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Chapter One
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Morgan

“If I do this," I whispered. “My life will never be the same.”

I stared at the ancient paneling in my apartment, but my brain wouldn't let me focus on anything except what I had to do. My decision hung like a cloud over the room, wet and dark and threatening.

I was offered a chance to see the world, something that I had only dared to dream until I met Julianne. It was a chance meeting actually, but one that I would definitely never forget, no matter what I decided to do.

I sat in the soft, high-back chair, my third glass of Moscato nearly empty, patiently waiting for Jack Dalon who had yet to show up. Across from me at the bar sat a beautifully dressed woman with hair cascading around her shoulders. We made eye contact and I quickly looked away, pretending to busy myself with my phone.

I chose to readjust myself in my seat, hoping to send a subtle message for the older woman to stare at someone else. But the move didn't work, because she boldly stood, and walked directly to my table. Before I could utter a word, mystery lady introduced herself.

“Good evening. My name is Julianne Marks, and I'd like to make you a proposition.” The woman held her hand out with a confidence typically displayed by men, and my hand was drawn to Julianne like a moth to a flame.

“Uh, I'm Morgan.” I withdrew my hand quickly. “Can I help you?” I didn't want to hear a stranger's proposition, but it was obvious that Julianne wasn't going to leave until she said whatever it was that brought her to my table of one.

“Would it be all right if I join you?” Julianne asked, already pulling out the chair opposite mine. She didn't give me a chance to respond before she settled into her seat, as if she belonged there. I watched her make herself at home.

Sure bitch, help yourself.

I continued to look at Julianne, forcing the intruder to explain, then hopefully leave.

Julianne's smile was genuine, and her beauty was clearly still intact. She appeared to me to be in her late forties or early fifties, but maintained a stunning youthful look. Her black hair was thick, and seemed quite long, even though it was pulled up to the back of her head leaving intentional curly 'show off' pieces falling out in organized chaos all over. Her eyes were like melted chocolate, and her full lips that held a constant smile, were the perfect setting to her amazingly straight and bright teeth.

“I won't keep you, I know that waiting for a date alone somehow feels less hurtful than having to do it with someone watching you.” Julianne motioned for the waiter to bring her drink to the table.

I couldn't stop my eyes from rolling, knowing that bold-and-beautiful had just set up camp at my table.

Won't keep me? God, are you going to eat my bread too?

After getting her drink, and thanking the waiter, she continued. “Morgan, I'm a businesswoman, a recruiter, if you will.” Julianne brought her glass to her lips, and sipped slowly. She enjoyed whatever it was, because the slight moan that came from her mouth, as her tongue swept over her lips, proved it. “Ah, life can be so sweet, Morgan. With your youth and beauty, you could have the sweetest life imaginable.”

Julianne finally sat back, and the next move belonged to me.

“Okay...it seems as if you have mistaken me for someone else. I don't know if you're here to meet someone and you believe I'm that person, but I'm not her. Now please, leave me alone, my date will be here soon.” I looked away, trying once again to use any and all more polite tactics to make her leave.

Julianne leaned in, and lowered her voice, her smile never wavering, “Morgan, I'm here to recruit. And I want you.” She leaned back in her chair, and picked up her glass again. “There's no mistake. I know the goods when I see them, and you dear heart, are certainly good.”

Julianne explained that she lost two of her best employees recently, and had been on the lookout for at least one replacement. Not any girl would do, and not every girl would be willing, but she said my beauty drew her right to me. Also, the lack of ring, along with the, I'm-being-stood-up look on my face, showed that I was absolutely free of all ties to men at the moment.

I was no longer confused, the woman's meaning came through loud and clear, “Oh! Oh my God! You're like a pimp or something!” Several people turned in our direction, causing Julianne to laugh.

“Well, it might be best if we didn't shout it to the restaurant, but yes, something like that.” Julianne seemed to instantly appreciate my open curiosity. There was an odd sense of bravery in me that most wouldn't see, but Julianne certainly did.

Still, I was disgusted, and I knew that the older woman had no intentions of leaving my table. Just as well, it was also pretty clear that Jack had stood me up. The night had gone nothing like I had planned, and my earlier happiness when I was getting ready for my date had been replaced with emotions that were ridiculously unexpected. My Gran would have said that my day went from sugar to shit. She would have been right.

Before I could gather my bag, Julianne reached for my arm. “Morgan, please, hear me out. Intelligence tells us that listening, even if we don't agree, is the best form of understanding anything in life.”

I nearly dropped my bag that had only made it as far as my lap. Those were the words that my Gran would use on occasion. Not exactly, but the meaning was the same. It made me relax for the moment, but I still held my bag in my lap, ready to leave at a moment's notice.

“Thank you. Now, let me ask you something. The man that you're waiting for, and clearly isn't going to show, what were you planning to do with him tonight?” At my diversion to eye contact, Julianne got her answer. “Exactly. You were willing to give yourself to a man that sees you as nothing short of disposable. Is that the life that you want? A trail of men to use you, and your heart being broken over and over?”

I knew that her words were dramatic, but the truth in them was undeniable.

I had waited for a date with Jack, and I would have more than likely been willing to sleep with him to keep his attention. Stupid move, but I had done it before. Julianne knew more than I had given her credit. It was a good thing that she didn't know that I wore my best bra and panties that night, which made me feel even worse at hearing Julianne's truth bombs.

“I say, be honest about it. Tell a man what you'll do with him, sex or not, and he can pay you for your company. It's the way things have been done since the beginning of time. Oh, some women call it marriage, some call it dating, well I call it business.” Julianne didn't shy away from speaking her mind. I found her to be strong and intelligent enough to be intimidating. Yet, I didn't leave.

When I finally spoke, I remembered to keep my voice low. Julianne leaned in to hear me. “I actually thought about it, a few years ago. I wanted to go to college and I met a woman that, you know, did that. I thought it would be good money, and I could pay for school. But then I saw the guys that she did it with, and I couldn't do it. Not for money, not for anything.” I looked down, trying to forget what I had seen. “Her pimp, or whatever he was, stole from me. She helped him. It seems like a life that would lead my ass straight to jail.”

Julianne's laughter brought my attention from the table napkin that I had been staring at.

“Oh child, the men that you would date are not the guys in the back alley looking for a quick blowjob. We're talking about the cream of the crop here! Men that could have any woman they want, but choose to pay for the best. They don't want marriage, or commitments, they just want a nice time with a beautiful woman.”

“Well.” My mind began racing with a million questions. “Look at tonight, I couldn't even get this guy to show up. And yeah, I would have slept with him.” I gestured toward the seat Julianne was occupying and let out a sigh of disappointment. “How do you expect me to find the 'cream of the crop'?” I asked, and actually made invisible quotations in the air with my index and middle fingers.

The smile never faded from Julianne's face. She clasped her ring laden fingers together in front of her, and leaned in closer. With not much more than a whisper, she spoke. “That's where I come in, my dear.”

I stared at the rings. Diamonds? I was sure they were real. And the rubies, they had to be real, too. The gems reflected from the glasses and flickered flashes of white and red across the table with every move of Julianne's long, perfectly manicured, fingers. One of the glimmers darted away as the older woman reached for her wine and I was broken from my trance. She slowly nodded her head in acknowledgment and smiled right at me.

Julianne continued, explaining how it would work if I agreed. With over twenty years of experience, she knew how to run the business. She explained that with hundreds of proven, trustworthy, clients, from all corners of the globe, my options, and income potential were nearly limitless.

I would sprinkle a question into the conversation every so often, but otherwise, I just gave a solemn nod between Julianne's long-winded sentences. There was one thing that stood out to me, one thing I never had much of throughout my life, and that idea was quite appealing.

My eyes made their way back to the diamond rings, the designer handbag sitting on the table. Expensive sunglasses nestled atop her expensive haircut. I had even recognized her top-of-the-line heels, red as the lipstick she wore. I only knew the heels because I had seen them in a magazine less than a week prior. I sighed again.

Money. That's what kept my mind tangled around even the possibility of considering such a notion. I worked so hard. Each week, just like clockwork, I was broke again. Sure, I made a little extra at times to see a movie or buy a cheap outfit, but broke was the usual state of my income.

I never yearned for excess or shiny things, but I did crave a better life.

“I'll think about it.” I finally spoke. I couldn't give a final choice, not then, not there. To avoid an awkward silence, I grabbed my wine and deliberately drank the last half as slowly as possible. I propped my elbows on the table and rested the glass between my palms, keeping the rim of the glass against my mouth.

I thought the look of it might have been more awkward than the conversation I was avoiding, but I didn't feel like speaking about it any longer. Sex for free happened all the time. Broken hearts, fake promises, and women waiting by phones that wouldn't ring. It was true, if I was being honest, that I had tried using sex as a means to gain a boyfriend. It wasn't right, but I didn't feel as if I had much more than that to offer. So if sex could be used so easily by me, why was the option of getting paid for it so bizarre?

Still playing avoid-eye-contact, I caught the waiter out of the corner of my eye and lifted my free hand into the air, trying to capture his attention to get the check. My move was broken when Julianne reached across the table and gently pushed my arm back down.

“I've already taken care of it, dear.” Julianne kept her hand over mine as she spoke. “I know, I know. This isn't at all what you expected tonight, but please, do think about it. You have the potential, I knew it the second I saw you.” With that, she reached within her purse and pulled out a hot pink business card.

Of course. Any good pimp wouldn't be caught dead unprepared for a recruiting opportunity. Thoughts of what the card said crossed my mind as Julianne slid it across the table. I smiled as I thought of what an infomercial would sound like.

Sluts-4-U. 9 out of 10 clients prefer our bitches over the competition. Disease and crab free, FDA approved. But wait, there's more, folks! Act now, and you'll also receive exclusive back door play and titty fucking for free!

When I flipped the card over, I was actually disappointed to find out it only read Julianne's first and last name and phone number in beautiful gold cursive lettering.

“You know what to do. Just call the number if you decide this is something for you. I hope you consider the opportunity, Morgan. You won't regret it, I promise.” I watched Julianne carefully apply a new coat of lipstick in a small compact mirror, also made of solid gold.

“Okay.” I wasn't sure what else to say. We said our goodbye's and my eyes followed Julianne out of the restaurant.

I would literally be banging Jack right now if he had actually showed up. For what? At best, to have an asshole in my life? He barely gives me the time of day and ghosted me tonight. I'm so fucking stupid! I'd be under his dumb ass right now, and I wouldn't get a damn thing out of it! I sighed as I stood, feeling like the biggest fool in the world. Everything I thought was the truth, and I even checked the time to assure myself that it would be time for pound town if he kept our date.

Julianne had a way of putting things into perspective. Bang a guy and end up with a broken heart. Bang a guy and end up with a bigger bank account. Out of the two, I certainly knew where I was leaning. “Or... I could bang a guy and end up with a big fucking jerk as a boyfriend. Hell no. I'd rather be the master of my own future, and never let a guy choose for me ever again.” I didn't care who heard me as I slapped my purse around my shoulder and walked out with my head held high.
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Chapter two



[image: ]


I paced in the small space between my couch and stove. My apartment was cramped, with only two rooms that I could use comfortably. The fold out couch took up most of the living room, so I called it my bedroom – it was the closest thing to a bedroom I'd had since leaving home. My kitchen consisted of two counters separated by about four feet of floor space, one sink, and enough cabinets to hold very little food or cooking supplies. The close proximity of the two areas forced me to be constantly on guard so as not to trip over my own feet while getting dinner.

I was twenty-one years old and had a dead-end job in the service industry. I would have no security, no insurance, no savings to retire on. Maybe I should go back to school and do something more productive with my life, I thought. Yet every time I considered returning to academia I came back to the same question: did I really want to spend my life working towards a boring career? This indecision, along with the lack of funds, kept me moving from high school straight into college. The only thing that kept me going was the possibility that I would figure life out eventually.

Travel the world, those were the words that Julianne had used. I heard her voice inside my head and saw the places I could go. Cairo, Brazil, the French Riviera. I instantly thought of Gran as my stomach sank with sadness. We had talked for hours about traveling the world together. Where would we go? What would we see? It was a game that we loved to play, and on those lazy days when she was still alive, there was no question of whether we would travel or not. She was going to make sure of it. But now Gran was gone, and this imaginary trip that no longer needed planning felt like an old friend who had already moved away.

One of the last things my grandmother had given me was a postcard and a little cash. Gran had told me to see the world, and to add money to that gift as often as I could. It was my grandmother's dream, as well as mine, to see that her granddaughter got out of Ohio and lived a wonderful life.

The microwave beeped, alerting me that my oatmeal was finished. The smell of strawberries filled my small kitchen. I ran a hand through my long blonde hair and sat down at the table with my breakfast and the local paper. This was the only paper delivered to my apartment complex and I had never ordered it, but now that apartment 4D had moved out three weeks earlier, I had taken over their subscription by default. Holding the newspaper in my hands reminded me of my favorite mornings with Gran, before she passed away.

Out of curiosity, I opened the paper to the classified section, jobs specifically, and began to browse around. I read about the secretary position at a local law office, veterinary assistant, class A CDL driver, dog groomer, volleyball coach and a caretaker at the old folks home before I realized that none of those would ever be right for me.

I closed the paper and realized that I was talking myself out of any other jobs outside of the one that Julianne offered. Hell, I thought, it was just sex. It hadn't meant much with most men, so putting too much stock in it now would be ridiculous. It would never matter what I thought of it in the past, because the truth was shining through brightly. “If a man doesn't see it as special, then it never will be.” The words I spoke sounded loud, and stuck with me until I took it a step further. “If I hate it, I could quit.” The words spoken out loud, once again, helped me move closer to a decision. “Yeah, I could totally quit, what could it hurt?”

I took a deep breath, and made the first of my big decisions. “I'll practice first. See if I like it, or if I can even do it.” I knew I could simply have sex, but doing so with a man that I felt nothing for was a whole other story.

I didn't plan on charging anyone, but I wanted to know if I could offer great sex to a man with the mindset that I would walk away afterward. Then again, I wondered, was I even good at sex? I had experience, there was no question about it, but not knowing how good or bad I was, could be a problem.

Who would be the best man to use for the experiment? Jack Dalon, the asshole that stood me up the night before. Yes, I would call him and make him believe that I was more than alright with the way he had treated me. I would smooth things over, and tell him that all I wanted anyway was a night with him, in bed. It would be perfect! He'd fall for it, and I would see if I could remove true emotion from the act. Because if I could do that with someone I originally wanted a relationship with, I could do it with a stranger.

“Could I?” I chewed my bottom lip again, my mind going back and forth. “We don't have a relationship at all. Other than the fact that I know him, it would be like Julianne's men. Right?” I thought about it a little more. “I'd meet the men first, and then I'd know them. Just like I know Jack. So..... it really wouldn't be that different at all.”

I yearned for a life of freedom. Yet, every day I found myself stuck in the same rut. The same old ladies scolding me that their salads didn't have enough tomatoes, or that I had put too much ice in their sodas. And don’t get me started on the fact they were always so dissatisfied with the temperature of the water that I heated up for their smuggled-in tea bags!

I imagined myself twenty years down the road, maybe I would have scrounged up enough money by then to buy a house, or finally get around to paying off student loans from the schooling I'd need to land a job I didn't even like. I pushed my empty bowl of oatmeal aside and laid my head in my hands.

“What am I going to do?” It was a rhetorical question. I already knew what I had to do, just conjuring up the nerve to do it was going to be the hard part. My mind went back to Jack and I remembered my brilliant plan. “Okay, let's do this.” My words were easily spoken, but banging Jack with the intent to walk away was quite different.

I looked at the time, ten-thirty AM. Jack was on his lunch break and it would be a perfect time to call. I'd catch him off guard and he'd have no choice but to agree.

I ran to the bathroom and splashed myself with cold water, hoping to wake myself up a bit more for the conversation I was going to have. I knew I had to be smooth, and seem completely uninterested in anything but having him in my bed.

After putting my dirty bowl in the sink, and pulling my hair into a suitable, yet messy bun, I grabbed my cell phone and made my way to my fold out couch. It was still in the fold-out position, and I perched myself atop a stack of pillows. I crossed my legs in front of me and forced a deep breath as I scrolled my contacts.

His picture smiled up at me as I clicked Jack's name and it made me all the more nervous. I had rehearsed the conversation in my head a dozen times already and was hoping it would go as planned.

My thumb would hover over the call button for a few seconds, but I would pull it back in, capturing it between my other fingers. A minute later, it would hover over the green button again. I played hide and go seek with my fingers for a few minutes before I closed my eyes, took another deep breath and finally pushed the damn button.

Ring. Thump, thump. Thump, thump. Ring. Thump, thump. Thump, thump. Ring.

My heart pounded louder in my ears than the ringing of Jack's phone. C'mon, answer it!

Voice mail. Shit! I only had a few seconds of his voice, telling the missed caller to leave a message, to mentally rehearse one more time. I considered just hanging up, but thought of the secretary position in the paper and pressed forward, allowing Jack's voice to come to an end.

“Uh, hi Jack.” Hi Jack? God! I paused for a second, reprimanding myself for my horrible intro. “This is Morgan.” Of course it is! He has caller-ID! I pressed my palm to my forehead and continued. “About last night, I had something come up, sorry I couldn't be there.” Oooh, that's good. Real good. “I want to make it up to you...tonight. Be here at eight o'clock and I'll give you a night you'll never forget.” I knew I had given him my address for our first date. He didn't pick me up, and ended up giving me a lame excuse.

I hung up the phone. “Oh my God!” I couldn't even remember what I had just said, but I already wished I could take it back.

“Shit, shit, shit! Alright, I got this...I've had sex, lots of sex, this won't be any different than that.” I nodded to myself, then ran to the tiny bathroom to get a shower. I could always think better in the shower.

As the hot water beat down on my hair, I wondered what my new life would be like. Would men just buy me things that I wanted? Would it be like a paycheck? Where would I live? That thought stuck around.

Hotels, that's where I'll live. And I'll be waited on and served like all the other rich people that stay there.

I smiled as I turned under the shower head, facing the heated waterfall. My mind floated over every detail in my imaginary room; satin sheets, hot tub, gourmet food delivered to my door, and those little chocolates that they put on the bed each day. Yes, that's the life that I wanted. Most of all, I wanted to be in control of everything I did for a change, not only what I had left in my bank account.

By the time I was finished with my shower, I began to believe that my new life was within reach. I started to wrap my maroon bath towel around my body, but stopped in mid-wrap. I dropped the towel, and turned to the full length mirror on the back of my bathroom door. The need to evaluate exactly what I was working with, had taken hold.

My breasts were first to be acknowledged. Large, but not obnoxious. They were also firm, something that large breasts typically were not. I put my hands under them, and pushed them up to simulate the effects of a very expensive push up bra. Not that I had ever owned one, there was no need. I never wore low cut shirts, and my girls were usually safely tucked away in a sensible, and quite cheap, white bra. I had endured situations of men staring and wives being none too happy about it. I didn't blame the wives and I felt horrible, which led me to always be aware of my appearance. That would never include cleavage or shorts that had my butt cheeks hanging out. Waiting tables was hard enough without offending any of the guests.

Then I turned to the side, seeing that my ass stuck out just enough to make a pair of jeans look good. That was my favorite feature, but I rarely tried to bring attention to it. Back to the front, I looked at my stomach. It was fairly flat, but lacked the definition that I envied on some of the girls that I would see on the beach.

“I suppose I'm no better or worse than the other women who do this.” Do this? I spoke the words as if my mind was already made up. But that couldn't be, I thought, because I hadn't even passed the test yet. My thoughts went to Jack, and my heart started racing all over again.

I pictured the asshole in my mind. Six-feet-two-inches of hunk. He was exactly my type, the dick type. I chased guys like Jack and longed for them when I wasn't chasing one. Jack, a guy that was gorgeous, self-centered, borderline rude in public, and great in bed. I'd never understand what I saw in guys like him. Guys that had no regard for me whatsoever. I used to wonder if I just wanted to change them, or if it was just the challenge of a guy like that taking notice of me. But I gave up trying to figure it out, and resigned myself to the fact that I liked asshole men. Thankfully, I laughed, I didn't have that many of them to regret.

Love. That was another thing to consider. I wondered if i could keep my heart out of the business side of things, and immediately thought of Rafe. my first true love, and the man that I thought I'd spend my life with. Love like that was rare, and my heart seemed to speak up and remind me that I'd never find another man like him. It was also the reason that I opted for the bad boys. The good ones like Rafe had the ability to rip my heart to shreds, but the assholes put their intentions front and center. Yet, I loudly scoffed at myself for ever thinking that douche canoes like the dick that stood me up would ever be boyfriend material. “I'm a wreck.” That was true when it came to my heart, but a quiet realization perked up and made it to the forefront of my thoughts. “I know. I'd rather be treated like shit than to lose a love like Rafe's.”

I shook Rafe and my heart from my mind and got back to future possibilities. However, I knew that deep down, I wanted to be loved. That truth may be my undoing, and I had to think of every angle when it came to my decision.

With my history, I really didn't know if I could get his attention, then walk away from him. If I was good enough, and he wanted more, could I say no? I had no idea, but I would soon find out. “I can't be that pathetic. I refuse!”

As I got dressed, choosing a pair of straight leg distressed jeans and an Ohio State sweatshirt, I began to realize that it would take more than just having sex. Much more. I would need to play the part, and make him believe that I wanted him. That's what they would be paying me for. Both my acting and sexual abilities.

When I was dressed, I brushed out my long hair and stared into the mirror. “I should have joined the drama club in school.” Acting, that's what I would focus on that night. Obviously, my normal self didn't bring millionaires to my front door. I couldn't even give it away at that point.

I decided that I would either have the ability to do it, or I wouldn't. It took hours and hours to come to that basic thought, and I was finally able to relax a little. I watched four movies, back to back, of bone-crushing horror flicks. They always took the edge off when I needed a distraction. For the most part, it had worked, but it was nearing nightfall and Mr. Experiment would possibly arrive shortly.

I had put the final touches on my appearance by eight o'clock. I chose a short, black cocktail dress, normally reserved for my second date, that was held at the shoulders by narrow black strings that were attached with dark pink roses at the chest.

I wore my hair down, as Jack had mentioned once that he liked it that way, and I had put a few large spiral curls throughout. My light green eyes were brought to the forefront by a touch of sable eye shadow, and a thin line of brown eyeliner. My lips were lined with deep mauve, and the fullness of my lips filled with a half a shade lighter. I applied only a hint of blush and topped it all off with a shiny gloss that was guaranteed to last through the night.

“Not this night, I hope.” I put the gloss down, and walked with confidence to the kitchen. Once there, another glass of Moscato had just met its maker.

Two sips in, I nearly dropped my glass when I heard the beginning to my new life. The doorbell.
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Chapter three
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“Oh god, he came! He actually came!” I frantically scanned my little apartment for anything out of place. I had never really expected him to show up. Sure, it had been a subconscious hopeful thought, but consciously, I was hoping he wouldn't show, or perhaps get hit by a car along the way. Not seriously injured, of course, just enough to postpone the rendezvous.

I wrapped my fingers around the silver knob on the door, just as the doorbell sounded again, causing me to jump back and nearly fall as my four-inch heel twisted against the carpet.

I once again grabbed the knob, this time accomplishing a full rotation, and slowly opened the door. I couldn't help the butterflies that instantly swarmed in my stomach or avoid the smile that spread across my face. The fact that I formed not just an idea but a plan—one that encompassed every facet of it—then stuck with it, was amazing. It was also completely epic that the asshole had absolutely no idea that he was the one being played, used, and manipulated. I just had to complete it, and that was terrifying.

There he was, standing in my hallway. On one hand, I wanted to ravish him right then and there, on the other, I wanted to punch him right in that prominent jaw...run my fingers across that neatly kept beard, kiss those luscious lips, don't even get me started on those ice blue...shit.

I halted my daydreaming in time for him to barge through my arm that had been propped against the doorway. I kept my huff to myself and watched him, well, his ass, walk into my kitchen and find its place at my little two-person table. All I ever noticed was how good looking he is. I didn't see the rest, which is pretty freaking awful.

He grabbed an apple from the blue bowl in the center of the white table and lifted his hips to reach a pocketknife from his back pocket. “So, what's this about?” He asked, beginning to whittle away at the apple's skin, flaking little red strips across the table and floor.

Are you kidding me right now? You fuckin' prick. Breathe, Morgan, breathe.

“Something about you making it up to me for leavin' me high and dry last night? That was bullshit, by the way.” He continued. He was just as good of an actor as I was trying to be. My mind instantly pictured myself sitting alone, without as much as a text or a call from the asshole, but he lied as easily as water fell from the sky. I then pictured Julianne, and got back on track.

I watched a few more pieces fall to the table. I clenched my jaw before letting words fly out of my mouth that I'd likely regret. I inhaled deeply, and conjured the most seductive smile I could and walked toward him. This is just a test, c'mon, I can do this.

He looked up only when I stopped in front of him. His breath caught in his throat. He was staring at me; I could feel the intensity of his gaze like a physical thing. It was like a warm breeze on my skin, intense and real, even though there was nothing touching me. Finally I grabbed the naked fruit from his hand, then the knife, and set them on the table in front of him before I grabbed his broad shoulders for support and made my next move.

One leg at a time, I straddled his lap. Ropes of muscle stretched over bone to make the shape of his strong thighs and tapering calves. His hands found my waist, and he held me steady as he waited for me to continue. My fingers traced the skin on his neck beneath his thin shirt, enjoying the sensation of being able to touch him in this familiar way. He always smelled good, most of all right then. Sweaty with exertion, but also earthy in some way that was just him. “Yes.” I cocked my head to the side. “I'm going to make it up to you, Jack. I'm sorry I didn't show, I should have told you I wasn't going to be there. I can't imagine how you felt sitting there, all alone. I hope you didn't wait long.” My lips curled into a soft smile.

“Nah, I didn't wait too long, it's...” He began, but lost his thought when I pushed my hips forward, purposely grinding against the bulge in his jeans. Jack made a little sound, clearing his throat and tried to continue. “Yeah, uh, it's cool though. Don't wor...” This time, he finished his sentence with a deep sigh as I leaned forward and gave him a gentle nibble on his earlobe. I pulled it between my lips, giving a tease with my tongue before releasing it. I followed it up with a few kisses down his jawline until I nearly reached his lips. I sat up, again, repositioning myself on his lap.

I felt him begin to harden between my legs and my confidence soared. There's nothing to it. I inched myself back a bit, making room to reach his lap. My eyes caught the growing mound in his jeans and I bit my lip, trying to control my urge to pop his dick out and go to town. Control yourself, you have the upper hand.

Jack grabbed my hand that had been wrapped around his head and placed it right on the perfectly defined shape of his cock outlined against his jeans. I wrapped my hand in a half circle around it. My fingers ran up his shaft, then back down, driving Jack mad with my slow, deliberate movements. I had done perfectly fine avoiding eye contact up until that point, but he placed his finger under my chin and guided my lips to his.

Our lips met, and I felt his hands tightly wrap around my ass as he pulled me closer. I felt his desire jerk between my legs again and a quiet moan escaped my lips.

I broke the kiss, knowing I couldn't just sit and grind on his lap the whole time. It's just sex. What do men like? Blowjobs. They like that. I climbed off his lap and dropped to my knees in front of him, my fingers quickly getting to work on his belt. To speed things up, Jack lifted his hips to give me room to pull his jeans apart, just enough to release his cock from its restraint. I nearly gasped when his large dick popped out, giving me a standing ovation for me freeing it. Holy shit.

He leaned back, crossing his arms behind his head, letting me know what he expected next. His cocky attitude changed my mind and I smiled, knowing I wasn't going to give him what he wanted after all.

I leaned over his lap, the tips of my hair brushing against his dick, making it jerk again. I wrapped my fingers around his most prized possession and ran my hand from the head to the base, just to get his attention. When he looked at me, I shook my finger back and forth silently, letting him know he could ease the 'I'm getting head' position. I undid the straps to my dress and let it fall to the floor, then did the same with my bra and panties.

The deep moan that came from him told me he liked what he saw, so I slowed my movements even more. I'm going to torture you, Jack. I got back to my knees and pulled his jeans to his feet, then he stepped out of them. I took my time with his shirt as well, making each of the buttons on his white shirt take painstakingly long.

“Get up.” Jack stood from the wooden chair, then put a hand out for me. I thought about how easy it would be to leave him hanging, an order of blue balls, coming right up, but that would defeat the purpose of everything. I had to find out, I had to know whether I could do it or not. I took his hand and got to my feet. As I wondered what my next move was going to be, he made it for me.

Jack took a step forward and wrapped one of his large hands around the back of my head, his fingers entangling themselves in the locks I'd spent over an hour perfecting. His lips came down on mine again and he walked me backwards until my back was up against the wall. At that moment, as his lips made their way to my neck and he issued a series of soft kisses from my earlobe to my breast, I got the first glimmer of hope. If I can deal with your lips on me and play along with a smile, I think I just might be able to do this.

His warm tongue found one of my nipples and my hands in turn found the back of his head. I put my head against the wall and pushed him forward, letting him know I wanted more. The tip of his tongue flicked back and forth across my sensitive flesh and I closed my eyes as I pushed the image of Jack from my mind and enjoyed his touch for what it was.

“More.” I told him, but just as I'd done to him, he looked up to me with a smile that wrapped around my nipple and shook his head back and forth. I let out a sigh as the cold air replaced the warmth of his mouth and I tried to push his head back to my sweet spot, but again, he shook his head. Jack's hands wrapped around my ass and he gripped each side tightly. His fingertips digging into my soft skin. After he enjoyed the feel of me in his palms for a moment, his hands fell to the back of my thighs, and he lifted me up. My legs wrapped instinctively around his hips and he re-positioned himself right at my warm opening.

I sucked in a sharp breath of air as his thick cock slid inside of me. “Oh fuck.” My head fell back again as he pulled out, then impaled me for the second time.

“You like that?” Jack buried his head into my neck and whispered in my ear. I gave him a whimpered yes as he thrust hard inside of me.

You like it hard and fast? Gotcha. My hands moved to his shoulders and I began to match his movements. I pushed my hips forward each time he entered me, allowing him to fill me entirely. His breathing began to quicken, but he wasn't going to give in so easily.

Jack grabbed me around my ass again and carried me a couple feet, then dropped me onto the fold out couch so he could enter me from behind. Jack paused for a moment, looking at the small room around him. “How do you actually live in this little shithole place?”

No fucking way! He's going to stop right in the middle like that to insult me? I took a deep breath, still bent over the side of the couch, trying to determine if I had what it would take to go through with it. Not just with Assface, but the whole thing.

He put his hands around my waist from behind, and lifted me to bring my ass at the right height. “Seriously Mandy, next time, we're going to my place.”

What the fuck did he just call me? Mandy? The ass doesn't even know my name!

That moment, that one moment when reality crashed down around me, was the moment that set my future in stone. I had pined for a man that didn't even know my name. A man that would stand me up, and let me take the blame. A man that would be willing to have sex with me at the drop of a hat, or panties, anytime he wanted to. The truth, that was blinking like neon in my mind. Jack wasn't the problem. I was.

I could see myself in my mind, flashing quickly with images of me and Jack if he had actually shown up for our date the night before. The same thoughts that I already had but shifting in a way that landed like steel in my mind. It was true, I would have slept with him and if he ever called me again, it would only be for sex. It wasn't Jack's problem if women were handing it out, but I wasn't going to be one of them. The icing on the decision cake was hearing that he'd never committed my name to memory but banging me brought him right to my front door. All in all, I learned more about myself that night when I was trying to learn how to please Jack with no strings on my part. I was the one who needed to adjust herself, not him. I knew that I could stand in line and be used by men like Jack, or I could straighten my crown and give it up on my own terms.

I crawled forward and turned around to face him. “Jack, I have an idea.” I smiled sweetly at him, but he was already beginning to get angry at the fact that I had moved. He ran his hands through his hair, and exhaled loudly as he waited for me to speak.

I stepped away from the couch, my body taut with anticipation. "If you can remember my name, then we'll continue. But you have thirty seconds or I'm done here," I warned as I squared my shoulders and crossed my arms over my chest. "It shouldn't be that hard, you talk to me all the time in the restaurant. We've talked on the phone so many times - I'm sure it's got to be saved in your phone, right?" His face was an impassive mask but his hesitation said everything - he had no idea what my name was. The thought of what title he'd given me in his phone made me nauseous.

Jack was pissed, beyond pissed. Why would the whore care if he knew her name or not, she had to finish what she started. That was the answer that was suddenly written all over his face, and his stance showed that he wasn't planning on moving anytime soon.

“I have an idea. Get on your knees and finish, and then I'll leave and pretend this never happened.”

“Ah, ah, ah. My name first.” I raised my left arm, and tapped my bare wrist with my right index finger. “Time's ticking away, Jack.”

“I'm not kidding, you can't leave me like this and just send me away like some schoolboy. You're going to finish.” He reached for my shoulders, intending a gentle push to the floor in front of him, but I moved too quickly, and was outside of reach within seconds.

“Sorry, buddy, but time's up. See ya!” My long legs carried me quickly to the front door, and I opened it.

Jack followed me to the apartment's opening, and started to push the door shut. “Mrs. Wilcox!” I stretched my head outside the door, and to the left, knowing that my nosy neighbor was only a breath away.

“Morgan? Is something wrong?” A woman's voice called back, a deep voice that held the type of busy body authority that I knew Jack hated.

I leaned into the naked man and warned. “All I have to do is say the word, even if this door here is shut, and she'll have the entire police force here in seconds.”

Jack looked back at his clothes, then at me.

“Morgan? Answer me child!” The faceless voice demanded an answer, and it was perfect.

Jack didn't need anymore encouragement, he bent and gathered his clothes, pulling his jeans on at record speed. As he passed me, he snarled words that matched the anger on his face. “You're nothing but a cock teasing whore, Morgan.”

“Oh, glad my neighbor could help with my name, Jack. And just so we're completely understanding one another, I want to make a few things clear. I went to the restaurant last night, and waited for you.” I actually smiled wide as the memory no longer felt negative. “I lied so that you'd come here tonight.” That felt great to admit, and I happily continued. “You're an arrogant bastard, which is the reason you fell for it.” I didn't care in the least that I was stark naked, making my point. “I had a question about myself, and I used you to answer it. But now, I'm done with you. You're excused.” I felt powerful, and it wasn't a feeling that I was used to.

“Fuck you.” He barged by me, and out the door. I watched him stomp all the way down the stairs outside of my small apartment, smiling at the hope that a date never ended that way again.

Before I shut the door, I put my head back outside and answered Mrs. Wilcox. “I'm fine, I just thought I saw a stray dog out here, but it's gone now. Good night!”

“Good night, Morgan!”

I closed the door, and didn't even bother to get dressed before picking up my phone. I grabbed Julianne's card from the counter, and dialed the number as I sat on the old couch. Voice Mail. “Julianne, this is Morgan. I'm in.” When I was done, I dropped the phone to the couch, and stood up. I felt born again, alive, and I knew that I was on the precipice of a life beyond my wildest dreams.

“Well, I guess some beauty rest is in order, I wouldn't want to disappoint my clients.” I laughed at myself again. I opened my small closet beside the kitchen, and grabbed the first tee and shorts that my hands came across. I snagged my fluffy blanket with a large giraffe on the front that I kept tucked behind my couch, and doubled up my two small throw pillows under my head. I leaned back on the cushions, and turned on the television. That was the last night that I, Morgan Holland, slept in my shithole apartment.

My mind drifted as I waited for sleep to take over. The next time I have sex, and every time after that, it'll be great! No more groping and pounding, I'll be treated well. I laughed quietly at the irony. It takes becoming a high dollar call girl to be treated like a lady.

*****
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I swayed to the rhythmic beat of the older jazz tune in the bar. I thought it was from a live band, but then realized that it must be the jukebox. No, it's fading in out, I had to be mistaken. A radio? As the music faded and returned again, the bar began to dissipate before me, and I blinked hard to make sense of what had happened.

My phone, that's what happened, it was the following morning and my jazz inspired ring tone was desperately calling to me from between the cushions under my body. In my still-half-asleep state, I dug underneath myself, and groped for the phone. I found it, and brought it quickly to my ear as I hit the bright green button.

“Hello?”

“Good morning, Morgan, this is Julianne. Meet me in an hour at the Windsor Inn, room five-seventeen, on forty second street. Bring your luggage, because you won't be going back home. Oh, and my contacts tell me that you went to the local clinic for a physical and your yearly birth control shot. Please bring the paperwork with you.” Her contacts? She knew my medical information? Rich people. They could do anything.

At the sound of the click, I put my phone against my chin, and blankly stared at my beige wall in front of me. “I won't be coming back home.” I then looked to my right, and my eyes followed the small, cracked counter in my kitchen, then to the two-person table that I had found at a garage sale a year prior. “I won't be coming back.” A smile took shape slowly on my sleep reddened face, then grew larger as I pulled the giraffe blanket from my body.

“I won't be coming back!” I ran to the bathroom and started my shower.
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Chapter four
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I arrived at the Windsor with ten minutes to spare. I had showered, and thrown all the clothes that I could fit into my one pink suitcase. Then, in the bathroom, my sink was relieved of the few beauty products that I owned, and dropped inside of my near empty flowered cloth bag. After a quick run through of the small apartment, I gathered my photos, a few mementos, and my blanket; all of which were thrown into the back of my decrepit car.

The drive from my apartment to the hotel had given me every emotion possible. I thought of how pitiful it actually was to pack an entire life into a few bags. I was never one to hoard much in my life, but that felt pretty ridiculous. Those moments, seeing myself close my door for the last time, brought shame that I hoped would never be discovered. I knew that I'd lie if need be, because fitting my whole world into a suitcase and a make up bag was pretty damn sad. Thankfully, visions of my future came to mind and I did well to focus on my dreams for several moments. That is, until fear started to grip my heart like claws in flesh.

Playing with Jack felt great in every way, but how would it work with a stranger? I wouldn't know, but my heart slamming against my chest was a reminder that I'd soon find out. “It's just sex! Stop!” I thought about my life with Gran, and sent a message to the heavens that I was on track to live the life that the she had wished for me. “I'm doing it Gran. I'm taking a leap of faith.” I didn't give my grandmother details in my prayer, but if my Gran was with me, then she already knew. “Wish me luck.”

As I stood outside of Julianne's room, I knew that there was no turning back. I had already turned in my keys, and told Mrs. Wilcox that I had to leave town to tend to my mother. The lie was uncomfortable since I hadn't seen my mother in years, but it was the only thing that would convince her to break the lease. Standing outside of the decorative white door, I shook the thoughts of my childhood from my mind, and knocked weakly.

The door opened to reveal a very pretty, and very energetic Julianne. “Good morning, Morgan. Please, come in.” The woman smiled, and moved to the side to allow me to enter.

Once in the main room, a man stood from the couch and walked immediately to me, taking my bags from my hands. He carried them to another room, and returned, standing beside Julianne. I handed Julianne my medical report, then clasped my hands together nervously. I appreciated the fact that Julianne expected me to be healthy, and critter free in the parts that count. Even if it was still weird.

“Morgan, this is Dennis. He'll be helping us this morning with a few lessons.” Julianne motioned to the handsome man at her side.

I looked him over, thoughts of lessons filled my mind with questions about what his role would be. I didn't have to over think it, it was clear what I would have to do with him. My heart began to race, and my mouth went dry with nerves. I wanted to run away. Maybe Mrs. Wilcox will understand, and I could get my apartment back. Maybe I should stay and see if I could go through with it. Maybe.

Dennis stepped forward, and took my hand gently into his. “It's a pleasure to meet you, Morgan.” He raised my hand to his mouth, and brushed his full lips against my skin.

That was...nice. I smiled, and returned the greeting. Then I looked to Julianne for their next move.

Before anyone else could speak, another man entered the room. He had clearly just taken a shower, as water was still dripping from his short black hair. He didn't wait for an introduction. “Morgan, I'm Cade.” Mr. Dripping Hair reached for my hand, and took it boldly into his. He held it for a few seconds longer than needed. “It's going to be very nice to fuck you.”

He smiled at my reaction, then turned around and took a seat on the white sofa in front of large bay windows.

I found my words, almost. “I, uh, I don't think, I mean..”

“Oh Morgan, he's just testing you dear. The truth is, you'll meet all sorts of men with different feelings toward sex.” Julianne motioned to the blonde man beside her. “For example, Dennis here has a more gentle approach. I'm sure he wants you, and would be thrilled with a long night of passion and tenderness.” Then she turned around, and pointed briefly at Cade. “Then we have men like Cade, who are full of themselves, and believe that you would be the benefactor of an afternoon delight.”

Julianne walked into the kitchenette and offered everyone coffee. As she poured their caffeine laden drinks, she continued. “Have a seat, Morgan. We have so much information to cover, and the quicker we get started, the quicker you can, well, get started.”

I kept my head down, avoiding eye contact with either men, and sat on a plush white chair beside the sofa. I put my hands in my lap, and waited.

“How is it Morgan, that you excite a man? What do you do when you want someone?” Julianne handed me the coffee, then seated herself beside Dennis.

I was taken aback by the question, and doubt again was creeping through my mind. I took a shaky breath and tried to find the words to answer Julianne.

“Uh, I, would get undressed and I would, I don't know....I would..” I thought of the night before, and replayed the scene in my mind. Jack had certainly been aroused, and he had no doubt about what I wanted. “I would climb onto his lap, and kiss his neck or his chest.” That sounded good enough, any man would react to that move.

Julianne smiled and looked down at her cup. When she looked back up, my face felt hot with Julianne's reaction.

“Oh Morgan, don't be embarrassed. We're here to teach you, and it's important to know what you need to learn.” She leaned back onto the sofa, and took a drink before she continued. “Morgan, what you're talking about is physical stimulation. That's not hard to do, considering a hot blooded male could be stimulated by an allergy commercial if the woman on TV were wearing short enough shorts. I'm talking about excitement, arousal. Do you know the difference?” Julianne's serious look made me feel a little better. I would prefer a direct conversation over subtle smiles and awkward silence.

“Well, I guess I don't. I'm sorry.” I looked at my feet, and refused to look up in fear of the condescending smile again.

For the following two hours, Julianne taught me the very essence of seduction. The Holy Grail of arousal, and the difference between stimulation, and excitement. I listened to every word, and often cringed at my past behavior, and how very wrong I had approached the opposite sex.

My way to seduction had always been the same; flirt, smile, let a man know that I was interested. That would often times lead to interest, which led to a date, then led to sex on occasion. What I learned was that available and attractive men have that opportunity quite often, so I had never shined in any specific way. In fact, I let myself be forgettable. It was a shame, Julianne had told me, because my beauty had been wasted thus far due to a simple flaw in my delivery.

“You could have gotten a man's attention in that way. It's always possible for feelings to grow from sex. But it's rare, and you were destined to remain single for quite some time if you thought sex would land a long-term mate.”

That hit home the hardest for me, because until recently, I didn't realize that I had done just that. It also explained my disappointment when it never happened for me.

The subtleties made all the difference in true arousal. Making a man want me, without throwing myself at him with childish smiles and flirtation. The game had to be different, and I had learned a lifetime of knowledge in one afternoon.

The way a woman walks, the clothes she wears, her scent, and the way she gazes into a man's eyes for a brief moment, were all the necessary factors in the game. The best hand to play, was to make any man feel lucky to have her after he'd been tortured with desire. The torture could last for minutes, or days, it didn't matter. But she had to make him feel as if he were getting a rare and valuable prize. The best piece of advice that Julianne gave was to never allow myself to feel desperate or needy. Men could smell that a mile away. I was to always know what I wanted, and allow a man the tiniest glints of admiration.

“Now Morgan, it's up to you to choose which man you'll practice on. Will you play it safe, and pick Dennis? Or do you think you're ready for someone who knows that you already want him?" Julianne's face held a seriousness that intimidated me, and I didn't want to make the wrong choice.

I stood up, feeling empowered with my new information, and walked to Julianne's side in the middle of the room. I looked at Dennis, his blonde hair and blue eyes screaming 'boy next door.' Then over to Cade, with his short dark hair, whiskey colored eyes, and the cockiness that I had always been attracted to.

I started to walk forward, and Julianne clenched her hands at her sides, waiting for the choice to be made. She released her fingers when I stood in front of Cade.

I looked into Cade's eyes, seeing desire already present as he looked at me. “You said that you couldn't wait to fuck me. Well, now's your chance to prove it.” I turned my back, and walked slowly into the bedroom, swaying my hips a little more than usual.

Cade didn't speak, he stood and followed me, closing the door behind him. Julianne spoke loudly from the other room, letting me know that she and Dennis would be downstairs in the restaurant.

Cade stood, leaning against the bedroom door, as he stared at me. I had already sat on the end of the bed, and looked back at him with a casual expression.

“Well, what is it you think you can do that hasn't been done already? How will you please me?” Cade started walking slowly over to me, unbuttoning his shirt on the way.

“It's not what I'll do for you, Cade.” I turned my head sideways. “It's what you're going to do for me.” The man stopped in his tracks, and smiled wide.

“And what will I do for you?” His smile nearly melted my resolve, but I continued.

“First, you'll leave your clothes on until I want them off. For now, come here and undress me...slowly.” I leaned back, allowing him to start removing my clothes.

He took the final steps to the bed, then put his knee beside me, then the other, until he had straddled my hips. I could see right in front of me that he was hard, the outline of a very large prize was trying to entice my touch. I resisted. It wasn't my old life any longer, and I would enjoy being pleased by the gorgeous man.

He reached between his own legs to grab the bottom of my tee shirt, and slowly pulled it over my head. He tossed it on the floor beside the bed, and looked down at my large breasts. “Very nice, Morgan.” He started to touch me, but I shook my head and smiled.

“No, take off my bra first.” I tilted my head to the side, and watched him as he unhooked the front clasp, and I sat up a bit to allow him to take it off completely. When he looked down at me again, his hands moved slowly to my hard, pink nipples.

“Cade, not with your hands. Touch them with your mouth.” I leaned back entirely, and rested my head on an over-sized pillow.

He moved his body down, and straddled my knees. Cade slowly lowered his upper body, and took an erect nipple into his mouth. His hot tongue sent waves of pleasure through my body, down to my heating core. “Gently, Cade, use your teeth.” A soft moan came from his full mouth, and the sound added to my own pleasure.

He held my hard pink flesh between his teeth, and gently moved his mouth back and forth, bringing white hot pulses of pleasure. I wanted more, needed more. “That feels so good...use your tongue.” My head pushed deeper into the pillow as he nipped and sucked. “The other one.” As his mouth moved from one breast to the other, I moaned in displeasure at the loss, then a quick intake of breath as his mouth took hold again.

As his mouth worked miracles, I reached down and wrapped my fingers around his wrist. I moved his hand to my waist, forcing him to remove my pants while his mouth stayed busy. He did. Cade tossed my jeans and panties in the same place as my shirt, and moaned loudly when I wrapped my bare legs around his waist. I pulled him down with my thighs, expecting to feel his mouth on me.

I wanted him inside of me, pleasure had mounted to the point of explosion, but I put my hands on the top of his head, and pushed gently to help him get to my pulsing clit faster. I tried to keep focus on the goal, to extend the torment for both of us.

As his mouth closed in around its target, I squirmed upward and he followed my body with every movement. His tongue danced back and forth over the swollen part that nearly made me climax within seconds. “Put your finger inside of me.” As he slid his middle finger into my hot wet opening, I pushed my body down on his hand, and forced a more penetrating entrance. My desire took over, and I arched my back to allow him to go even deeper.

Cade pulled his finger back, then inserted two on his next thrust. He picked up the pace, and the feel of his mouth and fingers had me squeezing my eyes shut hard with pleasure that kept me on the fine line between climax and euphoria. “Slow down, god Cade, slow down.” My breathy plea brought a
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