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    WHAT'S YOUR PRICE? 
 
    When Paul’s buddy jokingly asks him how much he would charge to suck another man off, Paul claims he wouldn’t do it for any amount of money, not even for a million dollars. Only Paul doesn’t actually expect a real offer from the eccentric billionaire who overhears the conversation, who thinks Paul would do a whole lot more than just suck for a million bucks.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    “How much money would someone have to give you to suck their dick?” my friend, James, asked. He was a few drinks deep. We all were a few drinks deep, and ridiculous hypothetical questions like this tend to come up once the alcohol starts to settle in.  
 
    “No amount of money,” I said, and I really believed it, because it’s easy to play the moral high ground when you’re only dealing in hypotheticals. That was quite the claim I made—I wouldn’t accept any amount of money to perform oral sex on a man. No amount? Not even a billion dollars? One little blowjob and you never have to work for the rest of your life. When you’re a straight male, you’d sooner die than give a man a blowjob—at least, hypothetically speaking, of course. 
 
    “So you’d blow a guy for free, is that what you’re saying?” James said, and he started to laugh. Ron joined in on the laughter. “What about you, Ron?” James asked, taking a big sip from his fourth or fifth beer. 
 
    I was surprised James was drinking so much, not because it was unusual (it really wasn’t) but because the drinks were so expensive in that lounge. It wasn’t our usual drinking joint, but it was where we ended up. We’d just finished playing a gig in the hotel lobby and the hotel manager bought us each a drink. Usually, we would have just finished our drinks and gone off to the nearest pub to drink the cheapest sludge that would come out of the taps. That night, we must have been feeling lazy. Or maybe we were having too much fun, basking in the dirty looks from all the rich snobs who were paying over a thousand bucks a night for a bed and a shower. It was a surprise they didn’t just kick us out after our set. 
 
    “Sixteen thousand, five hundred,” Ron said terrifyingly casually.  
 
    “You’d suck a dick for sixteen thousand and five hundred dollars?” I said. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Where did you get that number?” 
 
    “It’s half a year’s salary. And it’s about enough money to take off three months of work and go on a pretty solid three month vacation. Would I suck a cock for a two month vacation? Probably not. Two months just doesn’t seem long enough.” We all started to laugh.  
 
    “You’ve thought a lot about this apparently,” James said.  
 
    I was surprised that he didn’t reject the hypothetical offer like I did. What straight man would allow himself to suck a dick—who cares what the price is? Money is just money—it buys stuff. You can’t put a price on dignity and pride, or can you? “What’s your price, James?” 
 
    “Probably one hundred grand, but it has to be a good dick—I need to know there’s no diseases or infections, and it has to be clean, as in, straight out of the shower.” We laughed some more. Again, I was surprised my friends had a price at all. I didn’t really believe them. I’m sure if someone really came in and made the offer, they would turn it down. I doubt either one of them could actually go through with sticking a big, throbbing cock in their mouth, sucking it until it came. “Paul,” James said to me, “You’re telling us you wouldn’t suck a cock for one million dollars?” 
 
    “No way,” I said. 
 
    I couldn’t help but notice the man sitting near us, who had been at the bar the whole time, by himself, looking over at me. He looked to be a good ten years older than me, with a grey-tinged beard and heavy eyes. He was wearing a suit that probably cost more than my apartment, and a watch that was worth more than all of the money I would ever make in my whole life. In other terms, he looked like just about everyone else in that hotel lounge, save for me, James, and Ron. “Can we help you, buddy?” I said to the man. He was making me feel uncomfortable.  
 
    “Sorry, I was just listening to your conversation,” he said, as if that wasn’t a weird thing to say. “It’s very interesting.”  
 
    James looked over at the man, wobbling slightly in his drunkenness. “What’s your price, old man?” James asked. 
 
    “James…” Ron said. “Maybe don’t.” Ron was right. As far as we knew, the man was the hotel owner. We played a lot of gigs in that hotel lobby and they paid well. The last thing we needed was to lose a solid, recurring gig.  
 
    “Well, I don’t think I have a price. It’s different for me,” the grey-bearded man said. 
 
    “Why’s that?” James asked. 
 
    “Well, I already have more money than I know what to do with, so I’m not sure I would know what to do with even more.” The man’s eyes found mine once again. “It’s been so long since I’ve been in a position where I’ve needed money for anything.” 
 
    James rolled his eyes. “Well isn’t that good for you. You should be very proud.” His comment was dripping with sarcasm.  
 
    The man looked back at me. “May I ask, how much money do you have in your bank account?” 
 
    Ron and James both looked at me. “About three or four grand,” I said, adding about three or four grand to the real number.  
 
    “And you’re telling me, you wouldn’t do it for one million dollars? A million dollars is a lot of money.”  
 
    I shrugged. “I wouldn’t do it,” I said, holding my ground. It was a stupid conversation anyway—we weren’t talking about something real. They could call bullshit on me all they wanted, but that didn’t prove anything. It was just words over words.  
 
    “I bet you would. I bet you’d do a lot more than that for a million.” 
 
    “No way,” I said. I turned to the bartender to order another drink and then remembered I didn’t have enough cash on me for another drink. I didn’t even have enough to pay for rent, thanks to a few nights out drinking in a row. When did liquor become so damn expensive?  
 
    “Just think for a minute about all of the things you could do with a million dollars. You could buy a house, never have to pay rent again,” he said. A chill ran down my spine. It was probably just a coincidence that he mentioned my rent as I was thinking about rent. I thought about rent all the time, after all. “You could drink all you want every night, probably for the rest of your life if you invest your million right. You wouldn’t have to work, again, assuming you put your money in the right place.” 
 
    “I don’t know shit about investments. I’d probably be broke after the first year.”  
 
    “Well there are people who would manage your money for you and make sure that doesn’t happen. I, for instance, would be happy to do it. I wouldn’t even take a fee. I worked at an investment firm for many years. That’s where I made all of my wealth.” 
 
    Another chill ran down my spine. The hypothetical scenario was starting to drift into reality. What did he mean, he would be happy to manage my money for me? What money? The money we were talking about wasn’t even real. “I still wouldn’t do it,” I said, hoping to bring an end to the conversation. It wasn’t funny anymore. Now it was starting to be weird and uncomfortable. 
 
    “I think that you would. I think you would go a lot further than just a blowjob, too.” 
 
    “You’re wrong,” I said, becoming more firm. 
 
    “I bet you would put on a dress and some pretty makeup and bend over the kitchen table for a million dollars. I’d bet my life on it.” He had an intimidating stare. The conversation wasn’t fun anymore. It stopped being fun the moment the grey-bearded man stepped in. 
 
    But he said nothing more. He simply smiled, nodded, and then got up to leave. I don’t think I was the only one feeling chills after he disappeared around the corner. We sat in silence for a moment before James finally broke the ice. “So Paul, would you put on a dress and bend over for the old man for a million dollars?” We all started laughing.  
 
    We sat around and drank for another hour. Ron bought my next few beers for me. “You can owe me,” he said, but I already owed him for more than I could count. 
 
    “We should probably get going,” Ron said after yet another round. 
 
    “I’ll go grab our cheque,” I said. I got up, slammed the rest of my drink, and then made my way over to the manager’s office where our paycheque awaited. I knocked on the manager’s door and he shouted, “Come in.” He didn’t even look up from his desk as I walked into his office. He was holding the cheque up, expecting me to walk over and grab it. I did. It was only for three hundred dollars. “Hey man, this cheque is for three hundred. I thought we were getting five hundred for the show.” 
 
    “Who told you that?” the manager asked without looking up. 
 
    “We always get five hundred,” I said. 
 
    “We had you booked for three hundred. We don’t do five hundred anymore.  
 
    “This hardly covers the cost to get here,” I said. 
 
    He just shrugged, as if to say, not my problem. It was obvious there wasn’t going to be any successful bartering with the man, so I turned to leave. The three of us had nearly spent a hundred bucks in drinks alone. That only left us about sixty-five bucks each. I couldn’t pay rent with that. I could hardly afford the bus home with that. 
 
    “Excuse me, sir,” a voice said behind me. I turned around but didn’t recognize the man. He was a shorter fellow with a clean black suit and a black tie. “Could I speak to you in private for a minute?” 
 
    “What for?” I said. 
 
    “It will just take a minute. I promise.” He led me into an empty boardroom, the kind business people rent out when they go to throw lame office parties. There was a briefcase on the middle of the boardroom table. “Go ahead and open it,” the man said, so I did. 
 
    Inside the briefcase was cash—a lot of it. Wads and wads of hundred dollar bills.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    My initial instinct was that James and Ron put the little guy up to it, that this was all some sort of prank and the money in the briefcase wasn’t real. And then I started to think about how complex that prank would have to be. Where would they get the fake cash so quickly? Where did they find the fellow in the suit, and how did they manage to gain access to the boardroom, all without getting up from the bar? It was no prank. “What’s this for?” I said, picking up a wad of the hundred dollar bills. In that wad was more money than I had made in the last five years of my life combined, assuming of course that it was real money and not some fake movie money or something like that. 
 
    “To be completely honest with you, sir, I’m not entirely sure. I was told to show you the money but I’m not allowed to let you leave with the money.” 
 
    “How much is here?” 
 
    “One million dollars, fresh out of the bank.”  
 
    I looked up at him and stared him in the eyes, trying to figure out if this was some kind of joke. I had a good feeling I knew whose money it was, but I didn’t want to accept that it was real. If it was real, that meant that grey-bearded man was offering me a million dollars for sex—gay sex. Not just a blowjob, like in the original hypothetical deal. He said himself, ‘I bet you would do a lot more than just a blowjob for a million dollars.’  
 
    I’d told myself I would never even consider it, but now that the money was in front of me, I wasn’t so sure. The man was right, a million dollars was a lot of money. There was so much I could do with that money—pay off my rent, pay off all of my debts, buy a house, pretty much anything. I wouldn’t have to work a dumb nine-to-five job and then try to earn more on top of it with crappy hotel gigs. I could buy my own studio, record my own music, and I could do it full time. And all I had to do was put out for some rich dude. It really didn’t sound too bad in context. 
 
    “What do I have to do?” I asked. 
 
    “If you’re accepting Mr. Porter’s offer, all you have to do is sign here. Payment will be made upon services rendered,” the man said, pushing a document towards me. It was a few pages thick and it looked pretty official. I looked around. There were no cameras hidden in the corners of the room, and there were no mirrors that could potentially be two-way mirrors. I was pretty sure I wasn’t on one of those hidden camera shows. 
 
    As I picked up the pen, my heart started racing. Was I really going to do it? Was it really worth a million dollars? Was that really my price? I tried to read the document but I could hardly understand any of the legal jargon. I was able to understand one part, that said my services would be required from 11:00PM that night (Friday), until 11:00AM on Sunday. There was another part in the document about having to follow all of Mr. Porter’s requests until the deal was complete, assuming the requests would cause no physical harm to either party.  
 
    All of his requests? What if he wanted me to eat out his asshole? What if he wanted to gangbang me with a group of his annoying aristocrat friends? I was essentially agreeing to be a sex slave for a man with too much money. The rest of the document, I couldn’t understand, or maybe I was just too anxious to make any sense out of it. 
 
    I’d told my friends I wouldn’t even consider a million dollars for a blowjob, and there I was, considering a million dollars for thirty-six hours of God-knows-what. I wasn’t just considering it, I was signing the papers. I needed the money. What was one weekend of torture for a lifetime of happiness? 
 
    “Great, come this way,” the man said, leading me to the elevators. He swiped a key card and then pressed the button for the second highest floor in the building. “Could I have your cell phone and any other electronic devices you might be carrying?” the man said. 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know, sir, it was just part of the contract,” he said. “I’ll be sure to have it back to you by Sunday at eleven.” 
 
    Maybe it was in the contract, maybe it wasn’t, I didn’t feel like putting up a fight. My head was spinning, my heart was racing. I was about to have gay sex with a rich guy and I was about to be a million dollars richer. Or was I? Was this all some big hoax? The last thing on my mind was the safekeeping of my cellphone. I handed it over. “Thank you kindly, sir.” He took me to a room and handed me a key card. “You have two hours and then Mr. Porter will meet you here. If you don’t have any other questions, I’ll be leaving you alone.” 
 
    I had so many questions, but I couldn’t seem to turn them into words. It didn’t matter anyway, I don’t think the little guy would have been able to answer. I’m sure he would have just said, “I’m afraid I don’t know,” over and over again. 
 
    I went into the room and flicked on a light. It was a big space, bigger than my apartment, with an amazing view of the downtown core, all lit up and glowing. It would have been a very comfortable place to hang out had there not been a paralyzing anxiety looming over my shoulders. I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I’d never sucked a cock before. I don’t even know if I would be mentally capable of doing the things this Mr. Porter guy asked of me.  
 
    On the bed was a suitcase. I figured it was for me, so I opened it up. Inside the case was some women’s clothing and something I’d never seen before: a flesh-coloured bra with rubbery tits instead of cups. I picked it up. It looked impressively realistic, and I could only assume Mr. Porter wanted me to put it on. I remembered him saying, “I bet you would put on a dress and some pretty makeup and bend over the kitchen table for a million dollars.” The skimpy outfit in the suitcase would not have looked right without a pair of tits under it. 
 
    As I put the thing on, a chill reverberated through my body. Was I actually going through with this? Was this Mr. Porter guy right, was I really willing to do a whole lot more than just a blowjob for a million bucks? This was already getting pretty extreme, putting on fake tits and a skimpy dress—and then being expected to put out. It wasn’t too late to turn around and leave. I wanted to—but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. The thought of the one million dollars was too enticing. Maybe it would have been different had I not actually seen the cash in front of me. Have you ever seen a million dollars in cash? It’s a hell of a lot of money. It was stuffed into a really big briefcase—all in hundred dollar bills, ten grand to each wad. 
 
    Mr. Porter really must have had a lot of money. He wasn’t just offering up a million dollars—more than twenty years’ salary for the average person (more for me)—but he’d arranged to have these clothes and tits sourced and delivered on incredibly short notice, and he not only booked out a boardroom in a fancy hotel, but a suite just for me to change in. The breast contraption was probably worth more than I had to my name. 
 
    There was a note in the luggage. “Makeup is in the bathroom. Take your time and make it look nice. I also suggest you start practicing your voice.” Under any other circumstances, I would have written ‘Fuck you’ on the note and stormed out of the hotel suite, but a million dollars really changes the way you think and act.  
 
    “This is my lady voice,” I said over and over, trying out different tones and inflections as I made my way to the bathroom to do my makeup. I wasn’t intending to screw around. I figured the easiest and most pain-free way to get through this was to treat it like business. It was just a business transaction. In a weird way, I was a salesman, except instead of selling a product, I was selling my own body. I guess that made me a prostitute. 
 
    There was a blonde wig in the bathroom, already cut and styled. It fit nice and snug to my head with almost no effort whatsoever. 
 
    I didn’t know what half of the makeup supplies were for, so I stuck to the more self-explanatory items, like the eye-shadow, the eyeliner, the mascara, and the lipstick (all after a good, close shave, of course). It wasn’t as hard to do my makeup as I thought it would be. The eyeliner was a bit tricky, and it didn’t help that my hands were shaking. I had to try a few times, stopping to regain control of my breathing before getting it right.  
 
    I took a step back and that increasingly familiar chill crawled up my spine. I actually looked like a lady—terrifyingly so. I didn’t just look kind of convincing, I looked hot. I cupped my tits with my hands and I watched myself giving them a firm squeeze in the mirror. Had I not known any better, I would have thought I was staring at a stranger. It was frighteningly surreal, seeing someone else mimicking your every move perfectly.  
 
    I did a little spin. I have to admit, seeing myself all cute and sexy left a warm, fuzzy feeling buzzing inside of me. I ran my fingers through my new hair. It was soft, and I liked the way it fell after I tossed it up. With my tattoos on my arms, I kind of looked like a classy pinup model. 
 
    I went to put on the baby blue dress that was at the top of the pile. It wasn’t until it was on my body that I realized it wasn’t a dress at all, but a piece of skimpy lingerie, complete with a frilly skirt bit and pink satin bows. There was a pair of panties that matched the outfit. My heart skipped a beat when I realized there was a slit cut into the panties where my asshole went. Those panties were specifically made for ass-fucking.  
 
    The thought of washing off my face and taking off the lingerie crossed my mind. It still wasn’t too late to escape. I still hadn’t come face to face with Mr. Porter since our bar encounter. I still hadn’t touched or sucked or fucked a cock yet. I could still get away with most of my dignity still intact.  
 
    Then the thought of that million dollars flashed in my mind yet again and I carried on, picking a black lace garter belt and black lace stockings out from the luggage that was left for me. It was just business, I reminded myself—just business. Soon, I’d be the richest I’d ever been by an astronomical margin. Soon I wouldn’t be worrying about rent or whether or not I could afford dinner. Soon, I’d be a millionaire. 
 
    There was a knock at the door. My time was up. It was time to face the means to my desperate end. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was him at the door, the grey-bearded man from the bar, Mr. Porter. A smirk swept across his face the moment his gaze fell upon me. He didn’t tell me ‘I told you so,’ but he didn’t have to. It was all over his face, radiating off of his aura. He did tell me so. He was right—I was willing to do a lot more than I originally thought for a million dollars, and I was about to find out just what exactly. “You look lovely, darling. What should I call you?” he said. 
 
    I didn’t have a girl name to give him, and I was pretty sure he wasn’t looking to call me Paul. I thought for a moment. “Lacy,” I said. 
 
    “Come up to my room, Lacy. We’re going to have a lot of fun this weekend. I take it you had a chance to really read through the contract?” He reached his hand out to me. I hesitated, but I took it. I could practically smell that million dollars emanating off of his body.  
 
    I didn’t want to admit that I didn’t understand most of the contract. I also didn’t want to hear him go over everything he was going to do to me—that would just leave me a stressed out wreck. Imagine being born with your death-date tattooed on your wrist. The closer that date got, the more nauseatingly anxious you would get. “I read it, yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Good.” He brought me into the elevator, swiped his key card, and then pressed the button for the penthouse suite. On the way up, I couldn’t tell if the elevator was shaking or if I was shaking. I felt so exposed, standing in nothing but that skimpy lingerie, the bulge of my cock plainly visible against my tight panties. “We’ve only got two nights together, so let’s be sure to make the most of them,” he said. A shiver ran through my body. “By the time we’re done on Sunday, you’ll have forgotten all about the million dollars. I promise.” 
 
    The elevator door opened right into the suite. It was a gorgeous place, with a staircase leading up to a second level, and giant windows looking down at the glowing cityscape. I watched Mr. Porter walk into the grand lobby. “This is home for the next couple of nights,” he said. 
 
    At least he was a nicely put together man. He wasn’t some dishevelled, smelly, serial-killer looking guy. He had a lot of class, nice clothes, and his cologne actually smelled really nice. My situation could have been a lot worse. He turned to me. I was still standing frozen in the elevator. “You look tense. Can I get you something? A drink?” 
 
    I was tense, but I was pretty sure a gallon of pure alcohol wouldn’t solve that. I’d already had half a dozen drinks down at the bar. But another stiff drink wouldn’t hurt. “Do you have beer?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head. “Ladies don’t drink beer. How’s about a cocktail?”  
 
    I shrugged. “Sure, I guess.”  
 
    He made his way over to the bar as I carefully stepped into his impressive suite. I looked around. It was amazing to think we weren’t in a mansion, but instead on the top of a skyscraper. I walked over to the window and looked down. The view really was mind-blowing. You could see the entire city. There was even a telescope there, which I’m sure I could have used to see my apartment, but I didn’t bother. “Do you have a preference of cocktail?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t care. Something strong,” I said. 
 
    He started to mix something up. “If you read the contract, you know I can terminate our deal whenever I want if I feel you aren’t playing along.” 
 
    My heart stuttered. That was a clause I wish I would have read. It was so vague. It gave him far too much power. If he wanted, at the end of our time together on Sunday, he could easily just say, ‘Nah, it wasn’t good enough,’ and I would be left with nothing but an ass full of his hot cum. That hardly seemed fair.  
 
    But I’d come this far, and I wanted that money more than anything. I felt like it was already mine, like if I somehow screwed up the deal, I would be losing a million dollars that I already owned. It was a painful thought to process. So I perked up and swallowed the last of my pride. “I love your place here. Do you mind if I ask what it costs per night?” 
 
    He laughed. “Nothing. I own it. I own the whole building,” he said, looking over his shoulder at me and smirking. Of course he owned the whole building. It was the biggest building in the city with some of the most expensive suites in the state. Who else would have a million dollars to burn on proving a silly point. He walked over to me and handed me a drink. It was strong. I nearly choked on it, it was so strong—which I was quite pleased about. I was desperate to take even the slightest edge off of what was probably the most uncomfortable moment of my life. 
 
    “You look tense. Sit down,” he said, motioning towards a couch. I sat down and then he sat beside me. “Turn that way.” I turned and then his hands found my shoulders. He started to rub. At first, I became more tense. The act was a little too sensual for my liking, and the fact I was dressed in a skimpy babydoll didn’t help. But after a minute or so, it actually helped (maybe the stiff drink had a hand in that). He knew how to work his hands in all the rights spots. 
 
    What did he think of all of this? Rubbing another man’s back, dressing another man up in girly undies. Was this how he got off? Or was this just him experimenting? He was rich enough, he could sleep with any woman on the planet, and there were far more beautiful women out there than me. Surely, he was just into cock, right? Hell, he even had enough money that he could easily get some beautiful shemale escorts sent to him whenever he wanted. So why me?  
 
    “You’re a great guitar player,” he said, “I watched your whole set. Do you just play the guitar?” His hands kept working their magic. I started sinking down, melting into the couch. There was still a lingering anxiety in the back of my mind that no amount of massage would make go away—knowing that he wanted to plunge my ass with his cock. 
 
    “I can play just about anything, except for maybe the saxophone, though I’ve never tried,” I said. “Do you play anything?” 
 
    “I play the piano. Do you play the piano, too?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Would you show me?” he said. He finally took his warm hands off of my shoulders—which was too bad, because I had actually started to really enjoy his rubbing. He pointed at a grand piano across the room. “There’s a song I’ve been trying to learn, but I can’t seem to get my fingers around it.” 
 
    We went over to his piano. He took a seat next to me. I could see my own reflection off of the piano’s smooth, black finish. I’d forgotten how good I looked, how feminine my face was with really not that much makeup. Who knew I could look so much like a chick. 
 
    The sheet music he had open was intense: a piece by Dmitri Shostakovich. I put my fingers on the keys and I tried to play it through slowly. He was right. It was a really tough piece, far out of my skill level. “I don’t think I can play it,” I said. 
 
    “Why don’t you play the top staff and I’ll play the bottom,” he said. He started out, using both of his hands to play the bass notes. After four bars, I came in, using both of my hands to play the treble. Together, we didn’t sound half bad. But the music got progressively harder and faster, and he was more practiced than I was. I tried my best to keep up, but I was starting to fall behind. I couldn’t read the music fast enough. The bass notes were getting higher and the treble notes were getting lower. We ended up sliding in slowly together, pressing our bodies together. I missed a note and then everything started falling apart from there. I couldn’t help but laugh. He laughed with me. “Maybe I should stick to easier pieces,” he said. 
 
    “That’s probably a good idea, though you weren’t bad.” 
 
    “I’ve been playing for twenty-five years. I should probably be better,” he said, smiling handsomely.  
 
    I took a sip from my drink, immediately being reminded just how strong it was. I winced. “Too strong?” he asked. 
 
    “I like it that way,” I said. “So do you do this a lot? You find guys and you dress them up like girls and you bring them up to your fancy suites?” 
 
    He shook his finger in the air. “You aren’t allowed to break character. I’m starting to wonder if you read the contract.” I didn’t really break character though, did I? I still said it in my girl voice. Unless the contract said I was supposed to be roleplaying as an escort or his wife or something along those lines. I still didn’t want to admit that I didn’t read his contract. “But no, I just overheard your conversation and my interest was piqued. Plus, I looked at you and thought you would make a beautiful woman, and I was right.” 
 
    I don’t know why, but I felt a warmth rush into my cheeks. I was blushing. It wasn’t even a real compliment—for me, anyway. He was complimenting a character I was putting on instead of the real me, but still, I found myself feeling flustered.  
 
    “You’re even more beautiful than I thought you would be,” he said. He motioned towards a big mirror across the room so I could check myself out. I really did look sexy. 
 
    He put his hand on my thigh and drew a line down my leg with the tip of his finger. “You’ve got the perfect female body, and I hope you take that as a compliment, because it’s meant to be one.” I really shouldn’t have taken it as a compliment, seeing as I was a straight man, but still, I found my cheeks getting warmer and it got suddenly harder to keep the smile from my face. “Let’s order some food. What do you like?” he said. 
 
    After looking through the hoity-toity room service menu, we decided to order up some cheap Chinese food from across the street. Surprisingly, it was Mr. Porter’s idea and not mine. I didn’t even tell him that all the food on the room service menu sounded like disgusting rich people crap. Maybe he could see it on my face as he read me the options. The Chinese food was great. “You have to try the tofu,” he said. I didn’t really want to because it looked like boring white cubes soaked in some gross brown sauce, but I tried it anyway. He was right, it was amazing—better than the meat dishes we ordered.  
 
    We had another couple of drinks. He told me some stories from his college days. Apparently, he used to be just as poor as me. “I used to sneak out my apartment window to avoid the landlady,” he said. We laughed. He had a lot of funny stories. Apparently, he was pretty wild in his youth.  
 
    Then the strangest thing happened—I kissed him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    He kissed me back. We kissed for a while. He slowly lowered me down onto the couch, laying on top of me. My heart was racing. Had the liquor overtaken control of my body? Why did I kiss him? Why was I initiating anything? We were getting through the night sex-free, making my life a whole lot easier, but I had to go and speed things up. It wasn’t like I was delaying anything by not kissing him. Our time together ended on Sunday at eleven whether we had sex fifteen times before then or whether we had sex once at ten-thirty on Sunday.  
 
    It must have been the liquor. I was acting completely uncharacteristically. I had my hands all over him, down his arms, his sides, his chest. He was actually pretty strong, impressively muscular. I got one of my hands on his ass and I squeezed. I looked down at his hand, which was squeezing one of my tits. His hand was big and strong. It made my torso look tiny, like I was just a tiny little sex doll that he could toss around and fuck however the hell he wanted (and I was sure he was going to). I could feel his bulge growing against my leg, throbbing warmly. He had a big dick, and it was getting bigger with every passing second. 
 
    I knew deep inside that this was it—this was when I was going to be bent over and fucked through that little backdoor slit in my panties. This was my million dollar moment. 
 
    I was shocked when he leaned back and said, “Let’s not get too far ahead of ourselves. Let’s take it slow. There’s no rush.” He leaned back down and kissed me gently on the lips. It wasn’t until he sat up and straightened his shirt that I realized he’d gotten me rock-hard. My own cock had slipped out from my panties and was towering high, throbbing. I covered it up as soon as I noticed, but not quick enough for him not to notice. “Don’t cover yourself,” he said, “let me see.” 
 
    I hesitated, and then remembered the rule: that I had to follow all of his rules unless they caused physical harm. So I slowly moved my hands away, letting him see my cock. My cheeks became a deep crimson. “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    “Stroke it,” he said. 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “Stroke it. Make yourself come.” He stood there looking at me. Now my heart was really racing and my head was spinning. He wanted me to jerk off in front of him? My heart sunk into my gut and I felt sick. “I want to watch you come, Lacy,” he said.  
 
    ‘A million dollars, a million dollars, a million dollars,’ my mind was shouting at me repeatedly. I reached down and slipped my fingers around my dick. Slowly, I started to jerk off. I felt so silly, so exposed, so perverted. I was masturbating in front of a stranger and he was watching with a grin on his face. Why was he so into it? Why did this get him off? 
 
    Behind him, in the window reflection, I could see myself, sitting on the couch, cock in hand. It was an erotic sight, me holding my big throbbing dick between two stocking-clad legs. I looked sexy. In a strange way, I could see what Mr. Porter liked about it.  
 
    Black lace, soft satin, and a big, pulsing cock. I started beating my dick faster. I couldn’t look Mr. Porter in the eyes—he was too intimidating—but that wasn’t an issue, seeing as I couldn’t keep my eyes off of myself. I liked the way I looked in lingerie, in that wig, in that makeup. I was sexy, irresistible. It was almost a shame I couldn’t take that version of me outside and show the rest of the world how sexy I could be. I bit the corner of my lip. “I’m going to come,” I said. 
 
    I looked down just as my cock began to blast warm cum up into the air. It felt so good, endorphins shooting off in my brain, a powerful euphoria swirling between my lace-covered legs. “That was wonderful,” he said, that grin still on his face. “We should probably get to bed. It’s starting to get pretty late.”  
 
    He didn’t try to initiate sex that night at all. I was surprised. Maybe he was saving it all for the end, getting himself good and horny before a final showdown. It was strange: since he had me until Sunday, why wouldn’t he want to get the most mileage possible out of me, fuck me until I was a raw mess on the ground, and then fuck me some more until the clock struck eleven?  
 
    We went to bed together, my back and butt snuggled up against his warm body, his muscular arms around me. It was nice, being the little spoon for once, feeling secure and comfortable in the powerful arms of a man. I could feel his big cock against my butt—a sobering reminder of what was to come. Before I got into that bed with him, I really didn’t think I would be able to sleep between the thought of being fucked in the ass and the thought of having an extra million dollars in my bank account. But strangely, his comforting embrace put me into a deep sleep almost immediately. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I woke up with the bed to myself and a warm gentle breeze teasing my shoulder. I looked around the extravagant bedroom. I was all alone. Mr. Porter was gone, but I had a good feeling he was in the kitchen because I could hear a gentle sizzle and I could smell the mouth-watering aroma of bacon. I pulled myself out of the bed.  
 
    Before heading downstairs, I went to make sure I looked okay in the en-suite bathroom mirror. My hair was a bit ruffled, but surprisingly, my wig stayed on perfectly straight and my makeup still looked okay, although a bit smeared around my eyes (which, in a way, made me look even more sexy). I adjusted my tits in my top. I still couldn’t get over how real they looked, and how well they fit. How Mr. Porter managed to track down (or have one of his assistants track down) a perfectly fitting fake pair of tits was beyond me.  
 
    I went downstairs. It was bright and sunny. “Good morning, beautiful,” Mr. Porter said, turning back to look at me. I smiled. The food smelled so good. He had no shirt on, and he looked surprisingly buff for an older guy. I realized I didn’t even know his first name, so I sheepishly asked. “It’s Arthur,” he said with a laugh. Calling him Arthur felt far less intimidating than Mr. Porter. “You like to sleep in, huh?” he said. 
 
    “What time is it?” I looked around for a clock but I couldn’t spot one.  
 
    “It’s almost one,” he said. “I’ve been up for a few hours. I was playing piano earlier. I tried to play quietly so I wouldn’t wake you up.” I couldn’t believe it. I’d slept for over ten hours. There was less than twenty-four hours left in our deal, less than twenty-four hours before I was a millionaire. “You know, I’m still in shock—you really are very beautiful,” he said with a handsome smile.  
 
    Even though he’d told me half a dozen times already, I was still flustered, feeling my cheeks turning red. He put a plate of delicious food down in front of me and I couldn’t have eaten it fast enough. I ended up asking for seconds. “Coming right up.” I felt kind of guilty when I was finishing up my second plate of food and he sat down with his first. I’d assumed he’d already eaten and he was just cooking for me. Had I known he was eating too, I would have waited. “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t be sorry. It’s important that you eat up. You’re going to need the energy.” He winked at me and then started to eat. I expected that familiar chill to run down my spine, but it didn’t. Instead, I felt the most peculiar sense of excitement. I had to shake my head in an attempt to push away the creeping emotion. Excitement? I wasn’t actually starting to feel excited about getting down to business with Arthur, was I? I will admit, I was kind of curious. I mean, I kissed him without being forced or tempted by money, and that felt good (though I was still feeling the liquor had a part in that), so maybe the rest wouldn’t be so bad. Lots of men loved sucking cocks and taking them in their asses, so maybe there was something to it. I shook my head again.  
 
    “Is everything alright?” he asked, obviously noticing my internal struggle as it externalized itself a bit too obviously.  
 
    “I’m fine,” I said, forcing a smile. Arthur wasn’t wearing his suit and dress shirt anymore. He was wearing a regular old t-shirt and jeans. He had a tattoo on one of his arms, slightly covered by the sleeve of his shirt. “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    He pulled up his sleeve. “My division, from when I served with the Marines.” He lowered he sleeve and continued to eat. The Marines? That was unexpectedly hardcore. Whenever you look at a rich guy, you always just assume that life’s been smooth and easy on him. You don’t expect him to tell you stories about sneaking out of windows to avoid paying rent, or about time spent with the Marines. Arthur was a surprisingly interesting man, and when he wasn’t in some hoity-toity suit, he was actually quite handsome.  
 
    “I’d like to take some pictures of you—just for myself, of course. You wouldn’t mind, would you?” he asked. I did get nervous thinking about it, but I was game for his photo-shoot. Sure, it was kind of weird to think he would have pictures of me all dolled up and in lingerie for long after our encounter, but it was one more chunk of time that would bring us closer to the end of our visit. 
 
    Upstairs, across from the bedroom, was a big, open studio, already setup with lights, umbrellas, and a camera on a tripod. “Just stand right in the middle of the room, between those two lights,” he said. I went into the middle of the room. I was never much of a picture person. I always looked so silly in photos, and the mere presence of a camera tended to make me nervous. “Just relax,” he said, but it was easier said than done. I took a deep breath and tried to let my shoulders sink down. “Okay, good.” He snapped a few photos. “Pose for me, beautiful.”  
 
    I didn’t really know what to do. I stood stupidly for a moment, trying to think of poses I’d seen women doing in pictures before, but nothing came to mind. I ended up putting both of my hands on my hips, feeling stiff. “Not bad,” he said. “Put your hands in your hair,” he said, so I did. “Look into the camera lens like you want to fuck it. Seduce it.” I looked into the lens and did my best to seduce it, still feeling rather silly. “Turn around and show me a bit of that perfect bum of yours.” 
 
    I had to bite my lip to contain the silly smile from my face. My perfect bum? Was my butt that great? I looked over and caught a glimpse of my reflection. I checked out my ass. It wasn’t half bad, accentuated nicely by the lingerie. “Perfect—just like that. God, you’re hot,” he said. I ended up giggling like a flustered schoolgirl. “Touch your toes. Ah, that’s so cute.” I started getting into it, feeling more and more confident with every pose. It helped that I was getting him more and more excited—obviously I was doing something right. 
 
    He took the camera off of the tripod and started to come closer to me. “Grab your tits,” he said, so I did, holding them up, squeezing them. They felt nice to squeeze—exceptionally real. “Bite your lip again, that was hot.” I did that, too. He came even closer. “Now take out your cock.” I reached down and slipped my cock out from my panties. He took a few pictures. “Stroke it for the camera. Get it nice and hard.” I stroked it and got it as hard as an iron rod. He stepped even closer. He reached down and slipped his fingers around my girth. “God, your cock is so perfect.”  
 
    His strong, warm hand stroking my length felt nice. “Now get down on your knees.” I sunk down. “Take out my cock.” I didn’t hesitate, despite my racing heart. It was finally happening. I was going to suck his cock. And amazingly, I was excited. I couldn’t wait to wrap my fingers around his pulsing manhood, and feel it throbbing in my mouth. When I finally managed to get it out into the open, it was already rock-hard, and it was huge. A warm shudder ran through my body. “Now suck it,” he said, aiming his camera down at me. I took the pulsing rod and brought it to my lips, slipping it into my mouth. 
 
    I sucked his cock. “Just like that, honey,” he said, slipping his fingers into my hair. He let out a deep, elated exhale. I couldn’t fit all of his gigantic length in my mouth; what I couldn’t fit, I stroked with a tight grip. It was a strangely satisfying feeling, his cock throbbing on my tongue, slipping into the back of my throat, his harsh veins massaging my lips as I bobbed my head back and forth. “Make me come in your mouth. Just like that—don’t stop.”  
 
    I fondled his ball sack in the palm of my hand. He continued to snap photos. I looked up into the lens of his camera. His legs were beginning to tremble. He wasn’t going to last long. I tightened my grip, quickened the bobbing of my head. I tried to get as much of his big cock in my mouth as possible, wrapping my tongue around it, getting it nice and wet and sloppy. “I’m going to come, darling,” he said. “I’m going to come in your mouth.” 
 
    He came. It felt awesome, his hot load filling my mouth, his fingers holding my head in place firmly. I’d done it—I’d really done it. I’d made a man come. I didn’t think I’d be able to do it, but I did it, much quicker than I could have imagined. 
 
    He stumbled back with a big grin on his face. “That was incredible,” he said. He helped me up. “It’s a shame it’s all over.”  
 
    “But it’s not all over,” I said. “We still have a good sixteen hours left.” 
 
    He chuckled. “You really didn’t read the contract, did you. It said I’m to release the million as soon as you get me off or, if that doesn’t happen, the money gets released at eleven on Sunday. You didn’t have to suck my cock, darling. You’re free to go now. You’re officially a millionaire.”  
 
    My heart nearly exploded in my chest, it was beating so hard. I couldn’t believe it. That was it? That was all I had to do for a million bucks? Had I known it would have been so easy and so much fun, I would have done it for far less—but I guess it was a good thing I didn’t know that.  
 
    He handed me a key card. “Floor fifty-two,” he said. “This card will get you into the suite where all of your things are.” As I took the card, a strange sadness washed over me. I looked around the penthouse suite. I didn’t really want to leave.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I’d been having so much fun with Arthur, doing whatever we wanted whenever we wanted, living up the millionaire lifestyle. Even though I was a millionaire now, I felt like I was leaving something behind by going. I didn’t want our time together to end. 
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” he said, as I slowly made my way to the elevator.  
 
    I stopped and turned around. “What’s that?” 
 
    “Now that you’ve done it, what do you think you would set your price at now?” 
 
    I laughed. “Do I still get to keep the million if I tell you?” 
 
    “It’s all yours.”  
 
    “Probably a lot less.” 
 
    “Like how much?” 
 
    “It’s hard to say. Depends on who’s asking,” I said. 
 
    He smiled. “I guess what I’m asking is, how much would I need to give you to spend the night, and do it all over again? Just until eleven tomorrow morning.” 
 
    I bit my lip, containing an excitement I never thought I would feel in my life—an excitement to spend the night with a man, exploring his body, letting him explore mine. “I think I’d do it for free,” I said. 
 
    We had a lot of fun that night. We played some more piano together, we ordered Mexican food, he told me stories from his military days. I told him some of my own stories, about touring as a musician, although my stories weren’t nearly as engaging as his. Still, he seemed to like them. We had a few drinks, we kissed, we ended up in the bed, hands all over one another. I liked him a lot. It hurt to think that with every passing second, it was one second closer to coming to an end. 
 
    He sunk down, under the covers. I felt his fingers slip under my panties, pulling out my cock. Then, I felt the tip of his warm, wet tongue along the base of my shaft. He sunk my cock into his mouth. 
 
    On the ceiling was a mirror. I watched myself squirm and moan as I came closer and closer to orgasm. I watched as I grabbed and squeezed my tits, as I ran my fingers through my hair. For the first time, I felt like I was watching myself and not some beautiful stranger. That was me in that reflection, in that baby blue lingerie, in those black lace stockings, with that long blonde hair. I came in his mouth. 
 
    It wasn’t until after we woke up the next morning that we went even further. I looked over my shoulder and he was already awake. “Good morning,” he said. We kissed. I felt his cock growing against my ass. I wanted it inside of me. I wanted to feel him pumping my ass raw. I wanted to feel him coming. 
 
    He penetrated me. It felt so good that I screamed. He stuck a finger in my mouth and I ended up sucking on it as he began to thrust himself in and out of me. “Does that feel good?” he asked. 
 
    “It feels so fucking good,” I said. I’d never felt anything like it. Within seconds, my cock was rock-hard and there was a warm euphoria swirling around my crotch. “Harder. Fuck me harder,” I said, and he did. His toned pelvis slapped against my soft ass. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I said as the euphoria reached its climax. Without even touching my cock, I came. I started to blast hot cum all over the bed sheets. I didn’t even know such a thing was possible. He came shortly after, filling me up deeply. It felt great, better than I’d imagined.  
 
    As we caught our breath, I noticed the time on the clock. It was ten minutes after eleven. I noticed Arthur looking at it as well. “Time flies,” he said. “How much do I have to pay you to stick around?” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “I was thinking forever. What’s your price?”  
 
    I got all warm and giddy. “The real question is, how much do I have to pay you to let me stick around forever?” He rolled me over and we kissed.  
 
    THE END 
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