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YOURS FOR THE NIGHT









CHAPTER
1


 


The tapping of my
heels against the grand lobby flooring echoed in my ears as I approached the
front desk and smiled at the man seated behind it. He was big-boned and wearing
a crisp suit, with a plump, weary-looking face that only lit up as he soaked me
in. Then came the eager return of the smile, just as I’d been expecting. Even
though I’d never met him before, I’d grown accustomed to the way men
involuntarily grinned in the presence of a beautiful woman.


“I’m here for David,” I said. My voice was soft and
feminine, yet self-assured. 


The man arched his brows.


He knew who I was. He knew what I was here to do.


“Here you go,” he said instantly, holding out a key
card. “Have a wonderful night, Miss Carmichael.” 


Seconds later I was walking towards the elevator
doors. The lobby was decorated in soft tones of grey and honey, and crystal
lighting spiraled like grape vines every few feet from the ceiling. It was the
first time I’d been to this particular hotel, and just like Audrey had
promised, it was lavishly spacious and carried a sort of elegance with it that
was modern yet intimate. 


We weren’t told very many details about our clients or
the places we’d be going to. And so anything at all that my boss, Audrey, told
me, I made the effort to remember. 


I, Cassandra Carmichael, was an escort. Not just any
escort, though — I was a high-class escort working for one of the biggest trans
escort agencies in the city. I’d stumbled upon this profession during college
and now, close to a decade later, I considered myself very successful, making an
easy six figures a year for not very much actual ‘work’. Nothing compared to
what I would’ve done in your typical corporate job, at least. 


Over the years, I’d begun to specialize my escort
services to those who wanted the company and sexual intimacy of a
sophisticated, feminized man. Most of my clients were affluent older men who
were closeted bisexuals or homosexuals and uneasy at the thought of being found
out. Most of them were also married with kids, and so were willing to go the
extra mile to preserve their identity. This semblance of anonymity was the real
value of booking an escort through an agency like ours. And so all we were told
about our clients was a rough age, nickname, where we were supposed to meet,
their sexual interests, and maybe an occupation if we were lucky.


 


After all, the only way to be successful, we were
constantly told, was to keep our clients comfortable. 


I know I could’ve earned a lot more had I gone through
the independent route, but the hassle of doing all the vetting and weeding had
never much appealed to me. Plus, I wanted to keep my feminized identity as
private as possible. My days were spent in my identity as a woman who no one
technically knew; I passed very well, and it was only when I came home at
night, when my dress and wig and elaborate makeup came off, was I just plain
old Corey, a 28-year-old guy just cruising through a fairly boring, fairly
solitary life. 


But the biggest reason I didn’t mind? Becoming a
transgender escort wasn’t just about the money for me. 


It had become a way to live out my deepest fantasies,
the part of me that I’d suppressed for years.  


The elevator gave a little jerk and started moving. I
took the time to examine my reflection in the mirror. My makeup was exquisite —
I’d done a purple smokey eye dusted with a little glitter, accompanied by a
bold lip. My dark wig was styled in glamorous retro curls and hair-sprayed to
perfection. I was wearing a black off-the-shoulder dress that hugged my hips
and tapered with a small slit below my knee. My jewelry was kept to the
minimum, two simple studs on the ears and a few rings. 


Glamor, grace, and sophistication. That was how my
agency marketed Cassandra Carmichael.   


I checked my purse one last time to make sure I had
everything I needed. My iPhone, hand cream, surgical tape, a small palette of
makeup for quick brush-ups, breath mints, lube, a packet of tissues. The
elevator doors opened with a small ding on the fourteenth floor. I stepped out,
just a little bit tense now, the way I always was right before a visit.


Every client was a faceless stranger before I met
them.


And the less I knew about them, the more my
imagination flared in the seconds before I knocked on their door, my mind going
into all sorts of dark and unchartered territories.


What was tonight going to be like? I had no clue. 


I’d been at home on the Peloton doing my daily workout
when I had received a call from my agency about ‘David’, a potential client.


“He’s in his thirties, just a great all-round man.
Very upscale,” Audrey had pitched with her slight lisp. “It’s his first time
experimenting with anyone other than a woman, and I must say he’s made the
perfect choice. He was in love with your pictures, Cassie, which was why he
wanted your most expensive package.”


“A whole night with me?” I breathed.


The package went for a couple thousand dollars: five,
to be precise. That would get the client eight full hours of me being in his
possession. 


I could count on one hand the number of times I’d been
requested for a full night. Most clients just wanted to get off on their secret
fantasies, enough time to explore and really get into it, cum once, and then
get on with their busy lives. In the escort service industry, it was pretty
well known that the longer the hours the client expected, the more emotional
intimacy they wanted.


Whoever this was, he really wanted me. 


“Also, I have to add…” Audrey continued after a little
pause. “David has a humiliation fetish. He asked if you would be willing to
explore that, with him being the dom.”


“Kinky,” I muttered.


Fetishes didn’t faze me. I had entertained and catered
to plenty of them. People, particularly older married men, just felt safer experimenting
with escorts and other sex workers.


“So you’re up for it?” Audrey asked.


I got off the Peloton and checked my watch. “Tell me
what time you need me to be there.”


“Excellent, Cassie!” Audrey said. “We’ll have someone
come to pick you up at eight. Just wear something classy, as you always do.
It’s a pretty nice hotel, you’ll like the place I’m sure. I just know you’ll
give him an unforgettable experience!”


I prided myself on being a professional, and that
meant that client satisfaction was front and center. It didn’t hurt that,
truthfully, I got off on the fact that when all the glitz and glamor was
stripped out of being a ‘high class escort’, I was still nothing but a sissy
whore, a prostitute to be used and then forgotten.


A small tingle stirred in my groin as I imagined my
fingers, looking all dainty, nails polished in red, curled around his massive
cock as he grunted in pleasure.    


I knocked thrice, softly, scanned the key card once,
then twisted the knob.


And entered the darkness of the hotel room.











CHAPTER
2


 


He was sitting on
the side of the bed, a drink in his hands. He stood up awkwardly at the sight
of me.


“God, you’re gorgeous,” he whispered under his
breath. 


I took him in. He was surprisingly fit and
handsome – a rarity when it came to my clients, most of whom were overweight
and more than a bit on the scruffy-looking side. On top of that, he also had
good fashion sense. Blackened only by the dim hotel room lights, he was showing
off a simple monochromatic look: a plain cotton shirt tucked into beige
trousers and completed by brown leather loafers. His face was intensely
defined, with a wide jaw, and what seemed to be soft, healthy skin. He had the
kind of classically good looks that could have anyone swooning at first
sight.   


And he was paying me to spend a night with him?


“David, it’s nice to meet you,” I said charmingly,
trying not to show the effect he had on me. I set down my purse on the settee
right by the entrance and walked towards him. 


He brought me towards the bed where we both sat. I
placed a hand over his thighs, stroking them through his trousers with gentle
motions. The first few minutes with a new client were always a little awkward,
and I’ve learned that it typically paid off for me to get the ball rolling.


“You smell amazing. Can…I kiss you?” There was a
twinge of hesitation in his voice. He was still staring at me with those
intense eyes, like I was a living doll or something. 


His voice. There was something about it that was
strangely familiar and arousing. Like a camera flashing before my eyes, I felt
a rush of déjà vu, only for it to be gone again in an instant.


I chose to ignore how unsettling it was, because it
was the worst time to get distracted. I had no intention of showing any of my
clients how fucking dysfunctional I really was. 


“You can do anything you want to me,” I said finally.
“Honestly. I’m all yours for the night.”


I stood up and slowly undressed in front of him.


His eyes widened as he watched me seductively pull
down the straps of my dress until he had a view of my corset. With one hand I
unhooked my bra, letting loose my tiny A-cup tits. I unlaced my corset with an
air of feminine confidence, allowing him to enjoy my thin waist and
bellybutton. Then I slipped the rest of my dress off and turned around before
finally removing my lace thong. Within a minute I was completely naked, and
David had a full view of my butt. Slowly, sultrily, I turned around once more
to face him. My little cock, the region fully shaved and smooth, dangled like a
pendant in between my thighs. 


I bent down and kissed him. The scent of his cologne
was overwhelming me, and I immediately started to moan. David leaned into me,
his tongue dripping inside my mouth. I helped him undress, unbuttoning his
pants, taking off his boxers, until a semi-hard cock, majestic and manly,
sprung free.


“What do we have here…” I murmured playfully. 


But I wasn’t looking at his cock anymore. There, on
the lower right side of his abdomen, was a tattoo. A coiled snake, with a long
sliver of a tongue, wrapped tightly around an inked woman with toe-length hair.


The room circled in front of me, and my vision
blurred. 


That tattoo…


I could’ve recognized it anywhere. 


He was now licking and massaging my nipples, and I
frantically waited until his head bobbed up again so I could search for more
cues to trigger my memory. When he pulled me in for another kiss on the lips, I
registered what I needed. His slightly downturned eyes, the little indent he
had on his forehead, that lone stray hair coming out of his eyebrow. 


It had been almost ten years. 


I was stroking his cock now, gliding over the subtle
ridges of his shaft with automatic motions. I’d probably done this a thousand
times before and my performance was second nature at this point.  He was
watching me while I attended to him, his forehead creased. I could feel him
start to slip into that alternate dimension of pleasure and ecstasy. He grunted
once and stretched his back. He was getting more comfortable now, his body
slowly becoming more overcome with lust, the need to possess my womanly body.
His strong arms were suddenly on me, and I was spun around and spanked hard.
The impact felt like whips and made my ass cheeks reverberate like two
bowls of Jell-O. I let out a soft moan.


“You like that, huh?” he said with a sneer.  


“Y-Yes…” I said quietly.


“I’m gonna make you my fucking bitch, Cassandra. I’m
gonna fucking abuse that ass of yours.” He slapped my cheeks, hard, again. “You
want that, don’t you, you beautiful sissy bitch? And you better call me sir, or
I’ll fucking slap you in the face. Now tell me how much you want this cock.”


“Please, sir,” I whimpered. “I can’t wait to be your
cockslut.”


He spanked me again. “Is that the best you can do,
slut? Beg for my cock, sissy hoe.”


“I desperately need your big cock in my ass, sir…” I
said, again extremely quietly. “Please, David. I’m just a useless whore. I need
a real man to destroy my tight sissy ass.”


“That’s better,” he said. “Don’t forget I’ve got you
booked for the whole night. For eight hours, you’re mine. You want to
know how long I’ve waited for this? I’m gonna make you forget your own fucking
name.” There was a devilish sort of pleasure in his voice as he said
that. 


Suddenly my wrists were pinned against the wall, and
his hot breath glazed down my neck. His crotch was sliding up and down my butt
crack, and he was grunting and grinding while he enjoyed the feel of my soft,
moisturized ass. His delicious meat bumped against my skin, warm precum
spreading all over. My own cock rose with pleasure. I wanted that man syrup all
over me. He continued to rub his groin into my cheeks, murmuring very dirty
things into my ear, and I went back in time when we were both freshmen in college,
to the time I’d first seen that tattoo. 


We’d been roommates. I was an unfortunate-looking guy,
small and scrawny, no social skills to speak of. Something about my looks and
aura repulsed women. That was the year I’d learned the crushing disease that
was loneliness.


Him, on the other hand…he’d been the exact opposite, a
real stud who brought in a different girl in every night and fucked them in the
dark when he thought I was asleep. I don’t think I’ll ever forget the first
time I saw him shirtless. He had been a lot bigger then, not as fit – certainly
no abs like he had now. But his confidence and his power to attract women had
made him a god in my eyes. It started with envy, then admiration, then a
longing to see him beyond that tattoo, the essence of him that lay hidden like
a jewel beneath his jeans. Before long, I was imagining I was one of those
girls in his bed, moaning helplessly while he pounded my brains out. I was
terrified of him but I also craved him. And then the unexpected happened. His
name-calling (Loser! Faggot! Cocksucker!) began to arouse me. 


Back in the hotel room, he suddenly clawed his nails
into my waist and rolled me towards the bed. He lay there, with his cock
bulging out, the rest of him totally relaxed. 


“Taste me, slut,” he said.


I nestled in between his knees and kissed the head of
his penis. He reached forward and squeezed my raw ass cheeks until they hurt
even more. 


Did he even recognize me?


How could he, I thought. There was no way. 


I licked him while massaging his balls, warming him up
to get the juices flowing. His scent was intoxicating, and I was leaking
already. He smelled the same. If only he knew what his scent meant to me. 


He pushed my head down aggressively.


“Get in there…come on now, get that fucker in your
face…” His tone was fierce and domineering.


I devoured that lipstick-stained cock like I was a
starving man. I twirled it inside my mouth, licked it, suckled on his slit.
Then I bobbed my head in and out, swallowing as much of his enlarged shaft as I
could, until his pubes hit my lips. His precum was bittersweet and stringy on
my tongue, and the more I sucked the hungrier I became. 


This was what I was alive for. 


I was made to submit to other men.


During that first year I’d lived with him, he’d caught
me jerking off in the toilet one day. He’d burst right in while I had my pants
around my ankle, my slithery penis caught in a death grip and about to climax.
In my shock, my phone fell to the floor, and he could see the gay porn on the
screen. His eyes became snake-like and he yelled, saying he knew it, he’d known
all along what a faggot I’d been, a cock-hungry virgin who would never know the
pleasure of fucking a woman. Then he’d grabbed me and pushed my head down and
ordered me to sniff him through his shorts. I was giddy with fear but then he
laughed and let me go. 


That had been one of the most mortifying moments of my
life. I could never have known how my shame could go on to become the only
thing that could be make me cum for years. Just imagining that manly scent,
being totally overpowered by a real man, would give me the most intense,
indescribable orgasms. I was hopelessly addicted. 


I moaned like a porn star while I sucked him. I was
back to performing again, going through those robotic motions, and he could
tell I was being distracted. 


I needed to tell him that I knew.


“You useless whore! This is what I paid for?” he
cursed. “You better give me my money’s worth, bitch. Get on your knees. Your
hole better be tight.” 


He got a bottle of lube from the bedstand, spreading
it over his fingers while I got into position. One finger squeezed into me,
then another, and finally a third, and I could feel my hole aching and
straining to open.  


I was moaning now, for real. I couldn’t believe this
was happening. 


His fingers slowly slid out. He was silent now.


I had to say something.


I rested my head against the pillow, reached up behind
me, and stretched my ass cheeks open for him.











CHAPTER
3


 


He drilled deep
into me with hard thrusts. His balls swung close to my crack, and the noises of
our private parts slapping against each other gave me the high I’d been
desperately seeking. My anus was being stretched and damaged with his forceful
fucking – I’d be lucky if I was able to service another client for days after
this. 


His cock was sliding over and over my g-spot, and I
felt that familiar tingle cross through my core. 


In all honesty, fucking as an escort was nothing more
than a performance. Yes, it was a way to live out my submission fantasies, but
I’d never found many of my clients particularly attractive to really get much
more than a thrill out of it. But now I was so fucking horny, there was nothing
to pretend about it anymore. 


The cock in my ass glided out, leaving behind a void
that was desperate to be filled again. 


“God, you’re tight,” he said. “Mmm, look at this
view.”


I whimpered hopelessly. I knew he was enjoying the
view of my red, gaping hole.


“You need it?” The spanking started again. “Admit it,
bitch! You need a cock in your sissy ass.”


I wanted to scream and yell for him to fuck me again.


“Please, sir! I know I’m nothing but a hole to you.
Fuck me,” I begged.


The thrusting started again, and I went quiet, losing
myself into the feelings of being dilated by his penis. My wrists were smashed
painfully into the mattress. I began to slide my butt back and forth to keep up
with his rhythm.  I felt like I was close to blacking out.  


Tell him now. 


He grabbed me by my armpits and turned me around,
pushing my legs and hips up in the air like I was a contortionist. He was about
to penetrate me again when it vomited out of me.


“I know who you are.”


He stopped, breathless. He was looking at me all
confused and a little surprised too, like he hadn’t expected me to speak. It
was as if he’d forgotten I was a real human and not some blow-up doll.


“What did you say, bitch?” he said finally. 


“I know you. You’re not David,” I said. The words
sounded lame the moment they exited my mouth. This wasn’t the jaw-dropping bomb
I’d wanted it to be. “We used to be roommates.”


He stared at me in stunned disbelief. His eyes flicked
up and down my body, as if the proof was somewhere in there. When he looked at
me again, I saw fear in his face, which he tried but failed to disguise.


Then, he uttered my name.


“Corey? Fucking hell, it’s you isn’t it. Fuck.”


He wiped some sweat off his forehead and swore again.
I couldn’t make out what was going through his mind now – was he glad? Was he
worried? Was he about to pack up and leave me in here right now? I didn’t know.



I didn’t say anything, but lay there, naked on the
bed. Waiting for him to say something, anything.


David – or should I say, Aaron – finally gave a sigh. 


“I mean, it looks like you’re not living a bad life,
for what it’s worth. At least you’ve embraced who you are,” he muttered. He ran
a hand through his hair. “I…yeah you’ve caught me out. I’m married, just so you
know. Got a step-kid, too.”


I was still overwhelmed, but my lust for him hadn’t
disappeared either. 


“I’m not expecting you to apologize,” I said. 


“I don’t think you need my apology,” he said. His
eyebrows narrowed, then softened again. “I…man. Goddamnit. Are you comfortable
going ahead, like, I can call this a night if you want me to. Seriously.”


“I’m a professional escort, Aaron,” I said. “I’ve
dealt with all kinds of shit.”


“You’re not going to tell my wife, are you?”


“That you’re fucking another guy? No, why would I? I
don’t even know who she is.”


He chewed his lips as if he was still deliberating
about whether he should stay or flee the scene.


I didn’t want him to keep thinking.


I wanted to spend every second left being fucked by
him.  


This was supposed to be a night where he didn’t have
to think about real life. His work, his wife, and all the other things he had
on his mind. That’s what you hired an escort for.


This night was about living a fantasy. 


Or in this case, two people’s fantasies, inadvertently
merging into one, many years later.


“I want you to be my bully,” I said quietly. 


***


It didn’t take him that long to get hard again. I was
pleasuring myself while he rammed his pucker into me, stimulating the pleasure
zone that made me shiver all over. He glided his cock out slowly only to thrust
it in, fast and hard and deep like a hammer. I moaned and felt my whole body
open up for him. I was leaking all over my chest and stomach, and my own cock
was throbbing and badly swollen. I was trying desperately to hold, to slow
down, to keep this stretch of ecstasy last forever. 


“Oh Aaron, oh Aaron, oh yes yes yessss…”


My high-pitched voice filled the room as I got wrangled
by his cock. The helpless groans escaping from my mouth were so loud I feared
someone from the hotel would be knocking at the door at any minute. His cock
was deliciously hot and wet inside my anus, his slobbery juices running down in
thick strings down my cheeks. He was completely consuming me. My manicured
fingers clawed at his abs and I was sure he was about to break my body open. 


And then, before I knew it, Aaron banged into me one
last time and he gave a shudder. His hot seed piled into me, and I was whole
again. My hole pressed hard against his convulsing cock as his semen kept
pumping into me like it would go on forever. Aaron gasped like a feral animal
when he was finally done, and pulled out.


“Good god…” he said. He stared down at me again.
“Sorry. I just couldn’t hold it off any longer. I…”


“It’s fine,” I mumbled.


“Could you…could you play with yourself for me?”


“You want to watch me fuck myself?”


“Yeah. If you don’t mind.”


I crouched in front of him in the bed, while he
settled back on propped up pillows like he was watching a show. I pushed a
single finger inside my sperm-filled anus and lifted a spedge of cum towards my
mouth, which I swallowed. I slipped my finger in again and moaned. I could feel
the remaining cum sloshing inside me and thick drops dripping out of my
asshole. I slathered what I could up and down my crack and then rammed my dirty
fingers in my mouth again. God, what I wouldn’t do for him right now…


I suckled the juices off each of my fingers before
fucking myself again, bouncing my butt up and down to help myself gain some
momentum. I was quivering with excitement – I knew I was going to explode all
over soon…


And then I was tackled onto my stomach, my legs were
splayed open and his thick shaft drilled into me again. He pounded the fuck out
of me, grunting and growling and taking over my body like I was his slave. I
smelled him, his sweat, his skin, his hot breath against my neck, and all my
senses went on overdrive. Suddenly I was back in our college bathroom, kneeling
down on the cold tiled floor, terrified and smelling his cock for the first
time through his flimsy shorts. The waves of euphoria began to build upon each
other and my vision blackened for a second before I felt spurts of cum spewing
out of me. My whole body shook as all that glorious sperm shot out everywhere. 


We lay together naked, him still breathing down my
back. I was finally exhausted so I couldn’t really say anything.  


“Cassandra Carmichael,” he murmured after a minute.
“Has anyone ever told you that you’re a real goddess?”


“Mmmm,” I breathed. “I don’t think I’ve ever been
treated like this by a client before.”


“My pleasure. This was fun,” Aaron said. “I really
needed that.”


“Oh, you’re welcome,” I said before our lips met for a
hot, lingering kiss.


***


He was still shirtless when I stepped out of the
bathroom, freshly showered and wearing my cocktail dress again. I had redone my
hair and makeup with a more natural finish, to the point no one would be able
to tell I’d just spent the night getting fucked in the ass on a hotel bed. As
Audrey always said, the last impression you leave your first-time clients with
was as – if not more – important than the first. It’s the finishing touches of
an erotic memory, something that most clients will end up reliving for years to
come, like a daydream. And so I always made an effort to look naturally
beautiful and feminine before I left. 


It struck me that Aaron was staring at his phone the
way same he did in our college years. One leg lazily propped up, head tilted to
the side, eyes skewered to the screen. It was weird how he was a totally
different man now, and yet there were these little remnants still alive from
all those years ago. 


“Hey Corey,” he said when he noticed me watching him.


“Hey,” I said.


We talked for a while, trying to share how we’d both
progressed since college. We talked about how he’d gotten into a plush career
doing sales, traveled abroad, moved multiple times, then found a great girl and
settled down. How I’d been introduced to the world of escorting when I had
trouble paying rent, and eventually got signed up by the agency. He said he’d
only come down here for a business trip and was leaving again the following
morning. He wasn’t sure when he’d be back again.


Sometime later, I got a call from Vonn, my driver. 


“I have to go,” I said. 


I had five minutes. If I wasn’t down by that time,
Vonn would come up looking for me.


I kissed Aaron on the cheek before I left him there and
went down to the lobby. The man behind the reception gave me a nod of
acknowledgement as I walked through the revolving doors.


Vonn was grinning as usual as I got into the Mercedes,
his teeth glinting like pearls in the rear-view mirror.


“Good night?” he asked with a wink.


“Oh, the usual,” I said and smiled, glancing out to
see the hotel one last time before we drove off into the city lights.
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like him really handle getting shared and destroyed by three sexy studs
with very big appetites?


Or has he bitten off more than he can chew?


***


Feeling hot and
bothered? Get started reading now!
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Thank you for
reading.


Love, Rae
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