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      The only cock I’ll ever know.

      My tongue traces up its silhouette, exploring the throbbing veins with its tip.

      I’ve committed it to memory by now, but still, I want it etched into the dark matter of my brain. On my deathbed, this is the only thing I want to hold on to. My lips wrap around his shaft, toying with him in the early morning hours.

      The sun crests over the snowcapped mountains, casting a golden glow over our naked bodies.

      Despite the floor to ceiling windows in the ski chalet, the room is warm. He keeps it that way so I never have to wear anything more than lingerie.

      He spoils me, and I spoil him in return.

      My fingertips lightly graze his sac, my nails delicate, without pressure. My other hand reaches up, exploring his abs, his chest, before he takes my wrist and guides my finger to his mouth, kissing it affectionately.

      I purr, letting the vibration buzz through his shaft, my bare breasts rubbing on his thigh as my hips wriggle eagerly in the air.

      It’s hard to believe that one year ago today, I lost my virginity in this exact bed, to this exact man.

      My daddy’s best friend.
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      “Are you really going to auction off your virginity?”

      Despite sitting in a crowded cafe, I refuse to pantomime being scandalized at my bff’s shock. She and I started our adult modelling career together, and this is the next logical step for me. I’m 20 years old, and finding a boyfriend who can handle what I do is way too annoying.

      “Have I ever said I was going to do something and not followed through?” I dared her, arching a manicured brow before sipping my flat white.

      She shakes her head, dark hair glittering from the Christmas lights. After just getting back from a tropical vacation, she has a deep tan that makes her blue eyes almost unsettling in their clarity.

      “Well… when?”

      “Christmas. Nighttime, you know, after all the kiddies go to sleep. I’ll be their New Year’s Eve gift to themselves.”

      “Jesus, Candace. What if the winner is a total creep?”

      “Relax, Abby. Any guy who’d pay ten thousand dollars to fuck me could never be a creep.” I smirk, cheeky, and she rolls her eyes.

      “So that’s what you think you’ll go for?”

      “Hopefully. I mean, would be awesome if bidding went bonkers, but I figure that’s a realistic expectation.”

      Abby blows on her PSL, lost in thought.

      “Maybe I could lie and auction off my virginity, too.”

      We’re getting looks from the other table, and I toss my dirty blonde hair over my shoulder, flaunting my high cheekbones and full lips. Before I turned to adult work, I was a teen model, and getting stares from men is almost boring at this point. Unless they’re paying, I mean.

      Yea, I’m greedy. Whatever. I want to retire young, and that requires a certain amount of drive and greed.

      At this point in my life, I can’t imagine anything getting me hotter than a man paying for my attention.

      For my virginity.

      I squirm in my seat, my tight dress riding up my long thighs. Abby thought she was poo-pooing my idea, but instead she got me even more excited about it.

      “You know what? You’re right. $10k should be the starting bid. Weed out any creeps.”

      “You’re not weeding out the creeps, you’re just weeding out the poor creeps.”

      I laugh, winking at a guy two tables over who gets so flustered he spills his coffee on his lap. That only makes me laugh harder, and Abby joins in, nearly spilling her PSL.

      “I’m posting the announcement tonight. You’ll help me record, right?”

      “Of course! What are slutty sisters for?”
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      “Wow, Candace… There are a lot of people saying they’re going to bid.” Abby’s scrolling her phone next to me, casually lounging in a brand new lingerie set. It’s bright blue and brings out her eyes. I think she must still be baked from the sun, because I’m in a cozy flannel pajama set, and still curling up under the blankets for warmth.

      “Most of them are full of shit, though. This guy? Last month he asked for a discount on his $5/month plan. All talk.”

      Abby nods, but she’s seeing potential dollar signs for her own fake virginity auction. I have the benefit of being truthful, but it does occur to me that not everyone will believe it. That might hurt the market value.

      “This guy said your dad must be disappointed in you and someone else is, like, ready to fight him in the comments on it. Says your dad would be proud of you no matter what.”

      I pick up my phone, scroll down to the comment, my head tilting in confusion. The way he worded it was so certain. He would be proud of me.

      My heart skips a beat. My dad died when I was younger so I had no idea how he’d feel about my career. I press my knees together under the blanket, trying to shut the thoughts out.

      Waiting for Christmas feels like being a kid again. For the first time in almost a decade, I’m excited to see what Santa has in store for me.
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      “What do you mean, five hundred?”

      Abby’s operating the camera for my live show. It’s just a little Christmas present, a way to tease my fans as bidding gets going. I’m dressed up in a red ribbon lingerie set, with a propane fireplace set up behind me and a fur rug beneath my ass. At least I’m not freezing like I usually am for my nudie shows.

      “Five hundred, C.”

      “I thought we agreed to start bidding at a thousand?”

      We’re on a brief break from the show, and I get up, walking around the lighting to stare over my bff’s shoulder at her phone.

      “Oh. Wait, what?”

      I’m stone sober, but I have to resist the urge to rub my eyes—don’t want to spoil my makeup—because her screen is saying bidding is now at five. Hundred. Thousand. Dollars.

      “That’s gotta be a prank, right?”

      “I mean… I don’t think so. The platform only lets bids come in if they’re verified ahead of the auction.”

      Abby’s eyes are about to bug out of her head, and I don’t blame her. I’m shaking, and I have to lean back on the sofa, or else I’ll fall over.

      “That’s… insane. What? God, that’s like… car money. No! House money! What the fuck?”

      My skin is flushed, and Abby busts out of her stupor enough to go grab me a carbonated water. I press the glass to my forehead, condensation beading against my skin as I stare at my friend. She’s smiling, and earnest to God smile.

      “You did say I’d get a ten percent cut, yeah?”

      “Yea, fuck. Five grand for holding a camera, not a bad night!”

      “Candace, no wonder you flunked math. Ten percent is fifty thousand. You get the house money, I get the car money.”

      I stare at her, the enormity of the sum dawning on me.

      And then her phone blips.

      “Make that fifty-five thousand,” she says, showing me the screen as bidding continues. I’m not even live, and still!

      “Fuck. Fuck! Oh my God!”

      I start screaming, bouncing in my pleasers, and Abby wraps me in an enormous hug, because we both know this is life changing. When we were teen models together, cobbling together gigs wherever we could find them, we became as close as sisters. When we turned eighteen, we naturally got a place together—and I changed my name so my abusive mom couldn’t find me.

      “Oh, don’t cry! You’ll smudge your mascara,” Abby chides me, but she already has a tear streak running through her foundation. “Now, get yourself together. There are some massive whales watching your show. You drain those rich pricks dry!”

      I laugh, and she pats the corner of my eyes with a tissue, drying my excited tears away. Settling back in on the rug, I put on my bitchy-model face, as if I expected bidding to actually be higher than it is. My heart is racing, my pussy is slick, and the night has only just begun.
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