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"What would you do to me, if we were to meet?" she wants to know.

A thoughtful hum, and then, "What would you like me to do?" he asks.

There's a script for this too, but she had read them all before answering the call and knows the answer immediately. "I thought you could tie me up."

She hears the sharp intake of breath from the other side. "Do you enjoy having control taken from you?"

She has never had control in her life. It's odd, now that she had been given it, she wants to surrender it back. She licks her lips. "I like- I like being helpless. I like it when you tell me what to do," she says. She has had that structure her entire life, people telling her exactly what to say, what to do, what to eat. She misses it more than she thought she would, but at the same time, she doesn't regret choosing to leave either. She doesn't think she's ready to get married to a stranger. Maybe if the stranger was Liam...

"I enjoy telling you what to do as well, darling," he hums. "I could tie you up, or simply hold you down. You're a small thing, aren't you, darling? Would you fight back?"

"I think I would," she replies. "I'll scratch you, kick and push and try and get away."

"You can't get free even if you tried, love," he says.

"You'll have me trapped," she whispers, breathless. It's almost too genuine, how eager her voice gets at the thought. The image of him looming over her, prone body flexing against his hands, unable to fight back, to get away. He could do anything he wants with her- to her body. "I'm very pale and I bruise easily," she murmurs.

"Mm... you would bear bruises the shape of my hands," he muses with a deep rumble to his voice. She can hear him undoing his belt, fingers sliding over his cock. She's gotten very good at identifying that sound now.

"I would," she says, her voice trembling as her hand skims down her chest to rest on her knee. "I don't know you and you're bigger than me. You would scare me a lot when you grab hold of me."

"Poor thing," he hums. "I'll tie you down, restrain your legs so that you can't hurt yourself."

"Or you," she interrupts, flushing.

"Oh, darling. You couldn't hurt me even if you tried," he murmurs, dark and deep.
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Male. Seeking someone sweet. New Client.

"Think you can handle it, Penelope?" asks the voice from her computer. She wants to say that it's a motherly voice, but the thought is quickly followed by a grimace because this is not a motherly kind of job.

"I'll try my best," she says softly, smiling at the screen even though the camera isn't on. The only job she can do are ones that she can do from home and she's determined to get this job right.

"Good luck," says the disembodied voice before hanging up.

The sex hotline isn't her first choice. It isn't even her second or third or fourth or fifth, but those have all rejected her. She knew it would be tough, finding a job without a degree, but she wasn't prepared for it to be this hard!

She thought she could get a job working at a grocery store somewhere, like she had read in her books and watched on those tv shows, but that would require leaving the house every day and she doesn't like it. There are certain stipulations to her leaving the government facility and one of those stipulations means she has acquired a bodyguard. It's so hard doing anything with a bodyguard. People won't even meet her eyes when they talk to her because John, the man guarding her, is a big old meanie who glares at everyone.

He's a giant Bear Shifter or something like that and he materializes by her size the moment she steps a foot out of the building.

No one's going to hire her with him glaring daggers at them from behind her.

So, she has to look for work online, but she doesn't have many qualifications there either.

The sex hotline thing was a suggestion from the lady who said she couldn't hire her as a telemarketer, seeing as she's too shy for that sort of job, but she has a sweet voice- maybe she could look into something else.

She thought the woman was making fun of her at first, but then she emailed her with the particulars- details on who to call and the sort of things she will be doing and she hasn't stopped blushing since.

It's a dream job, honestly. They let her work from the comforts of her own apartment. She can be private and tucked away and doesn't have to go into any office. According to them, as long as she worked and made money, they weren't particular about anything else.

She only gets paid if she makes money, so she can take her time getting started.

She hasn't gotten a single client yet, though. She wonders if she had filled anything in wrong, but it's only been a few days since she uploaded her details on the website.

She had only started living on her own for a few weeks and already she is running out of money. The stipend that the government offers her is enough for food and rent, but only if she counts every penny. She wants a job- wants to prove that she can be responsible. When she turned eighteen, she was presented with two opportunities. She either allow the government to choose a mate for her - get married and settle down with a nice Alpha Werewolf - or she can live in one of the government sanctioned apartment complexes and try and make it out there in the world on her own. Well, not quite on her own. She will acquire a bodyguard, John.

Penelope doesn't want to marry a stranger, no matter how perfect they make marriage sounds, and a bodyguard doesn't sound too bad. She doesn't know anything about the outside world and John will make sure she doesn't do anything stupid.

So, she moves out and looks for a job. Something easy. Something she can learn and get used to.

"Thank you for calling," she says, reading from the script that she was given. "How can I make you feel good tonight?" She flushes upon getting the words out. She's never had sex before and here she is, offering to make the man feel nice.

She hears a breath on the other end of the line, and then a thickly accented voice murmurs, "I was hoping for some company."

"Oh- um- Okay," she murmurs, feeling out of depth already. This isn't anywhere on the script. She was kind of hoping she could rely on it for a while longer. "What kind of company?" she asks, blinking at the screen and lamenting the fact that she can't see who's on the other side of the call. Her knuckles are turning when where she's clenching her fists and rubbing them against her thighs.

There's a low hum at the other end of the line. "What's your name?" the voice asks.

"Penelope," she says. "But all my friends call me Penny." If there's one thing she misses about her previous home, it's all of her friends. "What's your name?" she asks, remembering her manners.

"My name is Liam," he says and she chews on her bottom lip as she considers how to respond to that.

"Hi, Liam," she says and reads from the screen one of the opening lines she's given. "Are you here with play with me, today?"

He chuckles in a low, rumbling sound that makes her tremble in weird places.

She shifts on the bed, folding her legs in a crossed legged position as she peers at the screen. It's dark enough in the room that she can see her own reflection from the laptop.

"Would you like me to play with you, sweet thing?" he hums. "Have you played with anyone before?"

She shakes her head before she remembers that he can't see her. "I haven't- you're my first caller," she admits, flushing a brighter shade of pink. "I'm not actually sure what to do," she confesses before realizing she shouldn't have said that. He isn't paying her to teach him, he's paying her to show him a good time.

There's silence on the other end of the phone for several seconds and she worries that she has lost him. He's going to hang up the call at any second now, but he starts talking again. "Is there a script for you to work with, darling?" he asks.

She nods again, and then quickly murmurs, "Yes, Liam."

"You can choose something that you think will appeal to me and read from it," he is practically purring, his voice dropping low enough that she can hear her speakers struggling to mimic the vibrations.

She bites her lower lip and lets out a soft sigh. "Okay," she says before she can muster the courage to argue. According to the lady from before, the longer she can keep him on the phone, the more she will get paid.

"Good girl," he says.

"Um," she presses two fingers on the touchpad and scrolls down to the page on roleplaying first times. The lady had very kindly bookmarked it for her. "I- I could get on my knees for you," she says, her voice high and breathy already. "It will give me some time to get use to handling cock, since I've never seen one before." It's true enough.

She hears him suck in a breath. "Are you a virgin, darling?" he asks.

"Yes, sir," she whispers. "I mean- oh, yes, Mr. Liam."

"Sir is fine," he chuckles. "Call me whatever makes you feel more comfortable






















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
/ ,oég;gérs' of Strangers 4

'[en.ti G fick





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





