
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





 


 


A Jade’s Diamond

 


 


 


 


Char Dafoe


 


A Jade’s
Diamond

Copyright ©
2021 Char Dafoe

Published by
Painted Hearts Publishing

Smashwords
Edition

 


About
the Book You Have
Purchased

 


All rights
reserved. Without reserving the rights under copyright, reserved
above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or
introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, or
any other means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or
otherwise) without the prior written permission of the copyright
owner and the above publisher of this book. Distribution of this
e-book, in whole or in part, is forbidden. Such action is illegal
and in violation of the U.S. Copyright Law.

Unauthorized reproduction of
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal
copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary
gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years
in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

 



 


A Jade’s
Diamond

Copyright ©
2021 Char Dafoe

 


Publication
Date: January 14, 2021

ISBN:
978-1-946379-58-0

Author: Char
Dafoe

Editor: Sydney
Maples

Proofreader:
C.S. Baker

All
cover art and logo copyright ©
2021 by Painted Hearts Publishing

Cover Design by
S Hardy

 


ALL RIGHTS
RESERVED: This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic
reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written
permission.

All characters
and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.

 


[image: tmp_d59d1eada8231bde8c5550b7110156fe_wupD2D_html_m23209758.jpg]












Publisher’s Content
Guidance






A Jade’s Diamond
follows Nayvee LaCroix and, in part, their
struggle to survive in the slums of the fictional city of Star. The
story contains some scenes of a graphic sexual nature, in addition
to an “off-screen” act of violence as told from the point of view
of a main character (Chapter 5), that some readers may find
triggering.












Acknowledgments

 


First and foremost, I’d like to thank
anyone who doesn’t conform to the norm, people who go against the
grain and live their lives truthfully. I’d also like to thank all
the writers out there who’ve been inspired by these people and to
write about them, because without writers who aren’t afraid to talk
about subjects that are considered taboo and shed a light on them
then my book wouldn’t have seen the light of day. I want to say a
huge thank you to my beta readers, Christine (Dr. Hooker), Chris,
Carter, Leah, and Bobbi. I know this kind of story came right out
of left field and knocked you senseless, given my history of the
types of stories I usually write, so thank you for your patience
and understanding toward two very special characters I created.
Thank you to Painted Hearts Publishing for taking me on as an
author and for helping me with my baby where it can flourish and
shine. Lastly, I want to thank my mother and stepfather for
allowing my family and I to bunk down in your basement during a
very trying time in our lives and for allowing me to lose myself in
my writing. Without your support and constant nagging to turn down
the volume on the tv, A Jade’s Diamond would probably still be in
rough draft lost on my broken laptop.

















I want dedicate this story to my
father. Without his storytelling throughout my entire childhood and
all the way into my thirties, my own tales would not be as
elaborate. Thank you for your creative gift.






 



 


 


One

 


Nayvee

 


The blasting,
ear-piercing horn of a car flying by my house jolted me up from a
deep sleep. I rolled over on my back and reached for
the cell phone that was charging on
the floor beside my mattress. The dark sky and the yellow glow of
the street lights through my bedroom window told me that it was
night, but I still needed to know what the actual time was. The
bright light from the screen had me painfully squinting in the
darkness of my bedroom. I dropped the phone down on the mattress
and rubbed away the sleep from my eyes before I picked it up again.
Realizing how late it was—twelve-thirty in the morning—I groaned in
frustration. I was ninety minutes late for work. But, instead of
quickly jumping up to get ready, I just laid there, flat on my back
and staring up at the ceiling. Lately, I have had zero desire to do
much, especially my job, but tonight, not only was my desire
depleted, my energy was gone as well. “I hate my life,” I whispered
into the darkness.

Dressed in
just my boxer briefs, I
dragged my feet to the bathroom for a hot shower, then found myself
scouring over the few clothes I owned for work. I opted for my
black jeans and a V-neck white t-shirt. Half-dressed now, I stood
in front of my bathroom mirror rubbing pomade between my palms
before applying it to my short, blonde locks. I basically wore my
hair in a pompadour style with a wind-blown affect to it. Once I
was satisfied, I spritzed on some cologne, added a black belt to my
ensemble, and then threw on my black sports blazer. On my way out,
I slid a pack of cigarettes into my back pocket. A lighter and my
cell phone took space in the other pocket. I stuffed a few condoms
in my front pockets before stepping outside past the little bit of
security I had behind my front door, and into the cold, night
air.

As soon as I left my
street and on to the main drag of what was considered the slums in
Star, I lit up a cigarette. Already a large city of
eighty-thousand, Star tripled in size during the summer months due
to the popular beaches and lakes nearby.

My boots
splatted along the wet sidewalk, a clear indication that rain had
fallen while I’d been dead to
the world. I walked with my head down while smoking my fag,
occasionally glancing up at any vehicle rolling by slowly enough to
indicate that either the driver or the passenger was checking out
what was for sale. Normally, I would stop for any vehicle showing
interest, but tonight the few who did show a slight interest kept
driving by. It wasn’t uncommon for me to score a payload or two
before I ended up at a bar.

I ended up passing a few
clients on my stroll down the main drag of town, all femmes and
straight. As I passed each one, they all seemed compelled to reach
out and paw at me with a knowing smirk, smile, or a wink. I simply
nodded, letting their penetrating glances and violating hands work
me as I continued on.

Nearing the
bar that was my destination, I spotted a couple of vamps guarding and working their
corners. One particular vamp sneered at me with a snide comment,
intimidated by my very presence alone. Being a jade, I was not only
envied and awed, but I was a threat to the vamps. Vamps were not
Vampires. They did, however, have a common denominator, and that
was sucking people dry of their spendings and their wallets. They
dressed less than favourably but more appealing to the likes of
people who considered themselves as high-brow, even though they
lived just on the other side of the slums where the houses were
only slightly less dilapidated than the rest. I considered myself a
jade. It basically meant disreputable woman, even though I
identified as non-binary, but the streets didn’t give a shit about
identities or sexual preferences. I didn’t own a corner, I didn’t
flash my ass cheeks in skirts, and I didn’t paint myself up like a
whore, even though I basically was one. When it came down to it,
there was really no need for the labels; vamp, jade, streetwalker,
courtesan, whore. It all boiled down to the same thing—a person
selling their body.

I had just finished my
second cigarette when I walked inside the dark and seedy bar. This
was not the kind of place you brought a date to or went to seek out
your soulmate. It was the kind of place where the blood was mopped
up off the floor. I felt the familiar stickiness under my boots
with each step, making me cringe internally. I approached the bar
and sat down on a stool, quietly observing the clientele. A few
burly men were already eyeing me up, so I had to move fast and get
some liquid courage into me.

“Evenin’,
Poppet. The usual?” the
bartender asked me.

I nodded my head at him
as I remained silent so as not to give myself away to any potential
clients. A rye and Coke slid toward me and then a shot of tequila
was set beside the glass. I downed the shot before chasing it with
the rye, because one of the men was making his way over to me. By
the time I set my empty glass down on the bar top he was tenderly
stroking my upper arm.

“How much?”
he asked.

I turned to face him,
giving him a better view of my body. His eyes flashed with desire.
I didn’t recognize him. He was new. “One-fifty oral, three-hundred
for a fuck.”

His nostrils flared as
his chest rose and fell higher and deeper. “What am I
fucking?”

“Pussy,” I
answered.

He fished out a wallet
from inside his leather jacket and pulled out three hundred
dollars. Handing the money to me, he said, “Better be worth
it.”

I stood up, tucking my
first pay of the night inside a pocket before walking around his
tree-trunked body mass. I headed for the men’s washroom, confident
he was following behind. When I entered, I walked in a little way
and stopped in the middle of the room with my back facing him,
waiting. I closed my eyes and breathed in deep when I felt his
close presence from behind.

His arm came up and
around my neck then grasped my chin firmly, turning my face sharply
toward his. “I was hopin’ for some ass from a pretty boy, but I
guess you’ll do for now, Poppet.” He pushed my face away and shoved
me toward the counter. “Bend over.” I hated that he knew my
name.

Before I submitted, I
pulled out a condom and handed it to him over my shoulder, watching
him through the mirror.

He snarled in protest,
but reluctantly took it. We then both started un-doing our pants,
dropping them down to our ankles. I watched him closely, making
sure he slid the condom on his raging erection. Some of these guys
will try to slip it off just before or during, and I’m not one of
those that cared to get a sexually transmitted disease, or even
pregnant, for that matter. When all was secure, I bent over with my
hands pressed against the counter. He positioned himself against me
and started to push. I cringed in discomfort, realizing I was too
dry.

“Hold on,” I
said. I spit in my palm and rubbed my saliva over my sex. “Try
now.”

He slid in easier and
then pushed himself all the way in, quickly falling into a fast,
steady rhythm of pumping, making our flesh slap together with
grunts and groans that had me wodering if he really was a big,
burly bear. I avoided the mirror like the plague because I knew if
I caught sight of my soul through my eyes, the shame caused from
the decisions I’ve made in my life would crumple and fold me up
like a trailer park in a tornado. His last few thrusts had me
smacking the mirror with my palm just to stop myself from hitting
it head-on. He finally ejaculated and held still for a second too
long for my liking.

“Get out, get
the fuck out,” I hissed and swatted at him. He chuckled at me and
slipped out. I immediately pulled my pants back up, fixed my
clothes, and checked my hair quickly before striding out of the
washroom.

“I’ll see ya
around, Poppet,” I heard him say as the door closed.

I needed fresh air, and
as soon as I stepped outside, I lit up my fresh air and instantly
felt my shoulders sag in relief. I leaned against the side of the
brick building and smoked like it was my last cigarette. My eyes
bounced up and down the busy street, watching and waiting. As I
took one last drag, I squinted at a pair of oncoming headlights
pulling up alongside the curb. I waited out whoever was inside the
large truck. Finally, the passenger window rolled down. I walked
over to the truck, peered inside, and was pleasantly surprised to
find a black woman with dreadlocks that were pulled back from her
face. Definite butch, my kind. She was sexy, and too classy looking
to be searching for sex with a prostitute, especially dressed as
fine as she was.

“You lost,
handsome?” I asked.

She cocked an eyebrow
then tilted her head, playfully. “Been lookin’ for you.”

I lifted my arms, resting
them on the ledge of the opened window before clasping my hands
together. “Oh, well, what can I do for you?” I had hopes that maybe
this woman wanted me for more than what I was selling.

“I was told
Poppet gives the best head in town.” She bit her bottom lip and
dropped her gaze to my mouth.

My hope disappeared as my
irritation rose. Of course, this woman only saw what the rest of
the world saw when they looked at me—a prostitute. I’d be foolish
to ever think otherwise. I sighed, dropping my arms away and said,
“One-fifty.” She gestured to the empty passenger seat. I opened the
door and climbed inside. She wasn’t my knight in shining armour,
but she was helping to pay for my cell phone bill…

 


*****

 


She drove us
down by the bay, away from
the hustle and bustle of the nightlife. It was quiet and peaceful
down there, with no one or nothing to bother you underneath the
stars and moon. The lone figure that was sat on a bench facing the
water was a clear indication of that. I couldn’t tell if they were
a man or a woman from where I sat, but they appeared to be at ease
and calm. I just stared, mesmerized.

“You gonna
give me head or what?’

The impatient tone to her
voice broke me from my daydream. “Pay me first and I’ll get to
work.” She rolled her eyes as she pulled out a wallet and handed me
the money. “Let’s get in the back,” I said.

We quickly jumped out of
the truck then right back inside again, but in the backseat. I
watched as she un-did her pants and pulled them down to her ankles.
She laid back and, just before I went muff diving, I pulled out a
dental dam, ignoring the irritated groan directed at me. After
placing it over her wet sex, I took one last look out the front
window at the stranger on the bench before I went to work.
Strangely, my heart dropped when I saw them get inside their car
and drive away. For some reason, I wanted to be in that car with
them.

“I ain’t got
all night.”

I snapped back to
attention and focused on the pussy that was being thrust in my
face. Her head fell back at the first touch of my tongue. Within
seconds, she was gyrating her hips and calling out expletives. Her
orgasm was loud and her clit was huge. I felt like I was sucking on
a tiny dick. I left her to clean up as I climbed between the two
front seats, taking my spot back.

When she finally joined
me, she had a smile from ear-to-ear. “Damn, baby, you gonna put me
in the poor house, ‘cause I gots to have more of that.”

“I’m
flattered. Look, can you drive me back to the main
street?”

“Anything for
that sweet mouth.” She
reached out and traced a finger around my lips.

I wanted to revolt, but
black eyes and purple bruises made it hard to attract clients. I
was becoming sick of it all and I was tired of forcing myself to
push it all deep down where I wouldn’t have to feel it or face it.
By the time she dropped me off back at the bar, I was ready to go
home and go to bed. As I climbed out of the truck, I said thanks
and after, she said, “You usually around these parts every
night?”

I closed the door and
spoke through the opened passenger window. “Pretty
much.”

“I’ll see ya
around, then.” She winked and then took off down the
road.

I stood there, watching
the truck disappear around the corner before I started walking
home. A hand shot out just then and grabbed my ass, I instinctively
threw an elbow, landing it right in my assailant’s breast bone.
“Keep your fuckin’ hands to yourself!” I yelled in the man’s face
as he rubbed the area where I had hit. I looked around, cursing
myself as much as him. I was usually keen on my surroundings. You
had to be in a neighborhood like this. This guy, though, had snuck
up on me.

“You’re for
sale, whore,” he snapped back. “I’s just testin’ out the
merchandise.”

Normally, I could handle
any vulgar remarks thrown at me, it was part of the territory, but
tonight I was just done with it all. I reached out with both my
hands and grasped the back of his head, pulling it down fast before
ramming it with my oncoming knee. I pushed him down. Blood spurted
out of his nose as he cupped his face, writhing in pain right there
on the crowded sidewalk beside the other hookers, pimps, drug
dealers, the homeless, washed-up bikers and the drunks. Not one
second glance was given to him by anyone, which told me I probably
could have killed him without any shits given.

I looked up
at the twinkling stars in the
night sky and suddenly felt the weight of the world on top of me. I
blinked my tears away several times on my journey home, and finally
releasing them when I was behind the safety of my front door. One
lock, a chain, and a deadbolt later, I hurriedly stripped out of my
clothes, still feeling the pressure of everything as more tears
that were being held back by a weakening dam threatened to flood. I
washed and scrubbed, then brushed my teeth before I plopped down on
my mattress. Sitting there—wet, cold, and wrapped in a towel—I
looked all around my bedroom before finally letting it all go. I
fell to my side, pulled my comforter up over my head, and bawled
like a baby.

They say crying can
relieve stress, pressure, or emotions. However, my tears only made
it worse, because I had no hope for my future, no light at the end
of the tunnel. I was just going to have to do it all over again as
soon as a new sun rose. That alone was enough to make me want to
curl up and die. A change needed to happen, it was imperative, or I
wasn’t going to survive much longer.







 


 


Two

 


Trystan

 


The quiet. The peace. The
constant gentle crash of the waves against the shoreline. The
soothing breeze caressing one’s hair, tickling their scalp. Those
were the things that drew me to this haven. A haven that allowed me
to drift away with my thoughts of a life I yearned for. A life that
allowed me to provide, protect, serve, but most of all, love. I
wanted it all when it came to love. My comrades all called me a
romantic, soft-headed fool with my head in the clouds. I believed
they were jaded by a lifetime of heartache and rejection. They
didn’t believe anymore.

I did.

I believed my
perfect person was out there. I had looked, explored, bedded, and
at one time, loved. It was not love, though. It was me falling in
love with the idea of love. At forty-one, I was not getting any younger. I wanted a
forever, a partner to share life with, someone who would surrender
their body to me and, being a stone butch who would rather give
than receive, my limited offerings. Secrets and dreams, learning
about each other’s idiosyncrasies. I wanted to have intellectual
conversations, debate, argue, maybe even fight until our passion
gave in and I made love to them in a heated frenzy until we both
couldn’t breathe. I wanted every single drop of it. I was not a
young buck anymore, and I felt time was wasting away.

A shiver pricked my scalp
and ran the length of my body, reminding me how late it was. Only a
few dull lampposts and the millions of stars above lit the shadows.
As I glanced down at my rose gold and blue watch for the time, a
shuffling perked my ears until a pair of black scuffed men’s dress
shoes appeared before my eyes. I trailed my eyes up the
trouser-cladded legs past a white-buttoned, collared shirt. A black
suit jacket over a pair of slumped, albeit cocky-stanced, shoulders
completed the outfit. My eyes at first sought to deceive me into
thinking I was staring at a lad, but my breath caught and my throat
dried as I gazed at the perfectly and feminine, naturally pink
mouth.

“Got a
light?” the gender-bender asked me.

I gulped, looking into
the silver of the two moons staring back at me. I nodded, unable to
speak. I pulled out my lighter and handed it to them. Long tapered
fingers snatched it up, flicked it opened with expertise, like
second nature, and then cocked their head, lighting the end of
their smoke before flicking the lighter closed. I was mesmerized by
their actions. The smoke now nestled between their lips, they
tossed my lighter back to me and winked. “Thanks.” They sat down
beside me.

I forced myself to look
away and we sat in silence, watching the waves roll in. In my
peripherals, I could see them lifting their hand to take a drag,
hold it in, and then slowly blow it out. They flicked some ashes
onto the ground before turning their head my way. “You’re a
handsome woman. What’s someone dressed as finely as you doing way
out here in the slums?” they asked.

I couldn’t help but
smile. Most people assumed I was a man, even up close, then when
they heard that feminine lilt to my voice, the apologies came
ten-fold. But not with this stranger. I would much rather be
assumed or referred to as a man since I am masculine of centre. I
pointed toward the water. “It’s peaceful,” I simply stated. They
nodded, understanding. I watched them lift the cigarette to their
lips, squinting, drawing, inhaling, holding, then blowing it out,
all the while keeping eye contact with me. “What about
you?”

They smirked but held
their gaze with mine. “Well, that depends.”

My eyes shifted from one
silver-colored eye to the other before I asked, “On?”

Their air of cockiness
dissipated a fraction and their features softened, lowering my
guard. Then they hit me square in the groin with a playful tilt of
their head, making the short, white-blonde hair fall over their
ivory-skinned forehead, and smiled. “You.”

Electrical currents fired
off low in my belly as my nipples grew to stand erect against the
compression shirt I wore underneath my suit. Suddenly, my senses
heightened and my nose inhaled their musky cologne. I wanted to
bury my nose in the crook of their neck. I wanted to drag my
fingers through their short-cropped, mess-of-a-mop on their pretty
little head. I squirmed in my seat. They chuckled at my expense and
placed a hand on my upper thigh. I stared at the hand that was now
possessively stroking my thigh, then looked up as realization
dawned on me and asked, “How much?”

They removed
their hand—I missed it
already—and turned what looked like their business face on.
“Five-hundred for an hour or two-thousand for the whole
night.”

I did the quick math in
my head, realizing I could pay them for a whole night every night
for a year and not even put a dent in my bank account. I sat there,
contemplating, even though I already had my answer. I turned my
head to look at them and shook it from side to side in awe at how
relaxed and nonchalant they appeared. “Would you like to accompany
me back to my apartment?”

The cigarette smoked and
long gone, they slowly rose from their spot and gestured with their
hand behind me. “Lead the way.”

 


*****

 


My driver
drove us away from my haven in the slums toward my side of the
city, the richer side. We sat, unbuckled, in the back of the
Lincoln Town Car, getting to know one another with our eyes.
Unabashedly, unashamed, and unguarded were our longing gazes on
each other. I still couldn’t figure out if they were a pretty boy
or a cute boi. I saw no curves around their chest, which
meant either they were male
or small-chested for a female. I am not bisexual, even though I
have in the past—the very distant past—slept with men until I
learned that I was gay. I certainly did not want to fuck a male,
but there was something about them that intrigued me, piqued my
curiosity. However, I needed to know what I was getting myself into
before going any further. “What are you?”

They smiled with a lick
of the lips, then un-zipped their pants, inviting me inside. “Come
and see for yourself, stud.”

I slid over, pressing
myself against them. Their breath brushed past my mouth as I gazed
deep into their eyes and slipped my hand inside. I recognized the
men’s underwear when my fingers found the opening to the Y-front.
No bulge, but I wanted to venture farther to find skin. I continued
with my exploration, watching their pupils dilate, then my breath
hitched at the feel of the smoothest mound I had ever felt. Their
mouth slightly parted when my fingers danced around their labia. As
much as I wanted to keep going, I also wanted to wait until we
arrived back at my place, so I pulled away. “Very nice.” I placed a
gentle kiss at the corner of their mouth and returned to my seat. I
turned my head away to peer out my window, watching the city pass
us by as I gave them what little privacy I could to compose
themselves.

“What are
you?” they asked. “I mean, I know what you are, but how
do you identify yourself?”

The question made me
smile and I turned my head to look at them. I loved that they were
confident in thinking that I was assigned female at birth, or AFAB.
I internally shrugged. I figured being a prostitute sharpened the
eye and intuition toward different people. I not only presented
male inwardly, sexually, but outwardly as well with my golden
blonde hair, cut short that tapered at the back, sides and around
my ears; a cowlick on top for the longer part. I dressed in
tailored three-piece suits, usually with an overcoat, and sporting
a men’s watch around my wrist. My small chest created smaller with
the compression shirt I always wore underneath my suits, and to top
it off—or more like the cherry on top—of my masculine appearance
was the bulge I’m sure they felt, or, at least saw, sitting at the
crotch of my pants. “I like to refer myself as a stone butch.” I
cleared my throat and continued, “The last ten years I have learned
more about myself than I ever had, and I learned that I don’t enjoy
receiving. I need a sexual partner who is willing to give
themselves to me, wholly.”

They never flinched, just
simply said, “I guess it seems like I will be the only one getting
fucked tonight.” They smiled, then shrugged and said, “I’m
non-binary, attracted to masculine women.” They squinted and tilted
their head quizzically. I squinted back, mirroring their curious
stare at me. “Do you want me to call you a woman or
she?”

I took a deep breath.
“No. I would prefer they or them. What about you?”

“Same. Thank
you for asking,” came the soft answer.

I reached for their hand
and rubbed my thumb over the top of it before saying, “You are more
than welcome. I would also like to add before we go any further,
that I would like to do everything to and for you, tonight.” I
flinched at my aggressive words. “Everything that you permit, that
is.”

They squeezed my hand.
“I’ve never been with a gentleman before.”

I wasn’t sure if it was
the lack of light in the car, but it looked like their eyes had
teared up. I wondered at that. I wondered if all their clients had
been rough with them. I suddenly needed to reassure them that I
would treat them with the utmost care. I slid right up next to
them, again, and rested my arm on the back of the seat with my left
hand placed on their knee. “I would never hurt you or force you to
do anything. I promise you’re safe with me.”

They gave me a smile, the
kind of smile that had me wondering if their silver eyes were
twinkling in the darkness. They slowly ran their palm from my
collar, torturously slowly, all the way down to my bulge. My
fingers gripped their knee at the same time my body jolted from a
combination of discomfort and the animalistic surge that shot
through me. Physical touch to certain parts of my body had always
caused a negative energy to erupt out of me. Fortunately, my
shoulders, arms, and stomach were never affected. Their hand that
had briefly brushed over my chest made me want to cringe and pull
back, but I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I figured if we
continued to see one another in the future I could explain to them
where they could or could not touch me. Their hand was now stroking
my cock while my own hand had taken a stroll up their thigh,
finding warmth, mirroring their actions with my hand. Lips were now
brushing against my cheek all the way to my ear with a whisper,
“I’m the one that should be convincing you, but I appreciate the
kindness.”

They were sweet. First
impressions at the bench in front of the bay told me they were
bold, if not bordering on cocky, but now, after peeling back a thin
layer, they were simply sweet. To reward them, or maybe myself, I
pulled down their pants zipper and slipped my hand inside once
again. This time when I made it past the Y and grazed their mound,
I slipped my fingers between their smooth folds, finding warmth and
wetness. Their head fell back against the headrest with a soft cry.
When I rubbed their pink nub (I was assuming it was pink) a surge
of silky arousal escaped before I moved toward their opening. Their
ministrations to my cock quickened. I pushed inside, where I was
greeted with a firm hug as their walls clenched around my fingers.
Their head flopped to the side, finding my shoulder to rest upon
with their quick, laboured breaths against my neck as I fucked
them.

I whispered, “That’s
right, baby, let it go. Come on my hand.”

And they did just that
with a shudder, a few grunts, and a jolt of their hips. I slowly
pulled out and re-fastened their pants. I lifted their face to mine
and examined it. Their mouth was parted, cheeks crimson, and eyes
that spoke volumes of lust, curiosity, possible trust, and maybe,
just maybe, a hint of love. I kissed their lips with my hands
pressed along their cheeks, then I did something I had wanted to do
ever since I met them. I ran my fingers through their fine,
white-blonde hair. It was so soft, I moaned in satisfaction.
Staring back at this gorgeous, androgynous soul, whose actions
tonight won me over faster than I care to admit, I couldn’t deny
the pleading in their eyes that this was my person. I swallowed
hard as my throat dried to the realization of that fact. My eyes
watered when I bored them into theirs and whispered, “A perfect
boi. My perfect person.”

They continued to gaze
into my pale blue eyes with admiration then leaned into me with a
soft kiss to my mouth. “I can be anything you want me to be
tonight,” they whispered against my lips.

Reality.

Reality
slammed straight into my heart with those truthful words. How
stupid I was to get so caught up in a moment with a whore. Of
course, they’d be anything I wanted them to be. I was paying them
to be a fantasy. But those eyes. Oh, those eyes so full of life and
contradictions kept screaming and pleading for me to take them
tonight and for every night until times end, or at least, our
time’s end. I had to pull
away from the silent plead in their eyes to remind myself that
whatever happened tonight, was just that, for tonight.

 


*****

 


We rode in silence the
rest of the way there. I couldn’t help but notice, though, the
farther we got into the city, the closer we got to my apartment,
the more they seemed to tense. Their hands rubbed up and down their
thighs, stopping to grasp their knees, then repeated the massage.
Their bottom lip had found a permanent home between their
teeth.

“What can I
do to ease your trouble?” I asked.

They turned their head
toward me, releasing their lip. I swallowed at the sight of the
flesh that had darkened from being bitten. I wanted to suck that
lip between my teeth. When they shrugged their shoulders and
dropped their gaze, they appeared younger than I originally
thought. More vulnerable. “I just never had clients this far into
the city. Not a lot of people can afford me.”

“What can
they afford? I’m assuming you drop your rates for the
slums.”

They sucked in air
through their teeth and blew it out. “I need a smoke. May
I?”

I gestured with my head
for them to proceed. They pulled the pack of smokes out from inside
their jacket then produced a cigarette with their teeth before
holding the pack out for me. I took one. I smirked, watching them
pat themselves in search of a lighter, clearly forgetting they
didn’t have one. I pulled mine out and flicked it open. A
half-cocked smirk with a smoke dangling from it found its flame
from my lighter with a tilt toward me. Once lit, they sat up
straight, throwing their head back as they sucked deep on the
smoke. I lit mine and pocketed the lighter. We smoked in
comfortable silent companionship until their voice broke through
the barrier. “Each John or Jane has a different price, and that
price depends on what they request.”

Being an adept,
successful business person, and taking in account to where I found
them, in the dilapidated slums, I knew their clientele couldn’t
afford such high prices as they had given me. I was aware that my
sophisticated, pristine appearance was being taken advantage of,
but I didn’t care. I did, however, want to know what their motive
was to charge me a higher rate. “So, why are you charging me so
much more?”

Without hesitation or
shame, they looked me in the eye. “Because I’m tired. Tired of the
game. Tired of selling my soul. Tired of not finding—” They stopped
and looked away after their sudden confession, leaving me
gobsmacked with a hammering heart after almost hearing their little
slip that they were looking for the one. After a moment of watching
them compose themselves they spoke with a firmer tone. “It wouldn’t
take a genius to know you were loaded. I thought if I could get
enough money, I could get out.” They glanced at me with
uncertainty. “I’m sorry. You have every right to throw me
out.”

There was nothing I could
say, there was nothing I wanted to say. I just wanted action. I
opened the window and tossed my cigarette outside before tucking
their hand in mine. Bringing it to my lips, I kissed it. They
seemed content with that. I couldn’t help but feel proud but, more
importantly, thrilled that I put a smile back on their pretty
mouth.



 


 


Three

 


Nayvee

 


This was not the ideal
dream. I didn’t suddenly wake up one day with an epiphany to sell
my body to strangers, but what else could I do? The only other
thing I was good at—great at, as a matter of fact—besides servicing
lads and ladies, was serving tables. It was honest work, but even
with tips it paid poorly, especially in our economy. I had been
serving tables since I was seventeen, from family diners,
hole-in-the-wall establishments, to five-star restaurants. With a
drop-out education and no relatives to take me in, serving was the
only thing I could do without having to produce a diploma of some
kind. That was some bullshit, if you asked me. In my opinion,
experience trumped education in the real world. Not the political
world. Not the world with docs, cops, lawyers and such where a
degree was a necessity and requirement, but the world where the
people worked down in the ditches, working themselves to the bone
just to survive, and God help them if they had a family to feed.
That was the world I was referring to. The educated unexperienced
were always picked over the experienced less than educated. The
funny thing was, the experienced ones of us always ended up
training the diploma-toting, college educated.

Listen to me, I went and
turned this into something I hated. What I should have been talking
about was the fine stud stroking their eight-inch monster in and
out of me.

For the past five years
of servicing, I very rarely enjoyed it. I always switched to
autopilot, performed what they desired, collected my fee, and moved
on. Honestly, I preferred servicing females to males because, well,
I am queer. However, males always seemed more appreciative, or
maybe it was just the type of males I attracted. With my boy-ish
looks, the queer men always flocked my way. As for the females, it
was always the older, more matured ones that sought me out. On
occasion I’ve had young ladies approach me, but it was always the
same bore with the young ones. They would fumble, shy away, giggle,
then lie there wanting me to take the lead. Which was fine. It was
just not something I would enjoy if I ever did find a partner. I
swear, the young ones were always straight with a sudden
bi-curiosity, but they never revealed their preferences, and I
never asked. Just so long as they paid, I didn’t care. Tonight,
though, I felt alive. My loins were burning, my clit was hard, and
my heart hadn’t pumped that hard…ever, with excitement. I knew the
moment I saw them sitting on that bench all handsome, stoic-like in
their dark suit with their strong, square jawline and perfectly
placed coif, I had to have them, or more like, I needed them to
have me. I knew they had money, and when I named my price, they
didn’t even flinch. Did I feel bad raising my price exponentially?
Maybe. But after our moment in the car, my conscious very briefly
surfaced and I almost reneged on our deal. The way they treated me
like I was a precious gem was a new feeling for me, and when I
looked deep into their pale blue eyes, I knew I was in trouble.
That was why I was relieved they were fucking me from behind on
their king-sized sleigh bed. If I had to gaze into their eyes while
they fucked me, I knew, for sure, I was going to fall in
love.

They had been fucking me
for ten minutes with no sign of letting up their hard and fast
thrusts. When we had arrived to their apartment building, I was
shocked and awed to learn that they owned the whole forty-nine
storied, sleek building with the massive balconies on each floor.
But of course, I remained professional and kept my hungry gaze upon
them. The elevator ride to the very top was silent but intense. The
sexual energy between us was palpable. Once inside their own
apartment, there was no time for sightseeing because I was
immediately led to their bedroom where they demanded that I remove
my pants. The pants and underwear barely made it to my ankles
before I was bent over the mattress and fondled with a very sure
and steady hand. When they removed their hand, I instantly missed
it, but that emptiness was replaced with a warm tongue. I stayed
silent but I’m sure my face gave me away. It wasn’t too often my
clients performed on me. Once they slurped up my spendings, they
spoke words that made me whimper in desperation with a deep
yearning for more.

“Such a sweet
boi with a succulent pussy.”

If that didn’t do me in,
then it was the gentle strokes to my hair and face. My genuine
whimpers earned me soft, sweet kisses to my cheek and neck before
they straightened up and entered me with their strap-on.

Ten minutes later, the
pressure that had been building low in my soft belly that I had
been struggling to keep at bay, rushed and boiled over. I buried my
face in the expensive sheets as my orgasm debilitated me from
anything, my pussy ruptured like a geyser all down my inner thighs
where it dripped onto their sheets. I immediately panicked when I
was released from them and sat up on my knees and looked at the wet
spot on the bed. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to ruin your
sheets.”

They were sprawled out on
the bed to my right, still fully clothed with their dildo
glistening, resting upon their thigh. They lifted their head up to
examine the sheet then flopped back down with a soft chuckle. “I’d
say that’s a victory.”

I ran my hand through my
hair all the while blowing out a breath. I could feel their
penetrating gaze on me as I hopped off the bed and pulled my pants
back up. Being a whore had thickened my skin and risen my immunity
to the lack of modesty, or privacy for that matter. Being gazed at,
gawked, longed for, was no stranger to me. I had become numb to it
all. Faking an orgasm, forcing a moan of pleasure, laughing at a
bad joke, came as second nature. Hell, I should have been given an
Oscar for some of my performances. But there was something the way
they looked at me. It wasn’t a lustful gaze full of empty promises.
It felt like they actually saw me—the real me, not the masculine
girl-for-hire. I tucked my shirt in, fixed my collar then I grabbed
their wrist to see the time. I smiled and looked at them. “Another
five minutes and I’ll have to charge you for overtime.” I
winked.

They sat up quickly and
stood, cock still hanging out, then left the room. I waited a
minute to see if they were going to return before I pulled out
another cigarette, forgetting, again, that I didn’t have a lighter
because I had left mine at home. “Damn it,” I whispered. A flame
was presented before me, I smiled and leaned into it. “Damn, you’re
always there to the rescue.” They held my gaze in silence. The
trail of my smoke was the only thing between us. Finally
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