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Chapter One

I was having trouble with Mr Phelps’ penis. It stood up in front of me, big, pink and very, very hard. He’d even put an elastic band around it to make sure it stayed that way, which also made his balls look unnaturally large and round where they bulged from the open fly of his jeans. Being honest with myself, I had to admit that he had quite a nice set, but that wasn’t the point. Clients of Lifelong Dating were supposed to send in one portrait and one full-length picture, and that very definitely did not mean the full length of a man’s cock, nice or otherwise.

Four times I’d explained the rules to him, and four times he’d returned his application complete with a large, high resolution picture of his cock and balls. Each had been different, each larger, clearer, and more disturbing than the one before, while his accompanying emails were growing increasingly peevish over my refusal to accept him on to our books. They were also unfailingly polite, so I’d given him the benefit of the doubt each time, explaining our policy in clear words and asking him to send a new picture. He had, of his cock.

I put my fingers to the keyboard, wondering what I could possibly say to make him realise, then paused. Nobody, surely, could be that obtuse? He had to be getting off over my reaction to his pictures, for all that my replies had been polite and businesslike. I could imagine him sitting at his computer, chuckling to himself as he imagined my reaction to the sight of his straining erection and heavy balls, amused and excited by my embarrassment. Not that he knew what I looked like, or anything else about me, but no doubt his imagination could paint any picture he pleased.

Knowing what men are like, he’d probably picture me as the classic sexy secretary: tall, slim, in a smart skirt suit, a crisp blouse, stockings, and high heels, with my hair up and a pair of large glasses to give me a slightly prim look belied by the lacy underwear I’d be showing off as if by accident. No doubt my cheeks would be pink and my mouth open in a little O of shock as I took in the picture of his bulging genitals, scared but excited despite myself, with my nipples making little bumps in my top clothes.

The reality was somewhat different, except for the glasses, sometimes, because I work at a computer and I look as if I do; a bit of a girl geek if the truth be told. Admittedly I did have my hair up, but in a shaggy red pony tail, while I was wearing the old jeans and baggy jumper I’d thrown on that morning when I discovered that I had less than ten minutes to get to the train. It was almost tempting to send him a photo, almost.

I began to type–

Dear Mr Phelps,

Thank you for your application to join Lifelong Dating. Unfortunately…

I stopped. It was what I’d said before, three times, and the image of him sitting at his computer, chuckling over my embarrassment, grew plainer still. No doubt he’d have his fat, pink cock in his hand when he read my words, pulling up and down on it as he imagined my reaction to what he’d sent me. Perhaps he’d even think he was turning me on, so that I’d be sitting at my desk with my blouse undone and one hand down the front of my fancy black lace panties as I played with myself. Again I began to type.

Dear Mr Phelps,

Thank you for your application to join Lifelong Dating. Unfortunately we are unable to accept pictures of genitalia, engorged or otherwise, so fuck off, you festering old tosser.

Again I stopped, smiling for my silly joke and wondering what I could actually say. The door to the office clicked open and I hastily moved my mouse to hide the email box, only to bring up the picture of Mr Phelps’ penis at the exact moment Mrs Henderson walked in. She spoke immediately, her cut-glass accent tinged with contempt.

‘I don’t pay you to look at men’s cocks, Paige. Get on with your work.’

‘But it’s Mr Phelps…’

‘I don’t care whose it is, you disgusting girl. Keep that sort of thing to your own time.’

I tried to continue my explanation, but she had already passed my desk and entered her inner sanctum. As she closed the door behind her I was left with a face as red as Mr Phelps could possibly have wanted, then redder still as I closed down the picture and found the email box gone. I’d sent it, somehow. In my desperation to conceal what I’d been up to from my boss I’d done something infinitely worse, calling a client a festering old tosser. Besides that, even the thought of Mrs Henderson imagining I’d been looking at his picture in order to get myself off paled into insignificance.

If he complained she’d sack me without thinking twice, which would be a disaster. I was barely managing to cover my bills as it was with the pittance she paid me, and she was always going on about needing to find somebody more in keeping with the image she wanted to project. Yet if I tried to explain my actions she might very well sack me anyway, and there was always a chance he’d keep quiet, perhaps if I wrote him an apology.

I was still dithering when Mrs Henderson emerged from her office once more, now in the smart, scarlet street coat that cost roughly what she paid me in a month. My face still felt hot and I knew I was blushing, but she contented herself with a scornful glance and only spoke to me when she’d reached the door.

‘I’m going out, so you’ll have to take your lunch late. If anybody calls for me, say I’m in a meeting. Oh, and it would be nice to have the database update complete by leaving time, if you’d be kind enough to do some work instead of playing with your sticky little cunt.’

She closed the door behind her, leaving me open-mouthed with outrage for what she’d said. Not that she’d ever bothered to be polite to me, and for her sarcasm was normal, but this was a new low in sheer, calculated nastiness. And yet there was nothing I could do about it, because if I complained she’d simply sack me, deny it, and then make up some story about me being bitter. With her ice-cool, sophisticated image nobody would even believe she could have said such a thing, and I’d end up looking dirty and vindictive. Worse still, every time she was rude to me, or very bossy, but most of all when she threatened to discipline me, a image would pop up into my head, quite unbidden, of how I’d look bent over her knee as my bare bottom was smacked.

It was hideously embarrassing. I like to be spanked, and always have, but not by her, never by her, and yet it was impossible not to think about it. That made my chagrin for the way she behaved towards me a thousand times worse. Still, I managed to swallow my feelings and turned my attention back to the database, which I’d been working on when Mr Phelps’ email arrived. There was great temptation to make a few subtle alterations, such as changing the sexuality of some of our more arrogant, macho male clients to gay, perhaps with a preference for older, hairy men, but I knew I’d get caught. Besides, it wasn’t fair on the older, hairy gay men.

Instead I gave myself up to pondering on the basic unfairness of life, especially why I should be stuck in an office, overworked and underpaid, while Mrs High-and-Mighty Araminta Henderson swanned off to the shops, or more likely to be treated to a long and expensive lunch by one of her private clients, those I had to put straight through to her when they rang. She had at least a couple of dozen of them, including some very good-looking young men, so that at first I’d thought she was having several affairs at once, until I discovered that they also included women, along with a few men who were anything but young or good-looking. They were all wealthy.

Whatever it was, she was very discreet about it, although I had discovered that all the details she needed were on a tiny purple USB stick, which she kept concealed in the base of a paperweight. It seemed most likely that she was running some sort of tax scam, and I knew I really ought to blow the whistle on her. Not that I could ever bring myself to do that sort of thing, and if I did I’d end up out of work just as surely as if I’d been sacked. So I’d told myself I had no real proof and kept my suspicions to myself, while doing as I was told, as usual.

Two hours later and I was still dwelling on my misfortunes and still alone in the office. When the phone rang I was by answered by an easy drawl I recognised as one of the “privates”, Rex Siegler, an American who seemed to be some sort of sports agent. I’d always found him unbearably condescending and answered in my best secretarial voice.

‘I’m sorry, sir, but Mrs Henderson is not available at present.’

‘Hey, this is Rex. Just put me through to Minty.’

‘I’m very sorry, sir, but Mrs Henderson is in a meeting.’

‘Look, babes, I’ll say this once because you’re young and kind of cute. Put me through to Minty, now.’

‘I’m really sorry, sir, but…’

‘You just don’t get it, do you? When I say jump, you jump, so just you get off your sweet little tail…’

‘But Mr Siegler, she’s really not available. She’s out. At lunch, and I know she’s not on her mobile because I can see it lying on her desk. Sorry.’

‘OK, so she’s out at lunch. Why didn’t you say so? Take a message. I need a girl this evening. Seven o’clock. Warwick Hotel. Suite 13. Usual terms. Got that?’

‘But Mr Siegler…’

‘Hush. What did I just say?’ When I say jump, what do you do? You jump. Repeat that back to me; what do you do when I say jump?’

‘I jump, but…’

‘No buts, just jump. Seven o’clock. Warwick Hotel. Suite 13. This one’s important, so don’t fuck up.’

‘Yes, Mr Siegler, sir.’

‘Good girl. Get this right and who knows, you might find a little something in your Christmas stocking.’

He put the phone down and I was left feeling more chagrined than ever, and with a serious dilemma. I wasn’t supposed to talk to the private clients, and I definitely wasn’t supposed to take bookings from them. Worse still, the booking sounded highly dubious. We were a dating agency, making our money by introducing prospective couples for a set fee. Rex Siegler seemed to want an escort, and while Mrs Henderson would obviously have known what to do about it, I didn’t.

If I told her when she got back I would be blamed for taking the booking. After the incident with Mr Phelps that might just be the last straw. But if I didn’t tell her, seven o’clock would come around, there would be no girl at Suite 13 of the Warwick Hotel and once again it would be me who got the blame. I could hardly go through the database for a suitable match either, because even the most forward of the women on our books were likely to draw the line at turning up at a hotel in the hope of meeting Mr Right and finding herself expected to give oral sex to a professional wrestler or getting gang-banged by an entire US basketball team.

Not that it was likely to be quite that bad, but I knew Rex Siegler was involved with sports personalities, and they weren’t likely to be looking for sweet romance with lonely ladies, more sweaty sex with high-class hookers. Maybe Mrs Henderson would have even gone herself, and the thought of her getting it really hard from some muscular young sportsman gave me a sudden, vicious satisfaction, and something else arousal.

The thought did have a certain appeal, after all. A man like that was going to expect his money’s worth. Any young, successful sportsman was likely to be more than a little spoilt. He’d be hard and arrogant, and once she was in that suite and out of her clothes he wasn’t going to take no for an answer. There would be no cautious flirting to test what she was up for, just rude, hard sex, his way. Maybe he’d make her kneel to take his cock in his mouth as he sat on the bed with her blouse pulled open to spill her breasts out of her fancy bra. And once he was hard he might make her go down on all fours so that he could flip up her coat tails and lift her skirt to expose her bottom, already bare, with no panties and a frame of stocking tops and a suspender belt to show off her nudity. Then he’d take his huge, heavy cock in one hand, stroking his erection as he played with my bottom and sex before coming onto the bed to ease himself inside me…

I stopped, embarrassed that my fantasy had shifted from Mrs Henderson getting a good rogering to imagining myself in the same thoroughly rude situation. Yet why not? There are worse things in life than having sex with beautifully muscled young sportsmen, and nobody else would need to know. The client would be happy. Rex Siegler would be happy. There was even a chance that Mrs Henderson would be happy, if she got paid but didn’t find out what had really happened.

That was a big if, and all of it relied on my performance, a thought that put a knot in my stomach. I’d have to do whatever I was told maybe really dirty things, undignified things, the sort of things men like to do to women but women are usually too proud to allow. It was a scary thought, so scary I’d begun to shake, but there was no denying that I was excited too. I tried to tell myself not to be such a slut, that I couldn’t possibly go to meet a stranger in a hotel room and let him do anything he liked to me, but I was also telling myself I had no choice. It was that or my job.

I’d carried on working, mechanically, as my mind moved back and forth from utter horror at my own dirty thoughts to ever increasing excitement, but deep down I knew I didn’t have the guts, whatever the cost. When Mrs Henderson came back I would tell her what had happened and take my telling off like the little mouse I am, then beg her not to sack me. Only Mrs Henderson didn’t come back; she only rang, from somebody else’s phone, telling me to finish my work on the database, then lock up and go home.

By five o’clock I’d finished, which meant I could either leave and spend the best part of an hour at armpit level on a crowded tube followed by a solitary evening in my flat with my dignity intact but facing the wrath of both Mrs Henderson and Rex Siegler in the morning, or I could go to the Warwick, surrender my dignity by making myself a sexual plaything for some piece of American beefcake and maybe get away with it, or not.

One thing was very clear. Unless the client was into the ragamuffin look I couldn’t go as I was. They might not even let me into the hotel. That meant buying a new outfit, and I told myself there was no harm in walking down Regent Street to do a bit of window shopping, maybe even going as far as the new lingerie boutique in the little passage that led through to Piccadilly.

Two hours later I found myself outside the Warwick, dressed as I fondly hoped an American sports star would want an expensive British call girl. I’d done my hair and invested rather more than I should have done in make-up and scent. My underwear was a confection of pale blue silk I hadn’t been able to resist, my suit fine, light wool in a restrained blue-grey that matched my eyes, my shoes black and polished and much higher than I was used to. They made it impossible to walk except in slow, precise steps, which I was praying the two imposing doormen would mistake for elegant nonchalance.

I was also praying they wouldn’t turn me away, because I was convinced they would know exactly what was going on and that the slightly stuffed expressions on their faces would turn to scornful smirks as I drew close. When both stepped forward at once I was sure it was to block my way and my mouth had already come open to stammer an apology, but they merely held the doors open for me. I was inside, walking across a huge foyer decked out in marble and panels of dark wood, my heels clicking on the marble floor.

Now everybody seemed to be looking at me and I was sure they all knew. There was a woman of about my own age in a beautiful evening gown, her gaze cool and penetrating, her smile betraying a hint of amusement, perhaps as she imagined me on all fours with a big, fat cock in my mouth. Another woman, older and yet more expensively dressed, seemed to radiate contempt and I was sure she was thinking what a little slut I was and how it was a shame such dirty behaviour went on in the hotel. Then there was the enormously fat old man in the silk waistcoat, his little piggy eyes flicking from my shoes to my face and back, surely wondering if once I’d finished with my client he’d be able to have a go himself, from behind, with his belly squashing against my bare bottom as he fucked me.

‘May I help you, Miss?’

It was the receptionist, breaking into my increasingly horrifying daydream, her tone polite and even, entirely free of suspicion. I tried to sound equally calm as I answered.

‘Suite 13, please.’

‘Suite 13? That’s taken, I’m afraid, Miss. Perhaps…’

‘Er… I know. I’m… er… meeting a friend.’

‘Would that be Mr Correra?’

‘Er… yes.’

‘I’ll call up. One moment please.’

I was left standing as she turned to the phone, now absolutely certain that what seemed to be a highly interested audience knew exactly what was going on. The young woman was making for the doors, but I was sure she was really trying to hide her giggles, while the older woman had turned away, her chin lifted in distaste as she pretended to examine a picture. Far worse, the fat man had risen and was advancing on the registration desk, his eyes glued to my figure, at which a sudden, ghastly thought hit me. Maybe the assignation wasn’t with one of Rex Siegler’s sports clients at all, but with some other connection, possibly even the human hippopotamus now contemplating the way the curve of my hips and bottom showed through my skirt?

The receptionist’s voice cut through my rising panic.

‘Who shall I say is here?’

‘Miss Hipp… Paige. That is, Angelica.’

‘A Miss Angelica Hippage, sir.’

She was now speaking into the receiver, while the fat man had walked straight past me, heading for the lifts. I’d gone red, all my efforts at maintaining my poise hopelessly inadequate in the face of my overactive imagination and paranoia. I’d also managed to call myself Angelica Hippage, although it had almost been Angelica Hippopotamus.

‘Go straight up, Miss Hippage. Third floor.’

I responded with a smile and hurried across to the lifts just as fast as my heels would let me, arriving in time for the fat man to hold the door and beckon me inside. He was beaming happily from his round, red face, and I was sure he was going to pat my bottom at the very least, but we reached my floor without incident and he stayed put as I stepped out onto a deep crimson and gold carpet.

Suite 13 was at the very end of a corridor and I paused in front of the door, my whole body shaking as I struggled to summon up the courage to knock. Mr Correra was expecting me, and there was no going back now, so as I lifted my hand I was telling myself that if the worst came to the worst I could always turn him down, maybe claim there had been some sort of misunderstanding, tell him I thought I’d contracted syphilis, kick him in the nuts and run for it…

The door swung open to reveal a man, a young, muscular man with olive-toned skin and close-cut black hair, his mouth curved into a loose smile. He was nearly naked, his sculpted chest bare, also his iron hard belly, all the way down to where the top of a white hotel towel left a hint of crinkly black hair on show. His grin grew broader as he took me in, looking down from about a foot. He stepped aside, allowing me into the reception room of the suite. Directly opposite me was the most gigantic sofa I have ever seen, and on it, lean, blond, and cool, was a second man, also in nothing but a towel.

I stopped, gaping like a goldfish, completely lost in the face of so much masculinity as what was expected of me gradually sank in. They didn’t seem to notice, although the blond had turned to look me up and down with what seemed an expert appraisal of my figure as the dark man closed the door behind me. I heard the latch click into place and I was alone with them, two men who expected to use me for their pleasure. My limbs seemed to have turned to jelly and I couldn’t think at all, but for some reason a line from an old movie forced itself into my conscience and I’d said it before I could stop myself.

‘So, what would you littlemaniacs like to do first?’

My words broke to a squeak of shock as the man behind me applied a firm slap to my bottom, and for one moment I thought they would just take me on the floor then and there, but there was more amusement than lust in his voice as he spoke.

‘How about we start by introducing ourselves? I’m Marco Correra. This is Ade. Now, seeing as how we’re in just our towels, how about you strip off and join us while I order up some Champagne?’

He’d turned to the phone even before he’d finished speaking, and I found myself automatically obeying his suggestion. Ade made himself more comfortable, fixing ice blue eyes on my body as Marco gave his order to room service. I’d never stripped in my life, not the way they obviously expected me to, and there wasn’t even any music. The only thing I could think of was to imitate a series of burlesque poses I’d seen at a show a few weeks before, using my bag as a prop as I began to divest myself of my clothes.

I felt a complete fool, at first, sticking out my bottom and blowing them kisses, cupping my breasts in my hands and teasing with the buttons of my blouse. But they seemed to like it, now sitting at either end of the sofa, their eyes fixed on my body as I slowly exposed myself. My confidence began to grow, but the performer I’d seen had only gone down to her underwear and I knew I was expected to go all the way, and that I had no dressing room to retreat to once I was finished. I’d be naked in front of them, and very lucky if they even allowed me to have a towel.

By the time I was down to my knickers and bra my fingers were trembling so badly I couldn’t get the catch open, and I found myself obliged to squat down in front of Marco so that he could do it for me. That didn’t seem fair on Ade, so I turned to him as I let the cups slip down for just a second. He reached out, cool and casual as he took hold of my bra, tugging it free and leaving me topless. All of a sudden I’d gone limp, as his huge, powerful hands took hold of my breasts, weighing them and stroking my nipples with his thumbs.

I couldn’t help but react, for all that it felt as if he was handling me as a little, sexy toy he’d brought for his amusement. My nipples had gone stiff, and as he transferred his grip to my torso I found myself reeled in like a hooked fish, my naked breasts pressed to the hard muscles of his chest, his mouth pushing to mine and my lips coming open by instinct. Somewhere, at some time, I’d heard that tarts don’t kiss, but I was utterly incapable of that sort of detachment. I kissed, open-mouthed and passionate, as he groped at my breasts and stroked the nape of my neck, bringing up my arousal so fast I was also pushing my bottom out to invite entry.

What I got was my knickers pulled down, by Marco Correra, and my body lifted onto the sofa. He too began to touch me, with a casual intimacy that made it very plain that I wasn’t expected to object. Not that I wanted to, and he had paid, but knowing that they were simply going to do with me as they pleased made me feel weak and vulnerable in a way I’d never experienced before. I just gave in, completely, making myself their plaything as they guided my hands to their towels and the cocks beneath.

I was still kissing them, turn and turn about, as I knelt between the two of them on the sofa, with my bottom thrust out and my breasts lolling forward so that they could explore me as I stroked and squeezed at their cocks and balls. Both were big boys, Marco dark and thick, Ade pale and longer still. Just to hold them wasn’t enough. I wanted them in my mouth, which was just as well, as that was where they were going whether I liked it or not. Marco pulled me down first, to feed his growing erection in between my lips and make me suck him even as I continued to pull off Ade’s now stiff shaft. He tasted wonderful and felt better, while the sheer size of his cock and the way he was holding my hair to make me suck made my feelings of vulnerability stronger still.

Yet I wanted to be fair, and I’d quickly turned my attention to Ade, sucking his lovely long cock in turn. Both of them were exploring my body as I did it, their big, rough hands on my breasts and bottom, but also teasing my neck and belly and thighs. I’d lost my panties completely and my legs were set well apart, allowing Marco to ease a hand between and a finger up my hole.

I’d known I was going to be fucked from the start, but I’d expected to be allowed at least some control. Instead, they simply took me, lifting my body between them as if I was a doll and laying me down across a chair. Ade’s cock went back in my mouth as Marco took me by the hips. I felt his cock touch my sex, find the hole, and up it went, as simple as that, my body now filled with hot, stiff cock at both ends. They’d spit-roasted me.

Of course I’d read about this. It was what arrogant, testosterone-driven football players like to do to drunken party girls, but I’d never imagined getting it myself. Now I was, with a vengeance, bent naked over a chair as two gloriously athletic young men used me for their pleasure, one masturbating himself into my mouth as I sucked on his cock, the other pumping into me from behind with my bottom pushed well up to accommodate him. That wasn’t all. I was completely helpless, their plaything, their accommodating little tart, paid for and delivered, to be used as they pleased.

After my spit-roasting I got put on my back, not even on the bed but in the middle of the carpet. Marco entered me, his body upright as he pulled me onto his big cock, which left my head free for what Ade laughingly called a tea bagging, lowering his balls into my mouth to make me suck them as he stroked at his cock shaft. I’d never felt so used in my life, and I’d never enjoyed myself so much either. They didn’t bother to ask, they just did as they pleased, taking turns to use me in my cunt and mouth until I was a sweaty, bedraggled mess, crawling on the floor in my eagerness for more cock as I presented myself in one rude position after another, to suck and fuck, until at last Ade came in my mouth, shortly followed by Marco, who at least had the common sense to pull out at the last second and do it all over my belly instead of inside me.

They might have been done, but I wasn’t. I was dizzy with sex and desperately in need of my own orgasm, which was something neither of them seemed bothered with at all. Yet I knew I could hardly expect them to. I’d had my money, their tart for the evening, and it was their pleasure that mattered, not mine. That was what I was thinking about as I threw myself down on the bed and spread my thighs to my fingers, not their beautiful bodies or the rude, hard sex they’d given me, but that I was their tart.

It was perfect. There was no reserve, no need to worry about my dignity or what people would think of me, spread nude and masturbating on the bed. They’d had their fun with me and they’d turned me on, so it was exactly the sort of thing I’d be expected to do. When I came I didn’t hold back at all, with my back arched and my legs spread as far as they’d go, one hand clutching at my breasts and the other busy with my cunt, completely open to the gaze of the two men who’d used me so well, and also to the maid who’d just come into the room with a bottle of Champagne in an ice bucket.
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