

    
        
          What Devin Knows

        

        
        
          INtrinSicliValud

        

        
          Published by INtrinSicliValud, 2024.

        

    


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

––––––––

Copyright © 2023 INtrinSicliValud

––––––––
All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without permission from the publisher, except as permitted by US copyright law. For permissions contact: intrinsiclivalud100@yahoo.com


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

What Devin Knows

Sign up for INtrinSicliValud's Mailing List

Also By INtrinSicliValud

About the Author

​“Come on, handsome.” An older redhead, perhaps in her forties, whispers into my ear. “P-Please fuck me.”

In an off-the-shoulder glittery red evening gown and wearing sultry evening makeup, she’s drop-dead gorgeous. And I know what you’re thinking.

But there’s a few complications. First, she’s the boss’s wife, and he’s standing just across the ballroom during a company holiday party. Second, although he isn’t my boss, he heads the business of the woman I’m escorting. Third, I don’t work for free.

Let’s roll back the clock a bit. Once upon a time, I lived in a small town in a southern US state. Which one isn’t important. They’re mostly the same. Idyllic on the outside, but a hotbed of twisted residents bubbling in the shadows.

Right up front, I’m gonna confess something. Because of my good looks, folks said I was groomed from an early age. I’ve given up on challenging it. Frankly, it worked, I guess, and I’ve done pretty good so far.

What do I mean by grooming? Nothing extravagant. No rich guys taking me to the Bahamas. Well, not back then. It was simple. The usual. Older cousins of both sexes, bored, drunk, and high, just like me. Our parish priest, who had a unique answer to my burgeoning sexual curiosity. While he wasn’t very kind or talented, I learned that some folks really got off on rough sex. Never thought that was a thing. It is.

Oh, and I had the sweetest science teacher in high school who taught me much about how to be safe. Both he and his wife were great fun to be around. They were also the first ones to rent me out. On the other hand, I received part of the take and made enough for a car. I mean, it was used, but it ran well. A lot like me.

And I should clarify, by now I’m solidly nothing, and everything, when it comes to sexual orientation. Pansexual? I guess. Whatever. My dad was a traveling salesman. If you’ve got the cash and I think you’re worth my time, I’ll play. And a guy as tall and muscular as me, I’ll toy with you as hard and for as long as you can afford me.

Cold? Yeah, I suppose. On the other hand, it’s kept my life simple.

Which brings us back to that suddenly-not-so-boring party. In a cloud of extravagant French perfume, Mrs. Boss is moaning into my ear. And with booze much stronger than the free champagne wafting from her trembling lips, she’s rubbing that hot little frame against me.

While she’s got stunning green eyes and an impressive rack displayed in a swooping neckline, it’s math time. Only for the shock value. I’ve no intention of taking on a new client, no matter how gorgeous or loaded she is. But I run the numbers, anyway. Good practice.

Large company. Multinational. Publicly traded. You’d recognize the name. In platinum, not gold, settings, she’s covered in a lot of large, dangling diamonds.

“Two thousand dollars.” Then I glance at her hubby and chuckle. “Five for both of you.”

That’s all I say before turning, snatching another flute from a barely clad server, and walking away. Until that point, I’d doubted Mrs. Boss had a clue I fuck for a living. With the Christmas music, I’m unable to discern her slurred reply, but it starts with a loud gasp. 

Boom. Problem solved.

Now, on to locate my actual client. She’s pretty enough and for the life of me, I can’t figure out why she has to pay for the likes of me. As I move through the swaying—and staggering, it’s getting late—crowd of partygoers, I check everywhere. 

Then I find her.

Sitting on a small couch in a corner, she’s with another guy. Tears are tumbling down her cheeks. He’s red-faced and the color of his face deepens when he spots me. Ah, now I understand. I’m playing the pawn in a timeless game. With a grin, I tip my glass at him before wandering out the nearest open sliding door.

Once on a broad patio, I inhale all the chilly oxygen in the world before letting it hiss from my lips. Well, I’ve been paid in advance. After a salute to the stars, I chuckle before downing the rest of the bubbly. No limo ride home for me, though. Not the first nor the last time I’d ride the train in a tux.

And then the universe decides to have a little fun at Devin’s expense.

At the slow click-clack of high heels on tile, I turn expecting my newly reconciled client to tell me to leave. But as the blood red sequins of her dress glimmer, Mrs. Boss sashays—it’s more of a meandering stagger—closer.

“How much for the weekend?”

At my eyebrows arching as I scan her voluptuous figure, her cheeks flood with color. “Do you really think you’d survive with me for two whole days?” After a quick laugh, I begin walking past her. This surreal night has to end. And soon.

“Both of us.”

When I halt next to her, I gaze into those vibrant emerald pools. There’s a hunger in them verging on desperation. Her lower lip is trembling. Why? No idea. Maybe drugs? A hint of boutique marijuana lingers in her wildflower-scented hair. Also, a faint snowy smear mars the skin beneath her flaring narrow nostrils. So, yeah, the usual combo for a well-heeled woman like her. 

Right then, something weird happens. No explanation, but I decide to slip my hand into her bodice. Beyond brash. And a surefire way to get slapped or arrested. In either event, it’s a stupid thing to do to a prospective client. Who knows, maybe I do have that premonition stuff my friends have accused me of over the years. 

Well, no matter what, my abrupt grope will cut right through her buzz. She’d rebuke me. I’d take a slap. And Bob’s yer uncle, I’d be on my way.

Except as soon as my fingertip nudges a hard nipple, there’s no slap. Not even a yelp. Instead, that desperation explodes in her eyes. Far hungrier than prudent, she emits a loud moan and presses into my palm. Alright, so she’s lucid enough. She knows what, or in my case, who she wants. 

“Both?” My palm slides under the swell of her warm globe; it’s a very firm breast. “And to be clear, we’re talking sex?”

“Um-hmm. Mmm, y-yes.” With more force, she shoves her tit into my hand. 

Even as she whimpers, I glance inside to where her husband is trying not to stare at us. With a slight build, he appears older than her. Maybe in his late fifties. As I capture her stem with my fingers, a louder groan escapes her. When I return to her pools, they are watery. She’s worried. What? That I’d reject them? Why? I should ask, but what difference will it make? Besides, with no appointments until a midweek convention, I’m as bored as I am curious. And cash is cash.

“Twenty-five grand. And I’m assuming you both want it rough?”

I mean, if you could see me, you’d understand my question. I’m not the type of guy who people approach for snuggles. However, any way you cut it, diamond jewelry or not, that price is well beyond exorbitant. Hell, if they survive our first night, they’ll be exhausted and sleeping. Popping pain pills most of the remaining time. But after a quiet gulp and a nervous glance at her unsubtle husband, she nods.

“Deal.” After tugging my hand from her heated skin, I smile. Okay, for whatever reason, she’s hooked. Let’s see how far in I can reel her. Like I said, my dad was in sales. “It’s already Friday and I’m on the clock. When do you want to do this?”

“Oh, um, I thought....” Her voice tapers off as she finds the boss man again. “Uh, perhaps....”

But here’s the thing. Those eyes. Fuck, they get to me. After everyone I’ve serviced over the years, they shouldn’t. But they do. An alarm goes off deep in my brain stem. Instead of running away, I ignore it. Which is foolish.

“Thirty-five. Premium for an unscheduled event.” I hold in a laugh. Yeah, I’d made that up. “And if you’ve got a limo, I’ll fuck you on the way.”

Jesus, does she ever react. As her entire body shudders, a much deeper crimson floods her face. Whatever emotion is beyond ravenous desperation flares in her eyes.

“Okay,” she murmurs.

Not even a glance at her husband. Nor any hesitation. In her unfocused gaze, it’s crystal clear. Drunk and high or not, she’s already naked in a limo that she may have to dash inside to hire.

I’m torn. Part of me still wants to chuckle, but I also tilt my head. What’s going on with her? And I guess Mister Boss?

Within my skull, that alarm continues to clang. But it’s muffled and I flash her my million-dollar smile.

“Find me when you’re ready.” Only then do I have a spark of normalcy. Miscommunication leads to strange and dangerous things happening. Just to be sure I’m being hired by them both.... “Better yet, send your husband.”

After a curt nod at her, I march inside, seeking more of that champagne. At the soft clicking of her heels behind me, I shake my head. 

Try as I might, I still can’t see this weird ploy of hers working out. She went from horny older woman seeking a little funtime company to married spokesperson hiring me for a weekend with them both. That klaxon in my skull? Yeah, it’s starting to rattle my teeth. To be honest, as her heel clicks fade, I doubt I’ll encounter either of them again.

The universe decides otherwise. 

Not more than ten minutes later, Mr. Boss saunters towards me. Near the ballroom’s exit, I’m leaning back against a wall, chatting with
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