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Chapter One

 


Oh lord, what had she gotten into? Kimberly
stared at her watch—ten minutes until her date arrived. Ten minutes
left to back out of this asinine idea. She rubbed her forehead, the
hum of restaurant patrons surrounding her like annoying flies.
Normal, everyday people who had no clue what she’d done—hired a
prostitute.

Well, not exactly a
prostitute, the agency Gentlemen for
Hire claimed high class dinner partners
and discreet city companions. But she’d read between the lines. Not
to mention a friend of hers had recommended the service with a
wink, wink and nudge, nudge to the ribs.

An accomplished business woman, the charged
price hadn’t bit into Kimberly’s personal budget for the Las Vegas
company convention. She wasn’t a gambler, so while her coworkers
threw money at cards and slot machines, she’d staked out her own
entertainment.

Hell if she didn’t need it too. Her career
as Chief Financial Officer for a multi-billion dollar corporation
left little playtime, doubly so for a woman in a man’s world.
Dating, socializing, and other frivolity didn’t fit into a barrage
of board, staff, and financial meetings. Those were the things
outside of her actual job of keeping the corporation and its
subsidiaries on track and accountable to shareholders.

She tugged the hem of her red dress farther
down her thighs, wishing it was a more appropriate length.
Mid-thigh might appear too slutty for a woman of thirty-seven. Not
to mention the four-inch black platform stilettos and thigh high
stockings she’d donned. Being sexy wasn’t something she was used
to. But it was too late to change, she’d have to deal with the
impulsive purchase. Plus, she’d told her date to look for a
brunette with a red dress. He’d already seen a photograph she’d
provided, but the black and white business photo didn’t really
match her appearance outside of work. At least not tonight it
didn’t.

She scanned the restaurant. Luckily the only
other red dresses adorned bleached blondes with impossibly inflated
breasts. Plastic-perfected women who made her feel dowdy in
comparison. Were these the type of people her date was used to
meeting? Michael was her date’s name, though whether it was his
actual name who knew. His masculine baritone voice over the
telephone matched the photo she’d seen online. Buff, tall, with a
wide dashing smile sure to melt resistance. She crossed then
re-crossed her legs, shifting on the cushioned seat of the wooden
chair. Her heart fluttered and she wiped her sweating palms on her
linen napkin.

The endless and ever mounting stress of the
career she loved had taken its toll. Sleepless nights, high blood
pressure, a few dizzy spells, stuff that if left untreated might
find her in the hospital. She’d yet to find an adequate way to
reduce her symptoms. Some of her colleagues drank a bit too much,
but that definitely wasn’t the road to follow.

Not to mention the fact her vibrator didn’t
even appeal to her anymore. Desire had died with the remnants of
her social life a year and a half before—an orgasm now as elusive
as finding a unicorn in the city. Perhaps hiring an escort was a
desperate act, a lame salvage operation to find her sexuality once
more. Female impotence proved incredibly frustrating. There were a
dozen pills on the market to help men regain erections, while women
were basically on their own with their loss in sexual function.

She took another quick glance at her watch.
Five minutes left. In five minutes she would be engaged in
something risky. Something that could ruin her career if found out.
Despite the non-disclosure agreement signed by both parties
involved, how could she be certain it’d never leak out?

She blew out a hard breath and sipped her
wine, wishing for something stouter like whiskey. In for a penny,
in for a pound, the cash had been paid. Only thing left now—enjoy
her evening and her companion.


Chapter Two

 


Michael watched from the
bar. Mixed in with other restaurant guests, he remained hidden from
view. He wanted to get a feel for Kimberly before actually meeting
her, his usual process with new clients. An attractive woman with above average height, a lean figure,
and a red dress inviting sin. He wasn’t
disappointed with the woman he watched.

He licked his lips before sipping his
scotch. He’d already seen a professional black and white photograph
of Kimberly, but it had done little justice to her actual
appearance. Her mile- long legs alone left him salivating. They
were crossed, exposing an appetizing view with the hint of lace
peeking out from her thigh highs.

He rubbed his chin, mapping out mental
plans. He’d have her leave them on when they fucked, along with the
stiletto heels. After a round or two, he’d slide them down her long
legs and tie her up with the stockings. Position her on her stomach
so he could lay a paddle across her ass until it turned a healthy
red from the punishment.

Bondage and spanking was a particular fetish
of his and he hoped Kimberly would be game. It was a specialty he
loved to indulge.

His clients came in all shapes and sizes,
and he generally found attraction lay in how driven the women were.
Power made him hard, and a woman surrendering that power to him… He
adjusted in his seat. His erection throbbed. He’d jerked off before
driving to meet his client. He needed to get it under control so he
could provide a good experience for Kimberly.

Her face was a mask of nervous energy, her
gaze darting this way and that. Her furrowed forehead coupled with
her ramrod straight posture all amounted to a woman ready to run.
It wouldn’t take much to make her bolt. For some, hiring his
services added to the eroticism, while others created all sorts of
potential disasters in their minds. She obviously fell into the
latter.

She’d paid for the basic package, meaning
twelve hours. She hadn’t requested any particular quirks or kinks,
a shame since he hadn’t had a good round of kink in a while. He had
little else on his mind. Bondage, spanking, S&M, the things
that really got him hot. Perhaps he’d have a convert by the end of
the evening. Free of charge just to get off on it, he’d packed his
tools in his overnight bag just in case.

He doubted she’d ever played that way
before. Her wide eyes held innocence and she seemed misplaced in
the raucous Vegas crowd. He finished the scotch, his hard-on
subsided enough he could walk across the room unnoticed.

****

“Kimberly?” The male voice slipped within
her blood stream, heating her from the inside out. Kimberly peered
up, catching sight of the familiar, wide dashing smile she’d
memorized in photos. The rest of the package left her throat
dry—tall, toned muscle beneath a smartly tailored suit,
short-cropped dark hair, and blue eyes set off by a matching silk
tie. Perfect as he’d been in his photograph. She squirmed beneath
his gaze, her pussy tightening.

“Uh, yes, you must be Michael.” She shot out
her hand, hoping it wasn’t clammy, though she couldn’t miss how bad
it shook, and he took it. His fingers wrapped around hers, his
smile reaching his eyes, making them crinkle at their corners. She
stared into his friendly and inviting face, stunned with how
handsome he was in real life. He must make a fortune on those
looks.

“May I sit?”

She blinked at his question, realizing she’d
been ogling. “Of course, yes. Please do.” She waved her hand to the
chair across from her, face burning. “Sorry.”

He sat down in a fluid movement, laced his
fingers on the table, then leaned forward, seeming to drink her in
with his gaze. It was an unnerving feeling, having someone in such
an intimate atmosphere again. No longer a nervous flutter, her
heart stampeded at a full gallop, wedging in her throat. Michael
was younger than her, his profile said twenty-nine, making her a
borderline cougar.

Her lips tried to form a companionable smile
but twitched in small spasms, so she shot her attention to her
menu, hoping to hide her awkwardness.

“So you’re a graduate
student in Psychology?” she stammered. “This is an interesting
career to have on the side.” She winced, hoping she hadn’t sounded
condescending.

Michael didn’t seem offended, and offered
her more wine from the bottle she’d had the waiter leave. She shook
her head, and he poured some in his own glass. The low cut of the
neckline hiked her cleavage up, but he didn’t gawk. Gentlemen for
Hire, an appropriate name if all the men behaved as such.

“Grad school is expensive, and this pays
better than most jobs I could take right now. Plus, it’s on my
time, and not an employer’s.” He leaned forward, capturing her
gaze. “Not to mention the perks.”

He winked and her cheeks warmed to new
levels. She hadn’t blushed in years, a lost art when you worked in
a ball busting career field.

The waiter appeared, taking their orders.
She ordered lamb and he, rare steak, a manly meal. For some reason
it pleased her, and she had to re-cross her legs. Her panties
needed changed, and only five minutes had passed. It was a
testament to how pathetic her sex life had become.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, interrupting
her rambling train of thought. “I mean that by the way. I don’t
make it a habit of throwing out insincere compliments. Red is your
color.”

She took a fortifying sip of wine. “I swore
to myself I wouldn’t ask questions about your line of work. But
curiosity has gotten the best of me.” She
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