything that doesn't involve pain for me or mark my body in any way."

"Anal and oral?"

"Of course."

"Okay sweetie, let's see what you got."

He dropped his pants to exposed his hard cock and said, "Let's start with a blow job."

I looked at his hard cock and then I dropped to my knees in front of him. I stuck my tongue out and lapped his cock head several times and then I took him in my mouth and began to suck on him like my life depended on it which in a way it did. He was the man who was going to see to it that I got well laid and paid. I kissed, licked and sucked on his balls. I took his cock all the way into my mouth and took his balls in one hand and caressed them as I stroked the underside of his cock with my tongue.

I locked my lips tight around him and started bobbing my head up and down; taking more of him in every time. I moved my head faster, fucking him with my mouth. For several minutes I alternated slow with fast and sucked with all my might and then I felt his balls tighten in my hand. His hands grabbed the back of my head and the cum shot out the end of his cock and hit the back of my throat. I gulped greedily and swallowed every drop that he spit out and continued sucking on him until he was limp. I took his soft cock in my hand, licked it clean and then took him back in my mouth and went to work at getting him back up.

Several minutes later he was rampant and he said, "Okay sweetie, now lets try some anal."

Jim's cock was the perfect size for ass fucking. It was long and slim and I shivered in anticipation of the pleasure it was going to give me. I moved over to the couch against the wall and got on all fours. Jim opened a desk drawer and got out a tube of KY Jelly. He moved up behind me and rubbed some KY around my asshole, put some on a finger and then inserted it in me. He worked it around and then he added a second finger and worked the both of them to loosen me up.

He brought his hard cock up to my anal rosebud, placed the head against the tiny puckered opening and then pushed. I felt the head pop past the sphincter and I let out a long low moan as he began to slowly work himself in deeper and deeper. God, it had been so long since John had done me there and I had really missed the full feeling. Jim worked himself deeper and deeper into my ass. God did I ever feel hot. Jim slowly started stroking into me and I pushed back at him to meet his thrusts.

I felt like such a slut. Here I was, a married woman who loved her husband, on my hands and knees giving my ass to another man, and I was loving it.

"Oh yeah, fuck my ass, fuck my ass" I moaned as I reached under me and began fingering my pussy. My fingers found my swollen clit and I rubbed it as Jim pumped my ass. He was in as deep as he could go and I felt his hips hit my ass as he plowed into me. And then I felt it; the sudden heat centered in my pussy that told me an orgasm was coming.

"Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard. I'm on the edge baby, get me there, make me cum baby, make me cum."

Jim slammed into me several more times and I screamed as the climax hit me. Thirty seconds later Jim shot his hot liquid into my butt and I fell forward on the couch. Jesus did I ever feel good and I still had to give him my pussy. I was just about to tell him to go wash his dick so I could suck him hard again when I glanced at my watch and saw what time it was. I quickly got up and started grabbing up my clothes. I was pulling on my skirt when he said:

"Hey? What are you doing? I haven't had your pussy yet."

"It will have to wait until the next time if you expect me to take care of your car and your regional manager. I need to hurry home and shower. I also need to find something suitable to wear."

"Do you have a little black dress?"

"Doesn't every girl?"

"That and high heels should do it. Ooze sex to get the men over to your display and the sales people on duty will do the rest. Same get up will work for Don after the show."

"We haven't discussed money yet."

"Forty bucks an hour for modeling with the car and it is all yours. Three hundred an hour or fifteen hundred for all night and I get thirty-five percent."

He saw the look on my face and asked, "Questions?"

"No, just surprised. DeAngelo took half."

"I'm not greedy sweetie. Besides, I get to sample the help. A form of quality control if you know what I mean."

"What is Don going to want?"

"The big three - pussy, ass and mouth - and he likes all night if possible, and with Don when I say all night I mean he will fuck you all night. Drain him so he can't get it up anymore and he will tip you big. I don't take a cut on tips."

"Well Don is in luck because my husband is out of town all week on a business trip so I can give Don all night.""

"Does that mean you are free for an all night tomorrow also?"

"Maybe, maybe not."

"What does that mean?"

"If Sam is the perpetual hard on you make him out to be my pussy might be too sore for me to want to use it tomorrow night."

Jim laughed and said, "Somehow I think that you will be up to the task. You sweetie, are going to make us some money."

To be continued.
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I arrived at the convention center at one-thirty and told the security guard at the front door that I was there to see Don Harkness. He consulted a clipboard and then asked me what my name was and then he picked up a phone and made a call.

"Mr. Harkness? There is a Shelly Dawson here to see you. Yes sir."

He hung up and told me that Mr. Harkness would be right down. About two minutes later a tall, attractive, middle aged man came up to the desk.

"Shelly?"

"Yes."

He offered me his hand and said, "Don Harkness. Follow me please. We have to go to the office and get you your credentials and a parking pass. Queen told you the hours, right?"

"He said three to nine."

"Good. Actually it will only be until seven on the last day of the show. That's when we have to start breaking down the exhibits. Jim also told me that the girl he was sending over would be staying later than nine - much later in fact - is that also your understanding?"

"Yes it is."

"How long do I have?"

"How long do you want?"

He looked me up and down and then said, "Until the end of the show and then some."

"Given our rates won't that be a bit expensive?"

"Yes, but I'm betting that you are worth it."

"Well Cinderella has a deadline. I have to be home no later than eight in the morning on Saturday."

"No problem, no problem at all. Come on, I'll show you the car and explain what you have to do."

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Forty dollars an hours was pretty good money for just standing around and showing a lot of leg, but Good God was it boring as hell. It got to be just a little bit exciting after I decided that I had to break the boredom. Whenever a bunch of cute guys were at the railing looking at me (I knew it wasn't the car they were looking at) I would time it so I was sliding onto the seat of the car as the rotation of the turntable brought me in line with the guys. I let my skirt ride up so they could see the top of my nylons and my garter belt. Twice, when I saw a really nice hunk, I let it ride up enough that they got a glimpse of my thong.

It broke the boredom of leaning on the car or standing next to it with a smile on my face, but it was also making me horny as hell. I kept looking at the clock and trying to will nine o'clock to hurry up and arrive. By the time it did I was ready to pull Don up onto the turntable and do him in front of God and everybody. Don helped me down off the turntable and smiled at me.

"Hell of a show you put on sweetie. You had every hard dick in the house at our display at one time or another. It was all I could do to keep from coming up there and taking you on the back seat."

"You should have; I was ready."

"Hopefully you still are."

"Find us a broom closet honey, I'm not sure I can wait till we get up to your room."

"Oh my, and I've got you for three days."

"And nights honey, don't forget the nights."

Even though my husband had not taken care of his duties for the last two months I would have thought that the session with Phil the previous night and my "interview" with Jim that morning would have taken the edge off my need to get laid. But it seemed like just the opposite was true. Phil and Jim had merely whetted my appetite. Once in the room I turned to Don and said:

"How do you want it honey? A slow strip, some teasing and a lot of foreplay, or would you like to get right into feeling how hot and hungry my pussy is?"

"At the rates I'm paying sweetie I don't want to waste a minute of time. Lets get naked and get to it, but leave the heels on."

I stripped down and left my heels on and he took me in his arms and kissed me. Our tongues wrestled and a hand went to my right breast and caressed it. The kiss got steamier and his hand pinched my nipple sending waves of pleasure through me. I put my arms around his neck and he lifted me and carried me to the bed and lowered me onto it. I spread my legs and looked up at him and smiled as he looked down on me.

I saw the lust in his eyes as he climbed on the bed with me. He ran a hand up my leg and his fingers probed my wet opening and touched my clit, which made me moan and throw my head back. I was hot; I had been anticipating this all day and God knows that I was steaming hot. He lowered his head and his lips touched my pussy and my body arched up from the bed as if I had received a shock.

His tongue took the place of his fingers in my pussy and searched for and found my clit and my body tingled as if electricity were running through it. His fingers pulled my pussy lips apart and his tongue traveled over the exposed surface and his mouth sucked on my clit. I thrust my hips up off the bed as I had an orgasm and he raised his head, smiled at me and said:

"Liked that did you?"

"You do have a way about you" I gasped out as I got up and pushed him down on his back. "My turn" I said as my hands reached for his balls. I lowered my head and m mouth engulfed the head of his cock. As I licked and sucked on him his hands were busy on my body. His right hand rolled a nipple between thumb and forefinger and his left hand was busy on my cunt.

I locked my lips around his cock and bobbed my head up and down. After a minute of that Don pulled out of my mouth and pushed me back down on the bed. I spread my legs wide for him and he moved between them and drove his cock into me and started pounding my pussy like he owned it and right then he did. He fucked me hard and fast and in minutes I felt the heat building up inside me again.

"Oh God baby, I'm going to cum. Get me there, get me there, do it, do it, do it" I cried and he fucked me hard and I exploded.

Seconds later I felt his cock throb as he pumped his cum into me. He didn't wait for his dick to go soft and it was still spurting as he pulled out of me and moved over me in a sixty-nine. I captured his cock with my mouth and tasted our combined juices as he tongue lapped at my pussy. Quicker than I would have thought possible for a man of his age he was hard and erect and I thought back to my meeting with Jim that morning and my "perpetual hard on" comment.

As soon as he was hard he swung back around and drove into me again and I hissed out:

"Oh God yes, so good, so fucking good."

Don pushed his cock deep into me and started fucking me. I raised my legs and locked them around him and my hands clawed at his back as I shoved my hips up at him. Having Don's cock deep in me gave me a joyous feeling that I hadn't had in months. It took him longer because he had already cum twice, but he didn't slack off. He pounded hard into me and I felt the heat building again. I was moaning and Don was grunting. He slammed into me hard and I screamed out "OH SHIT!" as my orgasm burst inside my body. I locked my arms around Don and held him tight against me as he gave a shout and his cock spasmed and his warmth flooded my pussy.

He fell to the bed beside me and we both stared up at the ceiling breathing heavily. One of his hands was on my leg and after about a minute it started moving up my leg and his fingers started sliding into me again. I asked:

"Don't you ever get enough?"

"No I don't sweetie, not ever."

Within a minute we were in another sixty-nine and five minutes after that he was fucking me again. I'd done gangbangs in college that hadn't taken the toll on me that fucking with Don had. I fell asleep around midnight only to be awakened at five by a mouth sucking my clit and we started in again.

As I was dressing to leave Don said, "Bring a change of clothes and an overnight bag and you won't need to leave tomorrow."

"We could just skip my working the car and I wouldn't have to leave now."

"Damn, but that sure is a tempting idea, but that car is how I justify my expenses on my expense account including a good part of what you get. Nope. You have to work the car."

"Spoil sport."

"Hurry back and we can have a quick one before you have to start work."

"Yeah, right, and then spend six hours going around and around on the turntable with cum running down my legs. No thank you. We will both just have to wait until tonight.

I thought about the last two days as I was going down in the elevator and I was smiling at the evil thought I was having as I stepped out of the elevator into the lobby - "Thank you for ignoring me John, and thereby making Phil, Jim, Don and God only knows how many others possible."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Annie was home and I went over to have a cup of coffee with her.

"Long night?" she asked.

"Six hours of leaning on a goddamned car followed by another four hours of almost non-stop sex followed by five hours of sleep and then another two hours of sex."

"You walking bow legged yet?"

"No, but by the time this gig is over I just may very well be."

"Better save a little bit for John; he may just be horny when he gets home."

"Fuck him. If he had done his job this never would have happened. If he wants sex when he gets home it is going to be one of those "Sorry, but I have a headache" nights and he can do without like I have been for the last two months."

"I thought you loved him?"

"I do Annie, I really do, but I've been having serious doubts that he loves me. It just isn't natural at our age to go without sex for two months. I'm wondering if maybe it is just me he doesn't want to have sex with. I wonder if maybe he has some slut on the side that he sees when he goes on his business trips or when he says he's working late."

"Oh come on Shell, he wouldn't do that."

"I don't know Annie, but it doesn't matter now because I'm getting my fill. My problem has gone from no sex to what do I do with the money. By the end of this week I'll have made almost four thousand dollars."

"Don't let it go to your head sweetie, most weeks it will only be between nine hundred and twelve hundred bucks after taxes, FICA and Medicare are deducted. You could make more if you could get out of the house at night."

"Jim actually takes that out?"

"On the fee for escorting he does, but not on your play money."

"I still have to figure out what to do with the money."

"Rent a safe deposit box at a bank other than the one you use for your joint checking with John and open a checking account in the same bank, but keep the balance low. You don't ever want to have to explain to the IRS where the money came from."

"I need to find out what legitimate temporary help makes so I can bring the right amount home."

"You going to put it in your regular account?"

"Fuck no! This is my money to do with what I want. I don't ever intend to have to ask "Mr. We can't Afford It" for another dime."

"You sound like you have decided that you are in for the long haul."

"To be honest Annie, I only did it because John pissed me off big time and I overreacted. I'd give it up tomorrow if John would just start chasing me around the bedroom again. I wouldn't even be on the B list; I'd find a job as a file clerk for my spending money."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

It was another night of watching the clock slowly tick off the seconds on its way toward nine. With nothing to do except stand around and look pretty I had lots of time to think. The problem with that was that I had too much to think about. I thought about what I was doing and what would happen if I were found out. I thought about how easy it would be to just walk away from it and go back to my humdrum stay at home existence. That thought reminded me of John's "I'm the man of the house, the breadwinner, and no wife of mine will work" attitude and his cheap ways except where he was concerned. But mostly I remembered the lack of sex for two months. The lack of sex thoughts brought me to the enjoyment of the last two days, which brought me right back to the thoughts of what would happen if I got caught. It was just one damned vicious circle.

I got a lunch break at six and Don took me to dinner. "You do realize that food is not what I want to be feeding you right now don't you?" he said.

"It is a nice thought lover, but I need sustenance to build up my energy levels if I'm going to hang in there with you tonight."

"Did you bring an overnight bag so you don't have to leave and go home in the morning?"

"No baby, I thought about it, but I decided that I really need to go home if only to see if there are any messages from my husband."

"Are you really married or is it reverse camouflage?"

"Reverse camouflage? What's that?"

"A lot of married women who work in restaurants and bars won't wear their rings thinking that if the guys think they may be available to be hit on their tips will be better. That's camouflage. Reverse would be to wear rings if you aren't married just to keep the wolves at bay."

"Sorry baby, but they are real and please, please, please don't go fishing. None of that "What's a nice girl like you doing" stuff. You seem to be enjoying it so leave it alone, okay?"

"Can't blame me for wondering and maybe even hoping."

"Hoping? Hoping for what?"

"For what I pay Queen when I come to this town I could set up a mistress in an apartment and save a ton. We seem to get along pretty well and if your marriage was phony I thought I might ask you."

"How sweet Don, but I'm afraid I would have to say no. I'm having some problems with my significant other right now, but nothing I don't expect to be able to fix given a little time."

"So much for that idea. I guess it is time to get you back to work."

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

At nine Don helped me climb down from the turntable and by nine-ten we were tearing at each other's clothes. I staggered out the door of Don's room at six-fifteen and I swear my pussy was so full I sloshed when I walked. Two nights in a row Don had fucked me silly and I still had one more night to go.

To be continued.
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Chp.4 The Cowboy

As I poured cream in my coffee Annie said, "So, have you decided yet?"

"Decided what?"

"About what you are going to do?"

"About what?"

"Are you going to keep working for Jim or are you over your hissy fit at John?"

"Why would you ask me that?"

"Oh come on girlfriend, I know you. You only called Jim because you were really, really pissed at John over money and lack of sex. I wasn't at all surprised when you told me that you spread for your first date, but I did expect that he would be the only one and that you would have gotten the mad out of your system. I sure didn't expect anything like your two nights with the car guy."

"To be honest about it neither did I. I never intended to do Phil. I was just going to be a nice little B list girl, hang on his arm, look pretty and then come on home. Phil just happened and I'm afraid that it woke up something in me that I thought I had buried and put away for good."

"Buried? What are you talking about?"

"I was a slut in high school and college. I loved sex and I took all I could get. Back then to me a double date didn't me, my guy and another couple; it meant me and two guys. I even did a gangbang or two. I loved sex Annie, and I just could not get enough. That was one of the reasons it was so easy for me to become an escort. All that sex and I got paid for it too. When I met John I had to bury that side of me or he would have caught the wind and been gone. Luckily he loved sex as much as I did and we were a perfect match until just lately. I'm afraid that the combination of John stopping having sex with me and my giving in to Phil has let the slut in me out of her jail cell."

"What are you going to do?"

"I don't know Annie, I really don't know."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I did know what I was going to be doing that night though. I knew that I would be naked and spread out on the bed in Don's room and my pussy tingled just thinking about it.

I was sitting at my vanity applying my makeup when the phone rang and when I answered it was John.

"I've been invited to play golf with some guys at their country club. It is a private course, not open to the public and I stand a good chance of signing two of them as clients. I won't be home until late Sunday. Sorry to screw up your weekend honey, but the deal is just too good to pass up."

I wondered if the bitch was a blond, brunette or red head, but I kept the sarcasm out of my voice as I said:

"You just go ahead and do what you have to do John. I'll find some way to keep me busy."

As I hung up the phone I said to myself, "Yes indeed, I will most definitely find some way to keep me busy." I got up from the vanity, went over to the closet, got out an overnight bag and packed it. Then I picked up the phone and called Don.

"Hi there stud. Still want a nooner?"

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

The nooner was a major mistake on my part. All it did was wind me up and I spent the rest of the afternoon and evening antsy to get the auto show over so I could get back up to Don's room. By the time seven rolled around and people started tearing down the show I was ready to do Don on the backseat of the damned car. It came as a big let down when he said we had a cocktail party we had to go to before we could go to his room.

"You haven't lost your allure sweetie, it is just that this party is one of the places that business gets done. I promise that we won't stay long, but I do have two or three people that I have to talk with."

I was disappointed and I suppose that I might have even pouted if I hadn't had a sudden flash of reality smack me in the head. "This isn't a love affair stupid. The man is paying for your time. You might want to fuck right now, but if he doesn't you wait until he does."

"What was that?"

"What was what?"

"That look that just swept across your face."

"Nothing honey, I just remembered something I forgotten. Come on, let's go to your party and I'll do my best to make everyone envy you."

I was surprised to find that I was the only woman at the party and as such I seemed to attract a lot of attention. I pretty much stayed on Don's arm as he moved around and talked to people. About half an hour after we got there Don turned to me and said:

"I've got to sneak off and talk to a couple of guys. You think you will be okay being alone for a few?"

"I don't know lover. From the way some of them are looking at me I feel like a gazelle standing alone in a clearing surrounded by a pride of man eating lions."

"Come on then, I'll get you some protection."

He took my arm and walked me over to a tall lanky looking guy who looked like he just stepped off of a horse. He was wearing Levi's held up by a belt with a buckle that was as big as a pie plate, cowboy boots, a brush popper shirt and a string tie. All that was missing was the ten gallon hat and I would bet that it was in the room somewhere and that he was just too well mannered to wear it indoors. I was not the least surprised when Don introduced him to me as Tex.

"Tex here will protect you from all the starving lions and see to it that I get you back safe and sound."

As Don walked away I asked, "And just what is it that makes him so sure of you?"

He answered me with an honest to God Texas drawl, "Well mam, I reckon he knows I need the job. I work for the man and he pays me well. He knows that I won't do anything that will screw that up."

"That's a hell of a shot to my ego. Here I am thinking that any man would give up anything for me and now I find that it just isn't so. Well, at least you can get me a fresh drink and then you can tell me about your horse while we wait for Don."

He gave me a funny look and said, "How did you know I had a horse?"

"I just took a shot in the dark honey. Tell me all about your horse."

"Horses. I have three of them."

For the next half-hour Tex and I talked about his horses, his small ranch where he kept them, his dog and his job working for Don. Then Tex switched the conversation to me.

"You aren't anything at all like the women that Don usually brings to this gathering."

"How so?"

"He usually has a gal from an escort service."

"Guilty."

"You? But I saw the rings."

"What can I say? Married women need loving too."

Just then Don came up to us. "I see that you are none the worse for wear so I guess Tex held the lions and wolves at bay."

"He did a great job. So good in fact that I was just about ready to find a broom closet somewhere so I could properly thank him."

I said that without thinking. It was just supposed to tweak Don's nose a little for abandoning me for so long, but what happened was that Don turned to Tex:

"I didn't know that the lady had a kinky side. How about it Tex, want to join us?"

"Don't mind if I do."

"Well go make your manners then and we can take this little lady to my room and party with her."

As Tex walked away to say good-bye to whomever he needed to say good-bye to I said, "I don't know if I can do this. I was just making a small joke there."

"Never had a threesome before?"

"Not that; it's just that this is my first week working for Jim Queen and I really don't know all the rules yet. I don't know if I'm allowed to do it if it hasn't been arranged for ahead of time."

"Don't you worry about it. I've done it before and it won't be a problem. I'm paying for your time and what I chose to do with it, within certain limits of course, is okay."

"Easy for you to say, but I don't want to start out my relationship with Jim by getting on his bad side over something I should not have done."

"Again sweetie, don't you worry about it. I'm one of his better customers and I'll handle it if necessary."

Tex came back and Don took my arm, "Come on sweetie, lets go party."

I hadn't done a threesome since my college days, but, like riding a bicycle, once you learn how you never forget. Once in the room the three of us stripped and then Don took me in his arms and gave me a warm kiss. As our tongues swirled and wrestled I felt the heat building. I had been hotter than a forest fire all afternoon and I was ready to boil over.

I broke the kiss with Don and leaned over toward Tex. I exchanged a passionate kiss with him while Don worked on my breasts with his hands. I broke the kiss with Tex and moved back to Don. The kisses were longer now and Tex joined Don in playing with my breasts. My nipples were erect and Tex bent his head and took the right one in his mouth. Don broke our kiss and bent to suck the left one. I slid my hands down their bodies and found their hard cocks and I took one in each hand and began stroking them.

Two sets of fingers went to my pussy and started finger fucking me. I mewled and both men stopped what they were doing and lifted me up and placed me on the bed. I lay on my back as Don finger fucked me and Tex sucked on my right tit while rolling my left nipple between his fingers. I had a cock in each hand and I was stroking them both at the same time. I gasped and I panted and cried out in desire and Don pulled his fingers out of my cunt, spread my legs and moved between them. He pushed his cock into my wet hole and I pushed my hips up to meet him.

Tex left my tits and his mouth came down on mine and we exchanged a passionate kiss. Tex continued to play with my tits as Don fucked me. After a couple of minutes I cried out:

"Fuck me, fuck me, make me cum."

Don pushed into me faster and harder and I bucked up at him and moaned:

"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes."

He put on a burst of speed and I felt him release in me as I was caught up in my own orgasm. Don pulled out of me and Tex lifted and pushed me into the dog position and shoved his cock into my cum dripping hole. Don moved around and lay down on the bed in front of me and I enveloped his cock with my mouth. Tex pounded into me from the back and my head bobbed up and down on Don's cock taking a little more of it in on each downward push. I felt his cock head hit the back of my throat just as Tex moaned:

"Oh God, I can't hold it any longer" and he pushed his load into me.

Seconds later Don spurted and his cock hit the back of my throat and triggered my orgasm. Both men pulled out of me and 'high fived' while I tried to catch my breath. Don and Tex laid down on the bed with me between them and I took a limp dick in each hand and began fondling them. After a minute or so I moved down and took Don's dick in my mouth and went to work on it. After thirty or so seconds I switched to Tex's rod and then I alternated until they were both hard.

Don was paying the bill so I mounted him first and fucked him cowgirl until he got close to coming and then he wrapped his arms around me and rolled me over so I was on my back and then he screwed the living hell out of me. I had two orgasms before he spilled himself in me and then got out of the way so Tex could take me. Don pushed his cock in my mouth and for the next forty-five minutes the two of them took turns using my pussy and my mouth. I came so many times that I was starting to feel weak. And then suddenly both men were tired and the three of us fell on the bed to rest and I fell asleep.

I got maybe an hour of sleep and then I woke up as Don was pushing me into position. Tex was leaning against the headboard with his cock erect and throbbing and I knew what was expected of me. I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around him just as Don entered me from the back. Don was fucking me for all he was worth and I was crying out that I loved his cock and begging him to keep fucking me. He slammed hard into me and came and then he switched places with Tex and Tex fucked me through two more orgasms until he pumped his load into me.

Don pulled me over to the edge of the bed. With my legs hanging over the side Don moved in behind me and pushed his cock at my puckered asshole. I whined and mewled as he fed inch after inch of hard cock into my butt. I started pushing back at him and he slowly started fucking me.

Tex laid down in front of me and I went after his limp cock and sucked on it while Don slammed his cock into my tight ass. My mouth was making slurping sounds as I moaned around Tex's cock and he was moaning:

"Suck it baby girl, suck it."

Don was pounding his cock into my ass and my sphincter was gripping him and milking his cock. My body was wracked by a series of small orgasms and I felt the hot wetness as Don shot into me. He pulled out and Tex pulled me up on the bed, pushed me on my back, lifted my legs up onto his shoulders and drove into me. He plowed me fast and furious for several minutes while I pushed my pussy up at him and had orgasm after orgasm. Don went and washed off his cock and pushed it into my mouth and after Tex had cum in me he mounted me and then it was Tex in my ass while I rode up and down on Don's cock. After that it was Tex or Don in one hole or the other until the three of us fell exhausted on the bed and slept like logs.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I woke up around six-thirty because of the fingers that were playing in my pussy. I looked down and saw Tex with his face only inches away from my love nest watching as his fingers worked on me. I got up on an elbow to look at him and he smiled at me.

"Wakey, wakey, baby girl. It's time to play some more" and he pushed my legs apart.

I was expecting him to mount me, but what he did shocked the hell out of me. He leaned forward and started to eat my pussy. That had never been done before. Oh, I'd had my box munched on before - countless times - but never when it was full of cum. Between Don and Tex they must have put a pint or two in me and as I hadn't yet been to the bathroom it was all still in me.

It felt so wanton and depraved and I couldn't believe how excited it got me. Sucking on my clit, wiggling his tongue around in me and the slurping noises he made as he cleaned me out brought me to a quick orgasm and had me humping my pussy at his mouth. I was already looking forward to more sex with him and Don again so Tex could eat me out again. He stopped and started to pull away and I cried out:

"No, don't stop, please don't stop."

"Sorry baby girl, but I have to leave a little in there to ease me in" and he moved between my legs and his cock split my pussy lips and lanced into me.

I looked around. "Where's Don?"

"He had to leave."

"Is he coming back?"

"No. He left you an envelope and told me to tell you that he would be back in a month and he plans to ask for you."

While he was telling me that he was working his cock deeper and deeper into me and I moaned and locked my legs behind his back and pushed my butt up at him. It occurred to me that I might get into trouble with Jim, but I also realized that I wasn't going to stop at that point. I pushed up at him and we fucked.

It was pure animal lust and that's how we treated it - we went at each other like animals. He was slamming into me and I was grinding into him. My nails were clawing at his back and my heels were drumming on the backs of his legs. All too soon I felt my climax start to build and just as it rushed at me Tex moaned and I felt his sperm boil out of the end of his cock and splash over my insides. I pulled his face to me and kissed him deeply as his cock lost its stiffness and he pulled out of me.

"I don't want to stop baby girl, I want to go again and again and again. I don't think I can ever get enough of you."

"Thank you for the compliment, but I'm not going to do anymore until I've had breakfast and made a phone call."

"Who you gonna call?"

"My boss. I need to find out if this is all right. I was Don's date and now Don is gone. I have to check in and find out what the rules are."

Tex called room service and ordered breakfast and then I used the phone to call Jim. I explained what happened and asked him what I should do.

"Do what you want to do. Don paid for an all night so you were his until he was done with you. If he wanted to have a gangbang party he could do it as long as it was okay with you because you were his for the night. What you are looking at right now is a situation that is no different than if Don paid for two hours and then you had left him, stopped at the hotel bar for a drink, got hit on while you were there and decided to play with the guy. What I'm saying here is that once Don left you are on your own time. Word to the wise though, don't be giving it away to people who know that you are a paid escort. Word will get back to those who paid and they will get pissed and that would be bad for business.

"I see what you are saying. I guess it's a good thing I called and got clarification."

"Call me Monday; I've got something I'd like to give you for Tuesday. Better yet, come see me on Monday; I still haven't sampled your honey pot yet."

I hung up the phone and looked over at Tex. I wanted his cock in me again, but I had recognized the wisdom in what Jim had said. On the other hand I could probably get away with shading the truth a little bit this one time. I looked at my watch and then said:

"Don paid for all night so I'm still on his nickel until eight o'clock and Don did allow you to join us so you are included. You have twenty-one minutes. Think you can get something done in that amount of time?"

"I can if we don't waste any more time jawing."

I sucked him hard and he slid his cock in me and we fucked each other. I was just coming down from my orgasm when there was a knock on the door.

"Damn it," Tex said, "Room service. Why couldn't he have waited just a couple of minutes more."

He got off the bed, pulled on his pants and headed for the door. Just before he opened it he stopped and turned to me:

"What are your rates?"

"Three hundred an hour, fifteen hundred for all night."

"If I give you three hundred will you fuck the room service waiter for his tip so and then let me eat you out when he is done?"

I remembered that delicious feeling that I'd had when he had done just that when I woke up and without thinking I told him yes. Tex opened the door and I suddenly saw how rash my decision had been. The waiter was a fat, ugly and very old black man. As big a slut as I had been in high school and college I had never had sex with a black man until I became an escort and although I had had to fuck some of them for money I had never enjoyed it. Tex saw my facial expression and quickly said:

"Four hundred." I didn't respond and he said, "Five and that's the best I can do."

I wasn't thinking of the money. What was going on in my mind was a war between two thoughts. There was the "Oh yuck" where the old, fat and ugly black man was concerned and the remembrance of how electrified I'd felt when Tex ate my cum filled pussy. My physical senses carried the day. I gave Tex a slight nod and as he signed the bill he said:

"Your tip is over there on the bed. Show him baby girl."

I flipped the sheet off me and let the waiter see my naked body. He took it in and he looked at Tex and said:

"Is you serious?"

"It's your tip if you want it."

"Oh lordy yes, I do wants it, I do."

"Well then get to it. We don't want her breakfast to get cold, do we?"

Besides being short, fat and ugly he had a small cock, but I had agreed to take the money so I had to deliver.

"Come on honey, bring that black sausage over here to me."

He was pathetically eager and I had the feeling that I was going to get him off quick. I pulled my knees back almost to my ears and that opened me up wide for him.

"Come on honey, put that log in me. I'm one white lady who loves black meat. Use me honey; use me like the black cock loving whore that I am."

I saw the little smirk on his face and I knew what was going to happen. I had stroked his ego and got him excited and he was going get done in a hurry which is what I was hoping for. He mounted me and started fucking me and I hissed in his ear:



"Oh yeah baby, stuff that black pole into me."

In a low voice that he hoped that Tex wouldn't hear he said, "Like this missy? Like black meat in your soft white cunt? I gives you all you want missy. You comes back and sees me all you wants and I can see to it you get all the black meat you want. I can gets us a room here any time you wants to come see me. You don't be needin no white man any more cause I gots all the cock you needs."

"Oh God baby, pound me with that black spear. I love it, I love black cock."

"You can has all you wants missy, old Walter will see to that. Old Walter will take care of you missy and you can bets on that."

"Hurry Walter, hurry, I'm almost there, get me off Walter, get me off."

"Here it come missy, here come old Walter's special sauce."

As soon as the door closed behind the tired old black man Tex was on his knees between my legs and lowering his head to my pussy.

"Suck him out of me lover. Slurp up his sauce. Don't leave a fucking drop of his cum in me."

I never did get to the breakfast.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

As I drove home I thought about everything that had happened to me that week and I was having a hard time deciding whether it was good or if it was bad. The only thing I knew for sure was that for the first time in a long time I was sexually satisfied. The question now facing me was should I confront John over his inattention to me and tell him we needed to get back on track as far as our sex life was concerned or let things ride and enjoy what I had gotten myself into.

To be continued.


The Escort Ch. 05

Chp.5 The Computer Nerd

At seven Sunday evening John returned home from his trip. A big hug and a fairly passionate kiss led me to believe that things might just be looking up. That hope was dashed all to hell when we sat down to dinner. Right after "Would you pass the potato's please" he hit me with:

"So have you gotten over the foolishness about getting a job?"

"No John, as a matter of fact I haven't. I started working for Acme Temporary Placement Services on Wednesday."

"I told you that I did not want any wife of mine working. It makes me look like I can't take care of my family."

"And I told you that I was never going to crawl to you again to ask for spending money. You won't give me any so I'll make my own. If this thing with Acme works out I probably won't go anywhere else. If it doesn't I'm going to get out my Marketing Degree and start sending out resumes."

"Why are you being so confrontational over this?"

"It is because I finally woke up to what you have been doing. You have been controlling me with money. Doesn't matter what I want we just can't afford it, but whatever you want we just happen to have enough for you to get. We didn't have money for a dress for me to wear to the class reunion, but you could get a putter you didn't need. We didn't have the money for me to get my hair done, but we have the money for you to go golfing every weekend. You want fishing lures, fishing line, golf balls, subscriptions to Golf Digest, stupid looking clothe to play golf in and you always manage to squeeze enough out of our budget to get what you want. Remember what you said to me the last time I asked for money to get my hair done? "You don't need it. You stay home and don't go anywhere." Well that has changed. I'm not staying home any more and you need to get used to it. And you have only your own tight fisted ways to blame."

"Your attitude isn't helping at all."

"You haven't listened to a word I've said have you? No matter, I've told you the way it is going to be and that's the end of it as far as I'm concerned."

"Well it isn't the end of it from my standpoint."

"It seems like a silly thing to end a marriage over, but if that is the way you want it so be it."

I got up and went upstairs to take a shower and get ready for bed. When I came out of the shower John was sitting on the bed waiting for me. "You would end the marriage over a stupid thing like this?"

"No John, you would end it over a stupid thing like this. You have indicated that there is no give in your position on this and I'm not going to spend the next thirty years facing what we had at the dinner table tonight. And while I'm on the subject of what I'm not going to face for the next thirty years is the lack of a sex life. You have not made love to me in over two months and you have rebuffed every attempt that I've made to get something going. Up till two months ago it was four and five times a week. What happened John? I don't appeal to you anymore? You have a little something on the side; someone who drains you so that you have nothing left for me?"

"Don't be ridiculous."

"I'm not being ridiculous John; I'm being deprived and I'm horny. Get with the program John, or I'm going to change the program on you."

"What is that supposed to mean?"

"Think about it John; you'll figure it out."

"I don't know what has gotten into you lately, but I don't like it."

"Get used to it John, it is the new me. I'm going to bed, are you coming?"

"I'm going to sleep in the spare bedroom until you get over this confrontational thing you have going."

He got up and walked out of the room and as I watched him walk out the door I thought, "Okay John, if that's how you want it."

Honest to God I would have gotten a job as a file clerk and walked away from Jim Queen and his escort agency if John would have shown me any love at all, but he didn't. It was going to be his way or no way and I was just bullheaded enough to say, "Okay, fuck you!"

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I was in the kitchen making coffee when John came into the room. No "Good morning" just a "What's for breakfast" in a tone of voice that made me say, "Whatever you are up to fixing for yourself. I need to get ready to go to work" and I took my cup of coffee and went back to the bedroom. I waited until I heard him leave for work and then I called Jim.

"What time do you want me there?"

"How soon can you get here?"

"Give me an hour."

"I'll be waiting."

There wasn't any wasted time. We both knew why I was there and clothes were coming off as soon as the door closed behind me. It was a straight up no frills fuck and I used every trick I knew on him. I got him off in less than four minutes and then I went to my knees and sucked his cock until he was hard again. I pushed him down on his couch and mounted him and then drove myself up and down on him until he came a second time. I raised up off him and went after his cock with my mouth again and he pushed me away.

"Enough" Jim said, "I've got a business to run."

I smiled at him, "Well, am I good enough to work for you?"

"Good enough? Get rid of your husband sweetie and I'll marry you myself. Now get your clothes on before I'm tempted to forget about business and start chasing you around the room."

"Speaking of business, what is this thing you have for me tomorrow?"

"How do you feel about robbing the cradle?"

"You need to explain that."

"It is a weird one. I have a woman who wants her son to lose his cherry. Apparently the kid is some kind of computer genius and all he wants to do is play with his computer. She doesn't think that is healthy and she figures if she gets him laid that will give him two things he will want to do instead of just one."

"How old is he?"

"He will be eighteen tomorrow. You are going to be his birthday present from mom."

"Mom wants an older woman to do the job?"

"She doesn't care. I want to give it to you because you are the youngest looking girl I have working for me. Mom wants the kid to get the full ride - anal, oral and pussy - can you do it?"

"That's kinky. Twelve years younger than me and a virgin to boot. Yeah. I can do it. How are we going to get him away from his computers long enough to get the job done?"

"That's mom's job. She gets him to the hotel room and you take it from there. That brings me to the rest of the weird part."

"There's more?"

"Oh yeah. Mommy is going to watch."

"You're shitting me?"

"Nope. Mom gets him to the hotel room, you de-virginize him and mommy sits there and watches. She may comment, make suggestions or even cheer you on. What do you say?"

"What do you expect me to say? There isn't any way I can say no. I have to see that, I just fucking have to see that."

"Good girl. Now run along, I need to pretend to get something done around here. I'll call you on your cell tomorrow and give you time and place."

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I went home and spent the rest of the day on the patio soaking up some sun. Annie came over and we talked until she had to leave for a date. I had diner ready at the normal time, but when an hour went by and John wasn't home I threw everything in the garbage, did the dishes and went into the living room and watched some television. John came home late and didn't say a word to me, just went straight up to the spare bedroom and closed the door.

I didn't get out of bed in the morning and put on the coffee. I stayed in bed until I heard John leave then I got up, put on the coffee and called Annie to see if she was up and then asked her if she wanted a cup. Twenty minutes later she was telling me all about her date from yesterday. Then she asked me how it was going and I brought her up to date on the John situation and then told her what I'd be doing that afternoon.

"Too bad you won't be doing it here. I'd love to hide in the closet and watch that."

"What is the kinkiest thing you have ever done?"

"I went out on what was supposed to be a dinner date at an awards ceremony. The guy was good looking and fun to be with and so I let him talk me into going home with him for five hundred. He was pretty good in the sack and we were going at it on the living room couch when two guys walked in. They were his twin eighteen year old sons and he asked me if I would take care of them. I was already half naked and half fucked and hotter than hell so I did it. The three of them kept me there for seven hours. He tipped me a grand and said he would like to do it again."

"Have you?"

"Not yet. He calls and asks for me and so I see him about once a month, but the two boys are in school back east so it won't happen until they come home on spring or Christmas break."

"But you are going to do it."

"Bet your sweet pussy I am."

Just then my cell phone rang and when I answered it it was Jim. "Room 314 at the Marriott. From one until four. Mommy would like you in high heels, nylons and garter belt when you answer the door."

"That's it? No dress, no slow strip tease, just open the door and be ready to go to my knees?"

"You catch on quick sweetie. Call me when it's over. Curiosity is killing me."

As I hung up Annie said, "Show time?"

"Yep. Curtain going up on me going down."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I didn't know if I would be this kids first naked woman, but if I was I wanted him to remember me fondly (lustfully was more like it) so I prepped myself for him. I got to the room early and then used my vibrator to get my pussy nice and wet. I played with my nipples until they were stiff like tiny little cocks and then I put some rouge on them. I got myself so worked up that I rushed to the door when the knock came precisely at one o'clock.

I don't know why, but I expected to see a kid with glasses, shirt buttoned all the way up to the collar and a pocket protector full of pens and pencils. What I found when I opened the door was a pretty good looking young man in Dockers, Hush Puppies and wearing a Tommy Hilger shirt. His jaw dropped when he saw me standing there doing my best to look sexy without looking slutty.

"Come on in sugar and let me rock your world."

I stepped aside and he stumbled in, helped along by his mother who had a hand in the middle of his back and was pushing. Mom was my second surprise. I had pictured her as overweight forty something looking a little bit like Aunt Bea from Mayberry. Mommy was drop dead gorgeous with a body most men would die to possess. If you stripped her and stood her next to me and gave a man his choice I'd stand a damned good chance of losing and believe me when I tell you I am no slouch in the looks department.

Mommy got right down to he business at hand. "I'd like you to start by undressing him and then giving him head."

What the hey, the lady was paying the freight so I led the kid to the bed, kissed him with a lot of tongue and then slowly undressed him. I did it slow and threw in a few touches like sucking on his nipples when I took his shirt off. I went to my knees and let my tongue trace a line down to his belly button. I probed his 'innie' with my tongue while I undid his belt and pulled down his zipper. I tugged his pants and briefs down and when his cock sprang free I captured it with my mouth and just held it while I worked his pants off his legs. He had already kicked off his shoes so I worked his socks off and tossed them aside.

When I had his clothes off I stood up and kissed him again; a long lingering kiss with plenty of tongue and then I pushed him back on the bed. I moved between his legs and cupped his balls in one hand and stroked him with the other as I said:

"Oh honey, it's a nice one and I'm going to love the hell out of this."

Just before lowering my head and taking him in my mouth I looked over at mom and mouthed the words, "All the way?" She nodded a yes and I went to work. I licked, I sucked, and I worked his nuts with one hand and teased his asshole with the fingers of the other. I was not surprised that he didn't last very long and I felt him tense up so I was ready for it when he let go. I swallowed it all and then I licked his cock clean. I looked over at mommy and she said:

"Every well rounded young man should know how to perform cunnilingus, don't you agree?"

"Yes I do and I'm glad that I'll be able to teach him the right way to do it."

I pulled him up from where he had been lying and looking up at me and we changed places. I pulled open my pussy lips and showed him where to lick, where to suck and where to probe with his tongue.

"Learn to do this sweetie and the girls will beat a path to your door."

He looked over at him mom and she said, "Go ahead dear, she's right. Learn to do it and you will never lack a date again."

He went to work and he turned out to be a very fast learner. How fast I found out when he used his fingers to tease my ass like I had teased his. While he was working on me I glanced over at mom and suddenly it hit me what this was all about. She wanted to be me. She wanted to be the one being eaten by him. She wanted to be the one with his hard cock in her mouth and she was trying to live it through me.

The kid was doing a good enough job on my pussy that I was starting to get very hot. If I let him keep going he was going to get me off and I debated whether to let it happen or not. I wanted it, but how would seeing it happen make mommy feel? Then I decided to hell with how mommy would feel, this was between her boy and me. I wanted the orgasm and his giving it to me would make him feel like a stud and as far as I was concerned that is what we were there for.

When it came it was such a good one that I almost hurt the boy when I grabbed his head and mashed it against my pussy. When I came down from my high I sat up and saw that his cock was erect and throbbing and I reached down and fondled it.

"Looks like I have me a genuine stud to play with. Come on baby, let's start the next chapter of your sexual education."

For the next hour we fucked in every position I could think of. Every time I felt him near the brink I would stop and kiss him with lots of tongue, before starting up again. A glance at the clock showed me that we only had forty-five minutes left and I still had to give him anal so I rolled over on my back, told him to put my legs up on his shoulders and then I told him:

"Fuck me hard lover, fuck me hard and make me cum."

I moaned, begged, pleaded and told him how good he was and he responded by fucking me hard and fast. I'd had four orgasms by then and was working on another one when he suddenly moaned, "Oh God" and I felt his warmth flood me. As soon as his limp noodle fell out of me I got up and went to my purse and got out the tube of KY Jelly. As I knelt down to take his cock in my mouth I said:

"One more thing lover and you will have done the Trifecta - the Hat Trick - mouth, pussy and ass. As soon as I get you hard I'm going to grease both of us up real good and give you my tight little ass."

I'd been keeping an eye on mom the whole time the kid was pushing his cock into me and the look on her face was so pitiful that it hurt me to see it. She really wanted to be where I was in the worst way. Whether she couldn't bring herself to do it because in her mind it was wrong, or because she didn't have enough courage in her to allow her to do it I didn't know, but I did know that she wanted to.

When I greased up her boy's cock and got into position on my hands and knees she was leaning forward on the chair. When I told him to go easy and push in just a little at a time and he did it the anguish on her face was heart breaking.

Her boy took it slow at first and as I got used to him I started asking him to go faster, to fuck me just a little harder and then I was into it. My mind was like a teleprompter with words flashing across it.

"Fuck me baby, fuck my ass. Make me cum lover, pound my butt. Oh God, so good baby, your cock feels so damned good. Fuck me baby, fuck me."

As fast as the words flashed on the screen I read them off aloud, "Ram it in me lover, fuck me hard, make me cum. Yeah lover, like that, just like that, keep doing it baby, keep doing it" and then I had a mind blowing orgasm and fell forward onto the bed just as he came and shot his cum all over my back.

Both of us were gasping for air when mom said, "Come along Wilson, you need to get dressed, our time is up."

"No it isn't," I said.

"We only scheduled from one till four."

"Doesn't matter. It is his first time and it needs to be as memorable as we can make it. I'm not done with him yet and what I do on my own time is my business and I'm on my own time as of four. How about it lover, are you in any hurry to leave?"

He blushed at being called lover and shook his head no. "Good, it's settled. I need to get a wash rag and clean your magic wand before we go any farther."

I came back with a wet, soapy rag, a hand towel and a bath towel. I washed his cock and dried it with the hand towel and then said:

"Now we are going to play a game I call "Perception." I'm going to blind fold you and then do things to you and ask you what you think - what you perceive."

I tore up the bath towel and made a blind fold out of it and then covered his eyes with it. I pushed him back on the bed and I took his cock in my mouth and went to work at getting him up again. When he was erect I took his cock in my left hand and started stroking him.

"I want you to tell me which feels better, my left hand or my right hand. This is my left" and I stroked him with it for about five seconds and then switched to my right for five seconds and then switched back. "Tell me lover, left hand or right hand?" I gave him another five seconds of each, "Left hand or right hand?"

"I can't tell, I really don't know."

"More stroking and hand switching and then, "Left lover, or right?"

"I think maybe the right."

I left him and went over to where mommy was sitting and I held a finger to her lips to tell her to keep quiet and then I pulled her out of her chair and led her over to the bed. I put her left hand on Wilson's cock and used my hand to move it up and down. Then I did the same with her right. Tell me baby, left or right?"

"The right. Definitely the right."

"You sure baby, the right?"

"Yeah, the right."

"Okay lover, the right it is. I'm going to give you a hand job with the right hand, but you can't cum. You have to let me know when you are ready to let go and we are going to do something else, okay?"

"Okay."

I kept mommy's right hand on his cock and worked it up and down. After a dozen strokes I let go of mommy's hand and smiled as mommy kept going on her own. Wilson moaned and groaned as his mommy beat him off. After several minutes he gasped:

"I'm going to cum, oh Jesus, I'm going to cum."

I reached down and pulled mommy's hand off him. He reached for his cock to bring himself off and I batted his hand away.

"Not yet lover, I'll see to it that you cum, just not yet."

I motioned for mommy to stay put and then I got up and moved away. "Would you go and get us some ice please?" I said and then I opened and closed the door to the room. I went back and knelt between his legs and licked the head of his cock.

"Mommy's gone lover, it is just you and me now. You can tell me whatever you want and no one else will ever know. I want you to tell me your fantasies."

I took his cock in my mouth and sucked on it until he pushed his hips up at me. I let his cock drop from my mouth and I took it in my hand and slowly stroked it.

"Tell me baby, who in your fantasy is licking and sucking your cock? Is it a cheerleader from school?"

I gave him another suck.

"Your fifth grade English teacher? The girl next door, or maybe her mother?"



I sucked on him some more. I licked the top of his cock all the way down to the base, circled his cock with my tongue and then drug it up the underside.

"Come on baby, I'm your biggest fantasy. I am the woman you want most in the world. Come on lover, tell me who I am. Let it go baby, tell me."

I lowered my head and sucked on him some more. His hips were pushing up at me and again I said:

"Who am I baby, who is sucking your cock, tell me."

He almost sobbed as he said, "My mom, my mom is sucking my cock."

I moved out of the way and pushed an only mildly resisting mommy between his legs. I put my hand behind her head and pushed it down. I thought I heard a little whimper before she opened her mouth and swallowed him. I stood back and watched as mommy's mouth made love to her baby.

I carefully place a hand over Wilson's mouth and pushed the blindfold up. Mommy was paying attention to his cock and didn't see me do it. He saw me looking down into his face and then he suddenly realized that if I was looking down at him it couldn't be my mouth on his cock. His eyes got big as I held a finger to my lips telling him to be quiet and then I took my hand off his mouth and stepped back. He looked down and saw who was sucking his cock and he moaned:

"Oh God, oh sweet Jesus" and his hands went to the back of her head and he pushed his cock as far into her mouth as it would go.

I headed for the bathroom and got in the shower.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I was dressed and had my makeup on when I walked out of the bathroom. On the bed a naked mommy was riding her baby reverse cowgirl style and I had to smile. I felt like I had really done something good. I walked over to the bed and bent down to whisper in mommy's ear:

"I don't care what society says or what the law books say; anything that two people want as badly as you two wanted this can't be bad. Have fun" and I left the room and went home.

To be continued.
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Authors note: First let me apologize for the poor way I handled getting chapter 5 out to those who asked for it. I don't know why, but I naturally assumed that all requests would come to me at my email address and all I would have to do was click on "Reply" and attach the story and send it on its way. It didn't happen like that. The majority of requests came in on Esmail and I had no way to attach anything to a reply. I would have had to write down all 91 email addresses and then send each one a separate email and I had no time for that so I simply sent everyone a request to request the story at my regular email address. If you did not receive the message and still want chapter 5 send me a request and I will get it off to you.

Chapter 6, The Sports Star.

John wasn't home by the time I went to bed and I fell asleep without hearing him come in. He wasn't there the next morning when I got up so I don't even know if he came home. At nine the phone rang and it was Jim.

"How did yesterday go?"

"Fine, no problems."

""Did she really do it? Stay and watch I mean?"

"Yes she did; she even directed it like it was a movie. She told me what to do first, what to do next and so on."

"Weird."

"Maybe on one level, but on the level that counted she just didn't want her son to spend all his time playing with computers. She wanted him to get a life and she took drastic steps to see that it happened."

"She called me this morning fairly gushing over you and how understanding you were. She wants you again next Tuesday, is that okay with you?"

"I don't know what more I can do. I gave the kid the full ride and he took to it like a duck to water, but yes, I guess I can do it again."

"Good. I already told her you would. Are you free tomorrow afternoon?"

I laughed, "I'm available sweetie, but I'm not free except to you and only then because you made it a condition of employment."

"How do you feel about blacks?"

"Depends."

"On what?"

"Depends on what you are getting ready to ask me to do."

"No more and no less than you have already done."

"This an A list or a B list date?"

"It is a very well paying A list date sweetie. The man is a generous tipper and he isn't the least bit kinky."

"But?"

"He is black and he specifies blondes and you have been requested by name."

My blood turned cold at that. "Oh shit! I think our business arrangement just ended. If it is common knowledge what I'm doing it won't be long before John finds out and that is the one thing I need to avoid."

"Don't panic on me sweetie. The person who asked for you is Annie."

"Why would Annie ask for me?"

"Because she wants a friendly white face to be there with her."

"I need an explanation Jim."

"There is a group of professional black athletes that get together for a party once every three months. Being a white man I've never figured it out, but for blacks, having a beautiful white woman on their arm is some sort of status symbol. Annie has a black customer who calls and requests her two or three times a month and he is taking her to the party. Last time she went she was the only white face there. She mentioned it to me and I knew that Jamal was going to be calling for a date and I thought of you. I mentioned it to Annie and she damned near begged me to get you. I'm surprised she hasn't mentioned it to you herself."

"I haven't seen her yet this morning. I'm not a racist Jim, but I don't like going on dates with black men."

"Why not?"

"Because when they get with a white woman they become arrogant and egotistical and they start acting like they believe all the bullshit myths about them. The 'once you go black you never go back' garbage. Then when you don't buy into their line they start on the "What's the matter bitch? You think you're too good for me?" No Jim, I don't think so. I don't need any more bullshit in my life just now."

"Well okay, but if you change your mind give me a call."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I hung up the phone amused that mommy wanted to see me again and I wondered why. Before I could consider the possibilities Annie called and invited me over for coffee. As I was spooning sugar into my coffee Annie asked:

"Has Jim called you yet?"

"I talked to him just before you called."

"Are you going to do it?"

"I told him no."

I saw the crestfallen look on her face when she asked me why. I told her what I'd told Jim. "I've had dates with them before Annie and I've come away from them not wanting to do it again. Back in school I had to take dates with them because I had tuition to pay, books to buy, an apartment to pay rent on so every penny counted. I don't need to put up with that shit now."

"They aren't all assholes. Amos isn't like that and the few times I've been around Jamal he wasn't like that. I know what you mean though because I have had dates with guys like that, but it never bothered me because when the date was over I knew I'd never see them again. If it is a bad date all you have to do is tell Jim and he won't set you up with the guy again. Come on honey, I need the company and you can get on the good side of John."

"How is fucking a black man going to get me on the good side of John?"

"He's a rabid football fan right?"

"So?"

"Both Amos and Jamal are starters on the team. If you will do this with me I'll call Amos and get him to get me a team jersey with all the players' autographs on it. You can tell John you got it when you filled in as temporary help at the team's office."

The short of it was that I let her talk me into it.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

John came home that night and went straight up to the spare bedroom without a word. I called him when dinner was ready and he said he wasn't hungry so I ate and then threw the rest of the food in the garbage. He wanted to be that way, fuck him, and I wasn't going to put any leftovers in the fridge so he could come down and heat them up in the microwave later. The asshole could just go hungry.

Next morning I stayed in bed until John had left the house. I got up and made coffee and then I called Jim and let him know that Annie had talked me into taking the date and then I called Annie and asked her over for coffee.

"I need to know a little more about what you are getting me into today.

She came over sat down and poured herself a cup and as she was adding cream I said:

"Okay, what do I need to know about this thing? I've spent some time thinking about it and I right on the ragged edge of backing out."

"Why? What's wrong?"

"These guys are professional sports figures, photographers follow them around and the last thing I need right now is for a picture to show up of me on the arm of a black sports star."

"That won't happen. This isn't an awards ceremony or anything like that. It is just a get together of a bunch of friends. It is dinner and drinks and then, at least for you and me, a little hanky panky."

"Jim says you date your guy a lot."

"What can I say? He's nice, he's a great fuck and I love the wicked feeling I get from doing the taboo black and white thing. And, he has the perfect cock for what I love best."

"That would be?"

"Anal. His cock was designed for it. It is nine inches long, but it isn't any bigger around than a hot dog."

"Ooh, sounds like I might want him. I'll take him and you can have my date."

"Oh no you don't. Amos is my butt fucker and you leave him alone."

"Selfish slut!"

"Jealous bitch!"

"Whore!"

"Fuck pig!"

"Well it looks like we know what we are. What can you tell me about Jamal?"

"Just that you are going to draw a lot of attention."

"Why?"

"Because he is so big and you are so small."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Annie was right about that. Annie and I met Amos and Jamal in the lobby of the hotel and I was introduced to my date. If I were an inch shorter and Jamal and inch taller I could have kicked off my heels and stood in front of him and sucked his cock without having to do any bending.

The men escorted us into the banquet hall and for the next hour we dined on steak and lobster, had drinks and made conversation. Jamal was smart and witty and I felt comfortable with him although I was very uncomfortable in the surroundings. I now understood why Annie wanted me along. Annie and I were the only white faces in the midst of twenty-seven black ones. There were only two other women and the looks we got from them could only be interpreted as 'hostile'. Since they both had dates I could only guess that it was because we were white.

There was some socializing after dinner and I was introduced to several well-known football, basketball and baseball players. I met two boxers, one heavyweight and one welterweight and two golfers. John would have been in hog heaven. Then it was time to go up to the room.

As soon as the door closed behind us Jamal picked me up and lifted me up to where he could kiss me. After a fairly steamy kiss he carried me over to the bed and stood me on it and undressed me. Then he undressed and crawled up on the bed.

"Disappointed?"

"In what?"

"Most white women expect to see a massive tree trunk when they see my johnson."

I reached down and took his cock in my hand, "It's a nice one. The important thing is does it work?"

Did it ever!

As I stroked his cock with one hand the other one felt for his balls. I held them in my hand as my mouth moved to take in his cockhead. I felt the head push at my lips and I opened my mouth and sent my tongue out to lick across the helmet to the pee hole where it lapped up the pre-cum. My tongue circled the head and then licked the length of him, top and bottom, before I took him deep into my mouth. Two powerful sucks and I felt the head of his cock hit the back of my throat. With my tongue still moving I pulled back until my pursed lips reached the crown and then I pushed back until my chin hit his pubic bone. Back and forth, back and forth and all the time my hand was caressing his nut sack.

"Oh fuck woman, you're unbelievable" he moaned.

I slid my other hand back until my fingers could tease his asshole and I increased the pressure of my lips as I sent a finger into his butt. His hips thrust up at me and he drove his cock into my mouth as his hands grabbed the back of my head and held it still as he started pumping his shaft into my mouth. I held my lips in a tight oval around his cock as he face fucked me. My tongue felt the throbbing of his cock and my hand felt the tightening of his balls and I was ready for the hot blast that hit the back of my throat and started its slide down into my stomach. I gulped and swallowed until his cock stopped spurting and then I pulled my mouth off him and caught his limpness in my hand and licked him clean.

I looked into his face and saw admiration there. "Liked that, did you?"

"Oh God baby, that was fantastic."

He pushed me down on my back and spread my legs apart. He licked his lips and lowered his face to my moist hole. His tongue made soft circles around my pussy lips and then started working its way into my hot crevice. He pressed his face forward pushing his open mouth against my already open slit. His tongue found and teased my clit and I arched my body up off the bed.

"Oh my God baby" I moaned as I pushed my hips at his face trying to get his tongue even deeper into me. He pulled his head back slightly and his tongue attacked my clit, rapidly licking it, and sending waves of pleasure through me.

"Oh, oh, oh, oh" I moaned as spasms jolted my body and I concentrated on the feelings that began in my pussy, flowed to the center of my body and then burst out racking me with pleasure. He lifted his head and looked down at me and smiled.

"My God lover, where on Earth did you learn to do that" I gasped.

"You just bring out the best in me baby, and hopefully the best is yet to come" he said as he moved over me.

His pressed his rejuvenated cock against my opening and I moaned as his cock parted my pussy lips and slid into the depths of my cunt. Deeper and deeper he pushed until his pubic bone hit mine and then he began a slow rocking motion, in and out, in and out and I moaned with each stroke. I pushed up at him to meet his thrusts. I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his body as I gave myself completely to him. He continued to plunge deep into me and I moaned:

"Oh sweet fucking Jesus yesss" I wailed as the first orgasm spread through my body.

My nails clawed at his back as I thrust my body up at him. "Oh yes, yes, yes, oh my god fuck me, fuck me lover, fuck me."

His hands went under me and he took my butt cheeks in his hands and pulled me hard up against him as he thrust hard into me. In, out, in, out he slammed his cock and I had another orgasm, a throbbing climax that sent tremors all through my body. He slammed his cock into me one more time, cried out "Oh fuck!" and I felt him gush inside me. He held himself in place until he was drained and his cock was soft and then he fell next to me on the bed.

He was breathing hard as I reached for his limp dick and said, "Not bad lover, but we still have a couple of hours to give you a chance to improve."

"You are an evil woman" he gasped. "Here I am thinking that I have just made your day and you are telling me I have to do better? Evil, evil woman."

"I'll help lover," I said as I slid down and took his cock in my mouth.

Two hours later I had my hand on his limp cock and was wondering if I could coax one more time out of him when the connecting door to the next room opened and Annie came in leading Amos by his cock like it was a leash.

"I told Amos that you would like to try some anal with him and he said he would be willing if I could talk you into it."

"It isn't me you have to talk to. This worn out man lying next to me is my date and he has to be the one to say okay."

"How about it Jamal? Would you like a taste of this cock hungry brunette? All it will cost is to let Amos have Shannon's pooper."

"You have to be kidding me. A chance to fuck two gorgeous white bitches in one day and you think I'd say no?"

"I'm not a bitch sugar, a whore yes, but not a bitch" and she crawled on the bed next to Jamal, shoved my hand away from his cock and said, "Let me show you how its done" and she lowered her mouth and swallowed him.

Amos smiled at me and asked, "How would you like it? Legs up on my shoulders or on your knees?"

"Can I have some of both?" I asked as I reached out and took hold of his cock.

It was long and thin, just like Annie had said and as I looked at it Amos said, "Annie washed it just before we came over."

"Oh goody" I said as I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around him. I sucked on that long hard cock and shivered in anticipation of having it slide into my butt. After a minute Amos pulled his cock out of my mouth and positioned me on my hands and knees.

His kissed the back of my neck and began to move down my back. He got to my ass cheeks and kissed them both and then his hands spread my butt cheeks and he pushed his tongue into my wet hole. I had an instant flashback to when Tex had sucked Don and then the room service waiter out of me. My body trembled and I pushed my hips back trying to get his tongue deeper in me.

On the bed next to me Annie had her legs up on Jamal's shoulders and he was pounding into her as she cried and begged him to fuck her harder. Sweat was dripping off Jamal as he tried to do what she wanted. The 'slap, slap, slap' of his balls beating a tattoo on her ass was erotic as all hell.

Amos pulled his tongue out of me and I almost cried in disappointment, but he quickly repositioned himself and I felt the head of his cock at my hole and I shoved my ass back at him and he slid into me. He stroked into me several times to coat his rod with Jamal's cum and then he pulled out. I braced for what I knew was coming. I felt Amos push hard at my asshole and I relaxed my sphincter as much as I could and shoved my ass back at him and his cock popped past the opening. Once he was inside, his cock gripped tightly by my sphincter, he took over. He moved back and forth and as I moaned and he fucked me. He took hold of my hips and picked up speed. His cock rubbed my anal walls and gave me orgasms so strong that they almost made me pass out. I came and I came and I came and, even though it was as irrational as all hell, I hated Annie for having kept me from having Amos in my ass a long time ago. Just when I thought I would pass out from an overload of pleasure Amos groaned:

"Here it comes honey, here it comes" and I felt his hot cum spray my insides.

As I was dressing to leave Jamal brought me a box and handed it to me.

"Annie asked Amos to get this for you."

I opened the box and found an autographed team jersey. "I don't know what kind of relationship you have with your husband, but I've included two tickets to each of our next two home games."

"My relationship with John is simple. We don't have one anymore and he doesn't seem all that eager to want one. By the way, if he uses these tickets the thing to remember is that he doesn't know about this. He will have to think I got these when I was doing some temp work at team headquarters."

"I'd like to do this again."

"So would I baby, just call Jim when you're ready."

"I was kind of hoping we could cut out the middleman."

"Sorry lover, but I have to keep this on a professional level and not a personal one."

As I was leaving he handed me an envelope. "Here, this is for you, and I meant it when I said I want to see you again."

He bent down and kissed me and then Annie and I left. In the elevator on the way down to the lobby I looked in the envelope and found ten one hundred-dollar bills. As I tucked it in my purse Annie said:

"Well, are you glad or sorry you came?"

"A little bit of both I suppose. Glad because I am sexually satisfied and that's one of the reasons I started doing this, but I'm sorry that I have to do this to get that satisfaction. I would much rather be in my own bedroom getting it from John."

"Maybe the gifts you have for him will change things."

"Maybe" I said, but I doubted it.

To be continued.
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I wondered if I would catch a ration of crap from John for not being home and having his dinner ready where he got there, but he was in the spare bedroom and didn't come down. I went into the hall closet and rummaged around until I found some wrapping paper, some ribbon and a bow. I wrapped the box with the jersey in it and set it on the kitchen table and then I went up to the bedroom and read until I fell asleep.

In the morning I was awake and when I heard John leave the spare bedroom I gave him ten minutes and the followed him down. He was sipping coffee and the box was open in front of him. He looked up when I came into the room and said:

"Where did you get this?"

"The agency sent me over to the team offices to help them catch up on some work. I told the office manager that you were a big fan and she got that for me."

He got up, picked up the box and said, "I won't be home tonight. I have to fly to Salt Lake and I won't be back until tomorrow." He left the room and I thought, "So much for getting on his good side."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

As soon as John left I called Jim and told him that I would be available that night.

"Great! You have just saved my ass. The girl who was supposed to take care of one of my steady customers just called in and told me that her monthly, which she didn't expect for two more days, just started and that she would have to cancel. I didn't have anyone else. The Hyatt Regency, room 631 at seven, okay?"

"No problem."

"Can you take a noon gig too?"

"Sure, why not."

"My office about eleven-thirty, okay?"

"I laughed, "You going to juice me up and then send me off to a customer?"

"That's up to you sweetie. You can douche or not before you go meet him. I shouldn't say this because he is such a good customer, but I don't like the guy."

"Something I should know?"

"No sweetie, he's always been good to the girls and he's a decent tipper, but I just don't like him. They say first impressions last and they were right as far as he is concerned. I took an instant dislike to him as soon as I met him and it has never changed. I don't let it show of course. Can't let personal feelings get in the way of making money. You'll be okay."

"See you at eleven-thirty."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

I walked into Jim's office at eleven twenty and he told his secretary to hold all calls.

"Do I get romanced or do we get right to it?"

"Romance isn't all that it is cracked up to be. Why don't you just lift the skirt, lose the panties and bend forward over the desk."

"You make me feel like I have bad breath."

"It's not that sweetie, it is just that you have the tightest and sexiest ass I've ever been in and I just love the sound of your voice when you beg me to fuck you harder and make you cum."

"Oh you silver tongued devil you," I said as I did what he asked and bent forward over the desk. I spread my legs and opened myself up to him. He moved behind me and placed the head of his cock against my pussy.

"Put it in sweetie," he said, "Take it in your hand and guide me into you."

I reached back between my legs and took hold of his hard shaft and pulled it to my cunt lips and then I shoved my ass back at him and his cock slid into me. He pushed until he could go no farther in me and then he just stood there and soaked in my heat.

"Please baby, don't tease me," I moaned, "Fuck me baby, fuck me."

He pulled back and thrust forward with long hard thrusts and I pushed back to meet him. "Do it lover, do it, fuck me" I moaned as I reached down between my legs and fingered my clit as he rammed his hard cock into me.

"Oh my God" I cried out, "Like that, yes, oh yes, like that, just like that."

He grabbed my hips and pumped in and out as I moaned and cried, "Fuck me lover, fuck me, fuck me hard, make me cum lover, make me cum for you."

He fucked hard into me and each time he bottomed out his balls slapped into my ass. I felt the fire building in my center as he pounded his strokes into me. The tingling sensation started running through my body and I cried out:

"That's it lover, that's it, fuck me hard, fuck me hard" as the explosion of my orgasm took over my senses. He slammed hard into three more times and then I felt him flood my pussy. We stood there trying to catch our breath as his cock pulsed in me. When he softened and pulled out of me I felt his cum running down my leg. I stared down at the desktop and almost cried that a man not my husband had to be the one to make me feel that good.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

It isn't easy to remember that night because it all seems like a nightmare every time I recall it.

I was wearing my 'little black dress' accessorized with a single strand of pearls and four inch heels. I arrived at the hotel five minutes early and took the elevator to the sixth floor, walked down the hall to room 631 and knocked on the door. Thirty seconds later the door opened and there stood my husband. It took me a moment to get over the shock, but fortunately I got over it quicker than John. In response to John's "What are you doing here" I said:

"Just letting you know that I know what a bastard you are. I knew something was going on when our sex life went to hell so I hired a private detective to follow you and now I know all about your use of Premier Escorts. Now I know why you never could spare any money for me, you were spending it all on your whores. My detective and I intercepted Shannon in the lobby so I could come up and have this little confrontation. I don't know whether she will still come up or not after I leave, but I do hope you packed a bag for your little overnight business trip to Salt Lake because that is all you are going to have for a while. Don't bother coming home because I won't let you in. If you try and force your way in I'll call the cops and tell them you were beating me and have your ass hauled away for assault and battery and domestic violence and then I'll get a restraining order against you."

I turned and stormed away from the room. In the lobby I used my cell phone to call Jim.

"Did you know that the date you set me up with was my husband?"

"You're shitting me."

"Not one bit. I knocked on the door to room 631 and it was my husband who opened the door. I need your help."

I told him the detective story and said, "When Shannon doesn't show up John will be calling you. You have to tell him that Shannon was so shook up at being stopped by me and the detective in the lobby that she split."

"Okay, but what are you going to do now?"

"I don't know Jimmy, I just don't know."

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

The divorce, while not amiable, was quiet. Using information given to me by Jim concerning John's recent visits with Jim's girls I was able to convince John that I had indeed had a private detective following him. The amount of information I had so unnerved him that he never got around to asking the question that I was most afraid of:

"Where did you get the money to hire a detective?"

I gave him a choice. A quiet divorce and a fifty-fifty split of all assets or a loud messy divorce where he could take his chances. I reminded him of the effect that a loud, messy divorce might have on his career especially since his boss was a rabid born again Christian and he caved in.

There were a ton of questions that never got asked and never got answered. According to what I'd found out from Jim my husband had been his customer for almost two years. Why? I was willing every night of the week and willing to do anything John wanted and anyway he wanted it so why did he have to go to play for pay girls? And why after using Jim's girls for over a year and a half while he was still making love to me five and six times a week did he suddenly cut me off? Given my sexual nature he had to know that I wouldn't stand for it.

I make no apologies for what I did. I know it was wrong. I know that I cheated on John before knowing that he was cheating on me and that makes me as bad as he was. I do know that the lack of a sex life alone wouldn't have made me do what I did, but the lack of a sex life and John's penny pinching where I was concerned pushed me over the line. Some might say that my sex life before John almost made it a certainty that someday the whore in me would surface and they might be right because it certainly did. All water under the bridge now.

I did dust off my Marketing degree and send out resumes and I did manage to find a fairly decent job. I'm still working for Jim, but I only see a select group of clients, ones that I've been with before and enjoyed like Don, Phil, Jamal and Amos (but only when Annie isn't available). The money is great, but it is incidental to the great sex I'm having. I'll keep on doing it until I meet someone who can convince me that we have a future together, but even then I'll hang onto Jim's number - just in case.

