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CHAPTER 1

Sarah was dozing in the front seat, sleepy after the long game.  Gina was next to her, and in the back were 4 other girls from their high school cheer squad.  They were driving home from an away game, and the steady rumbling of the wheels on the road after the long football game had them all sleeping.

Gina’s dad was driving, and Sarah was wedged in between Gina and her father (Mr. Moretti).  The pickup wasn’t small, but Mr. Moretti was a big man, and he took up a lot of the front bench seat.  Gina was asleep with her head against the door window, her mouth half open as she slept.  Sarah was half asleep, leaning forward against the seat belt.

Suddenly Sarah felt Mr. Moretti’s hand on her thigh, below her skirt.  She was instantly wide awake, and her eyes went wide.  She assumed it was an accident because they were sitting so close together.  Sarah slid closer to Gina, away from her father.  But Mr. Moretti kept his hand on her leg.  In fact, he clamped down on her thigh, preventing her from sliding over.

A lot of thoughts ran through Sarah’s head at the same time.  First, how freaky it was for Mr. Moretti to touch her.  Second, how big Mr. Moretti’s hand was.  It felt like he could wrap his fingers around her whole thigh.  Third, how big a commotion it would be if she screamed.  After all, Mr. Moretti’s was Gina’s dad, and Gina was her best friend.

And maybe it was all an accident.  Maybe Mr. Moretti was in a driving zone and didn’t realize his hand was on her thigh.

But then Mr. Moretti began caressing her, and Sarah knew it was no accident.  She stopped breathing as she felt his big hand rub her thigh.  Mr. Moretti was in construction and his big hands were calloused.  In the quiet of the (mostly) sleeping car, Sarah could hear his calloused fingertips scrape against the nylon of the nude tights she wore under her short cheerleading skirt.  He had big worker’s hands, scarred from physical labor, with thick fingers and knobby knuckles. 

Mr. Moretti gripped Sarah’s thigh with his big hand and pulled, forcing her legs to open.  Sarah tried to resist but he was much bigger and stronger.  With her legs parted, he moved his hand up her leg until his big fingers went under her short, pleated cheer skirt.

Sarah’s head was spinning.  She didn’t know what to do.  She wasn’t a virgin.  At 18 she was barely legal, but she didn’t consider herself to be innocent.  But this was Gina’s dad!  He must be what, 50?  Ancient!  And he was touching her!

Sarah felt Mr. Moretti’s hand move up her leg, moving her skirt with it.  She felt his fingertips touch her bottoms, what she and the other cheerleaders called bloomers or spankies.

She couldn’t believe this was happening!  She felt powerless.

In the darkness she heard Mr. Moretti breathing hard.  Then she felt his finger rub up and down across her sex, over the bottoms. 

“Please don’t,” Sarah desperately whispered into the darkness.  She grabbed his wrist with both hands, but he was too strong.  He rubbed harder into her cleft, forming a camel toe in the bottoms. 

“Stop,” she whispered in a pleading voice, and she dug her nails into his wrist, but still he wouldn’t stop.

Gina stirred next to her.  She was waking up.  Mr. Moretti quickly pulled his hand back, and Sarah immediately closed her legs and pulled her skirt down.  Just like that, it was over.  But she was breathing hard.  And she heard Mr. Moretti breathing hard too, in the darkness.

Mr. Moretti didn’t say anything to her when he dropped her off.  Sarah looked at him.  He didn’t look guilty, or sorry.  He smiled at her, and it creeped her out.  It sent a chill down her spine.

Everyone was asleep when Sarah entered her house.  She went into her bedroom and flopped onto her bed.  She kicked off her saddle shoes and looked up at the ceiling.  She was still dazed from what happened in the car.  She wasn’t breathing hard anymore, but it felt like her heart was still pounding.

She could still feel Mr. Moretti’s hand on her.  Under her skirt.  On her bottoms.  Rubbing her.

Sarah didn’t know why.  She couldn’t explain it.  But she felt hot between her legs.  Like there was an ache there.

Sarah pulled up her skirt and reached into her bottoms and tights.  She gasped as her fingertips touched her pussy.  She was moist.  She closed her eyes and rubbed herself.

Sarah thought about the car, Mr. Moretti’s hand on her, as she rubbed circles over her clit.  She was breathing hard, panting.  With her other hand, she unbuttoned her blouse and pulled her bra up, exposing her tits.  Sarah had small breasts, little A cups.  Her nipples were hard, like erasers.  She squeezed them with her thumb and forefinger as she rubbed her clit.  She thought about Mr. Moretti touching her.  Forcing her legs open.  Rubbing her sex. 

Suddenly Sarah groaned and arched her back, cumming on her fingers.  It was a powerful orgasm and she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning too loud.  Afterwards, she was breathing hard.  She squeezed her legs together and looked up at the ceiling again, wondering what had just happened.
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CHAPTER 2
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TWO WEEKS LATER
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SARAH WALKED WITH SOME of her friends to the Tropical Café.  It just opened up and its smoothie’s were the new thing in their small town, at least in her high school.

A new office building was going up across the street and Mr. Moretti was there, taking a break with some of his crew.  Sarah didn’t look but she felt his eyes on her.  It freaked her out after the other night.  That was a couple weeks ago, and she’d avoided going over to Gina’s since, not wanting to see her father.  Still, she felt her heart beating faster knowing he was looking at her.

“So, can we lust after them now?” Mario said as they watched the high school girls walk by.  Moretti was a foreman of one of the masonry teams.  Mario was on his team and was Italian, just like him.  He only hired Italians.  They hauled concrete and laid brick and stone for a living.  It was hard physical labor and you could tell that by their massive chests and arms. 

Moretti was looking at Sarah Summers.  At her drop-dead gorgeous face, at her lithe figure, her long shapely legs.  He remembered the feel of her thigh.  Tight and toned.  And reaching under her skirt.  Touching her pussy.  She’d been hot there.  “What?” he said distractedly to Mario.

“Are they old enough we can lust after them now?” Mario said again with a toothy grin. 

Moretti grunted.  Some of the other men laughed. 

“That Sarah Summers,” Mario said, looking at her.  “All legs and blonde hair, that one.”

There were more laughs.  The men were mostly looking at Sarah.  All the girls were pretty, they were the in-crowd at the local high school and in the flower of their youth.  But Sarah Summers was special.  She was the prettiest of them, the prettiest girl in town.  Everyone knew it.  She turned every male head wherever she went.

It had been that way since she was barely a teen.  Now she was 18, her birthday just last month.

“Shut the fuck up!” Moretti snarled.  “You’re talking about my daughter!”

Gina – Moretti’s daughter – was among the young girls walking to the Tropical Café.  But like the other men, Moretti’s eyes and thoughts were on Sarah. 

“Yeah, all legs and blonde hair,” he thought.  Just like Gaby, Sarah’s mother.  Thinking about Gaby made him angry.  Not at Gaby, not really, but at life.  His life.  But then, Moretti was mostly an angry man.

Finally, he turned his eyes away from Sarah.  “Back to work,” he ordered his team.  The order came out like a snarl.  The men looked anxiously at their boss.  He was a moody guy, and you didn’t want to cross Moretti when he was angry.  Everyone scurried back to their jobs.
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“WHERE ARE YOU GOING?” Sarah asked Gina as they sipped their smoothies. 

“I don’t know. Carla says she needs to see someone in the city. She says me and Rosa have to go with her,” Gina said.  Carla was her mother.  Rosa was her sister.

“Your dad’s not going?” Sarah asked.

“No,” Gina said with an unconcerned shrug.  She was already thinking about something else, and tapping away on her phone. 

Sarah thought about it all day Friday, and then all day Saturday.  Mr. Moretti was all alone at home.  He was going to be all alone until late Sunday, while Gina was with her mother and sister in the city.

Sarah had a date Saturday night with her boyfriend Tony.  She wasn’t great at math, hated the subject, but she liked numbers.  She kept track of them in her head.  Tony was her 5th boyfriend.  She’d had sex with 3 of her boyfriends.  All together she’d had sex 15 times since losing her virginity in the back seat of a car.  She didn’t know if that made her a slut or not.  And that only counted intercourse.  It didn’t include blowjobs or hand jobs.  Or guys jerking off and cumming on her little tits.  Or her face.

She didn’t like it when they came on her tits and face.  Especially her face.  It was messy.  Especially when it got into her hair.  That’s why Sarah had learned it was better to swallow.

Sarah liked sex.  She didn’t think it made her a slut to like sex.  It was hypocritical anyways.  If a boy likes sex he’s a hero.  If a girl does, she’s a slut.  Sarah kept it to herself though.  That she liked sex.  She didn’t even tell Gina. 

She especially didn’t tell Gina that she didn’t mind swallowing.  The first couple of times it had been disgusting.  Then she realized the taste wasn’t mad.  It’s not that she liked the taste of cum.  She just didn’t hate it.

Sarah got dressed for her date.  A clingy blouse, short wool skirt, cream colored cable knit tights, black Mia flats.  They were her favorite flats.  She liked the shiny ones with pointy toes.  She thought the shininess and pointy toes made the flats look sexy.  And it was something for flats to look sexy.

Sarah brushed out her hair and put on makeup.  She applied brownish red lipstick that made her lips look wet, because Tony said he liked that.  But even as she was brushing on the lipstick she was thinking of Mr. Moretti.

The way he put his hand on her thigh.  The way he forced her legs open.  The way he pushed his hand under her skirt and rubbed her crotch.  He did what he wanted, and she was helpless to stop him. 

No one had ever treated her that way.  Yes, sometimes boys got aggressive with her, even rough.  But she always knew they knew no meant no.  She always felt in control.

Not with Mr. Moretti though.  It had lasted less than 10 minutes, but never during that time had she felt so helpless, or that no meant no with Mr. Moretti.

Tony called and told Sarah he would pick her up at 7.  She hesitated, then told her boyfriend she wasn’t feeling well and had to take a raincheck on their date.  And with that answer, Sarah had made her decision. 

It would change her life.
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SARAH TOOK THE BUS to Gina’s house.  Her mom was out, and they didn’t have a second car.  She knocked at the door. 

“This is insane,” she thought to herself as she waited.  Mr. Moretti probably wasn’t even home.  Part of her hoped he wasn’t.  But then the door opened and there he was.

Mr. Moretti looked her up and down.  It was like he looked right through her, to her soul.  “Um, ah, is Gina here?” she hesitantly asked.

Mr. Moretti grinned.  It wasn’t a ha-ha grin though.  “You know she’s not,” he told her with a knowing look.

“Um ... what?” Sarah said, surprised.  She’d never had anyone call her out on a lie.

Mr. Moretti moved aside, inviting Sarah in.  Sarah frowned, then hesitantly stepped in.  Mr. Moretti was a big man, so she had to angle her body sideways to avoid touching him as she entered.  The hard soles of her pointy toe black flats clicked on the hardwood floor. 

Midway in the foyer, Sarah turned and said, “So Gina’s not here?”

Mr. Moretti closed the door.  He turned the deadbolt.  The rattle of the lock sent a shiver down Sarah’s back.

Mr. Moretti turned and looked at Sarah.  He gave her another up and down look, longer this time.  “All blonde hair and legs,” he whispered to himself.

“What?” Sarah said, not hearing him.

“She’s with her bitch mother in the city,” Mr. Moretti said, anger and dismissiveness in his voice.

“Oh ...,” Sarah said, looking down at her feet.  It was always uncomfortable when an adult talked harshly about his spouse.

Moretti moved past Sarah on his way to the kitchen.  “You want a beer?” he asked as he opened the refrigerator.

Sarah wasn’t legal to drink, but she’d had alcohol before of course with her friends.  Being invited to drink with an adult though was weird.

“You want one?” Moretti asked again, holding up two IPAs.

Sarah shrugged and said, “Okay.”

Moretti opened both bottles and handed one to Sarah.  He moved into the family room where a football game was playing on the big TV on the wall.  Sarah didn’t know what to do, so she followed him.

Moretti motioned to the sofa with his beer.  Sarah sat as Moretti used the remote to mute the TV.

Mr. Moretti looked at the young girl sitting next to him.  Sarah Summers was truly gorgeous, like a teen model or movie starlet.  She had that innocence and ripeness that only naïve teenagers and young 20-somethings had.

For a while they drank their beers in silence.  Finally, Moretti asked, “So why are you here Sarah?”

Sarah looked uncomfortable.  And uncertain.  “Why AM I here?” she asked herself. 

“I wanted to see Gina,” she said, although in her heart she knew that was a lie.

Moretti grinned at her like he had before.  “I think we both know why you’re here,” he said knowingly.

“What? Why?” Sarah said, not understanding.

Moretti slid closer to Sarah on the sofa, getting into her personal space.  He put his big hand on her thigh, just below her skirt.  “You liked when I touched you here?” he asked with that leering smile again.

Sarah pushed away Moretti’s hand.  She tried to slide away from him, but was at the end of the sofa.

Moretti laughed at her effort to move away from him.  He said, “You liked it, right?  That’s why you’re here.”

Sarah said, “No.”  But it was a weak response and they both knew it.

Moretti chugged down the rest of his beer and then put the bottle on the coffee table.

“You know what’s happening here, don’t you?” Moretti asked with the same leering grin.  “You know how this is gonna end?”

Sarah didn’t answer.  She nervously sipped her beer.

Moretti took her beer and put it on the coffee table next to his empty bottle.  Then he put his hand on Sarah’s thigh again.

Sarah stared at the hand on her thigh.  It was big.  Big enough to almost encircle her entire slim, shapely thigh. But then, Mr. Moretti was a big man.  A mountain of a man.

“You liked when I did this in the car,” Moretti said as he began caressing her.

“Nooooo,” Sarah said in a small, schoolgirl voice.  She shivered as Moretti caressed her leg.

“Sweet Sarah Summers,” Moretti said as he caressed Sarah’s sensitive inner thigh with the flat of his thumb.  “I can tell you like it.  But you pretend you don’t.  That’s your thing?”

“What?” Sarah said, not understanding.  She was too young to know what her thing was.

Moretti edged his fingers under Sarah’s skirt.  The wool skirt was so short, his fingertips were just a couple inches from her most private parts.

“Please don’t,” Sarah said pleadingly.

“This is why you’re here Sarah,” Moretti said as he caressed her thigh under the wool skirt.  “You liked when I did this in the car.  And you want more.”

Sarah stared at Mr. Moretti.  She didn’t know why she was here.  She didn’t know what she wanted.

“You’re a very pretty girl, Sarah,” Moretti said as he looked into her face.  “I’ve watched you grow up.  And you’ve become a very pretty girl.  A very sexy girl.”

Sarah didn’t know how to respond, so she didn’t say anything.

“Open your blouse Sarah,” Moretti said.  His voice was low but firm.

Sarah’s eyes went wide at his request.  She shook her head no.

Moretti motioned to the door with his head.  “Leave if you want,” he said.  “I won’t stop you.  But if you stay, then open your blouse.”

Moretti was still caressing Sarah’s thigh under her skirt.  It felt good.  And thrilling.  And wrong. 

This was Mr. Moretti!  He was Gina’s father!  She’d known him since elementary school!

Moretti’s hand moved up under Sarah’s skirt.  When his fingertips touched her pussy, she practically jumped.  Even through her panties and tights, his touch felt electric.

“You’re damp Sarah,” Moretti said with that lecherous grin.  “Just like in the car.”

Sarah didn’t know what to do.  She was frozen on the sofa, breathing hard, her heart pounding.  Mr. Moretti ran his fingertip up and down her pussy, and Sarah clenched her eyes shut.  “God ...,” she said, the one syllable coming out like a long, soft moan.

“Open your blouse Sarah,” Moretti ordered again in that low, firm voice.

Sarah looked into Mr. Moretti’s face.  Her body was quivering as he slowly ran his fingertip up and down her pussy over her panties and tights.  Up and down, up and down.  His touch was driving her wild.  Like in the car.

Without thinking, Sarah began unbuttoning her blouse.  When her blouse was all the way open, she looked away, not able to look Mr. Moretti in the face.

Moretti tugged the blouse off her shoulders.  His eyes were on Sarah’s pretty, light pink bra.  The cups of the bra were fringed with little flowers.

Moretti reached behind Sarah.  With a flick of his thumb and forefinger, he expertly unsnapped Sarah’s bra.

The bra went loose on her chest, but the cups still covered her breasts.  Moretti curled a finger in the wisp of material that connected the cups, and he pulled the bra off Sarah’s shoulders and down her slim arms.

Moretti stared at Sarah’s young, high school breasts.  They were small, but perfectly shaped.  Like ripe little melons.  With perky upturned nipples.

With his eyes on her chest, Moretti said, “Your breasts are perfect.”

Sarah didn’t respond.  She was still looking away, mortified that she was now topless in front of Mr. Moretti.  In front of Gina’s father.

Moretti still had one hand under Sarah’s skirt, caressing her pussy over her tights and panties.  With his other hand, he nudged Sarah’s chin, so she was looking at him.  “I said your breasts are perfect,” he said.

Sarah didn’t know what to say.  So, she didn’t say anything.

Moretti ran his fingertip from her chin up to her mouth.  He pressed his finger against Sarah’s closed lips.

Boys had done this to her before.  If she liked the boy, she opened her lips and let him put his finger into her mouth.

Sarah parted her lips. 

Moretti pushed his finger into Sarah’s mouth.  He felt the beautiful, blonde teenager press the flat of her tongue against his finger.

It was too much!  Seeing Sarah – beautiful, sexy, young Sarah – with his finger in her mouth.  Between her sexy, pouty lips.  Feeling her sweet teenager tongue pressing against his finger.

It was too much!

Abruptly, he got onto his knees on the sofa, next to Sarah.  He hurriedly pulled his cock from his pants.  He was rock hard.

“Here you go Sarah,” Moretti said as he pressed his cockhead against Sarah’s lips.  “You know what to do, right?  Open your mouth.”

Sarah’s head was spinning.  Everything was happening so fast. Without thinking, acting on reflex, she parted her lips.

“Yeah, there you go,” Moretti moaned as he pushed his cock into Sarah’s mouth.

“Ugh, god, yeah ...,” he groaned as he felt Sarah’s sweet teenager mouth envelop his hard cock.

Sarah had to open her mouth wide to swallow him.  He was big.  Not just long, but thick.

Moretti put his hands behind Sarah’s head, lacing his fingers into her blonde hair.  He began moving his hips, moving his big hard cock in and out of her mouth.  Soon he was violently fucking her face.

Sarah gagged, struggling to breathe with something so big in her mouth.  No boy had ever treated her so roughly.  She struggled and coughed, spit running down her chin.  But Moretti didn’t let up.

Moretti knew he wouldn’t last long like this.  And he didn’t want to cum this way.

Suddenly, Moretti pulled his cock from Sarah’s mouth.  He picked her up like she was nothing. 

Moretti carried Sarah upstairs to his bedroom, the one he shared with his wife Carla.  Moretti threw Sarah onto the bed like she was a sack of potatoes.  As she landed her short wool skirt flared up, revealing her long legs in the cream, cable knit tights.  Sarah’s long blonde hair bounced around too, settling on the pillows and across her face.  Her blouse was open and her bra someplace downstairs, so her ripe little high school breasts were exposed to Moretti’s eager eyes.

Moretti grinned lustfully at the sight of Sarah.  The teenager looked like a centerfold in Hustler’s Barely Legal stroke magazine. 

Moretti pushed Sarah’s wool skirt all the way up around her waist.  Then he began pulling her cable knit tights and pink panties down her long shapely legs.

“Mr. Moretti—,” Sarah protested.

“You knew what was going to happen when you came here,” Moretti growled, glaring at her.  He tugged her tights and panties off her feet, throwing them along with her black pointy toe Mia flats onto the floor. 

Moretti gazed at Sara’s bare pussy as he took off his pants.  Her teenage pussy was perfect.  A short slit with two thin lips pressed tightly together, the skin of the lips just a shade darker than the surrounding skin.  Her pussy was pristine, unspoiled.

Moretti grinned lecherously.  It wouldn’t look so pristine after he was done with her.

As he looked at her young body, Moretti finished taking off his pants and shorts, then took off his shirt.  Now he was naked in front of Sarah. 

Sarah had never looked at a man like Mr. Moretti.  He was big, muscular, with huge arms and hands.  His body wasn’t sculpted from the gym but from hard physical labor.  He had dark curly hair all over his body.  And his cock was big, and it was ugly looking, scary, like a troll’s, and he was uncircumcised.  Sarah had never seen an uncircumcised penis.

Moretti grabbed Sarah’s feet and pulled her towards him. 

“Nooooo,” Sarah whined.  She tried to push her skirt down but Moretti was too strong.  He pushed her skirt up around her waist again, and then knelt between her long slim legs.  He attacked her teenage pussy with his lips and tongue.

Sarah grunted and her eyes went wide when she felt Mr. Moretti’s tongue on her pussy.  She was no stranger to oral, but mostly it was her giving it.  Boys did it to her too, but usually as a quick precursor to fucking. 

But Moretti was really giving it to her.  He seemed to like eating pussy, and he knew what he was doing.  Sarah’s cheeks flushed and she rolled her head back, moaning as Moretti expertly ran his tongue over and around her clit.  Her hands desperately tugged at the sheets, and she moaned “Oh god!” as he stuck two thick fingers into her.

Sarah was close to cumming when he abruptly stopped.  She was panting as he rose up onto his legs.  He was kneeling between her open legs. 

Moretti wiped the juices around his mouth with his arm.  He looked Sarah up and down.  He took his time.  Sarah was slim and lithe, like a dancer (she actually was a dancer and planned to study dance in college).  Her breasts were small, little A cups, but they were perfectly formed and perky, with upturned eraser sized nipples.  Her stomach was flat and toned from dance and cheerleading.  Her ass was curvy and tight.  Her legs were firm, shapely and went on forever.  Her face was drop dead gorgeous, sweet blue eyes, long blonde hair that was lush and silky with soft curves.

“Fuck you’re hot for a shit teenager,” Moretti said as he looked at her.

Moretti got between her legs.  He lowered himself on Sarah.  He held her arms over her head and kissed her.  Sarah tried to turn her face but there was nothing she could do with her arms pinned that way.  Mr. Moretti was too big and strong.  She  couldn’t stop him from kissing her.

Moretti pushed his tongue into Sarah’s mouth.  He found her tongue and rubbed his against it.  He was able to hold both her hands with just one of his.  With his other hand he played with Sarah’s little tits. 

Moretti knew his way around a girl’s body.  He was rough and demanding, doing what he wanted, but in the process, he was giving Sarah pleasure. 

Sarah writhed under his body, moaning into his mouth.  Moretti’s hands were big and calloused, scarred from the physical labor of his job.  His rough hands scraped across Sarah’s perfect, silky soft teenage body.  The sensations made Sarah’s head spin.  Soon she was kissing him back – kissing Gina’s father! – caressing his rough tongue with hers.

Moretti held his shaft with one hand and rubbed the big cockhead between Sarah’s pussy lips.  “Look at it,” he told her, and Sarah rose up on her elbows and looked between her open legs.  Moretti’s foreskin still covered his glans.  Then he pulled it back, exposing the head.  The head was thick, thicker than the shaft.  While Sarah looked, Moretti slowly pushed the head in, penetrating Sarah’s 18-year-old pussy.  Her pussy lips stretched wide to accommodate him.

“Ah ah ...,” Sarah groaned, sucking in breath at the penetration.  He was so freaking big!  Moretti pushed more in.  It hurt and Sarah cried out, her eyes watering up.  Most boys would stop, check how she was doing, ask if it felt good, if she was alright, but not Mr. Moretti.  He kept pushing in, not caring about Sarah’s cries or tears. 

Moretti’s face was a grimace.  “Fuck you’re tight!” he growled as he used his powerful leg and ass muscles to wedge more of his big thick cock into Sarah’s pussy.

When he was about half in, he leaned down and pinned Sarah’s arms above her head again.  He pressed his lips against hers and pushed his big tongue down her throat, the same way he was pushing his big cock into her pussy.

Sarah felt Mr. Moretti’s body tensing.  He pressed his toes into the mattress for leverage, and then with one powerful thrust he penetrated Sarah’s teenage pussy with the rest of his big cock.  Sarah cried out at the invasion, but her cries were lost in Moretti’s mouth.  Tears fell from her eyes and wet Moretti’s cheeks.

Moretti didn’t give Sarah a chance to get used to his size.  He moved back and forth, fucking her.  He kissed her as he fucked her, then he rose up to look at her face as he pounded her.  He got even harder looking at her face.  Sarah Summers was so fucking beautiful, and she looked even better getting fucked!

Moretti put Sarah’s long legs over his shoulders and really started pounding her.  Hard, fast and deep.  It hurt Sarah at first, but then the pain turned to pleasure.  It wasn’t just Mr. Moretti’s hard body and big cock.  She was helpless.  He was taking what he wanted.  Mr. Moretti was big and strong.  He had her legs over his shoulders.  He had her hands pinned.  His big cock was impaling her.  She couldn’t be any more helpless.  She was his to do whatever he wanted.

Sarah felt something inside her.  It started small, but it got bigger, growing and growing, becoming huge, immense.  She was cumming!  But it was like no orgasm she’d ever had before!

“Ohhhhh godddddd!” Sarah cried.  Her whole body tensed, her back arching and her toes curling.  Her orgasm was an explosion inside her!  The pleasure flooded her body!  It practically blacked her out!  She had never experienced anything like this!

The convulsing of Sarah’s pussy pushed Moretti over the edge.  He came too, jack knifing in and out of Sarah’s pussy, ejaculating his seed into her fertile 18-year-old womb.

When he was done, Moretti collapsed onto Sarah, panting.  He was so big and heavy Sarah could barely breathe.  Fortunately Moretti realized that.  He pulled out of Sarah and collapsed onto his back next to her.

Sarah was panting too.  Her body was still tingling from the afterglow of the most incredible orgasm of her life. 

Moretti rose up onto his elbows and looked between Sarah’s legs.

He couldn’t help grinning.  Her pussy didn’t look so pristine or unsoiled anymore.  The lips were red and puffy, and her slit gaped open.  He had ruined her sweet looking, 18-year-old pussy.

But then he saw his sperm leaking from her pussy.  “Fuck,” he said as reality hit.  “Tell me you’re on the fucking pill.”

“What?” Sarah said, not understanding.

“You’re on the pill, right?” Moretti demanded.

Then Sarah got it.  She looked between her legs.  She got scared when she saw his sperm leaking from her pussy lips. 

Sarah shook her head.  No, she wasn’t on the pill.  The boys she had sex with always wore condoms.

“Fuck!” Moretti growled.  He reached for his wallet and threw her some bills.  “Get a morning after pill.”

Sarah stared at him.  Then she nodded.  She got out of the bed and gathered up her clothes.  On shaky legs she went into the bathroom.  She cleaned herself and got dressed. 

When she emerged from the bathroom, Mr. Moretti wasn’t there.  She found him downstairs.  She grabbed her bra and then looked at him before she left. 

Moretti moved to her and reached out a hand to her braless breast.  Sarah didn’t stop him.  He fondled her over her blouse and gave her nipple a tug.  Sarah’s nipple got hard, and her cheeks flushed. 

“Get a morning after pill,” he ordered her.  He pushed more money into her hand.  “And then go on the pill.  After you’ve done that, let me know.  I’ll find someplace private.  I’ll fuck you again.”

Sarah looked at Mr. Moretti for long moments.  Then she nodded her head.
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CHAPTER 3
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2 YEARS LATER
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THE FIRST TIME MIKE saw Sarah Summers, it was outside the math lab.  She was walking towards him.  She was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen.  She looked so out of place in the math department. 

Mike noticed 2 things about her.  It was what most men noticed first.  Her thick mane of long blonde hair.  Her luxurious blonde hair was so long and thick it seemed to be on the verge of being out of control. 

And her legs.  Incredibly slender, long, and shapely.  The kind of legs actresses insured for millions of dollars.  The kind of legs in pantyhose commercials.  The kind of legs that make men pant and sweat.

Then as she got closer Mike saw her face.  That’s probably when he fell in love.  She was devastatingly beautiful.  Innocent and sweet, yet also drop dead gorgeous.  She had the bluest eyes.  She looked like an angel.  She was a goddess.

Mike’s heart stopped when she spotted him.  She frantically asked, “Do you know where 10 Forward is?”

“What?”

“Ten Freaking Forward!” Sarah repeated, frantically looking at the room numbers and the map in her hand.  “Do you know where it is?”

“It’s—,” Mike said about to give directions, but then he was inspired.  “I’ll show you,” he offered.

Sarah hurriedly nodded, and Mike led the way down the hall.  “I’m late,” she said, panic in her voice.

“We’ll be there soon, it’s just over here,” Mike assured her, hurrying his step.

“Why’s it called 10 Forward anyways?” Sarah asked as they rushed down the long hallway.

“It’s from Star Trek,” Mike said.  “We name all our conference rooms—.”

“Oh my god,” Sarah said rolling her eyes.  She said derisively, “Why can’t you geeks number your rooms like normal people?”

Mike immediately felt disheartened.  He knew at that moment he had no chance with this goddess.  He was a geek to her.  Nothing more to her than a human Google map.

“I’m sorry,” Sarah said with a softer voice as they rushed down the hall.  “That was mean.  It’s just my first day and I’m late.  You’re being so sweet.”

And with those 4 words, the clouds parted, and the glory of God shown down on Mike.

“You’re late?” Mike asked.

“I’m teaching a dance class,” Sarah said hurriedly, the panic still in her voice.  “I’m late and I need this job.” 

“Oh,” Mike said.  That explained the yoga pants she was wearing.  She was a dancer.  She must wear yoga pants all the time.  With those incredible legs.  Now Mike was completely smitten.  “My, ah, my name’s Mike.”

Sarah nodded as if she barely heard him.  They arrived at Ten Forward.  “Thanks Mickey,” she said, rushing through the door without another look at him.

“No, it’s Mike,” Mike said, but she was already gone.
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MIKE MOVED TO THE DOOR.  He was able to look in through a window in the door.  He stayed off to the side, not wanting the blonde girl to see him looking and think he was a stalker or something.  He didn’t even know her name.  He thought of her as the pretty blonde girl.

For the first 15 minutes the pretty blonde girl set up the class.  The admin stuff.  People signing in, explaining what they’d be doing.  Then they started dancing.  It was clear she was going slow.  Not wanting to lose anyone or make anyone feel like they didn’t belong.  But it was clear she was talented.  More than talented.  The pretty blonde girl seemed to glide over the floor.  She was so elegant, so graceful. 

And god so pretty.  After taking off her pullover Mike saw she wore a bra top to go with the yoga pants.  She had an incredible ass.  She was in her bare feet, on her tip toes most of the time.  Mike saw she had perfect feet.  Small and slim, unblemished, with painted toes.  She had small breasts, looking almost flat chested in the tight bra top.  Mike felt like he was in love.

Mike pulled out the headphones from his pocket.  Not trendy ones like Beats or AirPods, but the old, wired kind with foam earpads.  He put them on, then hit play on his Walkman.  As he often did, he listened to music as he watched people. 

To Mike, music was the soundtrack of life, and he was always searching for theme songs.  There wasn’t anywhere in the world he’d rather be at that moment, than watching the pretty blonde girl dance.  He could watch her forever.  Elton John came up on his mix.  He watched the pretty blonde girl dance as Tiny Dancer played in his ears.

The class ended and people began packing up.  Mike hurried back to the math lab, not wanting to be seen.  He guessed the pretty blonde girl would walk back this way and his gamble paid off.  He saw her approaching.  She’d tied her hair back.  She had the pullover back on, and her bag around her shoulder.  She looked so graceful, even just walking down the hall, like a ballerina.  Like she was floating on air.

As she was about to pass, Mike walked out of the math lab, as if it was a coincidence.  “Oh hi,” he said, playing it cool.  “So, how did it go?”

It took Sarah a moment to recognize him.  Then she smiled and looked at him like he was the only person in the world.  Mike saw she had perfect white teeth.  Perfect, just like the rest of her.

“Hey, there’s my hero,” Sarah said with her big blue eyes beaming at him.  “It went awesome!” she gushed.  “Tonight was free, and almost everyone signed up for the whole series!” she said happily.

“That’s great!” Mike said grinning at her.  He was happy for her.  Truly happy for her.  “Ah ... what’s your name?”

“I’m Sarah.”

Mike looked at her.  Sarah.  The goddess has a name.  Sarah.

Mike had rehearsed the line.  It was easy, just 7 words.  “Hey, how about a drink to celebrate?”  How could she say no to that?  Especially since he was her hero?  She was way out of his league, but if they started talking, who knew what might happen?

But as Mike was about to say the line, a big guy walked up.  “There’s my girl,” he said wrapping his arms around her.

“Oh my god, Marco, what are you doing here?” Sarah squealed, smiling at him.  As he hugged her, her hand went behind her head and pulled the hairband, freeing her long blonde hair.  It fell down her back and blonde strands fell across her pretty face.  It made her look even prettier and sexier, if that was even possible.

They kissed, and then Marco walked Sarah down the hall.  Mike was disheartened, seeing his chance evaporate.  The goddess had a boyfriend.  And he was tall, dark and handsome, like out of a cover of GQ.

Sarah took Marco’s arm and walked with him down the hall.  “See ya Mickey,” she said back at Mike.

“No,” Mike began.  “It’s—.”

Sarah looked back at Mike before he could finish.  She had a mischievous grin and a sparkle in her eyes.  She looked right into his eyes and for a moment, like before, she made him feel like the only person in the world.  “I’m just teasing,” Sarah said, grinning at him.  “Mike.  See ya Mike.”
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“SO, WHAT ARE YOU DOING here?” Sarah asked Marco as they walked to her car in the parking lot.  Sarah had an old Mazda Miata.  It broke down all the time, but it was cherry red, a convertible and it went fast.  She loved it.

“You know I have to work,” she said.

“You just worked,” Marco said, referring to the dance class.

“My other work,” Sarah said, frowning at him.  She did not want to get into this again with him.  Penn State was expensive.  Her mother had no money.  Loans only went so far.  She had to work to pay for the rest.  She had no skills.  Waitressing sucked in a college town.  Students had no money and professors weren’t much better, so tips sucked. 

Early in her freshman year, she read a story in an Internet lifestyle magazine about college girls who danced in men’s clubs to make money for school.  In the story, one of the dancers said, “If you’re young and pretty, and have a good body, you can make good money dancing, and I need the money for college.”

Sarah thought about it for two weeks.  She had no skills to get a real job.  But she was young and pretty.  She had a good body.  She could dance.   And she definitely needed money for school.

So, Sarah had 2 gigs to help pay the bills.  She taught dance classes sponsored by the school.

And she was an erotic dancer.

“I can’t stand the thought of guys looking at you,” Marco said sourly, grabbing her hand and tugging her back to him.

Sarah held his hand.  “That’s all they get to do, look,” she said reassuringly.

“What about lap dances?” he said.

“Private dances,” Sarah corrected them.  The girls didn’t call them lap dances. 

“I told you before,” she said, running her fingers along the collar of his shirt.  “I don’t want to do them, but I have to, 3 a shift, that’s Richie’s rule.”  Richie was the owner of Paradise, the gentlemen’s club where she danced.  “It’s just close dancing, that’s all.  They’re not allowed to touch me, that’s the rule.”

“But you touch them,” Marco said.  He was frowning at her, and it came out like an accusation, like she was cheating on him.

“Just barely, hardly at all,” Sarah assured him.  “I’ve got to go Marco, or I’ll be late.  I’ll be over after.  Okay?”

Marco wouldn’t look at her, a defiant pout on his handsome, masculine face.  Sarah took his chin in her hand and turned his head to look at her. 

“Okay?” she said again, flashing him a playful pout of her own.  Marco couldn’t help smiling.  He couldn’t stay mad at Sarah.  She was just too fucking pretty.
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CHAPTER 4

Paradise was 20 miles outside of State College.  Sarah picked it so far away so it would be less likely she’d see anyone from school.  There were, like, 15 strip clubs closer, so who from Penn State would go all the way to Paradise?

Sarah didn’t mind the drive.  She put the top down and floored the Miata all the way there.  It was mostly a straight road all the way there and she took it at 75.  She loved the feel of the wind in her face.  Even in the wintertime she drove with the top down, except when it got really cold (and when it rained, duh!).

Sarah said hi to the other girls in the dressing room.  At 20 she was one of the younger dancers, but there were other young girls there too.  If you were pretty and had a sexy body, and you could dance, then it was easy to get a job erotic dancing, and the money was really good. 

Other college girls from Penn State danced too, for the money.  Obviously, they would rather other students and professors not know.  So, they avoided talking about school, not wanting to know about each other.  If Sarah happened to see one of the other girls on campus, she pretended not to see or know her, and the other girls did the same.

Only Marco knew she danced at Paradise.  She told him one night when they both were drunk.  Also, she kinda had to tell him, since they were dating, and he needed to know where she was at night (otherwise he might think she was cheating on him).

Sarah did it for more than the money though.  She liked it.  She would never admit it to Marco of course, or anyone else.  But dancing at Paradise, taking her clothes off in front of a roomful of lustful men, it was such a rush.  And giving private dances in the private room – that got her so hot sometimes.  Not all the time, not even most of the time, but sometimes.

Sarah took a quick shower.  The shower in the bathroom off the dressing room was disgusting, but she kept flip flops in her bag.  Then she sat down at the dressing table to get ready.  She sat next to Angelica.  Angie was the closest thing she had to a friend at Paradise.  Although she assumed Angelica wasn’t her real name.  It was her stage name.  Just like Sarah’s stage name was Giselle.  She picked it because she thought Tom Brady’s wife (his ex-wife) was really pretty, and she thought the name – Giselle – was sexy and exotic.

Angie was older, maybe in her late 30s.  But she was beautiful and sexy.  Before Sarah, she was the prettiest dancer there.  Now she was the second prettiest, and not even close to Sarah’s beauty. 

Everyone knew it.  Richie, the other dancers, Jerry the bartender, the customers. Giselle was the star now at Paradise, not Angie. 

At first it pissed Angie off, and she hated Sarah.  But Angie was still beautiful, and some men preferred older women (cougars).  When her tips didn’t go down, she made peace with Sarah.  Now they were sorta friends.  Richie even suggested they do a girl-on-girl bit, but neither was ready for that.

“So, how’s Marco?” Angie asked as Sarah brushed her hair.  After the shower her long, thick hair was practically riotous, and she had to fight with it with a brush. 

“He’s Marco,” Sarah said with a shrug, working on her face now.  “You know, typical alpha male.  Can’t stand other men seeing me.”

Sarah rubbed lotion all over her body.  It smelled of strawberries and vanilla, and it made her already flawless, silky skin even softer.  Then she dressed for her opening act.  She danced 3 times on a typical shift.  In between she mingled with customers and did private dances.

Sarah pulled nude pantyhose up her long legs, then slipped on a lacy bra.  Skinny jeans and a loose blouse came next.  She finished the outfit with black, pointy toe Mia flats.  Reaching back, she used a scrunchie to put her long blonde hair into a high ponytail.  She looked like a schoolgirl.  And in fact, it was a typical outfit she would often wear on campus.  All the dancers had their thing, playing to their strengths, and Sarah’s was her sexy, innocent, barely legal look.  So she played that up.  Regulars at Paradise had started calling her the College Girl.

Angie was getting ready too.  For her first act, she dressed as a sexy nurse.  “It’s hard to keep a boyfriend and dance,” she said, continuing their conversation.  “They all get jealous.”

“It’s just freaking dancing,” Sarah said.  “What if I was an actress and did sex scenes?  What we do out there isn’t real.”

“Don’t bullshit me G,” Angie scoffed.  “Sometimes it gets real.  You know that.”

“Maybe more real, but not real,” Sarah insisted.

“Is that what they teach you in college?  How to talk bullshit?” Angie said with a grin and they both laughed.
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EROTIC DANCING WAS easy.  All you had to do was take off your clothes.  And look sexy doing it.  For Sarah it came naturally.  She’d been doing it all her life.  She wasn’t that smart.  Not book smart at least.  What she had was her looks.  She was pretty and sexy, and she knew it.  She knew how to use her looks to get what she wanted.  She’d been doing it all her life.

She walked out on stage, the hard soles of her Mia flats clicking on the hard surface.  She walked with the beat of the music.  Not dancing.  Just walking gracefully. 

She didn’t look at the audience.  She pretended they weren’t there.  That was the point of her first act.  She was a college girl, and they were voyeurs watching her.

She dropped her backpack, like she was just getting back from class.  Then she looked to the right, like she was looking into a mirror.  She reached back and pulled the scrunchie from her hair.  Her hair fell sexily down her shoulders and across her face.  She walked to the edge of the stage as she brushed the loose strands behind her head.  Still she pretended not to see the audience, but now she was so close to the first row of men she could smell their cologne and sweat.  She dropped the scrunchie, like she was dropping it on the floor.  But instead, it dropped into the lap of one of the customers.

Sarah bent over her backpack.  In the process she gave all the men a great view of her tight ass in the skintight skinny jeans.  She pulled her iPhone from the bag.  She absentmindedly unbuttoned her blouse as she pretended to look at her texts.

She moved to the other side of the stage, her head in her iPhone, her fingers slowly unbuttoning her blouse.  She pulled her blouse off and dropped it, right into the lap of one of the men. 

Sarah put her phone down on a chair, pretending she was done texting.  She arched her back and ran her fingers through her long hair.  She pretended she was stretching after a long day of classes.  She held the pose, giving everyone a view of her sexy flat stomach, her lacy pink bra, and the top of her pantyhose that ran above her jeans to just below her belly button.

Most times during dances, men in the crowd screamed for the dancer to strip, to flash her tits, to show them her pussy.  But all the men were quiet, watching Giselle.  They were breathing hard, their hearts pounding and their dicks hard, watching the prettiest girl they’d ever seen – the College Girl – slowly undressing in her imaginary dorm room.

Sarah got close to the edge of the stage and stepped out of the black flats.  She left them there and walked to the other side.  The men practically fought for the shoes.  The man who got them openly covered his nose with her shoe and inhaled her scent.

At the center of the stage, Sarah unbuttoned her jeans.  She bent at the waist, one long leg slightly ahead of the other, her knee bent.  She slowly pulled the jeans down.  Revealing her ass.  Then her long, sexy legs.  Encased in the silky nude pantyhose.  Sarah “accidentally” dropped the jeans into the lap of one of the customers.

Then Sarah rolled up the garters.  One up her right leg and then another up her left.  She did it slowly, allowing the men to feast on her legs.  She pulled the garters high up her thighs, almost to her pussy.

Then Sarah looked up, acknowledging the roomful of men for the first time.  She smiled at them, and her smile made her look even more beautiful.  The men seemed stunned the dance was over.  After all, she was still in her bra and pantyhose.  But that was Sarah’s thing.  She made them wait to see more of her.  That came in her second and third acts.  Richie loved it too, because that kept the men there and his club packed.  He made more money that way.

Sarah slowly walked around the edge of the stage.  The stage was U shaped, and she walked from one end to the other.  She smiled at the men, made eye contact.  This was the payoff, where she got tips.  A man was allowed to get close to her, touch her for a moment, if he tipped her.  Sarah got a lot of tips.  She stood with one leg in front of the other, her knee slightly bent, offering herself. 

If a man approached, she smiled at him, giving him all her attention for that brief moment.  She put her hands behind her head, holding her long blonde hair up, as if offering her body to him.  The man slid a bill up her garter.  He was able to touch her thigh at that moment, get a feel.  He could get a close look at her too.  See her nipples through the lace of her bra.  See her pussy through the nude pantyhose (she wasn’t wearing panties under the hose).  Then Sarah moved to the next man, to do it again.  By the time she was done, the 2 garters were so full of bills you could barely see her thighs.

After her act, Sarah went into Richie’s office.  She took the bills from the garters and gave them to him.  Most were ones.  There was an occasional five, and maybe – rarely—a ten.  That was the clientele in this area.  They were mostly blue collar and didn’t have a lot to tip strippers.  But it was still a lot of money.

Sarah handed the stack of bills to Richie.  He counted them and wrote it down in the ledger.  At the end of the night, she’d get 50%.  The house – Richie – would take the rest, with some of it going to Jerry the bartender and the wait staff. 

“Nice haul,” Richie said, giving Sarah a pat on her ass.  He kept his hand there, giving her a squeeze.  Richie was a creep, but he was honest and didn’t steal her tips.  It was unspoken among the dancers that if you let him fuck you, you got to keep 75% instead of 50%.  Sarah didn’t do that.  Most of the girls didn’t.  But some did.

Sarah moved away from his hand.  “Duty calls,” she joked, giving him a smile.  She wasn’t going to fuck him, but she needed to be nice to him.  After all, he was the boss. 

“Yeah, go get ‘em G,” Richie said, giving her a smile back.  Richie’s teeth were stained from cigarettes and the thought of kissing him disgusted her, but she gave him a smile back.

Sarah mingled among the crowd of men, still in just her bra and pantyhose.  First she went to the man with her shoes.  “I’m Giselle,” she said, smiling at him.  “Can I have those back?” she asked sweetly.

“Sure honey,” the man said, his eyes ogling her.

To the man’s surprise, Sarah raised her leg and put her foot on his thigh.  The man was so excited it looked like he was going to have a heart attack.  With shaking hands, the man took Sarah’s slim foot in one hand.  With the other hand he slipped on her Mia flat.  Sarah smiled gratefully at him.  Then she put her other foot on the man’s thigh.  The man was breathing hard, and Sarah could tell he had an erection.  The man took her other foot in his hand and slipped on the shoe.  The men around them watched all this with envy. 

“You’ve got pretty feet,” the man gushed excitedly.

Sarah smiled at him, and demurely brushed her hair behind her ear.  “Do you want a private dance?” she asked, batting her long eyelashes at him and trying to sound shy.

The man looked her up and down.  Sarah could tell he wanted to but was worried about money.  Forty dollars was a lot for people around here.  Shoot, it was a lot to her.  He confirmed it a moment later when he hesitantly asked, “How much is it?”

“It’s 40, for 3 songs,” Sarah said, a sweet smile on her pretty face.

“Wow, that’s a lot,” the man said doubtfully. 

“But I’m worth it though, right?” Sarah said with a girlish giggle, brushing more loose blonde strands behind her ear.

“Yeah but ...,” the man began.  He was clearly torn, weighing the financial responsibilities of real life versus 3 songs with this pretty young girl.  “What do I get?  Will you take off your bra?”

“What’s your name baby?” Sarah asked.

“Albert.”

“Albert baby, you get 3 songs with me, that’s what you get,” Sarah said, still smiling at him.  She moved closer and breathed into his ear, “And yeah, I’ll take off my bra for you.”

Albert’s eyes bulged and he looked like he was going to have a heart attack again.  “Your pantyhose too?”

Sarah gave him a knowing, playful look.  She’d seen him smell her shoe, so she knew his type.  She whispered into his ear again “I think it’s sexier to keep the pantyhose on.  Don’t you Albert?”  As she said this, she moved so her thigh rubbed across the back of his hand.  The man groaned and then agreed to the private dance.
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PRIVATE DANCES WERE done in the private rooms.  They were just curtained off parts of the club.  Each private room had a chair (for the customer) and a mini-stereo for music.  The stereo had a USB port to connect an iPhone.

Sarah set up her music as the man settled into the chair.  He looked nervous.  Sarah guessed he’d never done this before.  He confirmed it a moment later when he said, “My wife will kill me if she finds out.”  Albert looked nervous and unsure.

Sarah didn’t want to lose this private dance.  She’d already spent too much time with this man for him to back out now. So she moved close and bent at the waist, giving him a reassuring peck on the cheek (and also a look down her bra).  “She’ll never find out,” she assured him.  “I’ll never say anything.  Promise.”

“... okay,” Albert said, his eyes on her tits.

“Um Albert baby ... you have to pay first,” Sarah said, reaching out her hand.

“Oh yeah, right,” Albert sputtered.  He reached into his pocket and pulled out 2 twenties.  He looked at them one last time, then gave them to Sarah.  She smiled as she took the bills, relieved to have the money. 

The music started and Sarah moved close.  “So, here’s the rules baby,” she said sexily.  “I can touch you.  But you can’t touch me.”

“But—,” Albert objected, clearly feeling cheated. 

“That’s how it is everywhere.  I can’t help it.  It’s the legal thing,” she said with a sympathetic smile.  “But I can touch you, right?” She smiled at him and teasingly ran a fingertip down his cheek and neck.

“Okay, right,” Albert said excitedly.  He was so excited his voice was cracking. 

Sarah opened his legs and began dancing close, almost touching this crotch.  She put her hands on his shoulders and threw her hair over his head.  Albert gasped as he felt her lush, soft hair on the back of his neck.  Sarah danced like that for a while, allowing her long blonde hair to sway back and forth over his neck and face.

As the second song began, Sarah reached behind her and unsnapped her bra.  She arched her back, so her tits were in Albert’s face.  He gasped at her beauty.  Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, with perky nipples that pointed up. Still holding the bra, Sarah ran the lacy cups across his face.  Across his nose, then his mouth.  Albert was panting, his whole body shaking.

Albert’s pants were tented with his hard-on.  As the third song began, Sarah straddled his thigh and moved back and forth to the rhythm of the music, rubbing her pantyhosed crotch against his hard-on.  She held his head in her arms and pulled his face to her bosom.  She rubbed her tits and nipples across his face and she grinded his cock with her pantyhose covered pussy.  With the oil, Sarah’s skin was extra soft, and Albert seemed enchanted by the feel of her silky flawless skin.

“Oh god, oh god,” Albert moaned as his orgasm built up. 

“Yeah baby, yeah,” Sarah cooed encouragingly.  She moved one of her nipples to his lips and let him suck on her as she grinded hard on his cock.  He sucked so hard on her nipple she winced, but she didn’t stop him.  She could tell Albert was close to cumming. 

The third song ended.  He was close but wasn’t there yet.  Some girls would try to get another $40 from the man, and Sarah had done it too with other guys.  But she sensed Albert didn’t have another $40 to spend.  So, she kept grinding on him, kept pressing her tits against his face, let him suck her nipple, and a moment later Albert moaned and came in his pants.

Afterwards Sarah smiled into his eyes and playfully ran her fingers through his hair.  Albert smiled back at her, looking grateful and satisfied.  Sarah stood up and put her bra back on.  “There’s a bathroom over there, to clean up,” she said.  “And an exit too, if you’d rather, you know ....”

Albert nodded, understanding.  An exit to leave without anyone seeing the big wet spot in his pants.

Sarah went back into the club.  She scanned the crowd.  She had to find the man with her blouse, and the man with her jeans, and the one with her scrunchie.  Usually they were good candidates for private dances.  That’s why she dropped her clothes into their laps.  She almost always got privates out of it.  She told Marco she had to do 3 a night, and it was true, that was Richie’s rule.  But she hustled as many as she could.  She made a lot of money from private dances.  They were $40 each, and she got to keep 70%. 

Sarah saw Angie on the other side of the bar.  She was with a man.  She’d been with that man all night.  Sarah watched as Angie took the man’s hand and they walked out a side exit.  The side exit led to the alley behind the club.  The alley led to the parking lot.

Sarah breathed in deeply.  There was only one reason a dancer took a customer out that door.  For sex.  Officially it wasn’t allowed, since sex for money was illegal in Pennsylvania.  But Richie didn’t prohibit side deals with customers.  The unwritten rule was, just make sure it’s not a cop, and do it outside the club.  Dancers made the most money from tricks.  They charged whatever they wanted.  And they got to keep all the money.
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CHAPTER 5

Sarah – Giselle – dressed as a cheerleader in her second act.  It was easy, since she’d been a cheerleader in high school. 

In her second act she took off the bra, letting the men see her little titties.  But, like in her first act, she kept pantyhose on (no panties), white ankle socks and saddle shoes.  That was something Sarah had discovered since dancing at the Paradise.  There’s something about authentic high school cheerleader outfits and saddle shoes that men just love.  It turns them on like crazy, even more than those Halloween cheerleader costumes with micro-mini skirts, garter belts and stiletto high heels.

After her act she gave a rough looking man a private dance.  He was big, with broad shoulders, muscular arms and big hands.  He reminded her of Mr. Moretti, and that memory sent shivers down her back.  His name was Randy, and he didn’t cum during the private dance.  Sarah didn’t expect he would.  Guys like Albert were easy, but not a man like Randy.

In Giselle’s third act, she dressed like a bride.  She took everything off, letting all the men see her bare breasts and pussy.  She left on only a lacy white garter belt, bridal white stockings and white high heels.  By then the club was super packed.  Word was getting around about Giselle the College Girl and her admirers were growing, filling the club when she danced.

Randy wanted another private dance.  Sarah was still wearing the stockings and heels but had put on a matching lacy white thong.  Other than that, she was naked.

Sarah was attracted to Randy.  He was big and strong, and Sarah could tell he was a man’s man.  He ordered other men around and they obeyed. Sarah had always been attracted to strong, dominating men.

Ever since Mr. Moretti.

As Sarah swayed between his opened legs, Randy put his hands on her thighs.  “You know the rules Randy,” Sarah said, pushing down on his hands.  “I can touch, but you can’t.”

But Randy was too strong, and he kept his hands on her thighs. 

“Fuck the rules,” he said.  “Just dance.”

Sarah looked at Randy.  He was such a freaking man.  In her 18-year-old head, he was a real man.  Other men were probably scared of him.  He was the kind of man who took what he wanted.  For him no didn’t mean no.  It meant whatever he wanted.

Sarah was breathing hard, her eyelids heavy with arousal.  She began swaying back and forth again between Randy’s huge muscular thighs.  Randy caressed her.  Caressed her thighs, then reached back and cupped her ass.  She was mostly exposed since she was only wearing a thong, so his big hands were on the skin of her cheeks.  The feel of his rough, calloused hands on her silky smooth skin sent chills down her spine. 

“You’re not supposed to touch me,” Sarah reminded him.  She was breathing hard, and her heart was pounding.

Randy didn’t answer.  He moved his hand between Sarah’s legs.  With a finger he pulled the thong aside, then ran his finger between her pussy lips.  “Fuck you’re wet,” he said as he looked her in the eyes.

“Please,” Sarah pleaded, gripping his wrist with her hands.  “You’ll get me fired.”

But his muscular arm was like steel, there was no way she could move him.  She was helpless.  He could do whatever he wanted with her.

Randy pushed his finger into Sarah’s wet pussy.  He pushed into Sarah until his palm was against her sex, practically lifting her out of the bridal white high heels.  She was teetering on her tiptoes in the heels when he began rubbing his thumb against her clit. 

“Oh fuck,” Sarah moaned, her eyes closing and her head rolling back.  Through clenched teeth she pushed against his hand again.  “Please stop,” she begged. 

Randy looked at Giselle.  She was the most gorgeous girl he had ever seen.  And so young!  He was just passing through this area, he had a wife and 2 little kids back home, but he needed some of this pussy.

“How much?” he asked as he rubbed her clit.

“What?” Sarah said breathlessly.

“Don’t be stupid,” Randy said deridingly.  “I wanna fuck you.  How much?”

“I don’t do that,” Sarah said, finally breaking away from his hand.  She was panting and looking at the big man warily.

“Don’t lie.  I know the reputation of this place,” Randy said, glaring at her.  “I said I’ll pay.  How much?”

“I can’t,” Sarah said weakly.

“Why?”

“Because I’m seeing my boyfriend after.”

Randy stared at Sarah.  Then he understood and laughed.  The bitch didn’t want her boyfriend to see her freshly fucked.  To see her used pussy. 

Sarah grabbed the $40 Randy had given her and ran from the private room.  Her knees were shaky, but she made it to Richie’s office.  Before going in she put her bra back on. She gave him the $40 and he totaled up her earnings.  He had one eye on the money, and one on Sarah.  He could tell the bitch was hot.  Some chicks were dead inside, but not Giselle.  He could tell.  She got off on the dancing.  She got off on showing her body to men, on flirting, on the private dances. 

Richie gave Sarah her money, then he took a squeeze of her tight ass.  Sarah gave him a tight smile, then left.  She went to the dressing room to change.  Angie wasn’t there.  Did she cut out early?  Or was she still tricking in the back alley?  Selling her body for money? 

Sarah’s eyelids fluttered at the thought, and a shiver went through her.  She imagined Randy fucking her.  Paying for her body, and then using her.  Doing whatever he wanted with her. Degrading her.  Because he paid for it. “Fuck,” Sarah breathed, one hand on the dressing table for support.  She needed to get home to Marco.  She needed him to fuck her.
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CHAPTER 6

Mike checked the schedule for Sarah’s dance class.  Later that week, he waited in the math lab for her to walk by.  He opened the door as she approached, pretending again it was a coincidence.

“Hey Sarah,” he said to her, trying to act nonchalant.  She was wearing the same thing as before, yoga pants and a pull over.  Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail.  She wasn’t wearing any makeup from what Mike could see.  She looked heart stopping, drop dead gorgeous.

“Hey Mickey,” Sarah teased, grinning at him.  She looked past him into the math lab.  “Do you live in that room?”

“I’m working on my math PhD,” Mike explained.

“I like numbers,” Sarah said. 

She did too.  At that moment, she was up to her 9th boyfriend (Marco).  She’d had sex with 8 of them.  Altogether she’d had sex with 14 guys (she only counted penetration sex as sex).  She didn’t count anymore the number of times she’d had sex.  She did, though, count the number of Mo orgasms she’d had. 

Mo was short for Mr. Moretti (one time Gina had told her his nickname among his friends was Mo). 

So far just twice.  That one time with Mr. Moretti.  She never did go back to see him.  And once, her freshman year, when she was half drunk and a big football player pulled her upstairs in a frat house and fucked her from behind.  She didn’t even know his name.  The memory sent a chill through her.

Sarah had never had a Mo orgasm with Marco, or any of her boyfriends.  She still liked sex though.  She loved the way boys – and men at Paradise – lusted after her body.  And she knew how to get herself off, with her hand.  Or her little friend, the little pink vibrator she kept in the table next to her bed.

Mike looked at Sarah.  At this goddess.  He wasn’t sure if she was joking or not about math.  “So anyway,” he nervously began, running through his practiced line.  “How about a drink?  We’ve got a place downstairs.”

“I try not to drink after dancing,” Sarah said.  That wasn’t really true, but she was trying to let Mike down easy.

“We’ve got juices,” Mike hurriedly added.  “Bottled water.  Healthy stuff.”

Sarah gave him a kind smile.  “Look, Mike.  You’re really sweet.  But I’ve got a boyfriend.”

“Yeah, Marco,” Mike said glumly.  “Mr. GQ.”

“Yeah, GQ,” Sarah said with a laugh.  GQ.  That was a good way to describe Marco.

“Does Marco let you have guy friends?”

“It’s not he lets me.  I’ve got a lot of guy friends,” Sarah said with another laugh.

“So ....”

Sarah gave Mike a crooked smile.  “So, you’re saying you want to be my bud?” she asked.

“Well, yeah,” Mike said.  He was past his rehearsed speech now and was improvising.  “I was your hero the other day, so that should rate being a bud.”

“Yeah you were,” Sarah said with another laugh.  She looked at Mike.  He was slim and not too tall, barely taller than her.  He had short black hair, very untrendy.  He was dressed like a freaking college professor in khakis and a blue button down.  His glasses had thick lenses and they were so geeky, they were kinda hip.  He was kinda cute in a Bill Nye the Science Guy way.  He wasn’t like anyone she hung out with.  But she sorta liked him.  He was weird, but in an endearing way. 

She said, “Okay then.  I’m going to the football game Saturday with Marco and friends.  You want to come and hang out?”

“Sure, absolutely, I’m a big football fan,” Mike said immediately.

Sarah laughed.  This boy was trying so hard.  And saying you’re a football fan at Penn State was like saying I’m a human and I breathe oxygen.  “Okay then,” she said, a smile still on her face and in her voice.  “I’ve gotta go.  See ya Mickey.”
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SARAH WAS HITTING 80 on the drive to Paradise.  The fall weather was nice and she had the top down.  She loved the feel of the wind against her face.

She wondered if Randy would be there again tonight.  She was scared he would be.  But hoped he would be too.  Sarah was attracted to powerful, dominating men.  That’s what attracted her to Marco.  He was president of his frat and captain of the varsity wrestling team.  When Sarah first met him, Marco was ordering his fraternity brothers around, and they were obeying him.  Then she saw him in a wrestling scrimmage, and she awed at how he tossed other guys around.  It got her wet.  Marco was a man among boys, and Sarah decided at that scrimmage that she wanted him.  She got him too.  She was always able to get any guy she wanted.

Yes, Marco was a man’s man, but all that didn’t transfer to the bedroom.  Marco was good in bed, and their sex was hot and passionate.  But he wasn’t like Mr. Moretti, or Randy, or that football player from freshman year.  Sarah wanted to be taken.  Controlled.  Abused.  Degraded.  Punished even.  But with Marco, it was more like he made love to her.  He made her cum (usually).  But they weren’t Mo orgasms.

It was a slow night at Paradise.  Maybe because it was Thursday and football was back, and men were watching the NFL instead of going to titty bars. 

Sarah watched some of the girls go out the side door with customers.  On slow nights there was more tricking.  Girls had bills to pay.  Sarah saw Angie go out the side door with a customer.  Getting paid to fuck.  Prostitute.  Whore.  Sarah shivered at her thoughts.
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SARAH FINISHED HER second act and was mingling among the crowd.  She was in her cheerleader outfit.  She was sans top though, so she had on a bra and pleated cheer skirt.  She wore pantyhose under the skirt (no panties), white ankle socks and saddle shoes.  She had her hair up in a high ponytail.

She sashayed over to a group of guys a few years older than her.  She thought they were possible candidates for a private dance.  “Hi boys,” she said, smiling as she approached.  “I’m Giselle.”

The guys had been waiting for her.  They had heard about Giselle the College Girl.  They all said hi, their eyes ogling her beautiful face and tight body.  “Is that your real name?” one of the guys asked. 

Sarah focused on him.  He seemed to be the leader.  If she could convince him to do a private, then all the others might too.  Five privates would be a major score.  It would turn a slow night to a winner. 

Sarah moved closer to him, moving into his personal space.  “Yeah, it’s my real name,” she lied, smiling and making big eyes at him. 

“I don’t believe you,” the guy said, a smirk on his face.  Sarah sized him up quick.  He was a pretty boy with long dark hair that he liked to swoosh to the side.  He was really proud of his hair and spent a lot of time preening himself.  Sarah imagined he was rich and spoiled, living on daddy’s money while at the same time rebelling by going to strip bars.  To Sarah, he was Bitch Boy.

Still, Sarah wanted the private.  So she batted her long eyelashes and laughed.  “You don’t?” she said with a smile in her voice.  “A nice looking man like you, you’d know, right?”  Sarah said man on purpose to flatter him, even though in her head she pegged him as a boy.

Bitch Boy smiled.  He liked compliments, especially from pretty girls.  And Giselle was really pretty.  Very pretty.  “So you’ve got good taste,” he said with a grin at her.

“I do?”

“Yeah.  You’re talking to us,” Bitch Boy said with a grin to his friends.

“Well that’s true,” Sarah said with a laugh.  They all laughed.

“So are you a real cheerleader?” Bitch Boy asked.  He reached out and touched her skirt.

Sarah let him touch it.  In fact, she moved a little closer, so he could touch her skirt easier.  She said, “I used to be, in high school.”

“Are you still a student?”

“I’m a dancer.”

“Where?”

“Here,” Sarah said.  She said it with a smile, but from the tone in her voice it was clear she wasn’t going to share any private information.  Bitch Boy shrugged a whatever.

Bitch Boy ran a finger up along the pleat in her skirt.  “This is short,” he observed.

“You think so?” Sarah said.  She bent her knee and pulled her skirt up an inch, as if studying it.  Really she was showing off more of her legs, hopefully to close the deal.  “Really it’s no shorter than I wore in high school.”

“This is your one from high school?” Bitch Boy asked, touching the bottom of the skirt.  As he did, his fingertips brushed Sarah’s thigh.

“No but it’s the same thing,” Sarah said.  She didn’t pull her leg away from his hand.

“I can see your ass in this skirt,” Bitch Boy said with an evil grin, getting bolder.

“Well, believe it or not, you could see my ass in high school too,” Sarah said with a laugh.  They all laughed back.

Bitch Boy was feeling even bolder now.  He touched Sarah’s stomach, where the pantyhose went above her skirt.  “This is sexy,” he said, looking at Sarah as if daring him to push his hand away.

Sarah let him touch her.  “Thank you,” she said.

Even more emboldened, he caressed her sexy flat stomach over the nylon of the pantyhose.  Sarah finally moved away from his hand. “You’re not supposed to touch me,” she said.  She asked “Do you want a private dance?” She whispered it, to make it sound conspiratorial, but she said it loud enough so they all could hear.

“A lap dance?” Bitch Boy said, grinning at his friends.

“We call them private dances here,” Sarah said.

“What’s the difference?”

Sarah shrugged and gave him a pretty “I don’t know” smile.

“How much?”

“Forty,” Sarah said, whispering again.

“For all of us?” Bitch Boy, waving his hand at his 4 friends.

“No for each,” Sarah said with a playful duh! laugh.

“Will I get to touch this?” Bitch Boy asked with a grin, putting his hand on her stomach again.

Sarah moved closer to him, hoping to close the deal.  “I can touch you, but you’re not allowed to touch me,” she said, but she didn’t take his hand off her stomach.  Bitch Boy caressed her stomach, over the nylon, and still Sarah didn’t stop him.  He got the message.  Officially he wasn’t allowed to touch her, but what happened in a private stayed private.

“Sure,” Bitch Boy said, grinning at her, and then at his friends.

Behind the curtain, after taking Bitch Boy’s money, Sarah started the music while he settled into the chair.  “So baby, here’re the rules,” she told him.  “3 songs.  You can’t touch me, but I can touch you all I want.”  She added with a girlish giggle “If that’s okay.”

“Take off your bra,” Bitch Boy said.

“What?” Sarah said with a surprised laugh.  Most times spoiled rich boys have a lot of bravado when they’re with their friends, but alone with her they turn into sheep. 

“Take off your bra,” he demanded.  “Before the song starts.  I want my money’s worth.”

Sarah’s lips parted in surprise.  Maybe she misjudged Bitch Boy.  Maybe he was a man after all.  “Don’t get impatient, baby,” she said.  “I’ll get around to it.”

“No now,” he insisted.  “Take it off now or give me my money back.”

Sarah stared at him, shocked.  “Okay, whatever,” she finally said.  She reached behind her and unsnapped her bra.  “But I’m not restarting the song.”  She dropped the bra on the floor and stood up straight so he could look at her.

Bitch Boy’s lips went dry looking at her.  He found himself breathing harder.  “Your tits are small but they’re nice,” he said.

“Well thanks, I guess,” Sarah said with a roll of her eyes.

“That was a compliment!” Bitch Boy hissed. 

“Okay.”

“Don’t roll your eyes at me!”

“Okay, I’m sorry.”

“I paid for you!  Don’t fucking disrespect me!”

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry,” Sarah said.

Bitch Boy scowled at Sarah.  “Come here,” he said, grabbing her and pulling her to him.

“Wait!” Sarah said, trying to push his arms away.

Bitch Boy put his hands under her skirt and squeezed her tight ass.  “Stop!” Sarah urgently whispered.

“Just be cool!” Bitch Boy hissed as he groped her ass.  Sarah felt him take one hand away and then heard a zipper opening.  He was taking out his cock!

“Wait no!” she shrieked in a panicked voice.

“Just be cool!” Bitch Boy growled.  “In a minute I’ll be out of here,” he hissed in a low voice.

Then Sarah got it.  Bitch Boy wanted to fondle her while he masturbated.

“Just be still,” Bitch boy ordered, his voice getting hoarse.  He was pumping his dick with one hand and squeezing Sarah’s ass with the other.  His hand was in her crack, feeling for her asshole over the pantyhose, trying to reach her pussy.

“Stop!” Sarah pleaded, her eyes watering up.  She tried to move away but he held her still.  Bitch Boy wasn’t big or muscular, but he was still a guy and stronger than Sarah.

“Bitch stay still!” he angrily hissed.  “I paid for your whore body!  Just stay still!”

Sarah felt tears run down her cheeks.  She felt violated as he squeezed and kneaded between her ass cheeks, helpless as he rubbed her asshole and her pussy.  What he said – “I paid for your whore body!” – rang in her ears.  She was breathing hard, her head pounding.  She wanted it to be over.  But also, she wanted ....

Suddenly Bitch Boy grabbed Sarah’s arms and forced her to her knees.  She was kneeling between his legs, his hard cock inches from her mouth.  “Suck me bitch!” he ordered.

“No ....” Sarah whined, pulling her head away.

“I’ll fucking pay you extra!” he promised, holding Sarah by the back of her neck and trying to force her mouth to his cock.

“No, please, stop ...,” Sarah said pleadingly.

“Okay, then a hand job,” Bitch Boy said.  “Come on, just a hand job.  I’ll pay you.  How much?”

Sarah looked at him hesitantly.  Then she blurted out, “A hundred.”

“Okay,” Bitch Boy said immediately.  He leaned back, scooting his ass forward, so his cock was closer to her.

“And forty,” Sarah quickly added.  “One forty.  For another private.”

“Okay, whatever, I don’t care,” Bitch Boy said immediately.  “But I get to touch you.”

Sarah hesitated, looking at him.  Then she nodded her head. Bitch Boy reached into his pocket and handed her $140.

The music was over.  She reached back and started the playlist again, for the second private.  She had 3 songs to make him cum.  She knew it wouldn’t take that long.

Sarah settled back on her knees, between his legs.  He had precum on his cockhead, but Sarah spit on her hand for more lubrication.  Then she took his shaft and began slowly stroking him.

“Uh, yeah, good,” Bitch Boy groaned.  “That’s it, yeah, stroke it.”

“Move back, let me see your face,” Bitch Boy said.  Sarah edged back on her knees and looked up at him.

“Let out your hair,” Bitch Boy ordered.  Sarah reached back and pulled off the scrunchie, and her long blonde hair fell over her shoulders.  Wavy blonde strands fell forward and partially covered her face.

“Fuck you’re a sexy bitch,” Bitch Boy said, breathing hard.  He reached to her and cupped her breasts.  Acting on reflex, Sarah tried to pull away, but he pinched her nipples, stopping her. 

“Not so rough!” Sarah cried, her eyes watering up again, this time from pain.

“So, stop pulling away, you stupid bitch!” Bitch Boy angrily snarled.  “I paid for you!”  He reached again and this time Sarah didn’t pull away.  She let him squeeze and grope her breasts, rub and tug at her nipples.  He let her use her.  Because he paid for it.  She sold her body to him.  She was a whore.  A prostitute.

“God ...,” Sarah moaned under her breath.  Her head was spinning.  She knew she was wet, her pantyhose was probably soaking.

Sarah went with the thought.  I’m on my knees in front of this disgusting man.  This vile, revolting man.  Normally I wouldn’t give him the time of day.  But he bought me.  Bought my body.  So he can touch me anywhere he wants.  And I’ve got to stroke him until he cums.

Sarah stroked Bitch boy as he fondled her.  She could tell he was getting close, as he closed his eyes and rolled his head back.  His cock was long but not thick, so Sarah only needed one hand to stroke him.  Moving carefully so he wouldn’t notice, she slipped her other hand inside her pantyhose.  Her lips were puffy and her clit hard from excitement.  She fingered herself as she stroked Bitch Boy.

It only took a moment, for both of them.  Bitch Boy groaned and heaved off the chair, cumming, his jizz shooting into the air and onto his shirt.  Sarah came too.  She squeezed her eyes shut and clenched her jaw to muffle her moans, but she came too.  It was a big orgasm, an incredible orgasm!

When it was over Sarah stood up and quickly turned, not wanting to let Bitch Boy see her panting.  She fumbled with her bra, finally getting it on.  She grabbed the money and ran from the private room, not giving Bitch Boy another look. 

Sarah walked fast to the dressing room, avoiding customers and not looking at any of the dancers or Jerry the bartender.  She went into the bathroom and washed her hands.  Then she put her hands on the counter, gripping it, letting her heart and breathing slow.  She was still tingling from the orgasm.  Her knees were shaking, she could barely stand.  Orgasmic pleasure still flitted through her body, and for long moments her body quivered. 

It had been a freaking Mo orgasm!  Just from touching herself!  Barely touching herself!  A Mo orgasm!
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FINALLY, SARAH CALMED down.  She adjusted her bra, fixed her hair.  Then she went to Richie’s office and gave him the $80 for 2 privates.  She had the $100 in her locker. 

One hundred dollars.  A hand job.  It was her first trick.  Sarah was grateful it had happened in the private room.  She wouldn’t want the other dancers to see her do the walk of shame out the side door.  She was better than that.  She was a college student at Penn State.  She didn’t do tricks.  Didn’t sell her body for money.  Sarah Summers was not a prostitute.
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SARAH AND ANGIE WERE the last ones in the dressing room after closing.  Most of the other girls had gone home early (since it was a slow night), but Giselle and Angelica – the prettiest ones – they still had busy nights.

Sarah was about to leave when Angie called out to her.  “Hey, Sarah,” she began.

“What?” Sarah said, looking surprised.  Here in Paradise, she was Giselle, not Sarah.

Angie gave her a kind smile.  “You don’t think I know your real name?  Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone.”

Sarah frowned at not being as anonymous as she thought she was.  “So ... what’s your real name?” she asked.

“Actually, Angelica is my real name,” Angie said with a grin.

“Bullshit.”

“No, really,” Angie said.  “I figured, everyone will think it’s fake, so why not use my real name?”

“Okay, yeah ...,” Sarah said with a laugh.

“Anyway, what I wanted to say is ...,” Angie began.  She was hesitant, reluctant to talk about what she wanted to talk about.  Even though they were alone, she whispered, “About the trick you pulled tonight.”

“I didn’t pull a trick,” Sarah said immediately with a straight face.

“Sarah, come on,” Angie said in a kind voice.  “You think I can’t tell?  You think the other girls can’t tell?  Don’t worry.  No one cares.  No one’s judging you.”

“Whatever,” Sarah said dismissively.  “It was only a freaking hand job.”

“Sarah that counts,” Angie said.  “You know it counts.  And you know you can’t do it in the private rooms.  If Richie catches you, he’ll fire you on the spot.  He might even call the cops on you.  It’s his ass if the trick goes bad.  You have to do tricks outside.”

“It was a one-time thing,” Sarah insisted.

“Okay, well, maybe it was,” Angie said, looking skeptical.  “But Sarah honey?  I know they call it the walk of shame, going out the side door.  But really, no one cares.  We all do it.  No one cares.”

“Okay,” Sarah said with a shrug.  She got up to go but Angie stopped her again.

“Sarah – you made sure he wasn’t a cop, right?”

Sarah’s eyes went wide.  “Oh fuck – I forgot,” she admitted.

“Sarah!  C and C!  You have to remember!”

“Okay, okay,” Sarah said.  C and C.  The two rules of tricking.  Make sure he’s not a cop.  And always use a condom for penetration sex.  No matter how much he’s willing to pay.  You always use condoms.

Sarah was anal about using condoms.  She didn’t want to wind up like her big sister, now a single mom.

But anyways, it didn’t matter.  “But I won’t need the other C,” Sarah insisted.  “I’m not going to fuck anyone.”

“You say that now ....”

“I’m not Angie!” Sarah insisted.

“Sarah, come on, I see you around,” Angie said with a knowing look.  “You get off on all this.  I get it, I do too.  Just wait.  You do a private for a customer you’re hot for.  He offers money.  The money makes it hotter.  So you fuck him.  Because you want to fuck him. That’s how it starts.”
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CHAPTER 7

Mike got to the game early.  It took a while but eventually he found Sarah and her friends.  Standing on the periphery, he took a moment to look at her.  God she was so pretty.  Her long blonde hair went long down her back.  It was thick and wavy.  She was wearing a turtleneck sweater and wool skirt.  The skirt was short, ending way above her knees.  She wore tights under the skirt, and black ankle boots.

She looked beautiful, and sexy, and sweet, all at the same time.  She was so gorgeous she took your breath away.

The picture of Sarah was marred only because she was hanging onto Marco’s arm.  It made him wonder why he was here.  Mike had no chance with Sarah with Marco around.  He probably had no chance with her anyway, but especially with her hanging onto GQ’s arm.

Sarah saw him and smiled.  She detached herself from Marco and walked over.  “Hey Mickey,” she said, looking into his eyes and smiling.  Sarah had a way of looking at you and making you feel like you were the most important person in the world to her.  The only person in the world. It made Mike incredibly happy when she looked at him that way. 

Sarah grabbed his hand and walked him over to her friends.  It was the first time she touched him!  Mike felt like he was going to have a heart attack!

Sarah introduced him around.  She introduced him using his real name, “Mike,” and that made him happy too.  “Mickey” was their inside joke.  It made Mike happy that they shared a secret, even though it was kind of a joke on him.

Mike stood off from the crowd as they watched the game.  He wanted to be around Sarah, but felt uncomfortable around her friends.  He was shy and uncomfortable around most people, but especially this group.  They were the popular clique, the Beautiful People.  Sarah certainly belonged in this group.  She was the most beautiful of them all.  Mike felt like an outsider. 

By the second quarter, Sarah began to think inviting Mike was a mistake.  He was standing off by himself and not talking to anyone.  He clearly wasn’t having fun, and her friends were asking “why is he here?” 

On top of that, Mike had headphones around his neck, old time geeky ones with foam earpads.  Sometimes he put them up on his ears.  Sarah liked listening to music too, everyone did, but not at a social thing like this.  He was essentially telling people he didn’t want to talk to anyone.  So then why did he come?

Marco wasn’t happy about it either.  Mike kept looking at her.  He pretended not to but it was pretty obvious, and that just made it worse.  It was clear to everyone Mike had a big crush on her, and Marco accused her of inviting him to make him jealous. 

“Maybe he’ll have more fun in the visitor’s section.  It’s quiet there, he can listen to his music better,” Lavender joked.  Everyone laughed, especially Marco. 

Sarah hated Lavender.  She was rich and didn’t think Sarah belonged.  She never missed a chance to put her down.  Sarah was positive she was trying to steal Marco away from her.  And who the heck names their baby a freaking color?!

So, Sarah regretted inviting Mike.  At the same time, he was her guest.  So at halftime she begrudgingly walked over to say hi. 

Mike took the headphones off as she approached.  “You’re really into all this,” he said looking over the stadium.

“Yeah, well, duh Mike.  Football and Penn State, they go together,” Sarah said, irritation seeping into her voice. 

“No, I watch you—.”

“You WATCH me Mike?” Sarah said harshly.  She was starting to feel like he was stalking her.  And he was embarrassing her in front of her friends.

Sarah’s harsh voice made Mike flush.  He retreated inside his shell, clamming up.  “What?  Finish what you were saying,” she said impatiently.

Mike hesitated, then said “It’s more than just football to you.  You’re not just watching the game.  You look at the stadium.  The statues.  You look at the monuments of old players and teams.  When you sit down – they’re just old wood stadium seats – but you treat them like they’re special, like they’re the Iron Throne.  So, I was just wondering, why you’re so into it?”

Sarah stared at Mike for long moments.  Then she said, “So, the Iron Throne, that’s a thing?”

“It’s from Game of Thrones.”

“Of course it is,” Sarah said with a half laugh, shaking her head.  Then she looked at Mike again, serious now.  She said softly, “Yeah.  My dad.  He loved Penn State.  We watched games together on Saturdays.  A couple times he took me to games here.”

Mike noticed the past tense.  “He passed away?” he hesitantly asked.

Sarah shook her head.  “He split when I was 10.”

“Oh,” Mike said, his eyes going wide.  “I’m really sorry Sarah.”

Sarah had heard it a million times.  “I’m really sorry your dad left.” 

“I’m really sorry your parents divorced.” 

Sarah had heard it a million times from a million people, and she knew they weren’t really sorry.  They didn’t care. It was like people saying “I hope you have a good day” when they don’t really freaking care what kind of day you have.

But at that moment, Sarah knew Mike was sorry.  She knew it from his face, from his voice, the way he was standing, the way he was looking at her.  He felt bad her shit father up and left when she was 10.  He felt bad about all the pain she went through.  Mike really felt bad for her.  He did freaking care. 

“Well ...,” Sarah said, shrugging.  She turned back to the field.  The third quarter was starting.  “So Game of Thrones huh?”

Mike nodded.  “You should watch it,” he suggested.

“It’s not my thing,” Sarah said with a laugh.

“You should give it a try—.”

“Mickey.”

“What?”

“Just shut up and watch the game.”

“Yeah, okay.”

They both watched the action on the field.  After a few moments Mike asked “Shouldn’t you get back to Marco?”

“I will,” Sarah said, standing close to Mike.  “I’ll just stand here a while.”
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CHAPTER 8

Sarah’s next 2 shifts at Paradise were calm.  Ordinary.  Nothing happened.  No Randy or Bitch Boy.  No tricks.  Nothing like that.

That’s what she wanted.  She needed to sort things out.  Sarah knew she was a freak inside.  Sexually, she was a freak.

She could get any man she wanted, hunky men like Marco.  But she only got off – really got off – with creeps. 

Was it because of what happened with Mr. Moretti?  Or did Mr. Moretti bring to the surface something latent inside her?  She didn’t know.

Sarah avoided thinking it, she banished thoughts of it.  But sometimes, like now, it forced its way into her thoughts.  She got turned on by being humiliated and degraded.  By being abused and used.  By being dominated and having no control.

It was the truth.  How could she deny it?  Mr. Moretti, Randy, Bitch Boy, that football player in the frat ... they all forced themselves on her.  They took advantage of her.  They violated her body for their pleasure.  And she got off on it.

It wasn’t rape.  She could have walked away from Mr. Moretti.  She could have screamed when Bitch Boy touched her.  But she didn’t.  She got off on it.

And it was more than just getting off on it.  She sought it out.  That’s why she dated Marco.  All her boyfriends had been Marcos.  Big, strong men, uber confident, aggressive.  She wanted boyfriends who would take her, use her, not ask her permission, just bend her over the couch and fuck her brains out. 

And that’s why she danced at Paradise.  It wasn’t just the money.  Angie was right.  She got off on it.  Men buying her, then using her body for their pleasure.  Just the labels – “whore” – “prostitute” – they got her wet.

But Sarah didn’t want to be a prostitute.  She wanted to be a good girl.  She wanted to get married, have kids, go to church.  She wanted a happy family, not the one destroyed when her father moved out and disappeared.

Sarah was driving back to campus from Paradise as she thought about all this.  It was 1am and the roads were empty.  She had the top down and was hitting 85 in the Miata.  Then there were flashing lights and sirens behind her.  Fuck!  A cop!

Sarah pulled over and the cop parked in front of her.  She waited as he did his thing in his car, getting more and more anxious.  Fuck!  The last thing she needed was a ticket.  They were expensive.  It’d be like giving away 2 days of work, and her next tuition payment was coming up soon.  She was barely going to have enough money, she couldn’t afford a ticket.

Finally the policeman got out of his car and approached her.  Sarah handed over her driver’s license and registration. 

“Do you know why I stopped you?” he asked after looking over her papers.

“Um, because I’ve got a sweet car?” Sarah joked, a smile on her face.  “Forget it, it’s not for sale.”  Sarah had sweet talked her way out of tickets in the past, so maybe she could do it again.

The cop didn’t smile.  He said grimly, “You were going 85.  It’s 40 here.”

“Well, if you had this car, wouldn’t you go fast?” Sarah teased, the big smile still on her pretty face. 

“You think this is a joke?” the cop hissed in a harsh voice.  Sarah’s smile quickly disappeared.  She realized she wouldn’t be talking herself out of this one.

“Get out of the car!” the cop yelled.

“What?”

“Get out!” the cop yelled.  Suddenly he threw the door open and yanked Sarah out of the car.  He threw her against the Miata’s hood.

“Hands above your head!” he yelled.  He had his hand on her lower back and was pushing her against the car.

“What?” Sarah said dumbly.  She was terrified and disoriented.

“Get your fucking hands above your head!” the cop yelled again.  He seemed even angrier now.

Finally Sarah put her hands behind her head, lacing her fingers together.  The cop patted her down.

“Do you have any weapons?” he asked.  “Gun?  A knife?”

“No,” Sarah said.  She was so scared her voice was breaking, even with just that one syllable.

“Drugs in the car?” the cop asked.

“No,” Sarah said honestly.  She was so scared her body was quivering.

The cop shone his flashlight in her face.  Then in her car.  Then back at her, up and down her body.  She was dressed in a stretchy zip-up pullover and yoga pants, and had her hair in a ponytail.  Sneakers.  It was how she usually dressed before and after dancing at Paradise.

“You’re a dancer at Paradise, right?” the cop asked.

“No,” Sarah said.

“Don’t lie to me!” the cop snarled, getting into her face.  “I recognize you.  Your name’s Giselle.”  He looked at her driver’s license and added “But your real name is Sarah Summers.  You’re a student at Penn State.”

Sarah didn’t respond.  She was still bent over the car, her front pressed into the hood, her hands laced together on her head.  She was terrified and disoriented.

“85 in a 40 zone. Dancer at Paradise,” the cop said.  “I could haul you in for reckless driving.  Hand you over to the vice cops.  It’ll get around.  I bet you don’t tell people at college you dance at Paradise.”

“I’m sorry,” Sarah said in a little girl voice.  He was right.  She kept it secret.  Only Marco knew she worked at Paradise.  She obviously didn’t want it getting around she was an erotic dancer.  She’d be so humiliated she’d have to leave Penn State.  And then if her mom found out?  The people at church back home?  Her high school friends?  It would ruin her life.

The cop eased up.  “It’s cold,” he said, pulling her off the hood.  Sarah stood up straight.  “Put your hands down.  Get in my car.  The heat’s going.”

“I’m fine, really,” Sarah said. 

“Get in my car,” the cop said firmly, pronouncing each word like a harsh command.  It was an order, not a request.

Sarah nodded.  Soon they were in the back seat of his squad car.  The car was softly illuminated by the police equipment inside.  Sarah was able to see him for the first time.  He was maybe early thirties.  He had a hard jaw line and an intense stare.  He was a big man.  Imposing.  His tag said “Trooper Buchanan.”  He wore a gold wedding ring.

The cop had his eyes on her too.  He looked her over for long moments.  Finally he asked,“Why’s a pretty girl like you dance at Paradise?”

Sarah shrugged.  “It’s good money and Penn State’s expensive,” she said, her eyes down in her lap.

“Your parents don’t pay?”

Sarah shook her head.  “It’s only my mom,” she said.  “And my sister and her baby are at home.”

“So you pay your own way,” the cop said.  It was a statement more than a question.

Sarah shrugged her shoulders.

“Is that all you do?  Shake your head and move your shoulders?” the cop said in a harsh, mocking voice.

Suddenly Sarah felt her eyes water up.  She was scared.  She was afraid of this man.  This wasn’t her first ticket.  If she got speeding and reckless driving, the judge might suspend her license, and then how would she work?  How would she pay her tuition?  And even worse, if it got around campus she stripped for money it would ruin her life.

“Well?  Answer me,” the cop said harshly.

“I just want to go home,” Sarah said in a little girl voice.  She was trembling.  A tear fell down her cheek and she wiped it away with her hand.  Her hand was shaking.

“Listen, don’t cry,” the cop said, his tone softening.  “You’ll get home.”

“You won’t give me a ticket?” Sarah asked hopefully.

“Why shouldn’t I give you a ticket?” the cop said.

“I don’t know ....”

“You know what you need?” the cop said.

“What I need ...?” Sarah said, not understanding.

“If you’re going to work at Paradise,” the cop said.  “You need a friend.”

Sarah was still looking at her lap.  She was silent for long moments, processing what he just said.  Finally she looked up at him.  She said in a soft voice, “And you’ll be my friend?”

“Well, that depends on you,” the cop said. 

Sarah didn’t say anything.  Her heart was pounding inside. 

“You know what I’m saying, right?” the cop said into the silence.  Still Sarah didn’t say anything.

The cop reached out and touched Sarah’s cheek.  “You are one pretty girl,” he said looking into her face.  When Sarah didn’t pull away, he ran his finger down her cheek, over her chin, and then down her neck.  Sarah didn’t stop him or pull away.

The cop took the zipper of her pullover.  He pulled down.  Still Sarah didn’t do anything.  She stayed motionless.  The opening of the zipper sounded incredibly loud in the car.  The cop pulled the zipper all the way down, then opened the pullover.  Sarah wasn’t wearing a bra under the pullover.  Her small, perfect breasts came into view.  Her nipples were rock hard.  She was breathing heavily.

“So pretty,” the cop said, touching her breast, moving a fingertip over her nipple.  He had seen her at Paradise.  He went there sometimes after shifts.  Like all the customers, he noticed Giselle.  The College Girl.  So tonight he followed her from the club.  And now she was in his car.  With her top open.  And he was touching her.

Sarah’s heart was pounding as he touched her.  In a soft, barely audible voice, she asked “What do I have to do to make you my friend?”

The cop smiled at her.  It was the first time he smiled.  He put his hand behind her head, gripping the back of her neck.  Holding her that way, he tugged her head down, towards his crotch. 

Sarah let him push her head down.  Then she worked on his pants.  He helped by taking off his belt and gun.  Sarah pulled down the zipper and tugged down his pants.  He was hard and poking through his briefs.  Sarah took it out.  She hesitated a moment but the cop pushed her head down.  Sarah opened her lips and took his cock into her mouth.

Sarah used her hands and mouth on him.  Stroking him up and down, sucking him, her head moving in rhythm with her hands.  The silence inside the car was broken only by the sounds of her sucking and stroking him.

The cop reached under her.  He squeezed her tits and thumbed her nipples.  Sarah’s eyes rolled back into her head but she muffled her moan on his cock.  She didn’t want him to hear her moan.

The cop abruptly pulled her up, off his cock.  He pushed her against the door.  He grabbed the waist of her yoga pants and pulled them down.  Sarah didn’t fight or struggle.  He was a cop and she was just a girl.  He had all the power.  She was powerless. 

The cop pushed Sarah onto her back on the seat.  He got on top of her.  She was naked.  He pushed her legs open and then kicked off the rest of his pants.

The cop leaned down, over Sarah, so his body was on hers.  He tried to kiss her but Sarah turned her head.  She wouldn’t let him kiss her.  He might take the rest of her, but she wouldn’t kiss him.

The cop kissed up her neck.  He ran his hands over her tight, firm body.  He fondled and squeezed her tits.  Then he reached between them and grabbed his shaft.  Using one hand as a guide, he moved forward and found Sarah’s pussy.  He rubbed his cock up and down between her lips, lubricating himself.

The cop was about to push into Sarah when she pleaded, “Please use a condom.  I’m not on the pill.”

The cop looked down at Sarah.  She looked pleadingly up into his face.

“I don’t have a condom,” the cop said truthfully.  “My wife’s on the pill.  We don’t need them.  You strip at Paradise.  Why aren’t you on the pill?”

“I can’t,” Sarah said, her voice still pleading.  “I’ve tried.  It messes with my hormones.  Please.  There’s a condom in my purse.”  Luckily, she had her purse with her.  She reached in and handed a condom to the policeman.

The cop scowled but tore open the square package.  He rolled the condom down his hard shaft.

Once again, he rubbed his now-sheathed cock up and down between Sarah’s lips.  Then, with his feet pressed against the door for leverage, he pushed forward. 

Sarah grunted and she squeezed her eyes close as he penetrated her.  The cop was big, bigger than Marco.  Still, Sarah was wet.  It made it easier for the cop to enter her.  Sarah felt each inch of his cock sink into her pussy.  Soon he was all the way in.  Sarah could feel his big balls resting against her ass.

The cop took Sarah’s hands and held them above her head.  Sarah felt so helpless, with her hands pinned above her head and her legs forced open by his big body.  She felt violated.  The cop was violating her body.  She didn’t give permission, yet, the cop had penetrated her with his cock.  He was taking her. 

Sarah’s eyes fluttered as the cop began moving back and forth, his cock sliding in and out.  He moved slow but hard and rough.  He slowly pulled out until just his cockhead was inside, then pushed in hard.  He did this back and forth, back and forth. 

Sarah kept her face turned so he couldn’t kiss her.  So he kissed up her neck, behind her ear.  He caressed her tits as he fucked her, and squeezed her ass. 

The cop knew how to fuck.  Sarah was breathing hard, her body aroused.  It was more than just the physical fucking though.  It was the fact she was being taken against her will.  And she was helpless to do anything about it.  It was like with Mr. Moretti, and that football player, and Bitch Boy.  She was weak and they were powerful. 

The cop put Sarah’s long, shapely legs over his shoulders.  He still had her hands pinned above her head as he rammed her even harder.  Sarah’s head spun and she felt an orgasm building inside her.  This was the position she loved most.  Submissive on her back, her hands pinned, with her legs over the man’s shoulders.  In this position, she was completely powerless.  Both her hands and legs were useless.  No hope of escape or even resistance.  She was completely, utterly, at the mercy of the man. 

Sarah came.  The orgasm started at her pussy and then shot through her body.  Her body arched off the seat, and her toes curled hard.  She clenched her jaw, not wanting to let the cop hear her moan, but she couldn’t prevent it, the orgasm was too powerful.  “Oh god, oh fuck, oh goooooddddd!” she cried, her head rolling back and her body convulsing.

The feel of Sarah’s girl muscles tightening and convulsing around his cock pushed the cop over the edge.  He gripped the door over Sarah’s head and violently rammed into her pussy, again and again, the cords in his neck tensing as he came inside Sarah — as he came inside Giselle, the College Girl. 

Finally it was over.  He collapsed on top of Sarah.  He was so big Sarah could barely breathe, but she was still too scared to say anything.  Eventually he climbed off her, pulling out of her pussy.  He grabbed paper from the front seat.  He took the condom off, wrapped it in the paper, and tossed it out the window.  Then he collapsed back against the seat, his head rolled back, panting hard.

Sarah was still breathing hard too.   She sat up in the seat, next to the cop.  She held her top and pants protectively against her chest.  Her body was still tingling from her orgasm.  It’d been so powerful she was still barely able to think.  Her toes were still curled, and her nipples and pussy were super-sensitive.  If the cop touched her – if he grabbed her breast or touched her clit – she might cum again.  She hugged her clothes tighter to her chest, not wanting to think about it.

“Get dressed.  Go home,” the cop said as his breathing finally returned to normal.  Sarah didn’t move or say anything and he looked at her.  “You came right?”

When Sarah didn’t say anything, he said in a louder, harsher voice, “Answer me goddammit!”

“Yes I came,” Sarah finally said in a low, barely audible voice.  Her cheeks flushed from embarrassment and shame.  But the cop didn’t gloat about it.  He gave her that mercy. 

“I’ll be outside,” the cop said.  “Get dressed.”

The cop went outside, closing the door after him.  Sarah rapidly dressed.  When she stepped out of the police car, the cop was leaning against her Miata, smoking a cigarette.  Sarah moved towards her car but the cop was leaning against the driver’s door, blocking her path.

“Can I go?” Sarah asked in a soft voice.

“My name’s Buchanan,” the cop said.  “You can call me Buck.  Everyone calls me Buck.”

Sarah nodded but didn’t say anything.  The cop grunted, sounding annoyed.

“What’s your number?” Buchanan said.

Sarah hesitated a moment, then told him.

Buchanan wrote her cell number on a slip of paper.  He was too smart to put it into his phone.

“When I call, you better answer,” he told Sarah.  “If you want me to be your friend.”

Sarah hesitated again, then nodded.

Buchanan moved off her car.  Sarah got in her Miata and drove back to campus.
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CHAPTER 9

Sarah was good at compartmentalizing her life.  Burying things she didn’t want to think about.  It’s how she coped with her father deserting them when she was 10, without even saying goodbye.  It’s how she coped with her mother crying all the time with her father gone. 

It’s how she coped after the rumors began about why Gina’s parents divorced.  The rumors that Gina’s father – Mr. Moretti – had cheated with Sarah’s mom.  That cheating led to Gina’s parents divorcing.

Sarah coped by not thinking about it.  About how Gina’s mom called her mom a cheating slut right in front of her.  About how Gina wouldn’t talk to her anymore.  About the thought – the chilling thought—that Mr. Moretti had fucked not only her, but her mother.

Sarah coped by not thinking about things.  So she didn’t think about what happened in the police car.  At school she acted normal.  She was normal with Marco and all her friends, she was normal at class.  Everything was normal.  Everything was fine.  Life was great.  She was pretty Sarah Summers.  Everything was perfect.
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SARAH WENT TO THE MOVIES at the student union with Marco and some friends.  It was in an auditorium where, during the day, they mostly taught Economics 101 and other gen eds.  Fridays were movie night.  At 7pm they showed an old movie.  Admission was only a dollar.  Popcorn and coke were only a dollar too. So for 2 dollars you got movie night.  It was a great deal for cash poor students.

Marco wasn’t poor though.  His parents were rich and he had all the money he needed (or wanted).  Most of Sarah’s friends at school were rich kids too.  But often they’d go to movie night to pre-game before the big parties started. 

Tonight they were showing Urban Cowboy.  It was a stupid movie about a country boy, Bud, wanting to be a cowboy in the big city (John Travolta).  He falls in love with a local girl, Sissy (Debra Winger) but their romance is threatened by an interloper Wes (Scott Glenn). 

Marco had smuggled in a flash of rum and he was pouring it into their Cokes.  The auditorium was only half full. 

Sarah glanced towards the back and saw that guy, Mike.  He was sitting by himself.  No one went to Friday movie night alone.  You went with friends.  Either as a cheap date or to pre-game before going to frat parties. 

But Mike was alone.  And he had those stupid headphones on.  The ones with foam pads.  He was listening to music. 

Sarah felt sorry for him.  Embarrassed for him.  She wondered if he listened to music to fill the void of being alone all the time.

The room got dark and the movie started.  A couple times she glanced back at Mike.  She hoped maybe his friends were late, so that when she glanced back he wouldn’t be alone anymore.  But he was still alone.  She felt sorry for him but what could she do?  If she invited him over it would just be worse, as Lavender and her gang would make fun of him. 
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SARAH AVOIDED ANGIE at the Paradise.  Angie sensed it, and assumed it was about the lecture she gave her after the handjob trick.  But that was only part of it.  Sarah didn’t want to tell Angie about what happened with the cop.  She didn’t tell anyone.  She knew the cop had way crossed the line, had broken the law.  But what could she do?  If she reported it, it would turn into he-said, she-said.  And who would believe her, a college girl who took off her clothes at a gentleman’s club?  Sarah knew the answer to that one.  No one. 

The handjob trick.  And then getting fucked in the police car.  Was that a trick too?  Sarah didn’t want to think about it.  That’s another reason she avoided Angie.  She didn’t want to talk about it.

Sarah finished her third act – her virgin bride act – and was mingling among the customers when someone called her.  “Hey Giselle,” the voice said.

Sarah turned.  She saw it was Albert.  She hadn’t seen him since the lap dance.

Sarah sashayed over to him.  “Hi Albert,” she said, giving him a smile.

“You remember my name,” Albert said, smiling shyly at her.

“Of course I do,” Sarah said.  She moved close to him.  She was wearing a bride’s lingerie – a lacy white bra, thong, garter belt, stockings and high heels.  She remembered Albert was a leg and foot man, so she stood close to him, close enough so her stockinged leg touched the back of his hand. 

An electric charge seemed to run through the old man.  His body shuddered.  “You’re so pretty Giselle,” he said looking at her face.  He was breathing hard.

Sarah smiled and sat next to him.  “Buy me a drink?” she asked.  It was another way the girls made money.  Drinks were expensive, $15 for a simple rail drink.  Richie counted $5 of that as a tip, and the girls shared in the tips. 

Albert nodded, and Sarah waved a waitress over.  Albert ordered a beer and Sarah ordered a Cosmo.  Albert paid cash from a big wad of bills.  Sarah’s eyes went wide seeing it.  She assumed he must’ve got paid today.

“So how’ve you been Albert?,” she asked.  “I haven’t seen you.”  Sarah crossed one long leg over the other, and sat close to Albert so her knee touched his leg.  She took a long sip of her drink, giving him time to look up and down her body.

“You know, just around, working you know?” Albert said distractedly, his attention on Sarah’s knee and her pussy that was barely covered by the lacy thong panties.

“Well, don’t work too hard Albert, have fun too,” she said with a big smile at him.  She took his hand and pressed it against her knee, both her hands on his.  Smiling at him, she whispered, “Do you want a private dance Albert?  Like last time?”

Albert was breathing hard, and he looked nervous.  He whispered back, “I was wondering if we could do something else Giselle.”

“Something else?”

“Yeah,” Albert said, looking nervously at Sarah.  “Not a dance.  Something else.”

Sarah looked at Albert.  She knew what he was asking of course.  Customers asked all the time.  So far, Sarah had always said no.  She only did private dances, that was the only thing on her menu.  But she remembered what Angie said.  It came easier after you did it the first time.  And she had already done it once.  Twice maybe, if you counted the cop.

“Are you a cop Albert?” Sarah asked, looking intently at him.

“A cop?” Albert said, not understanding. 

“I need you to say it,” Sarah pressed.  “Are you a cop?”

“No, I’m not a cop,” Albert said.

Sarah looked at Albert.  Considering.  Deciding whether to do it.  Finally she said “You know it’s expensive Albert.  Way more expensive than a private dance.”

“I’ve got money,” he insisted.  Sarah remembered the big wad of cash in his pocket.

Sarah looked at Albert again.  She hesitated.  Considering.  Deciding.  Then she stood up and said “How about a smoke outside Albert?”

“Ah ... I don’t smoke,” Albert said, clueless.

It took a monumental effort on Sarah’s part not to roll her eyes.  “Just come with me Albert,” she told him.  Albert got it then.  He stood up and Sarah took his hand.  She led him across the room towards the side door.

Sarah felt everyone’s eyes on her as she did the walk of shame to the side door.  Her cheeks reddened.  It was the most humiliating moment of her life.  She kept her eyes focused on the door, not wanting to make eye contact with anyone.

When they were finally outside in the alley, Sarah asked “You have a car?”

“Yeah, a 150,” Albert said proudly.

Sarah nodded.  The big pickup would be better than her Miata.  “Let’s go there,” she said.  Luckily Albert had parked next to the alley, as all Sarah wore was the bridal lingerie, and it was hard to walk in the stiletto heels on the rough payment.

They got in the truck.  “Um, how much does it cost Giselle?” Albert asked shyly.  His nervousness was back.

Sarah had never thought about it.  She thought about the handjob with Bitch Boy, and said “$100 for a hand job, $200 for a blow job, and $300 to fuck.”  She couldn’t believe it.  She’d just quoted a price to fuck her.  Everything now was on the menu, including her pussy.  Feeling like she needed to set some limits, she blurted out, “But no anal.  And I don’t kiss.”

Albert looked surprised and disappointed.  “$300.  That’s a lot.”

“That’s how much it costs Albert!” Sarah said impatiently.  She was nervous herself, and already having second thoughts. 

“I ... I can touch you anywhere I want?”

“Yes.”

“But I can’t kiss you?”

“No ...,” Sarah said.  She understood his confusion, as she didn’t completely understand it herself.  For some reason though, she felt like she needed that limit.  She said “I have a boyfriend Albert.  I save that for him.”

Albert nodded, accepting that answer.  He took out his big wad of bills.  He counted out the bills.  Sarah watched as he went past $100, and then past $200.  He counted to $300.  Albert wanted to fuck her.

Albert handed the money to her, and she took it.  “This is it,” she thought to herself.  “I’m about to become a prostitute.  A whore.”

“So ...,” Albert said, putting his hand on her thigh.  “I can do this right?” he asked, caressing over the satin strap of her garter belt, touching her toned thigh underneath.

“Yeah Albert,” Sarah said.  She had to fight to keep her voice from quivering.  She forced a smile.  Then she reached behind her and unsnapped her bra.  She took it off.

“God Giselle,” Albert said, looking at her bare tits.  He hesitantly reached a hand out.  When Sarah didn’t stop him or pull away, he put this hand on her breasts.  He started slow, but then he became crazed, fondling her and kissing her breasts, and running his hands up and down her long stockinged legs.

It was like an out of body experience.  Sarah looking down on herself, her body getting kissed and fondled by this old man.  Albert was a nice man, but Sarah wasn’t at all attracted to him.  He wasn’t handsome, he wasn’t hot, he wasn’t confident or manly.  But he paid for her.  That gave him the right.  He paid for her body. 

“Come on Albert, let’s get this off,” Sarah said, reaching for his pants.  She undid his belt and unzipped him.  She pulled his pants down.  His cock was hard.  Sarah wrapped her hand around his cock and he moaned.  He shuddered at her touch.

“Albert,” she said as she stroked him.  “Condom?”

Albert was having trouble breathing, but he managed to nod towards his pants.  His wallet.  Sarah reached down and pulled his wallet from the back of his pants.  She opened it and saw the square foil package.  Albert came prepared.  He came to Paradise tonight with the intention to fuck her. 

Sarah wondered how long he had saved his money.  What sacrifices did he make in his real life, what did he not buy his wife, his children, so he could save up enough money to fuck her?  Sarah felt a pang of guilt.  But she forced it from her thoughts.  She needed the money too. 

Sarah used her teeth to tear the foil package.  She pressed the condom against Albert’s cockhead, and then rolled it down his hard shaft.

Sarah got up on her knees on the car seat, then she straddled his thighs.  Albert looked with excited anticipation at her beautiful face.  With one hand Sarah tugged the string of her thong panties aside.  With her other hand she held his cock.  She lowered herself, guiding him to her pussy.

Sarah lowered herself on his cock.  Albert groaned and rolled his head back as his cock penetrated her.  Sarah breathed hard too, her nose flaring.  This was it.  Albert bought her pussy and now he was inside her.  Now she truly was a prostitute.  She was a whore.

Sarah moved on his cock, her firm thighs flexing up and down.  Albert’s hands were all over her.  Her ass, her legs, her tits.  He was panting, gasping.  He grabbed her cheeks, squeezed her tits, ran his hands up and down her stockinged legs.  Sarah could tell he wouldn’t last long.  Most girls probably would be happy.  Wanting the client to cum fast, to get back inside and hustle more tips.  But Sarah felt something building inside her.  “Don’t cum yet Albert,” Sarah whispered, so low he couldn’t hear.

Sarah rocked on Albert, moving back and forth and up and down, pressing her clit against him.  She was a prostitute now, a whore.  She walked the walk of shame, felt the humiliation, and sold her body for money.  She freaking sold her body for money!  And she was getting off on it!  Her new reality was going to make her cum!

Sarah rocked back and forth, finding those girl spots inside her and rubbing Albert’s cock against them, pressing down hard against his body, rubbing her clit against the base of his cock.  She leaned forward towards Albert, tensing on her firm thighs, finding an even better position to pleasure herself.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and hugged him, the toned muscles of her long legs flexing as she rapidly rocked hard back and forth. 

His chest hair rubbed against her hard nipples. “Oh god!” Sarah cried as her orgasm hit.  “God oh god god!” she cried as she rubbed hard back and forth, pressing her clit against his body, the orgasmic pleasure shooting through her body.  Her pussy muscles convulsed as she came, and that extra stimulation pushed Albert over the edge.  He bucked up and down like a bronco, grunting and crying out, cumming and shooting his sperm into the condom.

“Fuck,” Sarah gasped after it was over.  She collapsed onto Albert’s chest, her arms still around his neck.  Still breathing hard, she untangled herself, pulling off his cock (and being careful to make sure the condom didn’t fall off). 

Sarah tried to compose herself.  She ran her fingers through her long thick blonde hair, like a brush, and snapped her bra back on.  Her high heels had fallen off in the commotion.  She found them and put them back on. 

“Well Albert ...” she said, gripping the $300 in her hand.  “I’ll see you next time baby,” she said.

She gave him a peck on the cheek and was about to go when he said “I made you cum right?”

Sarah wasn’t surprised by his question.  Men were obsessed with orgasms.  It was a pride thing, always wanting to know they made the girl cum. 

“Yeah Albert you made me cum,” she cooed, smiling into his eyes.  It was the truth, but she would’ve said the same thing even if it wasn’t.  Sarah understood how male egos worked.

Albert eyed the money in her hand.  “So, don’t you think I can have some of the money back?” he asked hopefully, looking embarrassed.  “I have to pay rent this week.”

Sarah’s lips parted, shocked.  Did he really just say that?  He wants money back?  After what she just did for him?  After what he turned her into?

But then Sarah thought of Albert’s wife and kids, and how he didn’t buy things they needed. How he paid for her body instead of buying things his wife and kids needed.  How they’d be homeless if he didn’t pay the rent.  The guilty pangs returned. 

Abruptly Sarah grabbed half of the money and shoved it into his hand.  Then she scrambled from the pickup.  She ran to her Miata.  She had a spare key, hidden under the seat.  She turned on the car and roared away from Paradise.
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CHAPTER 10

Mike was leaving the math lab when he heard a voice.  “Mike!” the voice said.  It was a whispered voice, but it was desperate, urgent.  Mike turned and saw movement in a red convertible.  A Miata.  Focusing his eyes in the near darkness, he saw it was Sarah! 

“Sarah?” he said, hurrying over.  As he approached though, she stopped him.

“Wait,” Sarah said, stopping him.  “Mike ... I’m naked.”  She was wearing only the bridal lingerie.

“Naked?” Mike asked, not understanding.

“Can I borrow your jacket?”

Mike still didn’t understand.  But his goddess needed something, and that he did understand. 

“Yes, sure,” he said, hurriedly taking off the jacket.  “Um ...,” he said, thinking.  Then he turned around and walked backyards to the Miata.  He reached the jacket behind him and Sarah took it.  He stayed turned around as he heard shuffling with Sarah putting on the jacket and zipping it up.

“Okay, you can turn around,” Sarah said, gratefulness in her voice. 

“So, what happened?”

“I’ll make you a deal Mickey,” Sarah said.  “Don’t ask.  And I won’t ask when I have to bail your ass out of trouble.”

“I doubt you’ll ever find me in my car naked,” Mike deadpanned.

“Hang around me long enough, and you never know,” Sarah joked.  “Come on, get in, I’ll take you home.”

Mike got into the passenger seat.  Sarah had his jacket zippered up, but it was a short jacket and it ended just passed her ass.  Most of her legs were exposed.  He saw she was wearing hose.  They were off-white and sheer.  She had high heels on her feet. 

Mike had never seen her in high heels.  Up to that moment he’d only seen her in flats, sneakers and ankle boots.  His goddess – the girl with legs so long and sexy they could make you forget your name – she was wearing hose and high heels!  And they weren’t just any high heels.  They were sexy slim heels, off white satin, like a bride’s.  And they had long thin stilettos, they must have been at least 4 inches, covered in off-white satin too. 

Then Mike looked up Sarah’s legs, up her thighs, and he caught a glimpse of something that practically gave him a heart attack.  The tops of her hose were attached to garters.  Sarah was wearing a garter belt!

“Hello, earth to Mike, are you listening?” Sarah said.

“Huh?  Of yeah – what?” Mike blurted out.  He managed to take his eyes off Sarah’s legs and look at her.

“I said where do you live?” Sarah said.

“Alpha Omega Theta,” Mike said.

“You’re in a frat?” Sarah said, surprised.  She didn’t see Mike as a frat-boy.

“No.  They rent out rooms.  It’s cheaper,” Mike said.

Sarah nodded.  She knew AOT.  They weren’t a popular frat.  She wasn’t surprised they were having problems attracting new brothers so they had extra rooms to rent.

Sarah drove Mike to AOT.  “Thanks for the ride,” Mike said.  “Cool car.”

Sarah grinned at him.  “Thanks for the jacket,” she said.  “I’ll get it back to you.”

“No rush,” Mike blurted out, a little too fast.  He liked the idea of Sarah wearing his jacket, but he didn’t want to creep her out.  Trying to act more cool, he said nonchalantly, “I mean, you know, whenever.”

“Okay Mickey,” Sarah said with a laugh.  “So anyways ... don’t tell Marco about this, okay?  That I was naked in the car.”

“Yeah sure,” Mike said.  With a grin he joked “On the QT with the GQ, got it.”

Sarah laughed.  “What you say Mickey, it’s weird sometimes, but you’re sweet,” she said, smiling at him.  Then she drove off.

Mike watched Sarah drive away.  “So, Marco wasn’t involved in Sarah being naked in the car,” he thought to himself.  He was happy about that.  And she sought him out when she needed help.  He was even happier about that.
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“SARAH, WHAT’S WITH the jacket?” one of her sisters said in the sorority house.  “Barry Manilow?  Really?”

“Um, what?” Sarah said.  Then she saw herself in the mirror.  It was the first time she really looked at the jacket.  It was a freaking Barry Manilow concert jacket!

“Shit girl, showing a lot of leg!” one of her other sorority sisters said, looking at how much leg she was showing under the jacket.  “And those fuck me pumps.  What gives?”

Thinking fast, Sarah blurted out, “I was at a rave.  I got the jacket from Mike.  You know, my friend from the football game?  It was, you know, a funky rave.”

“Oh okay,” the sisters said.  The outfit was definitely funky.  Barry Manilow, stockings and high heels.  Definitely funky.

“You went with Mike?” Lavender asked, walking into the room and giving Sarah a critical up and down look.

“I didn’t go with Mike,” Sarah said.  “I borrowed the jacket from him.”

“But you went to the rave without Marco?” Lavender said, pressing.

“God Lavender, I’m not connected at the hip to Marco!” Sarah snapped, trying to put disgust into her voice.  “I don’t even know what he’s doing.  I felt like funking out so I went to a freaking rave.  God, stop with the fucking inquisition!”

Up in her room, Sarah went through the story she’d tell Marco.  He knew she was working at Paradise tonight.  So if he asked – and he would ask, because that bitch Lavender would tell him about tonight – she’d say she got out early, was bored so went to a rave.  There were raves all the time so no way could he check out her story.

Then finally Sarah undressed.  She threw the lingerie into a corner of her room – her room was a mess, she was lousy at cleaning – and took a long shower.  Then she put on what she usually wore at night – Marco’s frat t-shirt and comfy cotton panties.

Sarah got into bed, and turned to her side.  She always slept on her right side.  So many things had happened so fast that night, she hadn’t had time to think.  But now, in bed and staring into the dark, Sarah was able to think.  And feel.  

And then suddenly Sarah was crying.  She curled up into a ball and sobbed into her pillow.  This was not what she dreamed growing up.  She didn’t dream about taking off her clothes for money, in order to pay tuition.  She didn’t dream about being a prostitute. 

And she was ashamed of being such a freak.  The things she got off on ... it sickened her.  It scared her too.  Who the fuck was she?  She was a fucking freak, that’s who she was.

For the millionth time – the kazillionth time – she thought about her father.  Where was he?  Okay, she got it, her skanky mother cheated and he left her, she got that.  But why did he leave HER?  Why in the past 10 years had he not tried to contact her even once?

Sarah cried herself to sleep.  She didn’t notice the envelope on her desk.  When she opened it the next day, her life would get even worse.
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CHAPTER 11

Mike waited in the math lab for Sarah’s dance class to end.  His plan was to pop out when she walked by, like before.  Sure, she was probably onto this trick now.  But then they’d laugh and talk a while, maybe get a beer, or coffee.  At least, that’s how Mike hoped it would play out.

But Sarah didn’t come.  10 minutes, 20 minutes.  Did she go another way?  Mike went to 10 Forward and looked in the window.  The dance class was over, the room was empty.  Except Sarah was there.  She was sitting on the floor, her knees up, her pretty head in her arms.  She was crying.

Mike rushed in.  “Sarah what’s wrong?” he asked.

Sarah looked up.  “Did you get this too?” she said holding an envelope.

Mike took the envelope.  He looked at the letter.  Yes, he got it too.  It was a notice that Penn State was increasing tuition by $5000.

“Yeah, I got it,” Mike said.  “Everyone got it.”

“But how can they do this?!” Sarah cried, her cheeks wet with tears.  “How can they just raise tuition?!”

“... I don’t know,” Mike said.

“I don’t have $5000!” Sarah cried, tears flowing down her cheeks again.  She was barely going to make enough before.  No way she could earn another $5000.

“What the fuck,” Sarah said, leaning back against the wall.  Resignation was on her beautiful face.  She was giving up.  “I’ll just go home.  Go to a community college for a year.  Come back for my senior year.”

But Sarah knew she would never come back.  Maybe never get her degree.  She’d never make it to New York, never dance on Broadway.  Once back home she’d turn into her mother.  Or worse, her big sister.  A single mother.  All her dreams broken.

Mike felt panicked.  He didn’t want Sarah to go home.  He was just getting to know her.  He didn’t want her to leave Penn State.  He blurted out, “I’ll give you the money.”

Sarah looked at him through teary eyes.  “What?”

“I’ll give you $5000.  So you don’t have to go home.”

Sarah stared at him.  She brushed tears away with her hand.  She said “Mike.  You barely know me.  Why would you do that?”

“Well ...,” Mike sputtered, trying to think of something to say.  “If you go home, I’ll never find myself naked in my car.”

Sarah laughed, brushing more tears away with her hand.  It was a crazy idea.  She barely knew this guy.  But for the first time today she started feeling hope.  “So ... you really have an extra $5000?” she asked.  She quickly added, “I’ll pay you back, but ... I’m not sure when.”

“Yes, I do, definitely,” Mike assured her.

“But ... how?” Sarah asked.  “Are your parents rich?”

“No.  They can’t afford college.  I’m on scholarship.”

“Well, good for you,” Sarah said with a laugh.  She was impressed.  This boy had a freaking full ride.  “So how do you have extra money?”

Mike shrugged, squirming, like he didn’t want to say.  Sarah frowned at him, a thought coming to mind.  “Mickey – you don’t deal drugs, do you?” she asked with a disapproving voice.

“No of course not,” Mike said firmly.

“Then what?” Sarah said frowning at him.  “Tell me Mike,” she insisted.

Mike hesitated, then said “I’ve got an eBay store.  I sell postcards.”

“Postcards?” Sarah asked, not understanding.  “Do people still use postcards?”

“Vintage postcards,” Mike told her.  “From the civil war.  The depression.  World War 1.  And 2.  Old postcards.  They’re a lot of collectors.  It’s the perfect thing to sell.  High margins.  Easy to replace inventory.  Doesn’t take much room to store.”

Sarah laughed, rubbing her teary eyes in her palms.  Vintage postcards!  Was it possible for anyone to be more strange than Mickey?!
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MIKE NERVOUSLY FOLLOWED Sarah into her sorority house.  Delta Delta Delta. The prettiest girls joined DDD.  They were practically mythical at Penn State.  Many lived up to its nickname, Triple D.  Sarah didn’t though.  It was another thing he liked about her.

The girls turned and looked strangely at Mike as they passed through the lounges and halls.  Like, “what’s he doing here?”  Mike kept his nose down and avoided eye contact as he followed Sarah.

They went into her bedroom.  Mike knew this was a big moment.  It was like a Game of Thrones moment.  A Harry Potter moment.  Being allowed to enter the private chambers of the goddess.  He wished he was listening to music.  This moment deserved a special song.

Sarah’s room was a mess.  A complete disaster.  “It’s here someplace,” she said, moving things around.  Mike spotted ivory white, satin high heels in the corner.  He recognized them from the other night.  He saw a small pile of clothes next to the heels.  It was her lingerie from that night.  Mike saw the worn stockings.  He saw they were scuffed on the soles.  He saw the garter belt.  He saw lacy, off-white bra and panties.  Thong panties! 

“Here it is,” Sarah said, pulling Mike’s jacket from under another pile of clothes.  She handed it to him.  “Are you okay?” she asked, looking at his face.

“Yeah, I’m good,” he blurted out.  Somehow he managed to avoid choking on his words. 

She gave him a crooked smile.  “So, Barry Manilow?” she asked with a twinkle in her blue eyes.

“Yeah, I saw him at concert,” Mike said.

“Really?  You mean, like, this century?”

“I know he’s not trendy,” Mike said with a straight face.  “But you should see him sing Copacabana. It’s really something.”

Sarah started to laugh but then she caught herself.  Was he serious?  She stared at him, wondering if he was bullshitting her.  “God Mickey, I never know if you’re joking or serious,” she said with a laugh and a shake of her head.

“I—,” he began.

Sarah cut him off.  “No, don’t tell me,” she said with another laugh.  “Don’t ruin it for me.”

For a moment, Mike didn’t seem to know what to say next.  Then he waved his phone and said “So I Venmo’d the money to you.”

“Mike, god, I don’t know what to say,” Sarah gushed gratefully.  “You seriously saved me.  You really are my hero.”

Mike didn’t say anything.  He didn’t know what to say.  For long moments they were silent, looking at each other.  It was an awkward silence.  Sarah had her long blonde hair in a ponytail tied with a scrunchie.  Even so, her riotous, lush hair seemed out of control, like her bedroom.  He longed for Sarah to pull the scrunchie and let her hair out, as he’d seen her do for her boyfriend Marco.  But she didn’t.

The awkward silence continued.  Then Sarah moved to him.  “Anyways, thanks,” she said, hugging him.

She hugged him tight, pressing her body against him.  She stayed that way, her body against his.  She was giving Mike an opening.

Sarah expected Mike to kiss her.  Or move his hands to her ass.  Maybe even move his hand up and cup her breasts.  She was fully ready to have sex with Mike.  This wasn’t like a trick at Paradise.  Mike was a friend and he had done her a major solid.  She’d fucked other guy friends (boys she called her “buds”).  Sometimes hormones just happened.  And it wouldn’t be a hardship to fuck Mike.  He was cute, in a geeky way.  And, to be honest, she was curious about him.  He was so strange, so kinda weird.  Yet sweet too.

But Mike didn’t kiss her, or move his hands.  Instead, he hugged her back.  Really hugged her.  He had his face buried in her hair, and he was hugging her tight.  It wasn’t a “I want to have sex with you hug.”  It was more like “I really care about you hug.”

Sarah was struck by that.  It took her a while to adjust to the concept.  But it felt good.  It was something she hadn’t had in a long time.  Slowly, she gave into it.  She dropped her defenses.  She opened up to him.  And she hugged Mike back.  Really hugged him.  Not just with her body.  But with her heart.

Like how she used to hug her father.  Not really, Mike wasn’t her father, this wasn’t a weird freako thing.  But still, sorta like that.

Finally they broke apart.  There was awkwardness between them again.  “So anyway ...” Mike said, wanting to break the silence.

“Yeah, anyways ...” Sarah said with a laugh.

“Have you noticed some people say anyway and other people say anyways?” Mike said. “You’re an anyways person.”

“I guess,” Sarah said with a laugh, brushing a loose strand of blonde hair behind her ear.  “I’ve never thought about it actually.”

Another awkward silence passed over them.  Mike looked at her ear, where she’d just brushed hair behind.  There was a little pearl in that ear.  God she had the most beautiful hair.  She was so gorgeous.

Mike forced his eyes away, knowing he was probably weirding her out.  He finally said, “So I guess I better go.”  He moved towards the door.  He automatically took his earphones out to listen to music, like he always did.  This moment deserved a song too. 

“So, you’re really into music,” Sarah said, looking at the earphones.  She eyed the bulky thing in his pocket.  “Is that really a Walkman?”

“Yeah,” Mike said with a shrug.  “I collect LPs.  It’s easier to make mixes with cassettes.”

“Mickey you’re a serious throwback,” Sarah said with a laugh.  She quickly added “It’s cool though.  Kinda ... charming.”

Mike’s face brightened up.  “I’ll make you a mixtape,” he offered.

“Okay,” Sarah said with another laugh.  “But what I meant, since you like music, Marco’s taking me to the Crypts Saturday.  They’ve got a sick playcard this weekend.  Wanna go?”

Mike broke out into a big smile.  “Yes, definitely, I’d like to go.”
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CHAPTER 12

In the parking lot outside her sorority house, Sarah saw someone leaning against her Miata.  It was Angie!

“What are you doing here?” Sarah said, frowning at her.  “How did you find me?”

“Wasn’t that hard,” Angie said with a shrug.  “I drove around until I found a red Miata.”

Sarah continued to frown.  She looked at Angie.  She’d never seen her dressed this way.  In normal clothes.  The tall brunette was dressed in skinny jeans, fitted blouse, boots and jean jacket.  She looked like a super hot MILF (or cougar, since Sarah didn’t know if she had kids).  “So what do you want?” she asked warily.

“God, will you chill?” Angie said with a laugh.  “Don’t worry, I won’t blow your cover.  I just brought this.”  Angie handed Sarah’s bag to her.  Sarah quickly took it.  It was her bag from her locker at Paradise.

“Thanks,” Sarah said, looking sheepish for being so standoffish.  “If it gets around—.”

“—If it gets around you’re a stripper, it’ll ruin your life,” Angie said, completing her sentence.  “I get it Sarah.  I have a real life too.”

Sarah slowly nodded.  She glanced at Angie’s left hand.  She wasn’t wearing a wedding ring.  She was curious about Angie’s real life but didn’t feel like she knew her well enough to ask.

“So anyways, I just wanted to make sure you’re okay,” Angie said.  “You disappeared ... we were all worried.”

Sarah felt guilty.  The dancers were, after all, her friends.  Well, sorta friends.  Feeling like she needed to explain, she whispered “I did a trick.  I guess I freaked out.”

Angie nodded.  She was polite enough not to ask for more information.  She knew the kind of trick Sarah was referring to – fucking.  And she knew how the first time messed up your head.  She had been there too.  “So are you coming back?” she asked.

“I kinda have to.  I need the money,” Sarah said.  With Mike’s loan, she managed to cover next semester’s tuition.  Just barely.  She was going to have to scramble to make enough money for her junior year.

“A customer asked about you,” Angie said.

“Who?”

“I’ve never seen him before,” Angie said, shaking her head.  “But he’s been by twice.  I think he’s looking for GFE.”

“How can you tell?”

“The way he’s dressed,” Angie said with a shrug.  “The way he asked about you.  I don’t know.  It’s just the vibe I get.”

Sarah nodded slowly, thinking about it.  Girl Friend Experience.  It’s when a client wants you to act like his girlfriend.  You go on a date, you hold his hand, show affection, and then go to his place for sex. 

“Anyway,” Angie continued.  “Richie wants you to work tonight.”

“Yeah, okay,” Sarah said with a nod.  “Um, Angie?”

“Yeah?”

“What you said the other day,” Sarah hesitantly said.  “You’re right.  It’s not just the money.  I mean, it’s mostly the money.  I need it for school.  But I like it too.”

Angie gave Sarah an understanding smile.  “I get it honey,” she said.  “I get off on it too.”

“You said you have a real life too,” Sarah said.  She was looking at Angie’s ringless left hand.  “I was just wondering ....”

Angie saw where Sarah was looking.  “I used to be married,” she said.  “We’re not together anymore but it’s not because of dancing.  I have a kid.  A daughter.  Emily.  She’s 10.  My mom watches her when I’m at Paradise.  And no, she doesn’t know.”  She said with a laugh, “Moms are clueless, right?”

Sarah smiled.  She looked down at her feet.  For some reason, she wasn’t able to look at Angie as she opened up to her.

“What can I say?” Angie continued with a helpless smile.  “I like men.  I like sex.”  With a laugh she added “And I need money.”  She shrugged and said “Someday I want to get married again.  I think I will.  I’m dating a nice man now.”

“Does he know?”

“He does,” Angie said.  “Stripping is what I do.  So, this is kinda my test.  If the guy I’m dating can’t handle it, I know it won’t work with him.  Buddy – he’s my boyfriend—he actually likes it.  He thinks it’s hot.  He comes in sometimes.”

“Are you serious?” Sarah said with wide eyes.  She couldn’t imagine Marco watching her in Paradise.  He’d get so mad seeing men lust after her as she took off her clothes and walked around with practically nothing on.

“Some men are cool about it,” Angie said with a shrug. 

“I told my boyfriend,” Sarah said.  “He hates it.”

Angie smiled weakly and gave Sarah a sympathetic look. 
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CHAPTER 13
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SATURDAY NIGHT AT THE Crypts
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MARCO FROWNED AT SARAH.  “Why’s he here?” he asked, referring to Mike.  Mike was standing about 10 feet away, on the periphery of their group.

“Quiet Marco, he’ll hear,” Sarah said worriedly.

“I don’t give a fuck.  Answer me.  Why’s he here?”

“It’s a free country Marco,” Sarah said.

“But you invited him,” Marco accused her.

Sarah shrugged.  “Why does Mike bother you so much?  I have lots of guy friends.”  It was true.  Sarah had more guy friends than girlfriends and Marco didn’t care.  Marco wasn’t bothered by other guys.  But for some reason he didn’t like Mike.

Mike tried not to stare at Sarah.  He didn’t want to creep her out, or get even more on Marco’s bad side.  But it was hard.  God she looked so hot tonight!  She wore a long sleeve, loose sweater like a dress.  Underneath she had on black tights and black ankle boots.  The sweater barely covered her ass, so her long, lovely legs were on full display.  She had her hair down, and wore brownish red lipstick that made her lips look wet.  She had done something with her makeup so her beautiful blue eyes looked even bigger than usual.  She looked achingly beautiful!

The band was between sets when Marco walked over to him.  “I see you staring at my girlfriend,” he hissed at Mike.  “Just remember – she’s MY girlfriend.”

Mike didn’t know how to respond to that.  So he didn’t say anything.  His silence seemed to get Marco even more angry.  He stormed away.  He grabbed Sarah’s arm.  “Come on!” he ordered.

“What?” Sarah said, scrambling along with Marco.  Mike frowned, seeing Marco pulling Sarah across the club.  The club was crowded and no one else seemed to notice.  Mike was afraid Marco was so angry he might hurt Sarah.  So he followed.

Marco led Sarah to the back of the club.  It was mostly deserted there.  He turned a corner to a darkened hallway.  He pushed Sarah against the wall and kissed her.

“Marco, what?” Sarah said, but her words were muffled as he pushed his tongue down her throat.

Sarah was surprised at Marco’s sudden passion, but then she went with it.  She kissed Marco back, raising her leg and wrapping it around his thigh.  Marco groped her tits as they made out.  Then he put his hands under her sweater dress and tugged her black tights down, pulling her thong down at the same time. 

Sarah couldn’t believe how aggressive Marco was being.  She liked it!  They’d never done it in a public place like this.  Sarah could hear the band playing and people talking just around the corner.  And now she was naked from the waist down, with her tights and thong down to her knees.  The scene was getting her hot!  She desperately wanted Marco inside her!

Sarah urgently worked on Marco’s belt and zipper.  She pulled his pants down and wrapped her hand around his cock.  As they kissed and tongued each other, Marco fingered Sarah’s pussy and Sarah stroked his cock.

Mike looked around the corner.  He couldn’t believe what he saw.  They were locked in a passionate embrace.  Sarah’s sweater was up around her waist, and her tights around her knees.  He was able to see her naked body!  Their lips were locked together.  Marco had his hand on her pussy, and Sarah was holding his cock.  Mike saw Sarah’s pussy was completely bare!  She kept it all shaved.

As Mike watched, Marco turned Sarah around so she was against the wall.  He pushed down on her back, so her face was pressed against the wall and her ass stuck out at him.  Marco bent his legs.  He took his cock in his hand, positioning himself, and then he pushed forward.  His cock penetrated Sarah’s pussy!

Suddenly Marco was fucking Sarah hard and fast.  He was violently pounding her from behind.  Sarah’s face was pressed against the wall, her fingers clawing at the hard surface. 

Mike was breathing hard as he watched their coupling.  Sarah was devastatingly beautiful.  Her long, lush blonde hair had fallen over her face, and somehow that made her even more gorgeous.  Her ass was heart stopping sexy.  Slim, yet shapely and tight.  And god, her long legs.  Mike watched as her toned thighs and calves tensed with each of Marco’s upward thrusts.  Her legs looked even sexier (and dirty) with the black pantyhose wrapped around her knees.

Mike tried not to look at Marco.  But he wanted to look at Sarah so it was impossible not to look at Marco too.  At least his dick.  Mike saw he had a big one.  Long and thick.  Marco was using that big cock to pound Sarah.  And Mike could tell she was loving it.  Loving it!  By the sounds she was making, the way she was thrusting back against Marco, and the way her hands were clawing at the wall. 

Mike had a small dick.  Like all men, he had measured himself, and he was smaller than average, both in length and thickness.  Seeing Marco using that weapon against Sarah made Mike sick.  He backed away and rejoined Sarah’s group of friends.

About 10 minutes later, Sarah walked by their group.  She walked fast, ignoring calls from her friends.  Mike saw she was hurrying to the bathroom.

A moment later, Marco walked up to him.  He put his big arm around Mike’s shoulder, like they were buddies.  He had a big smug smile on his face. 

“I just fucked her,” Marco said to Mike, a big superior grin on his face.  “I made her cum.  She fucking screamed on my dick.  Fucking screamed dude.  I busted my nut inside her sweet pussy.  That’s what she’s doing now in the bathroom.  She’s cleaning up.  My fucking sperm is fucking running down her leg.” 

Marco grinned and elbowed Mike’s side.  When he was gone, Mike’s heart was beating hard.  He found it hard to breathe.  He hated Marco.  HATED – MARCO. 

Later that night in his bedroom, Mike had his cock out.  He was beating off.  He thought about Sarah as he stroked himself.  He tried to focus on just her, on what he had seen, her flat tummy, her ass, her pantyhose around her knees.  But Marco kept creeping into his thoughts.  Sarah with Marco. 

Finally Mike gave into it.  He furiously beat off thinking about Marco’s big cock pumping in and out of Sarah’s pussy.  Moments later he came.  It was such a powerful orgasm his jism shot up and landed all over his chest.
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CHAPTER 14
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A FEW DAYS LATER
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“SO THAT’S HIM?” SARAH asked Angie, eyeing the man across the room.

“Yeah.  He’s been asking about you,” Angie said. 

Sarah studied the man.  He was older, but not ancient, in his thirties probably.  He was a big man.  Tall and heavy set.  He had short black hair and wore a suit.  Sarah imagined he was a lawyer, or stock broker.  But why here, the middle of nowhere?  He seemed out of place. 

“I guess I’ll see what he wants,” Sarah said.

“I told you, GFE,” Angie said.  “Remember Sarah.  At least a thousand.”

Sarah nodded.  GFEs were lucrative.  A thousand for overnights.  Sarah needed to save for next semester and pay Mike back.  A GFE could really kick start her savings.

“Hello,” Sarah said a few moments later.  “You were asking about me?” 

Standing close to him, Sarah saw the man had a big nose and acne scarred cheeks.  His nose was bent slightly, like it'd been broken in the past (more than once).  He wasn’t handsome.  But he looked distinguished in his suit and demeanor.

The man smiled at her.  “Hello Giselle,” he said.  “I’m Jeremy.”

“Hi Jeremy,” Sarah said noncommittally.

“So we finally meet,” Jeremy said.  He looked Sarah up and down.  He spent a lot of time looking at Sarah’s face, her bra covered breasts and her pantyhose-clad legs.  “You’re very beautiful Giselle,” he finally said.

“Thank you,” Sarah said demurely, looking at her feet.  At the saddle shoes.

Jeremy looked at Sarah again, like he was studying her.  She was in the cheerleader outfit.  He asked “How old are you Giselle?”

Sarah frowned at him.  “Are you a cop?”

“No,” Jeremy said with a laugh.

“Then why do you want to know how old I am?”

Jeremy shrugged.  “I want a young girl,” he said.  “But you have to be legal.”

“I’m legal,” Sarah said.  After a moment she added “I’m 20.”

Jeremy frowned at her.  He said, “You look younger.  You don’t look even 18.”

Sarah shrugged.  She wasn’t going to show him her ID. 

“Even if you’re really 20, that might be too young,” he said.

Sarah shrugged again.  “I can’t help how old I am.  But I can look older if you want.”

“How?”

“With makeup.  My hair.”

“What about your clothes?”

“That would help,” Sarah said.  “But I don’t have a lot of money.”

Jeremy looked at Sarah for a long moment.  Then he said, “I want to buy a private dance.”

Sarah led Jeremy into the private room.  She closed the curtain and turned to him.  “Um, it’s forty,” she said, brushing a lock of blonde hair behind her ear.

“I don’t actually want a dance,” Jeremy said.  “I just want to talk.”

“Okay,” Sarah said with a shrug.  “But it’s still forty.”

Jeremy chuckled.  He handed over two twenties. 

“Sometimes I need a date,” Jeremy said.  “Sometimes it’s an event I’ve got to go to.  Sometimes I want to be with someone.  I don’t want a wife.  I had one of those and I’ll never do that again.  So that’s what I’m looking for Giselle.  Do you understand?”

Sarah nodded.  She was nervous.  Unsure.  She blurted out “It’s a thousand dollars.  Every day.  And if you buy me clothes, I get to keep them.”

Jeremy nodded.  He brushed loose strands of her blonde hair away from her face.

“You’re very beautiful Giselle,” Jeremy said, looking at her face.  He added with a chuckle, “My ex is going to be so pissed when she sees you.”  Then he got serious again.  He brushed his fingertips across Sarah’s cheek.  He moved in to kiss her but Sarah pulled away.

“I don’t kiss,” she said.

Jeremy frowned.  “When you’re with me, around people, we have to kiss sometimes,” he said.

Sarah nodded.  She understood of course.  The whole point of GFE was to act like his girlfriend.  “I get that,” she said.  “Just, not when we’re alone.”

Jeremy was still frowning.  It was clear he didn’t like it, but he accepted her rule.  He moved his hand to her shoulder.  “Can you tell me your real name?” he asked.  He smiled and said, “If I’m going to introduce you to my friends, I’d like to use your real name.”

Sarah hesitated, and then said “... Sarah.”

“Sarah.  That fits you,” Jeremy said.  “Giselle’s pretty too, but I like Sarah better.”

Sarah nodded.  She was feeling uncomfortable.  Jeremy was fingering the bra strap at her shoulder.  “Can you take off your bra Sarah?” he asked.

Sarah hesitated just a moment.  Then she reached behind her.  She tugged the bra strap taut, then unsnapped it.  She let the straps fall off her arms.  She bared herself to Jeremy, holding the lacy bra in her hand.

Jeremy looked at Sarah’s small breasts.  He looked a long time, taking his time.  Finally, he said “Your breasts are beautiful Sarah.”  His voice was hoarse now, from excitement.

Jeremy reached out and flicked a finger across Sarah’s nipple.  As always, her eraser sized, perky nipples were pointing up.  “I especially like this,” he said.  “Oh, I apologize.  I’m not supposed to touch you.”

Sarah’s cheeks flushed red.  The way Jeremy was looking at her and talking, she had never felt more like an object.  Like a piece of meat that was on display for a potential buyer.  Her body available for a price.  Sarah shivered inside.

“So, in 2 weeks.  Saturday.  Does that work for you?” Jeremy asked.

It took a moment for Sarah to understand what he was asking.  Then she said “Yes, that works.”

“How should I contact you?”

“Here.  Leave a message with Jerry.  He’s the bartender.”

“It would be better if you gave me your cell number,” Jeremy said.

“I ... I’d feel better if you contacted me here,” Sarah said.

Later that night at home, Sarah masturbated, remembering the way Jeremy looked at her and touched her.  The way she felt like an object.  Like a piece of meat.

Sarah came hard.  Really hard.

Afterwards, as she panted and tried to catch her breath, she wondered what the fuck she was doing.
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