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I cruise up the long, winding driveway leading to Mr. Henderson’s house. Looking up at the massive, luxurious estate, I start to question if coming here was the right choice. 

What am I going to say? Hey, so I heard you talking to my dad about owing him a favor still from when he saved your life in the military 20 years ago...and, well, now I’m here to collect on his favor. Oh, and by the way, I need $100,000 for my college tuition?

Yeah, that’ll go over well. 

My family is struggling financially, and I chose to attend an expensive private college. I had a grant and scholarship for the first year, but due to an unfortunate mishap involving getting drunk and missing two finals, causing my GPA to plummet, I lost my scholarship. I swear I’ve learned my lesson not to party before finals are over, but that doesn’t help me with tuition.

It’s been three years since I last saw Mr. Henderson, but when I was brainstorming how to come up with money, I thought about the owed favor. Then I overheard my mother talking about how rich Mr. Henderson is...it all sort of just came together in a brilliant flash. 

Ugh, why did I screw up so badly this year and lose my scholarship? He’s clearly as rich as my mom claims, but it’s going to be awkward as hell to try to weasel money out of him. Oh well, them’s the breaks, I guess.

I take a deep breath, step out of my beat-up old Volkswagen Bug, and smooth down my pink sundress. I make my way up to the massive oak double doors, my hands trembling as I reach for the gleaming brass doorbell. I hear it ring inside, then heavy footsteps approaching.

The doors swing open and reveal the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen. My breath catches as I take him in. He looks to be in his mid-thirties, tall and athletic with chiseled features that seem carved by the gods themselves. His wavy, chestnut brown hair falls perfectly, begging to be touched, and his piercing green eyes hold a depth that makes my heart flutter.

Holy shit, does Mr. Henderson have a son? Nah, can’t be. This guy is way too old, unless Mr. Henderson had him when he was really young. Maybe he’s just the butler—the butler from god’s country. A warmth spreads through me as I imagine his hands on me, and I can feel my panties growing damp as the Adonis-looking dude scans me up and down with a smirk.

“Wow, I wasn’t expecting someone so young this time. The dress is a nice touch. Makes you seem innocent.”

What the hell is he talking about? A shiver runs down my spine as his gaze lingers on me.

“So, you ready to get this party started, sweetheart?” He glances at his watch before extending his arm, inviting me inside.

Sweetheart? What party? My brain is working overtime, trying to figure out what’s going on. He’s so fucking hot it’s hard to think. I wonder what it would be like to have sex with him. Would he be gentle, or would he call me filthy names and be rough? I shake my head, trying to clear the fog of attraction. “I’m here to see Mr. Henderson.”

“He’s not here yet, but we can start without him.”

I pause. If they’re hosting a party tonight, maybe I should come back another time. Preferably when this guy isn’t visiting because all I can think about is losing my virginity to him. I’ve never had this type of immediate reaction to a guy before. 

But then I think about my almost empty gas tank and how I live three hours away. Yeah, another time won’t work. My face flushes from desire and embarrassment. Why did I have to drink? I’m never touching alcohol again. 

“Look...” The guy runs his hand through his hair, his eyes glinting with lust. “We don’t have much time before he gets back, and I want a shot at your pussy before he decides I can only use your mouth. You in or not?”

My eyes widen as my heart races. Um...WHAT? A bolt of illicit pleasure zings straight to my clit, and I almost hate myself for it. Jesus, do I have to be so damn horny for this guy? 

I square my shoulders, ready to tell him he can go use the nearest vacuum hose for his pleasure—just on principle—but something catches my eye and stops me. There’s a gleaming red sports car parked in the driveway. It looks brand new.

The guy notices me eyeing the car and grins, his lips curling in a way that makes my skin prickle from pleasure. “Like my new toy? Bought it when my latest tech deal closed. If you please me and ask nicely, maybe I’ll take you for a drive later.”

I’m no car expert, but that thing probably costs more than my entire four years at college. Tech deal...he must be loaded. I turn back to him, a filthy idea forming. I’m a virgin, but it’s not like I’m saving it for anything. He’s obviously expecting someone he’s planning to pay, so why couldn’t it be me? He’s so damn hot I’d fuck this guy without money, but I wouldn’t mind some extra spending cash for school. I was hoping to get enough to pay for tuition from Mr. Henderson and my part-time part time job for living expenses. I wonder how much this guy would pay for my virginity?

I swallow hard, my throat dry as I think about how messed up I am for considering doing this. But when I look at the guy again, my entire body lights up and I can feel my panties growing damp. Yeah, I want to fuck him, and I need money. This could be a total win/win situation. My body is a mix of shame and arousal that makes me feel even more fucked up. What kind of person does this? But the thought of his cock inside me is too tempting to ignore. All I need to do is pretend to be a call girl and get him to agree to extra money for my virginity. Easy, right? Right.

I channel the confident woman from the last romance movie I watched and bat my eyelashes at him. “Why, Mister—what should I call you?”

He smiles. “Logan.”

I hold my hand out to him. “Well, Logan, I’m ready to show you a new world of pleasure.”

At least I hope I am. I have no idea what the fuck I’m doing.

He takes my hand and leads me inside. The foyer is opulent—marble floors, crystal chandeliers, expensive art. I feel out of place in my cheap sundress, but I force myself to keep a seductive smile on my face—if this even is sexy. 

Oh god, what am I doing? With every step, an illicit thrill winds its way through me. A dark twist of desire turns me into someone I almost don’t recognize. I’m going to lose my virginity to a guy I just met. 

When we walk into the kitchen, he pauses. 

I bite my lower lip and give my best innocent voice. “So, what exactly do you want? I want to make sure I give you the ultimate pleasure. Remember, it’s extra if you want all my holes.”

My body lights up with desire as I contemplate him fucking all my holes. I hope this sounds plausible. I’m sure I’d charge more for all holes...

I place my palms on his firm chest, feeling his muscles ripple. God, he’s so sexy. Does he have a big cock? Not that it matters. He just has to fuck me, but I’m still curious. 

I press my body against his, my breasts grazing his chest as I look up at him with lust-filled eyes. 

I’m so turned on, I’m half tempted to forgo payment just to get at his cock, but I need to be smart. “We just have one teeny tiny detail to iron out first.”

His lip quirks up as if he’s amused. “And what’s that?”

“Well, see...” I bat my eyelashes at him again. “I’m a virgin—in every hole—and that costs extra if you want to be the first.”

This sounds reasonable to me. His smile drops, and his eyes glitter with desire. Oh yeah, he’s interested. 

His voice is rough when he asks, “Would double be enough?”

My entire body vibrates, and I’m breathless as I nod. I don’t actually know what the amount is, but I’m beyond caring about the money. 

“What’s your safeword?”

My brain blanks and my mouth pops up. Uh...I need a safeword? I thought that was only in the movies. 

He traces my bottom lip with his thumb. “I need a safeword before I can give us what we both want.”

He moves his other hand to my breast, and I shudder when he pulls at my nipple. “Come on, princess. What’s the word?”

The name “Gilbert” pops out. He doesn’t need to know it was the name of my favorite pet growing up.

I hold in a moan as he tugs at my nipple again. “Gilbert it is. You ready for this?”

Oh god, I need to take control back. I’m the professional here. I lower my voice, hoping I sound seductive. “I’m all yours, big boy. Why don’t you show me to the bedroom, and we can get started?”

I slide my hand down towards his cock, but before I can touch it, he fists my hair and yanks my head back. “Listen up, you little slut,” he growls. “I’m in charge here, not you. You do what I say, when I say it. Got it?”

Excitement pulses through me as a tingle of delight rushes straight to my pussy. Oooh, holy fuck. “Yes, sir.”

He chuckles darkly. “Good girl. Remember to say Gilbert if you don’t want this.”

I nod frantically
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