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I am Jelena Darlington. I worked as a writer penname Jill Jon as my profession. I was interrupted from typing more of a scene from a blaring voice.

Says “Mealtime mistress and cat!”

I scowl at the interruption of the one-bedroom apartment residence computer mind named Eden that habitually talked artificially monotone feminine voice in conversations. 

“MEOW!” I heard blaring from Victoria, my resident girl cat.

Victoria, the moment I adopted her at three years old, going on for six months had indicated she did not like me. She refused to socialize with me anywhere around the apartment except me sitting in bed in the morning shaking sleep from me. 

I tried multiple times to tell her, “I’m your friend trust me to pet you.”

Victoria refused to get the message by indicating “I decide on my own to trust you.”

As a result, I gave up trying to socialize with her and just feed her food while cleaning out the litter box sitting underneath the table in the living room. 

I whined to Eden “Why’s Victoria playing avoidance with me?”

Eden said “Perhaps if you get a visitor in your apartment? Maybe that’ll get Victoria sociable.”

I tried to contact neighbors of this high-rise apartment on the floor but none of them would answer their doors. 

One neighbor answering the door yelled “GO AWAY!”

Followed by slamming the door in my face. I tried to contact a pet sitter to socialize with Victoria, but finances fell through from an unexpected bill popped up unjustified. Like those fricking utilities bills that shouldn’t cost so much money reportedly over one thousand dollars. Suchlike for water uses for one bill. I knew that bill was ridiculous when I wasn’t a water waster.

I complained to a lawyer stating “These bills are outrageous expensive! I want to sue to get them lowered!”

Lawyer turned that around and made it seem those utility bills were my fault that caused them to cost money. I was forced to give up suing the landlord Cora Corporation that owned the building from all kinds of lawyers kept making it seem the bills were my fault. 

Another thing not my fault but my snobby and nasty older by two years bossy sister Darla Darlington married name of Ling. She reportedly paid a hospital to have my tubes tied to prevent a pregnancy from forming. 

I state for records before I had that procedure done that woman visited me one time out of a blue without warning by ringing the doorbell. I had already turned twenty-two years old a week ago on May first with summertime upcoming with the Memorial Day holiday as the unofficial start of summer. I had received nothing of a birthday greeting or card from Darla in a rude way.

The first words Darla said saying “You need to go to the hospital to get an implant put in. Just to prevent pregnancy from forming before you’re ready. I know you’re not.”

I trusted Darla from thinking “She’s right. I’m not ready right now but later I would be.”

I went to the city hospital intending to have a birth control implant put in. 

Only to wake up next day later by nurse telling me “Your sister as your legal guardian ordered your tubes tied. She paid the necessary fee of twenty thousand dollars to the hospital that had no choice but to tie you up.”

I was raging angrily “DARLA!”

Darla visited me again May twentieth her birthday right after I recovered from the hospital procedure being at home. She gave me giggling and smiling of defiance in laughter while poking a finger onto my abdomen.

“No baby here!” she singsong.

I roared at her “YOU TIED ME UP!”

Darla said “Jelly don’t take that tone of voice or I’ll see your trust fund is legally taken away. I’ve got power of attorney from our deceased parents awarding me that from their wills.”

I had no choice but to tolerate her insulting me as Jelly despite my name is Jelena. I went to sit down and snarl as calmly as I could to talk to a snickering happy Darla.

“What’s going on with you tying me?” I finally got to ask her politely with my voice dripping of venom.

Darla stood up and lifted her shirt showing the pregnancy belly of third trimester, shocking me.

She said “I’m having a boy like what my rich billionaire husband wants. I’m doing what our deadbeat parents willed for any firstborn son to get money awarded to either one of us. I’m getting money worth millions of dollars. You’re not taking that opportunity away from me from our parents favored you too much as the baby.”

I had realized somehow that my parents’ car accident when I was twenty-one years old, right on my birthday, May first was a murder committed on purpose. The police report as emailed to me questioned how my parents in their car drove on the beach right into the ocean and drowned themselves to death.

Police report said, “Suicide by accidental drowning from medical distress to hit them.”

I had thoughts “No it’s not suicide but murder.”

Nobody believed me when I said “Murder!”

I had realized that Darla, with her greediness of wanting money for herself, had arranged for our parents’ demise. Before our parents’ deaths declared an accidental drowning suicide and nothing murderous to my disgust, she married her billionaire husband Lou Ling an Asian national at the age of twenty-one right on her birthday May twentieth. 

I admit our parents expressed strong disapproval of Darla marrying Lou from an age gap romance. Like he was forty-something years old to Darla’s age of twenty-one when she married him. I had turned twenty-one when our parents died as my worst birthday gift I ever had. 

I thought I had the right to be declared legally able to handle my own money but not according to Darla. She convinced the lawyer Bert as named an idiot in my thinking with her feminine sexy wills of sex him to go her way. Suchlike having her way after our parents’ will be reading to sign power of attorney to my two million dollars trust fund’s control entirely to her. 

I was forced into being Darla’s doormat from her threats of taking away my trust fund money. As a result, I got this apartment cheap in money rental with outrageous utilities bills I know I shouldn’t be paying that amount of money totaling over one thousand dollars per utility. Darla lowered her shirt to smile at me like she had won a victory in a war between us both.

I said with sarcasm “Congratulations sister dear. Just let me know when the christening for your son is happening after you give birth to him. I’m assuming you don’t want me there at his birth. Just a private moment between your husband the father and you to birth your son.”

Darla didn’t retaliate against me using my sarcastic tone was shocking. Each time I used sarcasm or talked to her wrongly she retaliated with forcing me to apologize in a meaningful way. Suchlike threatening to take away access to my trust fund’s money that was slowly getting depleted from bills I found outrageous I shouldn’t be paying like I said. 

Darla lowered her shirt and said “I agree you’ll be there for my son’s christening. Your right when you say that birth of my son is going to be a private affair between my husband and me.”

I nodded in agreement not saying anything. Darla went to her purse, a big green heavy bag sitting on my peninsula counter to rifle through it. She held up a business card she thrust me to take. I found had the name of a New England sex prostitution group named The Sexers. There was a name Gaston written on the back without any note on it.

“Call Gaston by calling the Sexers. Ask for him to make you a woman experiencing your first time.” She said firmly without snickering.

I had sensed the hospital blabbed to Darla “Her moon is intact when we surgically altered her.”

I had a reason for that moon’s intact status which was by surgery that was restored from a moment of pleasure with another. 

I’m told by doctor of that sterilization “Your moon’s not restored for sterilizing you as you requested.”

I admit Darla cluelessly did not know anything about that moon’s breakage the first time happening to me. I kept that fact to myself without her knowledge. 

I said politely “Any particular like reason why you’re having me serviced by a man? I had thought there was another reason that was negative. Nothing positive from your marriage and upcoming son. Sorry if you’re insulted.”

Darla sounded genuine when she answered “Nothing negative in a way towards that issue. I sensed that you need the experience in men to have the instincts to tell you if he’s worthy of putting a ring on your finger like what my love Loyo did with me.”

Darla kept referring to her husband by Loyo when his name is Lou. I nodded, remaining silent and saw Darla at the door.

Darla parted saying “Sister you just call the Sexers and ask for Gaston. He’ll do the duty with no questions asked or give a refusal. That’s what they told me when I asked questions about arranging a duty with a maid needing experience as her first time.”

I said “Thanks for the card and reference. I’ll call.”

Darla nodded and left with me gently shutting the door. 

I swore “Bug off!”

Eden sounded “That woman is nefariously up to something with handing you that card.”

I said “I know it. She doesn’t do favors without expecting a payment in return that’s beneficial for her gain.”

“Computing.” I heard Eden say in response.

I sensed that Eden was calculating a specific reason why Darla was granting me a favor for her to get paid back in return. 
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Jelena: I state for records Eden never gave me an answer to why Darla was doing that favor. It took me later May twenty third right around one o’clock in the afternoon when I got the bravery to make the phone call to the Sexers to ask for Gaston. I picked up my cellphone sitting on the desk in front of the peninsula. 

I scowled saying “I might as well try what Darla advised me.”

I ranged The Sexers up to reach a woman’s sounding voice.

She spoke like a secretary “Yes may I help you?”

I asked, “Is this the Sexers?”

The woman answered “Correct.”

I said, “I was recommended by a reference to call the Sexers and ask for Gaston as named man for servicing me.”

The woman was professional making the business transaction on the phone. I did have to use my debit card leading to my bank account to give the numbers for paying the one thousand dollars’ fee.

Inwardly I was thinking “Ouch!”

The woman shocked me by saying “Gaston will come to your home location to do the sex transaction asap.”

Inwardly I was relieved from unwillingness to go to a hotel to pay for a room on my dime for the sex transaction.

Another shocking thing the woman said “Gaston is on his way asap to your location. Look for him when he arrives.”

She described him as a tall six-foot man with midback straight long black hair and brown eyes. Anything of his appearance she didn’t say or say what he’d be wearing. 

The woman did say “He’ll ring the doorbell three times to let you know that’s him when you answer the door.”
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I am Gaston named man. I was in the Sexers’ office hearing the secretary as a woman mention my name. I listened to her arrange of sexual transaction with me as the sex prostitute.

Inwardly I seethed “I just handed in my resignation!”

This was true for I was determined to quit the profession of being a registered sex prostitute and go do something else productive for my talents.

The secretary finished her call and said “Cora Corporation is the location at the apartment. Get going. I said you would be there asap.”

I said rudely “I just quit the job. Handed in my resignation.”

Secretary refused to be swayed.

Instead, she said “Missus Ling called and said we’re to give you a bonus double the payment if you sexed her younger brainy sister Jelena Darlington calling herself by the candy name of Taffy. Jelena is the one that called and asked for you. You do this duty and then you’re off the hook with two thousand dollars to your name.”

Scowling I said “This better be the end of doing those jobs. I’m so done being used as a fatherly breeder giving women pregnancies and nothing involving sexual pleasure.”

“Get going.” Said secretary waving me away.

Growling GRR I left the office a nondescript looking business selling sex themed related items of anything underneath the sun. I went out to the parking lot to get inside the vehicle.

Inside the driver named Igor spoke “Where to?”

I gave the location to Cora Corporation building.

I added “Just have the car park where you can park. I’ll walk the rest of the route to there.”

Igor said, “This isn’t right.”

Igor didn’t say anything else to explain himself. Igor habitually said comments and statements vaguely without fully explaining what he meant. 

He was like saying “You to think for yourself what I’m talking about.”

I admit my mind was cursed with an unforgettable computerized memory that barely forgets details. That was one status I had hated from who and what I was identified. Igor got the car started up and began driving to my scowling annoyance having to do a job I didn’t want to do.
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Jelena: Once phone call ended, I was stunned, unsure of what to do with myself. I realized my bed was where Gaston and I were going to be doing the sex transaction. This made me groan. I looked down at myself and shook my head. I was clad in sweatpants and a sweatshirt wearing bike shorts underwear that was in my opinion frumpy without a sexy way. I got out of my clothes in a hurry and cladded myself in my bathrobe with nothing underneath. I didn’t bother to shave my legs or anywhere on me. I was determined to enforce the issue towards Gaston to tolerate my hairy body parts if he sexed me. I paced back and forth anxious for the doorbell to ring whenever Gaston arrived. Luckily, with a short time too short in my opinion the doorbell rang three times.

Eden blared “Gaston of the Sexers! Good luck!”

Groaning I answered the door to see Gaston was who the woman on the phone described. A tall man of six foot I gauge his height with midback long hair dangling while clad entirely in black from the head to the toe in a businessman suit. I admit I felt a feeling of love of first sight term when his black fathomless brown eyes eyed me in my blue eyes. I nearly forgot what I chanted to myself to say but remembered.

I spoke “Gaston I’m Taffy the one that arranged this. But my true name is Jelena.”
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Gaston: Instantly viewing Jelena Darlington in her blue eyes, I could get lost as I was hit with term love at first sight. Abruptly my cock demanded it be serviced in a rising way of getting hard. That reaction along with my dry mouth made me instantly realize Jelena and I would be sexually capable. 

I saw she had a short height of five foot two inches tall that made me debate on taking her as mine in an animalistic mate way. I am being six feet was expected to take a tall woman around my height not someone short as Jelena. 

I saw she had brown hair in a chin length bob that looked touchable enough to make me want to run fingers through its silky softness. Her voice when she introduced herself as Jelena sounded musical in a pleasant way I liked hearing. I was agreeable to do the sex transaction right then and there with or without bonus money of two thousand dollars added to my account.
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Jelena: I admit the name I said on the phone was Taffy but that wasn’t my name. My name was Jelena, but I refused to be referred to by the nickname Jelly. That nickname Jelly was what Darla kept insulting me despite telling her off not to name me that name. 

Once I let Gaston inside, he said “Just lay on the bed with your clothes off while I take mine off.”

He seemed aware that the apartment had a separate bedroom. I figured he sexed whoever in this building. I led the way to the bedroom and removed my bathrobe, getting him smirking in approval viewing my naked body. 

I admit my body was well kept in an exercise way of muscles from taking sports my entire life I maintained by working out at the local gym. I was surprised that Gaston didn’t complain that I was shorter than him by height of five foot two inches compared to him being tall as six feet no kidding. 

I laid down and saw him normally removed his clothes without doing a sexy strip show. His body was muscular in a thick way, easy on the eyes handsome looking when he stripped. I gulped when I saw his cock that looked way too big for me to accommodate him. Gaston laid next to me and did nothing at first.

“You to spread your legs or else.” Gaston said to me breaking our ogling each other.

I was meekly trying to protest “No I want a lot more than those legs spreading.”

Gaston roared “SPREAD THEM!””

Groaning I obeyed while with my eyes shut. I was determined not visually to see Gaston smirking in a demanding dominant way of taking control of me. Abruptly I felt a tongue licking my little nub on my core making me jerk open my eyes, raising my head to look at him. I saw to my shock Gaston was licking me.

Enough to get me coming with a shriek “YES!”

Before I could recover, Gaston licked and kissed his way to one of my small breasts. This was followed by mouthing my nipple in a suckling way.

“OOH!” I was gasping.

I gasped from his two fingers entering my core thrusting in and out of me while he was suckling my nipple.

“OH YES!” I shrieked when I came.

I found Gaston wasn’t done by going to the other nipple to suckle while still doing his magic fingers’ handy work into my core rubbing me brainlessly.

I was moaning “Oh god. Oh god. Oh god.”
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