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 Mr. Big Time

 


Joe got off the plane and looked around. The airport
was a bustling centre of activity just out of London and he was
tired for a long flight.

His assistant wasn't here and he hoped she had a
good reason this time for not being here. He grumbled to himself as
he walked through the airport towards the taxi rink. He had been
away from business for over three months and it had been a busy few
months abroad.

He hailed a taxi and told the man where he wanted to
go. The guy gave him a look in the mirror, but Joe had done this
many times before and taxi drivers always gave him an almost
identical sneer on hearing where he wanted to go. It didn’t matter
to Joe though. The man would take him where he requested. He was
the customer after all.

He sat back and watched the highway flow by. Coming
in through this airport was always a difficult challenge due to its
size, but once you got out of the airport area the view wasn't so
bad, he thought as he laid his head back and soon found himself
lightly snoozing in the back of the taxi.

"We are here, sir," the man said.

He opened one eye and noted they were in the red
light district. The place he was looking for and the place that he
always went to when he got back home was on the fringe of the
bustling area with all of its whorehouses, nightclubs and strip
shows.

"It’s two blocks down to the right. Go up the street
100 meters and pull into a small parking lot with a gold badge on
the wall. I’ll pay you to wait and I’ll only be a few hours. The
money will be in advance, of course."

The taxi driver’s eyes lit up as poor men’s eyes
tended to do when they learned they were going to be taking in some
serious money without having to lift a finger to do any actual
work.

The man straightened up slightly, the effect of
hearing he was going to get some cash taking over and Joe closed
his eyes again. He could afford five more minutes rest before he
met up with those who would really welcome him home.

He stepped out of the taxi 10 minutes later as the
man had had difficulty finding the rather exclusive place.

He strolled across the darkened parking area and
stopped in front of the small elevator that was lit with a soft
gold light created by neons around the edges. There was no sign and
there was nothing to indicate the sort of activities that went on
in the nice relatively smart-looking building that looked like an
office block, but was really something much more interesting.

He pulled out a card from his pocket and inserted it
into the reader. It was gold in color and he had heard that they
put real gold flakes in the plastic somehow, making it worth quite
a bit of money on its own. It didn't really surprise him though. He
had paid nearly half a year’s salary, which was no small sum, to
get a one year subscription to this place. He was planning to renew
again this year too.

He strolled into the elevator, which was about as
good as any of the best hotels inside, and took it up to the second
floor. There was no front door to this place and if one existed
then only the staff knew about it.

He reached the second floor and stepped outside into
the warm beautiful light of this fantastic play garden that was one
of London's very best kept secrets and only available to the
richest men with a subscription service that was beyond the means
of ordinary men.

He grinned at the beautiful woman behind the desk
and she smiled back at him.

"How was business, sir?"

He smiled at her and kissed her on the cheeks.

"Never better," he said, "We really did a number on
the European dealer and when they really come to understand the
contract, which they signed so eagerly, they are going to be crying
to the bank for the next five years."

She nodded eagerly and they discussed business for a
time. The women here were quite different from the regular whores
that populated the lower class slums that men called brothels. They
knew almost as much about business as your average executive-class
manager and could discuss in length almost any topic. The
receptionist was one of his favorites and he always took the time
to talk to her when ever she was free. He would have loved to have
her on the team at the company, and not because she was gorgeous,
but she had refused his offers quite a few times now and he had
almost given up.

“I don’t suppose you are available tonight?”
he asked hopefully.

She shrugged.

“I get my turn on Monday this week, sorry. Do
you want to book?”

He nodded. The waiting list for her services was
huge and he might have to wait a month or even more to take his
chance with her, but that was normal. She was every man’s fantasy,
mostly because she was so damn amazing in bed and so hard to get
there, and he would have to wait out the others first.

She led him inside and the girls, who were sitting
around chatting to pass the time, stopped what they were doing and
looked up with big smiles on their faces. He was one of the
regulars and he knew every single girl by name, cup size and
more.

“We have a new girl that you might be
interested in," the receptionist said with a twinkle in her
eyes.

He grinned when he saw that look. When she got that
twinkle something particularly delicious was on the plate and he
looked around trying to establish where this beauty might be.

A woman sauntered through the back from the private
baths and his eyes lit up with joy.

"She is gorgeous," he whispered to his
confidant.

"Yes, she transferred from the Italian operation.
She is said to be one of the stars of Italy in the sex world. Truly
a prize for any man," the receptionist whispered back.

He started to shake slightly feeling a sense of fear
and nervousness in the face of such a beauty and the fantastic
opportunity she represented. He had had high-class many times, but
the receptionist never lied - and he had checked in the past – if
she said this woman was of quality then he could expect something
quite spectacular.

She drew him over and he politely introduced
himself. The girls here could say no if they wanted to and the man
who purchased their services would have to respect that or face
being cut off from the club - something most would find traumatic
beyond belief after discovering this heaven.

Every single woman in the room was almost perfect to
the limits of their physical bodies and the employment criteria for
this place was so high that he knew if he was a woman he would
never be out to get a job here. These girls were rumored to earn so
much money that it was ridiculous and exceeded the total from his
own subscription several times, which meant they were making more
money than him and considering how many men he had seen here from
some of the highest echelons of business, it was little
surprise.

He hoped that she would not say ‘no’ and he had
never had a woman do so, but you never know, she might just take a
disliking to him.

He straightened himself and remembered the feats he
had performed in convincing so many of these women to do some of
the most crazed acts his mind could conjure up. That had been no
little achievement. If he could do that then he could get this hot,
sexy creature in front of him into bed.

She looked him up and down and to his relief there
was interest there. She was incredibly sexy and wearing a very
expensive miniskirt with a brand label top on and beautiful black
heels with her legs clearly revealed and her light brown skin and
dark hair looking phenomenal.

He wanted to jump in right now and enjoy the
pleasure, but he knew that he would need to woo her slightly to get
her to the bedroom.

"I love that dress on you. You are so incredibly
sexy," he said, going the direct approach.

She grinned at his comment that she had probably
heard hundreds of times before and gently stroked his chest with
her fingers.

He shivered and he realized that he should have worn
an overcoat today as his suit didn’t quite cover his crotch. He was
quickly hardening and some of the girls were pointing and grinning
at the bulge that was forming.

She took one look down at it and a joyous look of
pleasure came over her face. It seemed she was a sucker for big
cocks and he was not poorly built.

"Would you like to see my room?" she asked.

He could see the receptionist smiling deeply at his
success as he wrapped his arm around hers and escorted her towards
the room on the far side of the room.

She pulled out a key card and inserted it into the
reader. The door clicked and she opened it and let him inside.

Every room was like the penthouse of the best hotels
and there was everything one could imagine. This was one of the
downstairs rooms and a little more classic in design he noted, but
the ones higher in the building were made up of entire floors and
had all nature of toys available for use.

She reached down and flicked a button on a touch
panel on the wall. The video screen that covered the entire wall
seamlessly lit up and played a beautiful image of crystal clear sea
water flowing down on to a bed of rocks with little Chinese symbols
on them. It was very therapeutic and set off a nice light for their
enjoyment.

She turned towards him and he noted that she was
looking at the front of his trousers again
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