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      My arms tremble as my orgasm begins to ease. “Fuck,” I groan with satisfaction.

      I lower myself onto Sarah’s body to prolong the pleasure, sinking my dick into sweet velvet. She’s all juicy and smooth with my cum and her own cream. She tugs me into herself even more. I chuckle against her right breast, slowly and languorously tonguing her peaked nipple. She loves that, I can tell.

      “Holy shit, that was good,” she murmurs. As I start to withdraw, she arches her hips and begs, “No, please stay in me.”

      I slide out anyway. Rolling onto my side, I face the man who sits in a chair in the corner of the bedroom. He clasps his hands together tightly, and his glasses have fogged over. In the dim glow of the bedside lamp, I see the trace of a tear running down his flushed cheek.

      He meets my gaze, and whimpers.

      I feel powerful as I stroke my fingers between Sarah’s legs. Never breaking eye contact with the man, I adjust my position in bed until I have one arm beneath Sarah. Propping her up, I rest against a pillow. My cock, still half-hard from the Viagra tab I’d taken before I arrived, dangles heavily across my thigh. A last trace of cum drips from it onto the bedsheet.

      “Sarah,” I say as I stroke the soft brown hair over her mound. “Tell Glenn what that was like.”

      She shudders in my arm. “You’re so big, JD. I never had anything that far inside me. I didn’t know it could feel like that, to have a man open me up. Go so deep.”

      Glenn moans. His eyes track my fingers as they stroke lower. They glide over Sarah’s wet lips, parsing through the delicate folds to brush against her clit. Glenn shudders and flicks his tongue across his lips.

      I smile, making sure he sees a predatory glint in my eye. I love this part of my work.

      “You were so warm and wet,” I drawl to Sarah. When I dip a finger inside her, Sarah spreads her thighs further. I add a second finger, pressing into her body. Her hips began to jerk as she tries to draw me in further. I smile wickedly at Glenn and pull away my hand, dripping with our combined juices.

      His eyes never leave my fingers as I bring them to my mouth to lick clean. Our combined flavors spread across my tongue — tangy, bitter, sweet and salty all at once. So I like the flavor of my spunk. Sue me.

      I murmur, “We taste so good together.” Glenn’s gaze shifts to my eyes. His jaw seems to slacken, his lips open, and his tongue peeks out as he watches. Sarah blushes and turns her head into my shoulder, but spreads her knees even further. She reaches for her breast and begins to tug on a nipple when I return to her sopping folds. I stroke idly, up and down, up and down.

      Suddenly I use two fingers to spread the wet, pink lips. “Glenn,” I bark. The man stiffens in his chair, alert, alarmed. “I fucked your wife. I came inside her pussy. I made her come on my dick.” A moan fills the room. I ask, “Don’t you want to taste?”

      An exhalation of air gusts from the man in the corner. He glances back and forth between his wife and me. When he nods sharply, it’s Sarah’s turn to gasp as I plunge three fingers roughly inside. I swirl them, stirring, riling, and say to Glenn, “Take off your glasses and get over here.”

      He stands shakily. The press of his erection against his khaki trousers tells me everything I need to know. He’s hard for this scene, but not well endowed. No wonder his wife was so loud, screaming out once she got my long, fat cock inside her.

      Glenn removes his glasses, folds them, and sets them on a small table next to his chair. He kicks off his shoes and climbs slowly onto the bed, approaching us on his hands and knees. He moves tentatively, a puppy seeking affection, unsure if he’s to be loved or kicked.

      I growl at him. “Hurry the fuck up. We’re waiting for you.” Glenn moves more quickly then, but hesitates between Sarah’s thighs. He looks at me for instruction.

      “Use your tongue,” I say firmly. “I want you to taste us together. I want you to taste how delicious your wife is when she’s been fucked by a man with a big dick.”

      Glenn shudders, Sarah shifts and sucks in a breath, and I know I’ve struck the right tone. Glenn needs humiliation, and Sarah needs satisfaction. My job’s to make sure everyone leaves with desires met.

      I don’t have a lot of marketable skills, but what I do have going for me are a big dick and lots of imagination. I love to figure out what my clients really want. Not what they tell me they want when they first hire me. If they even know themselves, they’re usually too shy or embarrassed to admit it. So I listen carefully, and I ask questions, and I get a sense of what sexual needs are going unmet. I treat my clients like a puzzle, or a mystery novel. I read the clues and try to figure out what’s behind the request they actually make. I mean, there has to be something going on to hire a man to fuck you and your wife or husband.

      Take Glenn. He told me in his email that his wife had a fantasy about being watched while she has sex with another man. I don’t like to be explicit on email, so we switched to cell phone after that. I figured out pretty quickly that he had some fantasies of his own. After I’d chatted him up for a half hour or so, we negotiated a simple cuckolding fantasy. That’s something of a specialty of mine. Guys who get off on watching their wife or girlfriend take another man’s dick, chicks who like their man to watch them get railed... As kinks go, this one’s pretty mild. Often the husband or boyfriend just watches, writhing with the shame of a stud making his woman scream in pleasure. But sometimes…

      I keep my fingers against Sarah’s vulva, spreading the outer lips, as Glenn’s head descends slowly. I feel the brush of his curly brown hair against my wrist, his breath on my fingers. He presses his face to his wife’s pussy. With a groan, he begins to lick, tentatively at first. When Sarah shudders and cries out, he goes in deeper. She throws her head back as she grasps her other nipple as well and begins to tug on her breasts in alternating pulls.

      Once begun, Glenn’s ravenous. I move my hand out of the way to let him lick and suck and glory in the fluids that fill his wife. He pushes against the inside of both of her thighs, to spread her so he can get his tongue in deeper. The noises he makes as he worries at her, the scratching of his pants as he rubs his erection against the bed, start to work on me.

      Writhing against my body, Sarah squeezes and pinches her tits. I hold her with one arm as my free hand hovers over Glenn’s head. He meets my gaze again. A gleam of excitement appears.

      This is a delicate moment. I lower my hand. My fingers spread through coarse, wiry hair to grip Glenn’s scalp. With a low, contented sigh, he closes his eyes. I press to force his face even deeper into his wife.

      My cock stirs again, beginning its slow, heavy rise. Glenn’s aware of it, watching it grow even as he tongues the cum from that beast out of his wife’s body.

      “That’s right,” I order gruffly. “Taste her. Taste me. Taste us together.”

      His excitement vibrates through my hand. Sarah’s whimpers climb until another orgasm begins to ripple through her body. She clenches her muscles and hunches forward as she reaches for her husband’s head. Twisting her fingers with mine to hold Glenn in place, she grinds against his mouth. Crying out, Sarah arches her back as she comes again, then drops to the bed in a limp mass. Her eyes close, the hand on her husband’s head stills, and a satisfied sigh escapes her lips.

      She murmurs, exhausted, “That was so dirty.” But she sounds smug.

      Glenn levers himself up. One hand still touches the inside of her left knee, but he looks lost, unsure. I wrap a hand around my hard dick and pull on the loose skin so the head’s exposed. It glistens red, damp from precum and Sarah’s juices.

      “Fuck, that feels good,” I croon, biting my lower lip as I stroke my cock. I squeeze at its base, forcing a few drops of nectar out of the slit. “You aren’t done,” I say firmly to Glenn.

      The man’s eyes widen in shock and fear, and he shoots a panicked look at his wife. She lays in my arm, sated and almost dozing. No relief there for Glenn. I point my dick toward his mouth and stare at him, giving him no further order, but no escape either.

      Glenn closes his eyes and drops his head. Leaning over, he hesitates with his mouth an inch away from the gleaming head of my erection. It smells of cum and vaginal juices, something he should now be conditioned to, even excited for. Opening his mouth, he stretches out his tongue to touch the tip of my cock. He shudders as he makes contact, but licks the silvery drops. I can see him ponder the taste and...yes, decide he likes it.

      He opens his mouth to do more, but I bark, “Wait.”

      Glenn rocks back in surprise to rest on his heels. He looks like he’s been caught stealing from the cookie jar.

      I say to him, “Take your clothes off first.”

      Sarah opens her eyes and looks at her husband. When he hesitates, she murmurs lazily, “Do it. Let us see you. I like your body, you know.”

      Her husband’s expression of shame and fear softens a bit at that. He climbs off the bed and pulls his sweater over his head, then loosens his belt as he kicks away his loafers. Unbuttoning his shirt, he throws it into a corner with his sweater. He has a nice chest, not developed like mine but covered in curly dark hair. He yanks off his socks, but hesitates at the waist of his trousers.

      I stare at him, refusing to give him the anonymity to strip unwatched. Glenn swallows audibly, then unbuttons, unzips and pushes down his pants and underwear in one anguished move.

      Stepping out of the clothes and kicking them to the side, he stands red-faced in the soft glow of the bedroom.

      His dick is indeed on the small side, perhaps five inches long, though his ball sac’s nice and full. Glenn’s erection drips precum, and it looks red and anguished. That he hasn’t shot off already surprises me. With the right words, I could hone his shame—and desire to be shamed further—to make him come even without touching him.

      “You run, don’t you, Glenn?” I ask with a flirtatious edge in my voice. “Look at your thighs. I bet you can go for miles.” I runs fingertips along my shaft, from the head to the root, over my balls, and then back to the slit. His eyes track the movement, jaw slackening. I grasp my dick by the base and again aim it toward Glenn.

      “Get up here,” I order. “Taste me again.”

      He makes a low, desperate noise. His hand twitches like he wants to cover his own dick, either from shame at its relative size or from the fact that the scene gets him hard.

      I give no quarter. I rise to my knees on the sturdy bed, straddling Sarah’s thighs with my ass toward her face. I growl, “I’m losing patience. If you don’t get over here and suck my cock, I’m going to fuck your wife again and it will be your fault. Are you enough of a man to want to stop me from fucking her?”

      Glenn lurches forward, tripping on his discarded shoes and falling to his knees by the bed. He catches himself with a hand on my thigh. My erect cock arches above his head. He looks at it hungrily, lips apart, eyes intent on the bead of precum ready to drip and fall to the bedspread.

      “Stick out your tongue,” I coax, and press on the top of my shaft when he complies. I swipe the head of it across his tongue, then thrust my hips so the first inch of meat slides into his mouth. “Suck on that much, like you’re a calf finding the tit for the first time. There’s a good boy,” I praise when he starts to suckle me. I rest a hand on the back of his head, just to encourage him, not forcing him to choke on my length.

      Not yet.

      Between my spread legs, Sarah slips her manicured fingernails over her clit. Red polish flashes and disappears into her folds as she watches her husband give me head.

      “That’s good,” I praise. “Look what you’re willing to do to save your wife from a fuck.” I tug on Glenn’s head and slide him further down my dick.

      He gags and tries to pull away. “It’s too much,” he moans. From the corner of one eye, a tear slides down his cheek.

      I pretend to misunderstand him. “No, it’s good that you do this for Sarah. It’s never too much, to protect your wife. Is it?”

      Glenn shakes his head.

      “Tell her what you’ll do for her, so she doesn’t have to get fucked again.”

      He flicks a look between my legs at Sarah, then back. His tongue darts over his lower lip. “Anything. I’d do anything.”

      “Of course you would,” I croon. I wrap my hand around the root of my dick and drag it against his lips. “This time you’re going to take my big dick all the way, aren’t you? For Sarah.”

      “For Sarah,” Glenn says. Maybe he even believes it. He opens his mouth wide, extends his tongue and tilts his head back to make a better entry for me. The move betrays that mine is not his first cock, but we continue the scene as if Glenn really were a reluctant husband, abasing himself to protect his wife.

      I slide in relentlessly, the hand in Glenn’s hair tightening to keep him from pulling away. He coughs and gags a bit. “Swallow,” I command. “That makes it easier, if you swallow while my cock fucks into your throat.”

      He grabs onto my thighs for balance, his face turns red, but he tries to suck my dick further. I pull his hair hard. He gasps in protest, and I press inward. Lips near my pubes momentarily before he struggles and fights to pull away. Releasing him, I watch my glistening, wet prick reappear as he withdraws his head. Instead of giving up, he reverses direction and plunges onto me again.

      My cock slides into his throat. I groan before Glenn backs off. “Oh, that’s good. You’ve been holding out on us, haven’t you?” Mouth full of my meat, he tries to shake his head. Mumbles. But he doesn’t stop trying to deep-throat me.

      “Have you been practicing on other men?” I ask. “How many men have tried to fuck Sarah but you serviced them instead, to save her aching pussy?”

      This time it’s Sarah who groans. I look back over my shoulder. Her lacquered nails plunge into her vagina and reappear as she watches her husband avidly. Glenn speeds his motions. His hands flex and grasp my thighs as he bobs his head.

      “I think you want your prize, don’t you?” I ask him. “You want hot cum. You need it fresh from the tap, not lapped out of your wife’s used hole.”

      Glenn sobs and presses his lips to my pelvis, nursing the cock in his mouth as he releases one of my thighs. He grabs his own dick.

      “Stop that,” I bark and cuff his head. “You don’t touch your little boy prick until I tell you.”

      He obeys but increases the pace, sucking and straining to hold me in his mouth as long as he can. Tears and saliva run over his face. He gulps for air each time he pulls off, only to plunge onto it again.

      I moan appreciatively. I’d come this way if I let him continue, but they paid me to take the scene much further.

      I grip his ears to hold him steady as I withdraw my cock. Glenn focuses on the purple, glistening head that throbs inches away from his mouth.

      “That was good, but look what you did.” His eyes meet mine. “No, look at what your wife is doing.” Sarah pistons three fingers in and out while she tweaks her nipple with the other hand. “She sees what you’re doing to save her and it’s got her turned on. Doesn’t it, Sarah?” I ask loudly.

      In response, she moans and presses her thumb to her clit while her three fingers slide deeply inside her sheath.

      “Oh look. She needs something else in there. Don’t you think so, Glenn?”

      He stares wide-eyed at me again, sensing a trick. But he nods.

      “Would you like to fuck her? Would you like to stick your little boy cock inside her and get her off? I bet you could do it, if you try.” He nods again, and I bark, “Say it. Tell me what you want to do.”

      “I want to fuck my wife,” he cries out. Then, more softly, submissively, he asks, “Can I fuck her? Please?”

      I climb off the bed until I stand facing Glenn, blocking Sarah’s writhing body. I tower above him, still on his knees. Running a hand over my chest and to my abs, I draw his eyes along with my fingers. I’m more leanly built than the slightly doughy, middle-aged man before me. My swollen cock juts out and hovers out of his reach.

      “Are you going to kiss Sarah when you fuck her?” I ask, and Glenn nods. “Show me.” Confused eyes peer at me. “Show me how you’re going to kiss her so she knows how much you love her.” I coax him to stand, watching confusion fade into shock and then a glimmer of something else.

      Something hot.

      Grasping Glenn’s shoulders so he can’t retreat, I bend my head and pause with my mouth inches away. A mumbled noise comes from the shorter man before he thrusts forward to kiss me. It’s closed-mouth, desperate, needy and fearful. Just what I want.

      I pull Glenn to me roughly and hold our mouths together, gradually opening my lips to coax him into doing the same. When I feel the flick of a tongue, I yield the field. Opening wide, I draw in his tongue and let him explore my mouth. As a reward, I pull him into a tighter hug so that my big cock and his smaller one rub against each other.

      Glenn brings a hand to my waist, pulling us together firmly. His hips begin to move, seeking more contact for his prick. I permit it for a few moments, before drifting my fingers from Glenn’s waist to the swell of his ass. It’s firm from running, belying his soft belly. I cup my palm over one smooth, round globe.

      I pull back from the kiss. “That was good. You’re going to make Sarah feel good if you kiss her like that while you fuck her.” Glenn’s eyes turn glassy with the praise. I caress his ass again more firmly, using the stroke to slide my now-hard cock against his belly.

      “There’s a problem, though.” Alarm shows as I shake my head side to side slowly, regretfully. “Between your mouth sucking my dick and the way you kiss, I really need...to fu-u-uck.” I draw out the word, making it as filthy and suggestive as I can. Stroking his ass again, my fingertips rest at the start of the crease between the cheeks.

      Glenn shudders under my touch but doesn’t pull away. His cock flexes against me.

      Leaning down, my lips intimately brush an ear. He shivers at the breath on his face as I say quietly, “You’ve done such a good job of protecting Sarah, though. I don’t think you should have to give up sliding your cock into her. You earned it, don’t you think?”

      Glenn hesitates, then nods jerkily.

      “So do I. But I’ve got this big cock and it really, really needs to fuck something. Do you have any ideas?”

      He licks his lips. “What if…?”

      “Yes?” I run my fingertips along the slope of his ass. I’m pretty sure I’ve won already, but there’s nothing sweeter than hearing a man capitulate.

      “What if I fuck her first and then...?”

      I curve my fingers into the crevice of Glenn’s ass. As I drag them against his hole, it pulses under my touch.

      He blushes bright red, but doesn’t pull away. The hand on my waist clenches. “What if you fuck me while I’m fucking her?”

      As soon as the words are out, Glenn nearly begins to hyperventilate. His heartbeat pounds against my chest.

      I pretend indecision. “I don’t know.” I pause but circle against his hole. It flutters under my fingers. “Do you think you’re man enough to take my cock? Look—,” I back away so he can see it again, “—it’s really thick. Sarah loves it because it’s so big but a pussy is flexible. She could probably take my fist there, if she wanted.”

      Glenn moans and quivers at that. Sarah gasps too.

      Interesting, I think. Maybe if they bring me back, we’ll go there.

      I press one fingertip firmly against Glenn’s asshole until it breaches him. He hisses in surprise and stiffens, but he doesn’t try to pull away. “Do you think my cock can fit into your tight ass?”

      Turns out it can.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Sarah is a good hostess, at least. She lets me shower after I finish fucking Glenn to an orgasm inside his wife. I leave them slack and satisfied, cuddling each other in sex-stained sheets. I ignore a flash of envy at their closeness and go enjoy their glassed-in shower. My balls ache from two orgasms in such a short time, but the hot water helps.

      When I emerge from the bathroom, still wet, I make sure to towel dry slowly and deliberately. I turn my back to show taut ass cheeks. A smooth bend to dry my legs gives them a good look at my heavy ball sac and pendulous dick, just in case they were forgetting.

      I admit it. I enjoy their eyes running over my leanly muscled frame. Besides, it’s good advertising, either for a repeat call or for a referral to discreet friends.

      When I stroll out of Glenn and Sarah’s condo building, it’s three A.M. The wad of cash in my pocket is going to worry me if I don’t deal with it, so I pull out my phone to search for my bank’s nearest branch location. It’s a few blocks away, and I walk there along the darkened streets.

      Downtown Boston is quiet at night. The heels of my boots striking the pavement seem oddly resonant to me. I realize that I’m holding myself loose and ready, alert for the sound of any other footfall near me.

      I have this slender build and blond hair that tends to make people think I’m delicate, and therefore soft. The West Texas town I grew up in was Redneck Central, and I discovered early on that I was exactly the type to be targeted by bullies.

      It didn’t help that I spent all my free time in the library, reading. I hated how worn my Goodwill clothes were, and that I never had money to go to movies or do things with other kids. It was easier to hide in the library, even if I watched the playground through the window. I don’t know if I had no friends because we were poor, or if I was so self-conscious about being poor that I didn’t try to make any. Either way, I hid out and wished.

      Freshman year of high school, solitary as usual, I was jumped by some football goons and dragged into the boys’ restroom. One swirly later, I decided I needed a bodyguard. We were reading Of Mice and Men in English, so it gave me the idea of looking for my own Lennie Small.

      Pretty soon, I buddied up to Wes Cole, who sometimes sat near me on the school bus. Wes was the baddest mofo on the junior varsity football team—six-four, with arms big around as my thighs. Sweet as molasses off the football field, he struggled in remedial English. Well, all his classes, really.

      My grades weren’t anything special, but English was the one class I regularly aced, so I took a chance. Riding to school one morning, nearly ill with bus fumes and nerves, I cleared my throat to get his attention. Then I offered to tutor him, and cringed as I waited for him to laugh at the idea.

      To my surprise, Wes was grateful for the help. We started that afternoon. I never even had to ask—he let everyone on the football team know to back off me. Word spread.

      After that I was safe, at least until Wes dropped out of high school at the end of football season his senior year. By then, I was familiar enough to his team that they kind of kept looking out for me. Like a legacy, in honor of Wes, or something.

      Sometimes carried along in Wes’s wake, I found myself at the occasional after-game party. Wes was the first guy I gave a blowjob. I had a huge crush on him, of course, but I kept it to myself. Or thought I did. We got drunk at a kegger and he actually made the first move. He came in my mouth in about thirty seconds, said I gave better head than his cheerleader girlfriend, and ruffled my hair. We only did it the one time, but it was enough to show me I liked dick.

      Shortly after that, I hooked up with this girl at a party Wes threw. That was just as much fun, plus it was a lot easier to date girls than guys, at least in my town, so I stuck to chicks for the most part. The memory of blowing Wes provided jack-off fantasies for years, though.

      Once I was in the Army, I occasionally found a guy willing to let me swing on his dick. Besides the opportunity to develop my cocksucking technique, four years in the Army, including tours in Afghanistan and Iraq, left me confident I could protect myself. Hand-to-hand combat training was among the few useful, non-sexual skills I acquired during my service. I’m more likely to use that in the real world than, say, parachuting.

      In my case, it means that I feel reasonably safe going into a stranger’s house or hotel room. I can handle any fucker who thinks I look like an easy mark. As it is, no one accosts me on my banking mission, and I make the cash deposit without incident. Eight hundred fifty bucks for a few hours of work...not bad. It beats the shit out of Army pay. Besides, fucking strangers is a lot safer than my time in the mountains of Afghanistan.

      The couple tonight made for an easy, if long, session. I usually book clients for two hours, but Glenn and Sarah had paid for three. Not that they’d given their real names, any more than I did. They met me as JD Pierce, and didn’t probe further. In fact, all of us had blacked out our real names on the health reports we shared via email beforehand. I charge extra for barebacking, and I insist on an STD test result no older than thirty days.

      I have a fair number of steady clients. Some save up to hire me for a special occasion like a birthday or anniversary. Others are horny kinksters who can afford my services any time the itch grows. I like the bisexual couples best, where I can get both parties involved. That way, I work the fantasy better. Find ways to push them. Glenn, for example, turned out to be as big a screamer as Sarah. When I worked my dick up Glenn’s ass, whispering filthy insults that made him quiver, I figured I’d taught them both something useful. Maybe it’ll make their sex life better.

      Instinct tells me that they will ask me back within the month.

      Banking done, I hail a cab and head to a late-night diner near my apartment. I’m ravenous—I typically don’t eat before a job. Even though it’s approaching four in the morning, the diner is about half-full when I slide into a booth. My favorite waitress, Essie, meets my eye and nods; she already knows what I’ll order. I hope she’ll have time tonight to sit and talk. Essie likes to read as much as I do, and we trade book recommendations. Plus, she’s wicked funny.

      Sad, really, that at twenty-nine, my favorite person to talk to is a waitress I see after fucking for money. Well, her and my personal trainer, Cerise. I hear sometimes from Army buddies, and I check in with this one guy I served with, Owen, when I can get out to the VA. Owen was injured pretty badly while I escaped with nothing more than a bruise.

      I’ve got a few acquaintances in the escort business too, but no one I consider a friend. I gave up dating early on. It’s too hard to schedule dinner and a movie when I reserve so many of my evenings for clients. I don’t lack for sex, obvs, so a boyfriend or girlfriend would just confuse my life. The rare times I feel horny, I usually hire a pro rather than bother with a club or bar.

      In some ways, it feels like I’m back in high school, pre-Wes, hiding with my books and hoping not to be noticed.

      One guy I knew in Iraq told me I’m an introvert and I recharge my energy by being alone. Maybe it’s bullshit, but I can kind of see that. When I’m preparing for a session or actually with clients, I’m on. With new clients, I invest a lot of time thinking about what they tell me and what they might really want. With repeats, I try to up the ante every time, whether it’s pushing a limit or exploring something I pick up on when we’re together. I do everything I can to bring their fantasies to life, to put them in the center of their very own porn flick. I’m the scriptwriter, the director and the co-star. Sometimes the wardrobe master too.

      One of the guys who got me started escorting tells me that I get too close to my clients, too invested in their fantasies. I figure, for what they’re paying me, they deserve my best efforts. When a session is over, I hopefully leave them relaxed and happy while I slink away, my pocket full of cash, to do what I need to get ready for the next one.

      Visiting the diner is something of a reward for me, and a way to clear the decks mentally between clients. Tonight, while I wait for my ham and eggs, I scroll quietly through a few personal emails and check my private socials feed. Then I check the emails to the account under my professional name, JD Pierce. At a glance, I recognize most of the senders.

      There’s one email from a new name, though: “A Ballantine”. I flag it to read later.

      “Mornin’, Jasper.” Essie slides my plate before me and holds out the glass carafe with its green collar to signify decaf. “Coffee?”

      “Yes, please,” I say, holding out my cup. “You know me so well.”

      That brings a smile to Essie’s seamed face and crinkles around her rheumy brown eyes. “Well enough, I suppose,” she says as she fills my cup. “I finished that mystery you recommended on my break.”

      “What did you think of it?”

      She shrugs. “I figured out who the killer was two chapters in, but the writing was good anyway.”

      “You’re smarter than me. I was gobsmacked when it turned out the kid was faking his injuries.”

      Essie snorts and shakes her head. “I guess I’m just too suspicious. You got another book for me?”

      “Let me think about it while I eat. I’m gonna find one that’ll stump even you.”

      “Bring it.” She smirks as she turns away.

      Tonight, the diner’s too busy for Essie to sit with me. I don’t really enjoy eating a restaurant meal solo, so I tear into my food like I’m still in the Army and have only minutes to eat before a patrol. The ham steak’s thick and just salty enough for my taste. The scrambled eggs with a little cheese and jalapeño mixed in are much better than anything I cook for myself. The coffee tastes scorched, but that’s all right. I only want one cup anyway.

      After cleaning my plate, I scroll through a list of books I’ve marked on Goodreads. During my deployment, between the few moments of terror, I’d often endured days of tedium. Reading hundreds of books on my Kindle was a better use of my time than the poker or video games my squad mates used to amuse themselves.

      I spot the name of an old favorite, a mystery with some good plot twists. Jotting the book name on a napkin, I leave it for Essie, along with money for the meal and a nice tip.

      I walk the last few blocks to my building. After waving to the night doorman, Lionel, I ride the elevator to the twelfth floor and let myself into my two-bedroom apartment. I flick on a few table lamps; on principle, I avoid the harsh overhead lights that plague so many new buildings. Why do architects insist on cookie-cutter apartments with the same white walls, same lighting fixtures, same granite counter tops and stainless appliances? When I was apartment hunting, I could barely keep the choices straight because they all blurred together.

      Eventually, I settled on this one because it’s convenient to transportation and has a gym for the residents. I could have afforded a place in a building with character, but who knows how long I’ll get away with escorting? As it is, I sock away thousands every month. I don’t know much about money, but I know I’ll need a nest egg for when I figure out what I want to do with my life. Or for when I get busted for prostitution, or simply age out of the business.

      Not that I know what I’ll do if I ever stop escorting. When I try to picture the future, I see myself standing alone at a busy intersection. Traffic is going every which way, and I have no idea which road to follow. They all seem frightening and exciting at the same time.

      Throwing myself on my IKEA couch, I’m irritated at my self-doubts, and I idly wish I had someone to hang out with. I should have taken up video games with my squad; at least I could log on and play remotely. As it is, I debate whether to start a movie or a new book.

      Then I remember I have an email from a new contact, so I haul my phone out of my pocket.

      Dear JD, I read, and chuckle at the polite opening in an email to a whore.

      
      
        
        Dear JD,

        I learned your name from a friend of mine, Meredith Warwick. She’s aware of some personal issues plaguing my husband and me. Recently, she suggested that you might be in a position to aid us. Meredith assured me that you are highly professional and discreet. I’ve never done anything like this before. Might you be available to meet sometime in the next few days to discuss your services? A consultation, I suppose. My schedule is flexible most afternoons.

        I hope to hear from you.

        Best regards,

        A Ballantine

      

      

      
      I contemplate the email. Meredith Warwick is a good client, one of the few women I see solo rather than as part of a couple. She contacts me once a month or so, and always treats me respectfully. She’s sent me several other referrals, most recently a married female couple from out on the Cape with a hankering to share a dick for a novelty. They were cool ladies, and I enjoyed the session.

      I’ll follow up on the email if for no other reason than to please Meredith. Anyway, the formality of this “A Ballantine” intrigues me. My calendar app shows I’ve booked a session tomorrow evening, time with my trainer Cerise the following afternoon... I fire off a reply to “A” with some possible times to meet.

      As a precaution, I need to make sure the referral’s legit. I’ve been able to avoid arrest so far, and want to keep it that way.

      
      
        
        Hi Meredith,

        I had a great time with you last week! Had to sleep in the next day ;). I received a note from someone who says you passed along my contact info. Is there anything I should know about A Ballantine?

        Let’s get together again soon!

        JD

      

      

      
      A reply from Meredith awaits me when I wake around noon.

      
      
        
        What a coincidence. I was just wondering when I’d be able to schedule another massage session with you. (I grin at the euphemism. I’m not the only cautious one.) I’m glad ‘A’ reached out to you. She’s a family friend, completely trustworthy. I have a feeling you might be just what the doctor ordered. I’ll be in touch soon about an appointment for myself as I know how quickly your schedule fills!

        M

      

      

      
      Two days later, I’m waiting at an outdoor table at a cafe conveniently located a few blocks from my building. As none of my clients know where I live anyway, the risk is minimal.

      “JD? Excuse me. Is your name JD?”

      I look up from my cappuccino, sliding my shades to my hair to assess the speaker. She’s slim, in a sleeveless, green dress that reveals toned arms and long legs. She’s pulled her black hair into a ponytail. Large sunglasses hide her eyes, but reveal a heart-shaped, olive-skinned face and slightly pointed chin. At a guess, she’s my age, or maybe a few years older.

      I rise to my feet and hold the back of the other chair for her. “Ms. Ballantine, I believe?” I ask, using the low register I affect for JD.

      She nods tightly and takes her seat, placing her small purse on the table. As I sit, she removes her sunglasses. She isn’t beautiful in a conventional sense, but her face is striking. Sharp intelligence shows in her direct gaze, despite her obvious nerves. Hazel eyes glimmer at me, green-gray in the afternoon light. She studies me as well, and a slight flush rises to her cheek.

      When her gaze drops to the tabletop, I wonder what she’s thinking. Does she like what she sees? I wait. With Meredith’s vouching, I seriously doubt this woman’s a cop. Still, it’s prudent to let her begin whatever conversation she wants to have. I don’t necessarily need more clients, so I can afford to make this a casual assessment while we both decide whether to take another step. If she gets too explicit about money or services, I’ll deflect the topic.

      A waiter appears, and she orders an iced tea. With a glance to me, she asks, “Would you like another, Mr. Pierce?”

      “JD, please. And I’m good for now.”

      When the waiter leaves, she shifts in her seat. “I suppose I should say now, my name is Alethia.” Her voice is tight and tremulous, but I hear music in her tones as well. I’m fairly sure she’s given her real name. It’d surprise me except that Meredith Warwick also uses her real name. Perhaps they discussed that, when Meredith gave the referral.

      “Alethia. What a pretty name. Is it Greek?” I ask.

      She nods. “It’s something of a family name. My maternal aunt and my grandmother were also Alethias.”

      “Have you been to Greece?” I ask, trying to ease her nerves. “I went to Mykonos once, on leave. I loved it.”

      She gives me a small smile. “Mykonos is popular. And yes, I’ve been many times. I was born in New York but both of my parents are Greek by birth. We went there often when I was growing up. My husband and I⁠—”

      She
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