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It’s All About The Money


Lilly

Becoming an escort was the only decision Dr.
Lilly Peters could find that made everything in her life work the
way it had to. It paid the bills and kept her grandmother
comfortable.

She’d never forget her first encounter. They
met at a small hotel in Chicago. Lilly was a little tired from
being in the ER all day, but when she stopped for an espresso, she
knew she’d be okay. Thank God for Starbucks!

As she sat sipping her coffee, she noticed
an attractive guy giving her the eye. He was a little older than
her, but he was extremely nice looking. He had blonde hair, bright
blue eyes and was built like an Adonis. He looked like he might’ve
just come back from a vacation because his skin had a healthy
sun-kissed glow.

When he finally got brave enough to approach
her, she learned his name was Nick. He didn’t talk much, but Lilly
was fine with that. What she had in mind for him didn’t require
much conversation.

They went back to his hotel room, and he
seemed a little nervous. “Would you like some wine, dear?” he asked
timidly.

He has such a charming voice; maybe he
should talk more. “No, thank you. I think I’d rather have you.”
She was totally out of her comfort zone, but it was also kind of
exciting.

Should I talk or just get undressed?
Maybe this isn’t for me. I should leave and forget this night ever
happened. I can’t be an escort. I don’t feel sexy enough. The
doubts ran through her mind until she noticed the way he was
looking at her. The hunger in his eyes sent a signal straight to
her core.

She went to him and kissed him lightly. He
responded immediately and they continued to kiss until they both
relaxed. She took his hands and led them to the buttons on her
blouse. He deftly followed her unspoken instructions then took the
initiative and unhooked her bra. His hands were gentle, and she
noticed the color of his eyes had deepened with lust.

Lilly took a few deep breaths and regained
control. How can I be so turned on by someone I don’t
even know?

Apparently he felt the same way, because he
pushed her down on the bed, raised her legs and took off her
panties in one smooth movement. She could feel his warm breath and
searching tongue as he began exploring her body. He’s hardly
touched me yet, and I can’t believe how wet I am.

“You’re so very beautiful,” he
whispered.

She was still a little cautious, but wanted
more. He switched his focus to her breasts, and as he circled her
nipples with his rough fingers, she could feel them harden. He
wants me, and I defiantly want him.

Then, he was on top of her, and immediately
inside her. She was on fire, and he was perfect. This is so much
better than I ever imagined! How can being with a stranger
be so sensual?

There was something special about that first
secret tryst. She’d never shared a bed with someone she didn’t
know. It was a thrill and an incredible high. I’m in! This
escort thing is definitely something I can do.

***

Her men loved surprises and she gave it to
them, full force. Just thinking about it made her hot. Imagining
what she could do to them was a great aphrodisiac.

Lilly’s favorite place to start was in the
shower. She turned her anxieties into an asset there, and her
confidence drove her clients wild with desire.

First she would lather her partner
with a sweet-smelling fragrance — one she liked, and she made sure
she used a unique scent for each man. She enjoyed the fact that her
lovers were different. Even though this was just a job, she wanted
to feel some excitement, not just be a mannequin lying on a
bed.

Many times her clients weren’t anything like
their real world personas when they were with her. This was
probably good, because it meant she was providing something they
couldn’t get elsewhere. The men Lilly had sex with seemed to be
searching for something to make them feel better. In response to
that need, she was a kind and generous lover who worked to make
them believe they were special. She usually succeeded, and they
came back for more.

She didn’t classify herself as a hooker; she
was an escort who only saw the top echelon of men. They paid big
bucks to be with her, and she gave them their money’s worth every
time. Chicago was her playground and it was filled with men who
wanted her services.

When they were together, she’d remove her
clothes and theirs, and then they’d move to the shower. She’d start
with luxurious, therapeutic water play that began with her
sensually lathering herself while the client watched.

The man of the evening would be treated to
the sight of her hands slowly caressing every part of her body.
Some of her men had never been with a woman other than their wives,
so taking things slowly to start with was almost required. This
little performance did two things — it made the men relaxed and
raring to go, and it turned Lilly on like nothing else. By the time
she’d finished lathering herself and was ready to start on them,
the men were hers to direct any way she liked.

Once she rinsed herself off, it was their
turn to do the lathering. She would make sure they touched her in
all her favorite places. She had no problem guiding them, and they
had no problem accepting her assistance. They always get harder
when they see I’m excited. That’s what makes me one of the
best — I know this and I always make sure it happens. Not
only do they get a good lay, but they also get a woman with
style.

On occasion, a man couldn’t seal the deal —
either because he didn’t truly want it to or because he wasn’t
ready for the next step. Lilly didn’t worry too much when this
happened. Frequently, within a week or so, the man in question
would be back and ready to rock and roll, requesting repeat
performance of her shower treatment. Eventually, all of my
customers leave satisfied, Lilly thought with more than a
little pride.

Lilly especially liked men who leaned her
back against the tile in the shower while the water sprayed down on
them; it somehow made the experience more seductive. She also
enjoyed it when her men kissed and licked her breasts while using
their fingers to play between her thighs — first gently, then more
aggressively as her passion built. She didn’t like to be
rushed.

Some of her regulars had figured out exactly
what she liked and made sure they gave it to her, including the
expensive, shiny baubles she favored. She viewed the jewelry as an
insurance policy, and secreted each piece away for use in case of
an emergency.

She also found she was easily turned on by a
variety of stimuli, and this helped her to be even more successful
with her men. She seemed to like different things with different
men. Her regulars quickly figured this out and learned that when
she was excited, they got a much hotter experience. What they
didn’t realize was the method to her madness. Lilly didn’t actually
do much to get them to the euphoric state they craved; she’d just
lie back and let them do all of the work. It made them feel
powerful and manly, and that helped to make her services even more
popular.

She didn’t like truly rough sex, and neither
did most of her clients. On occasion, she had a request for
something she found distasteful, so she would just say no and make
sure the man respected her wishes. If a client became too
aggressive, she was tough enough to kick him right out of her bed.
She would then cross him off her preferred client list.

Pleasing men with money isn’t as difficult
as I thought. In the boardroom, they might be hard-hitting, cold
bastards — but with me, they become my easily manipulated,
well-trained pets.

***

Being a doctor was Lilly’s dream, and she
was living it. I love it when they call me Dr. Peters! Her
job usually invigorated her, but some days she left the hospital
feeling drained. She was having one of those days today and had
been on call for what seemed like five days, but it’d really only
been 24 hours.

Exhaustion was expected — it went along with
the internship territory — but that didn’t stop her from trying to
unwind before going to sleep. She hated going home to an empty
apartment, even though she now lived in a luxury building with a
doorman and top security. It bothered her a little that she was
still alone when she closed the door, but that wasn’t about to
change any time soon.

She decided she’d go for a drink after her
shift, instead of going straight home. Rather than head to the bar
the other doctors hung out at, she went to the only place she knew
where she could sit and not be bothered—the bar at the Harrington
Hotel on Wacker.

She wasn’t much of a drinker, and
particularly didn’t like drinking alone, but sometimes that was the
only way to chase away the bad days. If she wanted conversation,
she was on a first-name basis with all of the hotel bartenders.
Sometimes they confided in her, but she had yet to reveal anything
about herself to them.

Because her father drank too much, even one
drink reminded her of everything she’d tried so hard to forget —
his smell, his sleeping around with strange women, and his
undeniable lack of ambition. Her mother, a pediatric cardiologist,
eventually took her own life after several bouts of serious
depression that Lilly suspected were connected to her father’s
behavior.

Having that in her background gave Lilly all
the more reason to work hard toward her goal. She was going to be a
successful doctor, no matter how difficult
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