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Wish For Love (Seabrook Tales, #1)

I am Malalai. I knew that Grant Houser was said to be too well-liked and respected in political circles from being a monetary donor to political campaigns in our home state of Connecticut. He was running for political office as Connecticut’s Rhodes County Congressman. I sensed that if I stayed in Connecticut’s Rhodes County where Grant primary lived as my association with him that would cause people to put two to two together that we had a sexual relationship of me as a prostitute paid for sexual services. This would cause a scandal for Grant destroying his efforts to win the congressional seat. 

One bodyguard of Grant’s said “I give you a warning. The hand of justice will unexpectedly fall when people least expect it.”

I’ve kept that warning to my mind.

I contacted Grant by calling his cellphone’s private number “Just let me live anywhere in Connecticut I want as I go finding my own way. I’m done with this relationship. You don’t need me staining your political career’s ambitions.”

Grant said, “I’ll talk to you later by having my lawyer contact you for legality.”

Grant kept his word. His lawyer came into the hotel room where I was staying temporarily.

His lawyer said to me “He agreed to let you go if you sign a confidentially agreement to keep things quiet. He’ll give you a monetary fee of one hundred thousand dollars as compensation for your time.”

I agreed and signed the form. The money was automatically deposited into my bank account within twenty-four hours. I was free to find my way, which I settled in a State University’s college metropolis city of Seabrook located in Connecticut’s Long Island County bordering New York City. I settled on using the money for paying for a security deposit to a rented one-bedroom apartment in building named Cora Corporation a high rise and never looked back. My bruises healed up, but I had to put up with the scars of the knife and whip cuts that Grant put onto my body. I couldn’t afford to get them surgically fixed up from a lack of monetary resources for cosmetic surgery. The only way I could keep people from questioning my scars was wearing coverage of pants and long sleeves. This became my uniform I habitually went around in the city hunting for seasonal waitressing jobs to pay the bills. Luckily those restaurants never required me to bare skin instead just wear coverages. On one Saturday midafternoon in August month after Grant won his election to the congressional title in July, I went out of an impulse to a pizza restaurant intending to sit and enjoy the food there. Grant won the congressional election a month ago on July fifth that election day nationwide and statewide in Connecticut. July fourth was the United States’s Independence Day when the Americans succeeded from Great Britain’s rule by becoming an independent nation back in 1776. Followed a day later their new president sworn in to lead the Americans. Election day for politicians was July fifth from their president’s swearing in. Then in September the first Monday is swearing in day for politicians to start their term. For president and vice president as the leaders of the country their election day was held on the first Tuesday in November followed by swearing in in January on Tuesday the second week after New Year’s Day. That was when I was unexpectedly not alone in the restaurant’s booth with a man who looks like he walked straight out of a historical romance novel. The kind with heroes who smolder in darkened corners, exude power without saying a word, and make perfectly sensible women consider ruining their reputations for just sex.

I recalled asking Ma “Why is sex usually just that’s it and nothing more?”

Ma said, “Don’t worry the sex usually gets better with love and time.”

I had cases when sex with a guy turned out to make me think “That’s it? Nothing else happens?”

I had nothing mind blowing happening when I had sexual relations with men associated with prostitution. I felt like I wanted passion and chemistry and wild sex for the rest of my life. No wonder I kept finding no chemistry with anyone of the male variety regardless of who I dated ending in the bedroom with no spark happening between the guy and me. 

This lack of spark thing made me end things “Sorry we’re not sexually capable.”

One guy had to insult me when I broke up with him “You’re the lousiest lay I ever had!”

“Good riddance to that idiot!” I recalled thinking about him.

There was another guy I thought was promising.

Instead, he said, “I’m gay but thanks for your interests.”

Gay meant men favoring men in sexual relations.

I was defeated thinking “I’ll never find a guy I can be sexually capable with in sex chemistry way.”

But abruptly when sitting in a restaurant alone a guy wearing a businessman suit tailored to his body joined me in the booth to sit without asking me.

The guy said, “Mind if I join you to keep you company?”

His voice was a deep masculine baritone that made me feel pleasant hearing enough to want more of his talking to me.

I was tempted to say, “Go away I want to be alone!”

But I didn’t from finding the restaurant was crowded filled with people with the scents of mouth-watering pizza cooking from the kitchen.

I said, “Certainly if you don’t mind sharing a pizza pie that’s just plain cheese with me.”

He spoke “Good. That’s one food I love to eat as a treat occasionally. I’m a health nut freak. Always focused on the physical involving keeping a strong healthy body. But I tend to eat junky occasionally.”

I had to admit his blue-colored eyes framed by straight pulled back black hair in a partial tail with his handsome face looking clean shaven on his jawbone attracted me. 

I spoke “I’m Malalai.”

“David.” He spoke and added “Your name sounds exotic.”

I had to admit to him “I’m Arabian born. I was born in the city of Tehran in the Ottoman Turk Empire to American missionaries. My parents named my two older twin brothers and me names associated with the international regional area we were born in. Such like Nagoya and Nagano two cities in Shibutani where my brothers were born in the capital city of Tokyo then me came along in the middle east.”

David said, “That’s interesting. I’m curious to learn more about your time growing up with parents being in the service of religious way. Must be exciting exploring the world while being a child.”

“Exciting.” I said nodding and added “Lonely. Because I had to move away a lot from what was familiar to me to start all over again in a new place.”

“I’m sorry.” David sounded seemingly sympathetic.

The pizza arrived along with the waitress put down a pitcher of soda with two cups. I didn’t ask for that pitcher or cups, but I guess that the wait staff noticed us both together and planned for us both ahead. We silently ate the pizza and drank the soda down. I admit David and I were equal in appetites of eating the pizza that the whole pan was consumed along with the soda from the pitcher was practically gulped down. Once we were done the waitress came by to lay the check. Our hands bumped when we each went to pick up the folder containing the bill to pay for our nourishment.

David said, “I’ll pay for you as you’re a pretty woman I’m enjoying being in your presence.”

I was forced to concede and let him put his credit card into the folder for the waitress to stop by and pick up. 

I spoke “So tell me about yourself. Who and what makes you David?”

I saw his expression form a disagreeable look like he didn’t want to answer my question.

Evidence he said “There’s nothing to talk about myself. As for this city of Seabrook, I consider myself a native with no intention of leaving the city to live elsewhere. Everything I need as my lifestyle and home is here.”

I sensed he seemed firmly obsessed with Seabrook from the location of bordering New York City. He seemed to have an unwillingness to live elsewhere like anyone else that worked in New York City and commute home to Connecticut. The waitress stopped by and picked up the folder to walk off.

I said, “Seabrook is in interesting city for sure but too much stimulation.”

I saw David scowl saying “Not too much stimulation to you. Just enough busyness to keep me occupied with my mind’s thinking inwardly.”

I sensed there was a lot more to David’s obsession with living in Connecticut focused city of Seabrook. But he wasn’t saying anything to me. The waitress arrived back with the folder. I lent David a pen to write the tip amount onto the bill.

I said “I suggested to give her five dollars as tip. This place is hopping with patrons enough to make her harried with the job.”

I saw David nodding and scrawling the number on the paper form using his left hand to sign the paper form then he set aside the folder.

He addressed me saying, “Come let’s go outside. Free up this seat. We can continue our talk elsewhere.”

I agreed with him and got up slinging on my backpack over my denim jacket. I cursed myself for a choice of wardrobe. I put on my raggedy jeans, a bit of scruffy white sneakers and a black vee necked tee shirt with my faded blue denim jacket over it. I felt like I was underdressed for an outing with David going around the city on a date I assumed was what we were doing. Once outside I got a good gauge of our heights. He was tall, six feet, wearing flat sneakers while I was identical height with legs that were always unsteady to make me trip all over the place. David guided me and I looked around at the area. He seemed to be going somewhere I was unsure of where he was taking me. Before I could react, he got us both into an alleyway my back on the wall with his hands caging me as he landed his lips onto mine. I was wired with electrical jolts from being kissed brainless to being flustered. I felt desire flared within me that I didn’t even hesitate to get my hands onto his shirt underneath his open businessman jacket. I felt he was rocking hard with muscles from the feeling of the fabric as we kissed. The feeling he gave me was literally what I wanted was something I had never really felt before.

“You want this?” David spoke breaking off the kiss.

I said, “Yes I want you.”

David spoke “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Then his lips are on mine again and he’s grinding into me. His hands got into my hair freeing the hairband tie to run fingers through the strands. I let myself be bold and slide my hands underneath the front of his untucked button-down shirt to touch his bare skinned muscles rippling underneath my fingers. I was pretty sure I had never kissed like that before towards any man. 

I think “Maybe Ma’s right. Maybe I was just dating the wrong guys and having hook ups that turned out to be nothing.”

David broke away suddenly saying “Let’s get out of here.”

He grabbed my hand and dragged me out to the street to the waiting sports utility vehicle parked at the curb. He pulled me onto his lap till I’m straddling him. He slid his hands up my jeans, clad legs and pulled me tight against him. I squeak feeling his arousal touching my core through our garments and his lips twitch. 

David spoke “You have no idea what you’re in for.”

Then his lips are on my neck with his hands pressed onto my back. He was kissing at first, and then he gave a little nip, and I jumped but he held me close. David brought his lips back to my neck and kissed them again, and even though this time I’m certain he’ll leave a mark, I can’t bring myself to tell him to stop. It does feel good too good. David trailed his lips up to my ear, where he nibbled on the lobe. I couldn’t stop myself from moaning. While I do appreciate this, this is almost too much for me, and I don’t want to give the driver something to listen to.

He pulled away, his breath hot on my ear speaking “We need to lay down a few ground rules for this.”

I nodded, not able to speak as his fingers were lightly running up and down my sides. It makes me think we might do the deed right here in the car. I can feel his mouth against my ear.

David continued “I’ve rendered you speechless, huh? That’s good. Anyway, rules. One. We can’t tell anyone that we’re doing this with each other. Privacy reasons. If anyone notices your hickeys, you tell them you had a moment with a random guy like a one-night stand term. Two. This is the most important one. From this moment on, I’m in charge. You’ll do whatever I say. If at any given time, you want to end things, you say the word stop and tap my shoulder either one of them three times. And I will, no matter what’s going on. But there’s no going back once you say stop or tap out. I’ll bring you a glass of water for example while I wait for you to get dressed and take you back to your place. Do you understand?”

Desire and fear swirl in my stomach. His fingers are still on my upper thighs kneading me in such a sexual kitty cat way. A small part of me wants to cower away and say no thanks. Then again, this is an opportunity I’ll never have again. One that promises to change me. One that’ll tell me if I’m capable of being sexual despite feeling like I’m a prude unable to perform with men.

I spoke “Yes, I understand.”

David sneered when he said, “And will you follow the rules?”

“Yes.” I said robotically.

David spoke with menace in his voice “Good.”

I thought we would resume our moment in the car, but it didn’t happen. Instead, David got me off his lap to sit next to him with the seat belt hooked around me.

I figured he was thinking “Safety is safety first in cars.”

I spent the ride peering out the window in hopes of glimpsing where David lived as his residence. I admit I had no clue of who David was identified as besides the name he said to me. As far as I knew he could have been a rich businessman that spent money lavishly on himself pleasuring women who pleasure him in return. There was nothing else said involving who and what David was identified. He shut me down by refusing to talk to me in the car ride to our mysterious destination. 

I kept saying comments suchlike “The city’s ocean parkland beach is that way in that direction in the east. I hear the area is very pretty this time of year for moonlight strolls.”

Silence was all I got from David as I babbled my mouth off. 

David never once said “HMM!”

Or say “HUMPH!”

Any questions I tried asking David to answer were met with silence. 

Suchlike asking, “Besides pizza what other foods do you favor?”

David remained silent, refusing to answer me. I felt frustrated with him being a brick wall.

*
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I am David.

I was thinking “Can’t this woman shut up with her useless babbling talk?!”

I was determined to ignore her for the remainder of the car ride to my house by being silent. Despite Malalai repeatedly kept trying to engage me but I remained silent.

I was thinking “Shut up!”

Soon to my relief Malalai got the message and remained quiet.

*
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Malalai: I was frustrated by David’s silence that he indicated that the sexual hookup as planned was nothing but a business transaction for him to get his urges satisfied in a manly way. Nothing involved getting to know each other in a relationship like I hoped to have happened between us. Soon I gave up talking and focused out the window at the scenery in hopes of seeing where David’s home was located. I was bugged-eyed when I saw a dead-end street bordering a state forest parkland regional area surrounding it having ordinary houses that didn’t look like fancy Nancy mansions. Just regular two-story houses that confused me brainless. The driver parked in the driveway of a white colored house with black shutters and an entire lining length front porch in front of it that came with two garages. 

I blurted before I could stop myself “You live here?!”

“Get out of the car!” David sounded rudely in response.

I was dejected that David was obviously maintaining the illusion that our togetherness was just a sex transaction of I called it prostitution. Once out of the car with my backpack in hand I numbly followed David inside the garage he accessed by cellphone to unlock and open the door. I was numb with shock that I was still stuck with prostitution despite trying to get away from that profession. Inside the mud room that was also the laundry room with a separate bathroom off the right-hand side entering from the garage. 

David still sounding rude said “Shoes off. I’ve got a shoeless policy around here.”

I undid my shoes but was unsure if I should drop my backpack and undo my jacket with the knife scars lining my arms.

“Dump that thing and take your coat off. You don’t need them.” David said rudely.

I obeyed David’s order despite hating what was going to happen between us. An obvious dominator from him while I’m the submissive robot obeying his sex’s ordered commands. David made no mention of my scars or focus on them. Instead, he jabbed a finger to the door leading inside the house.

David said, “Get inside.”

I obeyed David despite groaning, dejected to lead the way inside. I saw a kitchen once entering the room that had a sliding door in the wall off the right-hand side having blinds. Facing ahead was the living room having a fireplace as glimpsed with a large flat screened tv above it while accompanied by a semicircle black leather couch. I glanced at David repeatedly that jabbed directions for me to go. He directed me through the dining room empty of furniture to stairs going up them. Once I reached the landing, I was unsure of where to go but David gestured towards the door ending the hallway off the right passed through doors in the walls. Once inside the room I grimaced seeing it looked geared towards sex in restraints while getting off sexually. Complete with the two ceiling posts in the middle of the room having rope ties attached to them. There was various sex toys scattered around on tables and racks of whips and knives and multiple cloth restraints. Everything seemed to be for both men and women to use for sexual pleasure. I swear David had a sex fetish of getting off in a dominator way towards someone being submissive tied up in restraints. 

David said once we were in the room with door locked shut “Now strip your clothes and leave nothing else on.”

Groaning I obeyed but I didn’t make the clothes stripping like a strip show to tease him. Instead, I just removed everything off me and eyed the floor once naked with head bowed in submission towards him as my master. I admit my body’s skin was riddled with scarring lines from repeatedly whipped and cut by Grant that pulled what David was about to do towards me. One difference is that I hoped that David didn’t think of using his fists onto me if I didn’t behave in a submissive way. Grant was violent with his fists punching and hitting my body each time he thought I wasn’t doing what he ordered. 

“Stand facing the table with your hands onto there.” I heard David say.

I obeyed despite being unsure of what David was up to. I sensed air motions from David, but I didn’t turn to look. Just remained facing in my direction eyes on the table eyeing a vibrator sex toy. Next thing I knew was David’s cock I felt was thrust right inside my pussy entering my cunt. His thrusting cock wound up giving me an electrical charged zap of pleasure once we connected as one flesh. I admit one thing David’s cock filled my cunt completely like he was a key to my keyhole like we both fitted together in a sexual capability. I tried not to let David know I was literally liking his cock filling my insides, but a moan gave me away.

David’s voice sounded in my ear “You like that don’t you?”

I moaned “Yes.”

He pulled out to slap me then reentered me again restarting that electrical zapping charge. I squirmed when he didn’t move at first just remained stuck imbedded inside me. 

“Pull...lease.” I moaned.

I was literally crazy for David to move to bring sexual pleasure. Instead, he did another pull out then slap then entered me again with stillness. 

I again squirmed and begged “Pull...lease!”

David spoke with menace “Then you’re going to get it.” 

This was followed by him pumping himself in and out of me in a punishing pounding way. 

I was moaning encouragement “Yes. Continue. Don’t stop. Please.”

The orgasm erupted making me shriek “YES!”

The orgasm was felt all over my body in electrical waved jolts that was what I wanted as my sexual achieved victory.

“YAH RAH!” I heard David roar his call of victory.

Somehow David seemed to be not fixed by the explosive results I felt from him. For sexing Grant I habitually felt nothing involving seeding explosions was felt from him erupting along with me from the inside. Grant indicated he had a vasectomy a man’s surgical option of preventing his cock from giving up the effects into women to cause pregnancies if the lady isn’t blocked to prevent that. I was shocked to get that explosive result from David causing his cock to spill is effects inside me. Luckily, I had my tubes tied on Grant’s orders from medical manipulation to make me not get pregnant while sexually pleasuring men and him anytime he needed me. Once the aftershocks finished, I nearly collapsed to my knees out of shock hitting me that I was sexually satisfied literally. The table with my hands on it helped hold me up from falling to my knees. I felt David pulled out leaving me there without a worded command to me. I caught my breath and straightened up my form to turn around to stand eyeing David while waiting for further orders. David had his clothes still on with zipper of his pants zipped up I saw to my surprise.

He said rudely “Get dressed. We’re done here.”

I groaned inwardly sensing the ritual between us was nothing but a business sex transaction in David’s eyes. I obeyed David and got dressed in my clothes out of numbness. I literally felt like David was who I was looking for in a relationship with besides sexual games. This was something David was obviously not interested in at all. Once dressed David got me back downstairs to the mud room to resume my slip-on sneakers and jacket along with taking my backpack in hand. I followed him silently through the garage outside to the waiting vehicle that hadn’t driven away. Seated inside I struggled not to cry upset tears that prostitution was a profession that I wasn’t escaping easily. 

“Your address? Tell the driver. He’ll drive you to your home.” David spoke to me then he shut the car door locking me inside.

I forlorn saw him reenter the house through the garage that slammed its door behind him. 

The driver spoke “Ma’am?”

Groaning I spoke “Cora Corporation building.”

“Affirmative.” Said the driver.

I slowly allowed tears to flow down my eyes. I sat crying trying to be quiet to not make a noise for the driver to hear me. I swear I was making loud sniffing noises, but I tried to be quiet. I was blowing my nose from a wad of tissues taken
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