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“The name’s Mark Diamond.  I’ve got reservations for four at eight tonight.”

Mark stood patiently in front of the very attractive maitre d' and allowed his gaze to travel the length of her soft and ever-so-tempting bust line before it disappeared all too soon into the starched white cotton of her shirt.  Paired with a black skirt that ran to just above her ankles she had the perfect appearance of a conservative, professional hostess, although judging by the muted curves of her body and the brief glimpse of the tattoo at the base of her neck Mark suspected that outside of work she was anything but conservative.

“Ah, here we are Mr. Diamond.  If you’d like to follow me to your table I’ll bring the rest of your party when they arrive.”

“That’d be great, thank you.”  Mark admired the sway of her behind as she led him through the main of the dining room to a discrete corner booth.  He slid into the rich burgundy leather and knew immediately he had made the right choice by booking dinner at 7th & Orange, the newest hot spot in town.

“Can I have your waitress bring you a drink while you wait?”

“A gin and tonic would be perfect, top shelf please, thanks.”  Mark scanned the dining room while waiting for his drink to arrive.  There was a mixture of couples, foursomes and a group that appeared to be celebrating some sort of office event.  The age spread seemed pretty even, from people in their mid-20s through to the more mature 60-something folks, and everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves.  Mark’s survey was interrupted by the arrival of his cocktail.

“Good evening.  Your gin and tonic, top shelf.”  Mark glanced at the glass that was placed in front of him, then even more appreciatively at the sweet young thing that had brought it.  

“My name’s Raelene and I’ll be your waitress tonight.  Cameryn told me you’re expecting three people to join you.  I’ll keep an eye out for them and bring them to your table when they arrive.  If there’s anything I can do for you in the mean time just let me know.”  Raelene was dressed in white and black also, albeit with a much shorter skirt length than what Cameryn the maitre d’ wore.

“Perfect, thanks very much Raelene,” Mark replied, deciding to keep any flirtatious comments to himself so that he and Muffin could avoid distraction and focus on the ladies that would soon by joining them.  Speaking of which . . . . 

“Hey buddy, how you doing?” Muffin asked as he walked to the booth.  He stopped in mid-stride to give Raelene the once over, from head to toe.  Mark decided to jump in and help keep Muffin focused on the evening ahead.

“This is Raelene, our waitress for the evening,” Mark said to Muffin.  “Raelene, this is my good friend Muffin, one of the people I’ve been waiting for.”

Raelene tilted her head at Muffin’s name but was too discrete to ask if it was real name or a nick name.  Instead, “Very nice to meet you.  Can I get you something to drink?”

“A beer would be great, Bud if you have it.”

“I’ll be right back, sir.”

“Excellent restaurant choice, Mark,” Muffin said as he slid onto the leather seating opposite Mark.  “Should definitely put the ladies in the right mood!” then, “Thanks Raelene,” as his beer arrived.

Mark waited until Raelene was out of ear shot then asked, “Speaking of the right mood, your post about Anika on the Review Site was pretty hot.  Sounds like she handled her test drive pretty well?”

Muffin took a sip of his brew, looked off into the distance as he pondered the exact words to choose given that they were in a public place, then looked at Mark, “Let’s just say that she gives the phrase ‘high performance driving’ a new meaning!”  Another sip of his beer, then, “Sounds like your own test drive with Crystal went OK?”

“OK is an understatement, and thanks once again for sending her in my direction.  I owe you one my friend,” Mark said as he lifted his glass in a toast to Muffin.

“No thanks are necessary.  Let’s drink this one to Jake,” Muffin said.  They clinked glasses and Muffin downed his beer as Mark finished off his gin and tonic.  

Whenever Jake from The Agency hired a new escort he made sure they got test driven right away, and for this he turned to the guys that belonged to The Club.  Muffin had founded The Club a few years ago, in part as an organized get-together place for fellow hobbyists and in part because he wanted to be the first to session with the new ladies that Jake hired.  In exchange, the hobbyist test driving the escort would see exactly how far she was willing to go, how open minded she really was, and then post on the Review Site.  It was a win-win situation for Jake, the guys that belonged to The Club, and to the girls that got test driven, since a good review from a respected hobbyist would quickly get her off to a very profitable start in the business.

Mark and Muffin set their now-empty drink glasses on the white linen tablecloth and suddenly realized that the background conversation in the dining room had ceased.  Both men had puzzled looks on their faces and glanced around the room.

“That explains it,” said Muffin.

“They are quite stunning together, aren’t they?” Mark agreed.  

Crystal and Anika had arrived at 7th & Orange and were now being escorted to their table by Cameryn, as both men and women seated in the dining room silently watched their approach.  

The ladies were both 22 years old, and wore matching one shoulder black mini dresses with black low-heel ankle strap sandals.  Crystal was petite, about 5 foot tall and not more than 100 pounds with straight brown hair, not quite shoulder length, and a pair of breasts that were bigger than what Mother Nature would have given someone of her petite size.  Anika had shoulder length blond hair, was a few inches taller than Crystal, perfectly proportioned and equally as busty.  Mark recalled that during her test drive Crystal had mentioned that she and Anika were room mates and had gotten their boobs done at the same time.  He looked forward to making an up-close-and-personal comparison later that evening once they were behind closed doors.

Muffin looked at Mark and mouthed the word ‘Ouch!’.  Mark grinned back at Muffin, thinking how the evening was off to a very good start.  There were murmurs throughout the dining room, some of the men no doubt enviously wondering how two mature fellows had scored two beautiful, young women, and some of the female diners no doubt wondering what special skills - or more likely how much money - the two males made.  Thankfully, neither Crystal or Anika looked anything like the professional escorts that they were.

Both Mark and Muffin stood as the ladies arrived at the table.  “Crystal, you look amazing,” Mark complimented, then gave her a European-style kiss on both cheeks.  “And you must be Anika?  You are equally stunning as well,” Mark added and kissed the hand that Anika offered.  

“Crystal, this is Muffin, the guy that I told you so much about,” Anika motioned to Muffin.  He stepped forward and, not to be out done by Mark, kissed the top of Crystal’s offered hand, then gave Anika a short kiss on her lips, being careful not to muss her velvety red lipstick.  

“Well, I hope that not everything she told you about me is good.  I do have a reputation to live up to, after all,” Muffin looked at Crystal and grinned.

Crystal met is grin and said, “Nice to meet you Muffin.  I can’t wait to find out if everything she told me is true.”

The men took in the young pair, admiring the ladies from head to toe, and resisted the urge to ask them to turn around for them.  The guys had agreed ahead of time that since Anika was new to Mark she would sit next to him, and Crystal next to Muffin.  The women slid into the booth and the men joined them, so that the ladies were grouped between them.  Mark watched Anika’s already short dress ride further up her thigh as she sat and slid to the center of the booth toward Crystal, and he wondered if she was wearing panties.

Raelene reappeared for their drink orders after the foursome had been seated.  Mark opted for a Campari and soda, Muffin another beer, and the ladies both ordered blood orange mojitos.  As Raelene left she caught Mark’s eye and gave him the most inquisitive look, and he wondered if she somehow suspected what these two ladies did for a living.

“So what have you girls been up to?” Mark asked, wanting to break the silence and get the ball rolling.

Crystal, seated flush against Muffin, looked at Mark across the table and with a mock raised eye brow said, “Hmm, inquiring minds want to know?” and then giggled.  “Oh you know, a little of this and a little of that,” Anika added.

Mark grinned back at Anika then glanced at Muffin.  Seven days ago tonight Mark had test driven Crystal and Muffin had test driven Anika, and both had posted rave reviews of their performances on the Review Site.  Whenever a new escort with five star reviews hit the scene she was immediately in demand, and Jake at The Agency did his best to make sure that the demand was met.  Over the past week both Crystal and Anika had likely sessioned with at least five hobbyists each day, meaning that over this past week, between the two of them, these ladies had already been with 60 or 70 guys from the community.  Muffin noted that despite their fast start and the number of guys they had sessioned with neither girl looked to be the least bit jaded.

Mark had made a private booking through Crystal for both her and Anika for the entire evening, ensuring that they would have a nice, leisurely dinner and ‘dessert’.  When Mark had first proposed side stepping The Agency and booking direct, Crystal had been concerned, remembering that Jake and specifically warned her
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