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“So what do you want me to do?” 

“Do you mean what do I want you to do to me, Crystal, or do you mean what am I going to do to you?”

“Both, I guess,” I look at Mark and laugh, a little surprised that there is more enthusiasm than nervousness in my voice.  He is sitting on the pine wood chair across from his bed and I am standing in front of him, fully clothed still, with an inquiring look in my eye.

Ten minutes earlier at 8 p.m. sharp I had knocked on the door of his apartment.  

“Hi, I’m Crystal,” I held out my hand for him to shake when he opened the door.  Giselle at The Agency told me he was pretty suave.  At a glance I could tell he wasn’t too bad looking either - brown hair, at least a foot taller than me, and seemed to be in pretty good shape standing there barefoot in jeans and a black T.  

Now he he is standing at the door with his mouth half open.  If I didn’t know better I’d think he was trying to remember the words of a simple greeting.  Is there something wrong with me?  Maybe he doesn’t like me . . . ?

“Mark?”  I tilt and look up at him trying to sound much more confident than I now feel.  Did I screw up the address some how and have the wrong door?

“Yes, hi, Crystal?” he quickly recovers his poise and takes my hand to shake.  “Come on inside and make yourself comfortable.  Take your shoes off and relax,” he gestures down toward the small bamboo area rug next to the waxed pine side table in the entry way.  I bend down and slip the laced black cotton tennies off my bare feet, set my small canvas clutch on the table, and look at him, waiting for direction.  I see him glance at my painted pink toe nails and I wonder if he has some kind of foot fetish.

“Sit in the living room.  Can I get you anything to drink?  Some wine - red, white?” 

“Just some water would be great, thanks.”  One glass of wine can go straight to my head and I want to make sure I keep my senses tonight.

He’s watching me out of the corner of his eye as I cross the room and I think that my first impression was wrong, that he really does like the way I look.  On purpose I sit in the middle part of the sofa, so that he’s got to sit next to me.  Even though I’m going to be a rent-a-slut tonight I didn’t want to dress like one.  I’m wearing a denim skirt that ends mid-thigh, and my favorite natural cotton short-sleeved peasant shirt with a v-neck and a crochet laced trim.  The shirt is just snug enough to show off my boobs and I can tell he has noticed.  My outfit, canvas tennies and short hair cut make me look closer to 18 then the 22 years that I really am.  He’s got some nice lines on his face and I guess that he’s probably twice my age.

Giselle was right, this guy is pretty suave.  There are soft lights in the living room and some smooth jazz music in the background.  He comes in from the kitchen and hands me a glass of water with a slice of fresh lemon, then just stands there looking at me while he twirls the red wine in his wine glass.  I wonder if I should say something, but before I decide he sits in the over sized chair next to the sofa.  So much for my plan to make him sit next to me.  

I’ve never had lemon in water before.  I hesitantly take a sip and almost want to puke.  Without thinking I stick two fingers into the glass to fish out the lemon slice, hold it in my hand wondering where to put it, then hold the water glass and the offending citrus out to Mark.

“Um . . . can I have another glass, without lemon?”  Fuck, I can’t believe I just did that!

A look flashes across his face and he looks almost nervous, unsure of himself.  I hope he’s not pissed off because I don’t like his lemon water.

“Of course,” he says as takes my polluted glass and walks into the kitchen to get me another glass of plain water.  “So where are you from originally?”

“Montreal,” I answer while eying the water glass he brings back to ensure that there is no sign of lemon.  I take the fresh glass he hands me and sip it.  

“Oh, so you are French?”  He sounds excited by the thought.  When I lived in Montreal I had French and Spanish girl friends who always seemed to be more hot blooded than the others.  One of my friends told me that it was because the languages are gender-specific, so that from a young age the idea than men are men and women are women become expected behavior.  Makes sense, I guess.

“Kind of.  We moved there when I was six, right after my Dad left me and my Mom.  I’ve been back here since I was fourteen, so I really don’t remember all that much.”

“Gosh, sorry to hear about your Dad leaving when you were so young.  Do you ever talk to him?”

“Oh yeah, we talk almost every week.  He has a clothing business in South America now.  We’re really good friends.”  Mom thinks he’s an asshole, but I don’t tell him this.

He’s chatting me up now, telling me about his real estate business.  I have to admit that it was a little scary waiting for some strange guy to answer the door, but now that I’m here I feel more relaxed.  I really want to make this escort thing work.  He compliments me on my outfit so I guess he likes the young look.  

“What kind of wine do you have?”

“It’s a Pinot Noir from New Zealand.”  He holds his glass out to me.  “Sip?”

“Sure, why not . . . Wow, this is pretty good!” I almost never drink wine, and when I do it’s white wine, but this really is very, very good.

“I can get you a glass if you like,” he says and starts to stand.

“No, that’s OK, thanks.  I’ll stick with water.  For now.”  He notices that I said ‘for now’ and raises one eye brow.

“So I hear that French women are very romantic.  Is that true?”  he asks with an inquiring look in his eye.

“Maybe.  It depends on who the guy is.  Do you want to find out?”  Despite myself I laugh and feel almost giddy after just one drink from his glass.  Any nervousness I had is long gone.  Am I really going to get paid for having sex with a guy that I only just met ten minutes ago?

I take the hand he offers me and stand from the sofa.  “Let’s go into the bedroom,”  he says and holds my hand as he leads me down the hall.  I realize I’m still holding the glass of water.  He catches me looking around for a coaster to put it on.  “Go ahead and bring it with you, you might need it for your throat.”  I can’t help but smirk when he says this and I look back at him trying to give him the same innocent look that he gave me.  Blow jobs I can definitely handle, no problemo.

“I’ll bring my wine, so we’ll be even.”  He sounds more confident now, so maybe I’m relaxing him too.

He has much brighter lights on here in the bedroom.  I know I’m here for what they call a ‘test drive’ so maybe he needs a good look at my body, to see if I have any tattoos or piercings or marks?  I wonder if these guys complete some kind of written report after we finish fucking?

I look around and see that his bedroom is actually quite nice.  There’s a king-size bed with four huge pillows and a really comfy looking duvet on it, a wooden armoire across from the foot of the bed, a chest of drawers on one side of the bed, near a window that I can see looks out onto the swimming pool.  On the other side of the bed there’s a chair next to a full-length mirror that faces the bed.  I realize all of his furniture is solid, waxed natural pine and I wonder if he has some kind of wood fetish in addition to liking my pink toe nails?  This afternoon I only had a quick look at the Play Room in The Agency when Jake was showing me around, but I notice that Mark has the same natural beige, burgundy, green, black and brown colors for the decor of his bedroom that Jake has for the Play Room.  

“Let me take you glass,” he offers and sets it next to his half-full glass of Pinot on the night table.  I watch as he opens a box of matches and lights the two white candles on the night stand and the three red candles on the chest of drawers.  Looks like the bright lights are only temporary.

He hasn’t told me what to do yet, so I just stand there with my hands at my side and watch him, curious to see what he has in store for me.  Whatever it is I’m sure I can take it.  At least I hope I can.

There are about a dozen candles throughout the bedroom, some white and some red, and when he finishes lighting them he sets the matches on the night stand and sits down in the chair next to the mirror.  He sees that I am there standing at attention, waiting for direction, and he smiles.

“Go stand over there, Crystal,” he points to the foot of the bed, about four feet from where he is sitting.  I do as he instructs and stand obediently with my arms straight and relaxed and my hands folded in front of me.  It’s weird, but I can actually feel the candle light reflecting off





























































































































[image: ]

















[image: ]











[image: ]



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Hanzel Stoe





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





