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It takes some coaxing every time, but they always suck it. The elite NBA basketball player isn’t any different than the socialite, Wall Street banker, or politician. If he were, I wouldn’t be here. They know what I am, and they know what I do. I make people happy. I let people be themselves. He knew who I was before he flew me out to his house. The man wouldn’t have selected outfits for me to parade around the house. He knows he can be himself, and no one will ever know. I don’t kiss and tell.

His teammate sucked it last year in Vegas. That was a wild night. They called me when they arrived in town. I meet them with a couple of my girls. The affluent men took us to dinner, gambling, and then to the club. We danced the night away, got drunk, and had fun. After the club, we went to the penthouse with the men. I was hot and sweaty and asked to use the shower, and the teammate followed me inside. 

His eyes, hands, and body were all over me. I washed off the sweat of the night while producing more. After I showed him what my mouth does, he wanted to show me, too. My teammates' eyes were wide as he took me in his mouth. With both hands on either side of his head, I used his mouth as my fuck hole. Then, I came deep inside it and emptied my load. He took it all willingly and eagerly. I wish his mouth didn’t feel that good because I wanted to pound his little ass, but we didn’t have the time.  

His agent sucked it too, but that time I was in Miami when I saw them. The next night, the agent asked for my service. He wanted the happiness that I brought. We had a fun day drinking in South Beach. He ordered a fun roleplay. I dressed as a sexy cop, handcuffed him, and then had my way with him. First, I sucked his soul from his cock and took all of his love juice. Then I made him open up. His little pencil-neck mouth could barely take it. I think about those lips gripping my shaft as I play with his short hair. French nails scratched against his scalp. I came all over his face and then shoved it back inside. Next, I rode his rehardened cock as I dripped from his face until he filled up my backside. 

I finished my shower, reapplied the makeup, and freshened up to smell amazing. I strolled around the modern designed mansion. The white marble floor was warm to the touch and perhaps heated. My hair was still in a towel, but otherwise, I was naked and exposed. I swayed my hips as I walked to the bed. White sheets barely cover Mr. NBA’s dark skin. Mr. NBA was tall, six foot seven to ten, but I wasn’t sure of the exact height. The bed was made to accommodate a man of that size. 

I crawl onto the bed. My tanned Italian skin clashed with the white sheet but closer to Mr. NBA's skin tone. I placed my knees close to his chest. I lay on the pillows and scratched his head. I do it a couple of times as my hard cock sits next to his face. My cock is rock hard, waiting for the shy man to do what his heart desires. His eyes are open. They study my freshly shaved area as my shaft reaches out and says hello. He studies it like he studies film or an opponent. His hand moved to my leg. It slowly moved up to my ass and squeezed. I squeal and moan in performance. He will get what he pays for. 

“I am hungry,” said Mr. NBA. “Can you make eggs?” 

No, I can’t make fucking eggs. I want you to suck my cock the way I did it for you. I want to cum deep inside that mouth while those amazing lips drain the last of the trap seed into you. I want to grip the side of my head and ram my meat inside until you beg for mercy and then splatter your face. I want to make you mine. I wanted to say all that, but I merely said, “Sure, hun.” 

I put on the bathroom robe and strolled into the kitchen. It was terrific, of course, and top-of-the-line for the money. A floor-to-ceiling window allowed the morning light to enter the kitchen and provided a view of downtown LA. The kitchen was well stocked by whoever he hired to do so. The first thing I made was a mimosa. Of course, I made one for Mr. NBA, too. 

One of the problems with my service as a personal trap girlfriend or wife is that the men I serve don’t want other people to know. They usually give the staff a day or two off. A picture of Mr. NBA with me would fetch hundreds of thousands of dollars for TMZ, and they don’t want that. So, at times like this, I have to make food, clean the kitchen, and wait for him to finish before I get my cock sucked. At home, I do not make food in an open bathrobe, full makeup, and wearing five-inch heels, but I perform when I am on the clock. 

I don’t eat much while on the clock because I know my backside will be highly used. The liquid diet is acceptable for a few days unless we go to an expensive restaurant. Then, I will run up the bill as high as I can. Oops. I made a mint cucumber vodka drink next. I needed to take the hair off the dog, and so did Mr. NBA. We talked on the island for an hour or two while he ate and drank. I like Mr. NBA. He is the most excellent man I met and treats me exceptionally well. Most don’t. Too many people, I am meat. A hole to fuck and discard. I am a fantasy, fetish, a kink. That is all. I am not a person, but Mr. NBA asked me about myself and my family. My life, my goals, and my dreams. I left for the bathroom at the end of the two hours. I had to break the seal, but I also needed a moment to cry. I was a person to him. 

I wanted my cock sucked. He was friendly and not like the others. I would need another approach. John’s aggression usually drove my aggression. This time, his joy of life and polite demeanor also brought out that side of me. I wanted my cock sucked, but as time passed in the kitchen, I no longer wanted to fuck his face to a cum filled Silvia mess. I wanted him to slowly edge the cum out with a gentle touch. What is happening to me? I am falling for this guy. No, no, no, Candi, don’t you dare. Everyone inside the business warned me that one day, this would happen. 

I wiped away the tears I didn’t know ran down my face. I got it together and walked into the kitchen. Mr. NBA’s dark brown golden skin shone in the sunlight. The chiseled jawline and muscular chest would be the envy of any man. Succulent lips gripped the glass as he took another sip of the drink. I bit my lip in amazement at his presence. This time, it wasn’t an act. I genuinely found him extremely attractive. 

An hour later, I reached for my glass of the minty cucumber drink on the end table. I completed the maneuver for two reasons. The first reason was I needed another drink, and the second reason was to expose my cock to him. Mr. NBA’s head rested on my lap as I used my nails to scratch his head. Men love this, and he isn’t any different. My cock slid closer to his lips, and his hand crept from my thigh to the balls. The large hand-completed engulfed them. The deep breath pushed my body deeper into the couch, which was high-end. We lay on a blanket made from an animal or material I didn’t know existed. It was soft, caressing my body on one side with his shoulders and head pressed against the other side. The wildest Viking show was on the screen, and everyone was killing and fucking. One woman was getting tagged on-screen, and my cock responded, watching it. Could you do it? Suck it already. 

I finally push his head closer to my macaroni. The room is silent. My heart pounded against my rib cage and threatened to break them. Then it happened. Those thick lips wrapped around my head, and I was ecstatic. Yes. Another one bites the dust. My fingers dance through the hair to keep him calm. The encouragement works. I am not large, not small, but just right. 

He was cautious at first. They always are. I felt the tongue flicker the head before the cock slid a little farther inside the warm mouth. I moaned slightly, and then The eager beaver’s mouth gobbled it all. The large hand caressed my balls as the head bobbed up and down. 

Um. Mr. NBA is sucking it good now. My toes are curling, and I can't believe how good he is. I am not the first one. He takes it out with spit dripping everywhere before he launches a second attack even more fierce than the first one. I wasn’t ready for a head heretic, a cock consumer, and a trap tickler mouth destroying me. I moan. That is the only avenue for the pleasure to release. I was in disbelief. It was the best mouth I ever felt. 

“Fuck,” I say, drawing out the word. I leaned back and turned my head to the side. I bit the exotic fur and played with my nipples. He takes it out and massive strokes the wet noodle. I am hard as a rock and struggling not to cum too fast. The hand job is better than the mouth. It's rare but not expected since his hand is that large. It wraps around my entire shaft. My slicken rod is
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