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   Chapter One
 
    
 
   Five years gone. Time is dragging; the days seemingly blend into one another since my world came crashing down around me. She would have been thirty-three years young now and I miss her just as much today as when I last saw her - if not a little more. Time is a great healer apparently, but it doesn’t seem to be healing anything for me. I envy those it does help.
 
   Colleagues at work have tried unsuccessfully to set me up on dates with their tragically single friends. I’ve gone on a couple of dates but neither ended in anything but an ‘okay’ night and promise of ‘another drink some time’. I never called the girls back for the second date - and nor did they ring me although I can’t say I blame them. The whole time I was with them I was wishing they were my Michelle instead. I’m sure my wishes would have been clearly visible on my face and in the tone of my voice as I tried to engage them in a fruitless conversation.
 
   I’m not ready to move on and nor do I want to.
 
   I blew the lone candle extinguishing the flame with a single puff and downed the glass of whiskey clutched in my hand before slamming the empty glass back down on the bar, next to the cake. It’s not a glamorous bar but that’s fine. I don’t come here for the company. I don’t come here for surroundings. I come here to remember.
 
   This was the accidental destination of our first date.
 
   We had been on the way to a good restaurant; one I had chosen in an effort to impress her. We never made it there. The car broke down a good few miles away in a less desirable part of the town. I called the roadside recovery up and they were about an hour away and so we ended up here - the closest bar we stumbled upon. She didn’t seem to mind and we went on to have a good laugh. I was happy because she agreed to a second date with me and I saved myself a fortune on the cost of the meal we were supposed to have. Win-win. 
 
   I come to this bar every year on the anniversary of our first date.
 
   A little cake with a candle, which I usually bin, and a glass of whiskey. No company, just memories. So many memories. So many dates to remember; our first date, our first kiss, her birthday, our engagement, our wedding. Her death.
 
   “Another!” I shoved the empty tumbler towards the irritable looking barman. He doesn’t know my name but he knows me. I’m in here enough for him to know I’m not a stranger and yet he has never smiled at me. He just serves the drinks and goes back to his business - which usually involves chatting with the unsavoury characters at the far end of the bar.
 
   “No more. We’re shut.”
 
   “No you’re not. Come on. Another.”
 
   “I’ve already called time. Half an hour ago. If you weren’t so busy staring into the flame on that damned cake you’d have heard me call it.” 
 
   The barman snatched the empty glass away and tossed it into a small dishwasher under the bar before turning back to cleaning down the rest of the bar’s grimy looking surface. A row of bottles lined the wall behind where he was working; various spirits including the Wild Turkey that I prefer to drink.
 
   I stood up from the bar stool and walked around to the ‘wrong’ side of the bar. I took my glass out from the dishwasher and went towards the bottle I craved. The barman spun around on the spot. I couldn’t tell by his expression whether he was irritated to see me standing there or surprised.
 
   “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”
 
   “Getting myself a drink.”
 
   “What are you, deaf? We’re closed.”
 
   He snatched the glass from me, put it on the side, and grabbed me by the arm - leading me back towards the customers’ side of the bar. 
 
   “I just want one more drink and I’ll go.”
 
   “No,” he said, pulling me towards the door, “you’ll go now and what’s more - you won’t come back…”
 
   “You’re barring me?”
 
   I started to laugh as he pulled the door open with his spare hand and shoved me out. Of all the places to be barred from, I get barred from here? I’ve witnessed people openly doing drug deals in this bar and yet I’m the one who isn’t allowed in?
 
   “Can I at least get my cake?” I asked him.
 
   “Just fuck off!”
 
   The barman slammed the door in my face. A second later and I heard the lock click shut where the barman slid the bolt across. 
 
   “So you’ll post it to me?” I called through the door - still laughing at the reality of getting barred from such a dive. Michelle hated it when I embarrassed her by doing something stupid but I can’t help but feel that even she’d laugh at this turn of events. I’ll avoid them for a while. By the time I want to go back - especially if I leave it until the next year - I’m sure he’d have forgotten this whole conversation.
 
   I fished the keys from my pocket and walked towards my waiting car; half-heartedly parked in the carpark across the road. Probably for the best I didn’t get a second drink. Haven’t eaten today.
 
    
 
   *
 
   I crashed in front of the television with a glass of whiskey in my hand. I had to stop off on the way home to buy a new bottle but it was worth it. Not as though it was much of a diversion and I knew - if I didn’t - I’d have regretted it as soon as I got in.
 
   Our actual date ended with me in front of the television. Some poor film was showing if memory served correctly. I have to confess I wasn’t really paying attention to what was on back then. My mind just kept replaying the night over and over again, wondering whether I’d made a good enough impression on her. Wondering if I’d get a second date with Michelle. I gave her my number, I told her I wanted to take her to the restaurant and have a proper date with her - we laughed about it - and that’s where we left it. That night - back then - I spent more time staring at my mobile phone in the hope a call, or even a text, would come through then I did watching the film on the television.
 
   Tonight there’s nothing but reality shows playing; cooking, cars, some idiots sitting around in a house, more idiots sitting on their sofas watching said idiots in the house - nothing worth watching. A white box with black horizontal lines appeared in the top left of the screen signifying an approaching ad break and - true to form - a dark haired girl appeared on the screen telling us what we could expect from the show after the break. And with that, the cameras panned back and the show went to adverts.
 
   Michelle loved the reality shows. I could never understand it. I still can’t. Not just her fascination with the shows but society’s in general. Even when the various programs aren’t on, you still hear people talking about them whether they’re strangers on the public transport or jockeys on a radio station. It’s frustrating. Michelle said she liked it because it was car crash television; she couldn’t help but to watch to see what was going to happen next. She’d sit next to me watching them and I’d sit next to her wishing my life away. Funny how things work out. She’s gone and I’m still here channel hopping between the shows. I sighed heavily.
 
   As did the girl on the ad break.
 
   Oh hello.
 
   What’s this?
 
   Some blonde girl wearing black knickers and matching bra. Her face is so made up with heavy make-up that it is impossible to know what she really looks like underneath all of the cosmetics but - for the sake of the advert - she looks okay.
 
   “Are you lonely?” she purred. “Call me now.”
 
   A phone number was plastered across the bottom of the screen in digits so big you could see them from across the road had you been looking in through the living room window. Before I knew what I was doing, I had the phone in my hand and the line was ringing. Some cute sounding girl answered. I’m drunk but not so drunk I’ve forgotten the rule ‘hot on the phone, add twenty stone’. I’m not foolish enough to believe the girl on the television advert is the same one I am talking to now.
 
   “Hello, who am I talking to?” the stranger purred seductively.
 
   “Jake.”
 
   “Hello, Jake.”
 
   “Hi.” Part of me was imagining what she could look like whilst another part of me was trying to figure out why I had even called the number in the first place. The phone went silent for a couple of seconds and then she started to sigh and moan down the end of the line. In my mind I couldn’t help but picture her there, watching dire reality television next to her partner whilst pretending to make what she perceived to be sexual noises down the phone to me. I couldn’t help but ask her what she was doing.
 
   “I’m touching myself, honey,” she purred with a voice all breathy. My mind still wouldn’t allow me to picture an attractive girl pleasuring herself whilst talking to me. Too much of a realist to go there. I know how these things work; average girls going about their lives taking calls from desperate people such as myself. For all I know, she isn’t even in her home at the moment. Maybe she’s in a supermarket somewhere - standing in the middle of the aisle whilst conducting what she hopes to be a fairly quick and easy call and - more specifically - a few more pounds in her back pocket from another lonely mug as the cost of the call automatically gets added to my bill. “Do you want to touch me?” she sighed. All previous thoughts were immediately dismissed as I couldn’t help remembering what it felt like to touch the soft, warm skin of Michelle. Gentle tickles on her back, using nothing but the tips of my fingers, as she laid there -  naked - on the bed. A slight smile on her face as her breathing got heavier and heavier as the tender touches helped lull her into a peaceful sleep the more she relaxed with it. “Are you there?” she asked, almost breaking character with a sudden change of tone.
 
   “Yes. I’m here.”
 
   She probably thinks I am stroking myself just as I am supposed to picture her doing the same. With one hand on the phone and one on the arm of my sofa, next to the remote control, she’d be mistaken for thinking I was touching myself.
 
   “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked. I didn’t answer. I stared at the television screen still playing through various adverts for chat lines; girls wearing next to nothing, lying on sofas with phones pressed to their ears and smiles on their faces. Each girl’s face that of Michelle. “I’m so wet for you, baby!” the actress on the other end of the line continued. “Can just imagine you sliding in and out of me. In and out, in and out, getting my juices all over your hard cock… mmmmmm….” 
 
   I hung the phone up and started to cry as thoughts of Michelle continued to plague my mind; her laughing, smiling at something stupid I had done, her soft sweet voice, her long brown hair and how it used to glisten when it caught the sun, her light brown eyes which used to carry so much expression from joy right through to pain and heartbreak and - suffering. Always the positive thoughts turn darker in my mind as her final year swallows all years previous. The anguish when she was first diagnosed, the fear when she found out there was nothing else they could do, the sorrow that she was leaving me - the hurt look in her eye when she told me she wanted me to be happy and live a full life; meet someone else, re-marry. As the conversation replayed through my tired mind I tried to dismiss it. I tried to replace it with the happy memories - the ones which continued to fade despite my best efforts to keep them alive. I screamed out in frustration and threw the telephone against the wall where it shattered into a couple of pieces. Shit. Oh well. It’s not like I don’t have a mobile phone…
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Since being alone sex has never really bothered me. Well - the lack of sex anyway. I was always too consumed with a sense of loss to worry about any form of sexual contact with anyone. The phone call last night - and all the adverts of seemingly happy people chatting away to each other - did make me realise I missed company more than anything else. For too long I’ve been a recluse pushing away those who wanted to help - only going on the occasional blind date organised by work colleagues who believed they were doing me a favour. Sitting at my computer desk, I couldn’t help but laugh as I remembered the last time I actually did have physical contact with someone. It was after one of the ill-fated dates I’d been set up for. At the end of the evening the girl leaned in for a kiss. It wasn’t a proper kiss I think. I think she just intended to kiss me on the cheek as a way of parting. I ended up giving her an awkward hug followed by an extra little squeeze on top of the embrace we were already in, followed by a swift retreat back to my car. I felt embarrassed for most of the ride home. I was certainly still cringing about it when I did pull into my drive. Such an idiot. After that - on the few dates I’d been on since - I didn’t leave it to chemistry or chance as to how we parted. I always offered my hand for a friendly handshake before any hint of an awkward move could be made. Not that the handshakes were any less awkward. 
 
   I reached into the top drawer of my computer desk and pulled out a packet of painkillers. I popped two out of the silver foil packet and necked them with a gulp of my morning coffee. I have a headache from hell after hitting the bottle hard last night. I couldn’t seem to stop the thoughts of Michelle running through my mind so figured I’d try drowning them instead. It worked but - boy - am I paying the price this morning. I don’t mind though. I’m just glad I made it through another anniversary. I always fret that the next will be the one I give up on; the one whereby I take my own life - a thought which has often crossed my mind even though I don't really want to be one of those people. I just think - sometimes - it might be easier.
 
   One thing is different this morning, to all the other days I’ve had in recent memory. I seem to have woken up with sex on my brain. No doubt put there by the images on the television last night and the drunken dreams I’d had which saw me fucking for the best part of them. Can’t remember the last time I had had such dreams. Can’t remember the last time I’d woken up with wood either but there it was - staring me right in the face when I opened my blurry eyes. I tried to dismiss the random thoughts with figure-work as soon as I got into the office and yet here I was - browsing pictures of ladies on my mobile phone when I’m supposed to be data inputting. So many girls. All I did was put in the words ‘escort’, along with my town into the Google search bar and I was hit with page after page of girls offering sex to lonely men. A myriad of various ladies offering different kinds of services. Some expensive, some dangerously cheap, all teasingly tantalising. 
 
   “You know - I actually thought you were gay!”
 
   A voice from behind me made me jump. I spun around, turning my mobile phone device upside down to hide the content from my colleague behind me. His name was Frank. He worked in one of the other departments, down the hall. 
 
   “Glad I didn’t have money on it,” he continued.
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
   “Show me,” he nodded towards my phone. I slid it into my trouser pocket. “Fair enough. Looked pretty though.” He laughed, “Wish my lady still sent me sexy snaps. Now she just texts me a list of things to do, or get, on the way home. Still - that’s what happens when you put a ring on the finger, hey.” He thought the girl on the phone was someone I was dating, a sexy-snap someone took for me. I can live with that. I’d rather that then have him know I was actually looking at pictures of prostitutes knowing it wouldn’t take much time before the whole office knew and thought of me as a sad, pervert. I don’t even know why I looked them up in the first place. I’ve never been that sort of man, the one who needs to pay for sex, I just… I don’t know. I guess it’s hangover brain working overtime. I wouldn’t have booked someone even though I can see the logic behind it for someone such as me; someone craving a little affection from someone but not wishing to get back in the dating game. 
 
   “You really thought I was gay?” I asked as what he said finally sunk in fully. “Why?”
 
   He nodded. “Never seen you date anyone. I mean - going steady. And the dates you were set up on from here - well they never went anywhere, did they? You know you’re one of the only men to take Claudia out and not fuck her at the end of it?”
 
   “Maybe that’s why I didn’t sleep with her - because everyone else has. Besides it doesn’t mean I’m gay and even if I were - would it be a problem?” I felt myself getting irritated by the whole conversation - even more so considering Frank and I weren’t even friends. We were acquaintances. Not everyone here knew about Michelle and I. He was one of the ones in the dark.
 
   “No of course not. I was just making conversation. Didn’t mean any harm.” He shrugged and walk off. As I watched him walk towards the office kitchen, no doubt to get himself a morning drink, I noticed a few other people poking their heads from their office booths - no doubt attracted to our conversation after I’d inadvertently raised my voice. As soon as they noticed me looking at them, they ducked back into their own office space.
 
   This is why I like my own company. 
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Most nights I stay in, especially after days like today where I’ve felt as though everyone has been watching me and talking behind my back - no doubt caused by my run in with Frank, this morning. My evenings are a set routine. Cooking for one - a microwave meal - washing down with a glass of whiskey to help me forget the day and take the edge off. Time on the treadmill - usually twenty minutes. Thirty minutes, at a faster pace, if the day has been truly terrible. One hundred sit-ups. Anywhere between fifty to one hundred press-ups. I’m not sure who I am trying to impress by doing these. Perhaps my subconscious trying to kill me off with a heart attack - my diet and the exercise surely not a good mix. But then my Doctor did suggest exercise helps to keep stress at bay. Having said that he also suggested keeping a pet helps too. Apparently it helps to cuddle them in moments of stress. I rescued two cats from the rehoming centre and they both increased my stress. I’m sure they hate me. Only time I even see them is when they’re hungry and wrapping themselves around my legs whilst begging for their food trays to be filled. After the exercise it’s an hour in front of the television. Doesn’t matter what is on. I use it as a means of breaking the silence only and rarely pay much attention to the program or even what is being said. I tend to half watch it as I browse the net on my phone, too lazy to get up and fetch my laptop from whatever room I’d left it in. 
 
   I paint quite the tragic figure.
 
   The internet browser on my mobile phone loaded up as I made myself comfortable on the sofa - still wearing the sweaty gear I had on from my earlier work out. The photo of the girl immediately came back to the screen from where I had hastily closed it this morning. I couldn’t help but to laugh to myself as I backed out and resumed flicking through the other girls once more. I shook my head - bemused why I was even still looking - and closed the page down.
 
   I frowned.
 
   Did I just see what I thought I saw or is my imagination playing tricks on me again?
 
   I loaded the page back up. The girl on the screen - between a red head and a blonde… She is the spitting image of Michelle. At a quick glance I would have believed it to be her had I not known it an impossibility. Looking closely and they’re clearly not the same woman but… Damn… Could be sisters. I clicked into the profile and was greeted with more photographs - all as equally impressive as the last. Curvy figure - size 10-12 I would guess, dark brown hair and light brown eyes. The smile - not shown in every picture - both welcoming and seductive. Friendly. Honest.  It helped that the pictures were clearly taken by a professional in some studio somewhere. Definitely alluring. 
 
   Danni. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   “Drug addiction forced me into my profession - supposedly the oldest - and when I kicked that  I was already in too deep so my violent pimp kept me in the game despite genuine attempts to leave and get a real job.” I pushed the client back - who’d just asked me how I’d got into this job - and wrapped my mouth around his stiffening penis. He was on the bed of my luxury apartment. I was on my knees.
 
   He sat up and pushed me away, “What?!”
 
   I couldn’t help but laugh, “I’m just teasing you. Ssh!” I pushed him back again and resumed what I was doing. A gentle up and down motion of my head as I kept taking his penis to the back of my throat and out again - a particular service I am known for, if not famed for, amongst the clients in this area. When people ask me what service I enjoy giving the most I always express my liking of oral. It’s not necessarily my favourite but it is one of the easier services; the men just lay back and let you get on with it. You don’t have to worry about their hands all over your body, you don’t have to worry about how many fingers they’re trying to insert into you - or what they’re trying to insert. You can just get the job done uninterrupted. 
 
   I couldn’t help but tease the poor guy about how I got into the job. It’s a question I am asked all too often and - at the end of the day - does the answer really matter to these men? I doubt it.  The truth is much different to how I described it to the client. It started as a way of paying bills. Not from drugs, not from other addictions. Just every day bills that everyone has. Living costs, university fees, that kind of thing. I’ve always enjoyed sex and it seemed an obvious path after one of my friends suggested it. She was on the game long before me and she said it was an easy way to make money. My first booking was with her; one of her regular clients wanted a threesome and she roped me in (for a price). I didn’t need much convincing, especially knowing she was going to be there with me. She said - I didn’t have to do anything I didn’t want to. Like I said - I didn’t need much convincing. A week after that appointment and I had my own profile set up on the world wide web. I have a list of likes and dislikes, to help potential clients make an informed decision, I have my number listed, I have a section for frequently asked questions such as ‘will I have unprotected sex with a client’ (no) and ‘do I do anal’ (no). Of course you still get people asking such questions but they’re easily enough to ignore or block. I tend to block as it’s easier and stops them repeatedly hassling you for an answer - which has happened in the past. On my profile page, I also have my rates clearly listed. These are non-negotiable; one hundred pounds for half an hour, one hundred and fifty pounds for an hour, two hundred and eighty for two hours - and so on, so fourth right up to fifteen hundred pounds for a full night. Along with my photographs, which I try and keep up to date to save disappointment, there is also an area where the clients get to have their say by leaving feedback as to how they felt the appointment was. I’ve been in this game for over three years now and have three hundred and sixteen reports left about the sessions - mostly positive. The ones which aren’t - clearly written by other girls looking to sabotage my business. One negative review on my page and ten positive reviews for one girl in particular. It doesn’t take a genius to know it’s the woman herself writing the reviews under a fake name. They used to bother me but not anymore. Even if the website went down - I have enough regulars keeping me going. Business is good.
 
   The client’s leg twitched. I looked up to his face. He was facing the ceiling with his eyes shuts. A grin of satisfaction on his face as he stifled back the moans. I pulled my mouth away and started to use my hand to pleasure him. A firm grip close to the head and a steady rhythm is what’s needed to bring a man to orgasm along with the golden rule: Do not stop. If you stop - break momentum - you ruin the flow and building up of the orgasm. You have to start again. Of course - sometimes - the client actually stops you from finishing him off. They don’t want to ejaculate too close to the start of the appointment because they know that they only have one orgasm to give. This usually applies with the older gentlemen. The younger ones - they tend not to have that problem. If they shoot their load in the first ten minutes of the appointment, it’s not long before they’re ready to go again.
 
   As if on cue I felt the client’s hands on my head. He gave me a gentle tap and muttered for me to stop. I did as he requested - important if you want to succeed in this game. If you want to get a good reputation then you do what you’re asked, so long as it is on the list of likes. If they’re asking for something you don’t offer then, obviously, you don’t oblige them. The client tapping me, asking me to cease, was not a surprise to me. I knew what he wanted. His appointment, just as the previous ones, were never going to stop with just a blow job. I looked up at him again. He was staring down at me with a grin on his face.
 
   “Nice?” I asked.
 
   He nodded, breathless.
 
   I started to trace the insides of his legs with my fingers, starting at the ankles and slowly moving my way up to the insides of his thighs. His whole body trembled as I tickled his testicles. With one of my hands, I moved his legs further apart. He knew what was coming. Of course he did. He’d requested it. He lifted his knees in anticipation. One hand still tickling his balls, I reached to the side of where he was lying and took a hold of one of the condoms I’d earlier prepared. I stopped tickling him long enough to tear the foil. I pulled the rubber out. He sighed out loud in anticipation.
 
   “Ready?”
 
   He nodded again. A look of pure filth and lust on his face.
 
   The condom wasn’t for his cock. I lowered it over the top of two fingers and rolled it right down as far as I could get it. I reached back across to where I’d collected it from and took a hold of a small tube of lubrication. I applied some to the head of the rubber and tossed the tube back to where I’d just taken it from. The man sighed again in anticipation. He licked his lips and moved his legs as far wide as they could go, with his knees as high as he could get them. I took a hold of his erect penis with the rubber-less hand and slid my mouth over it once more. The client moaned as I started moving my head up and down at a gentle pace. Whilst working his shaft, I started to tickle his anus with my two rubber-covered fingers. When they were lined up to his relaxed asshole, the client squirmed and pushed down on them. With thanks to the lube, they slid in easily and I was soon gently fucking his ass whilst he moaned and begged for more. All the time I worked his erection - and his ass - I kept a close eye on his facial expressions and movements of his body. All the time he squirmed, and pushed down, I fucked him harder. Whenever he pulled away, I took it as a sign I was being too rough and backed away slightly. Occasionally I’d let off from sucking him so as not to let him ejaculate too soon but I never let off penetrating him. This was just the tip (so to speak) of what he wanted and I needed him really relaxed for what was to follow. 
 
   There is a trick to penetrating a man’s anus and that is to treat it as a woman’s vagina. Don’t just go with a in and out motion. Add a twist to it. As you push it, twist slightly to the left or right. Reverse that twist as you pull back out. Never pull all the way back out. Come close - yes - but reinsert before they actually slip back out and never forget that the muscles there will be trying to push you out. The longer you leave the fingers in there, continually moving, the easier the ass stretches and - soon enough - you’re able to fit more digits in if you so choose.
 
   I won’t be putting any more fingers in. 
 
   On the bed, next to where he was writhing around in ecstasy, there was a number of various toys for us to play with - all of which he’d requested. A happily married man, (so he says) this is one of his favourite sexual activities and yet he feels too embarrassed to share it with his wife. In previous appointments he has stated it feels wrong to enjoy it so much yet he is not alone with this fetish. Although there are a lot who’d refuse to admit it, a lot of men actually love it. Amongst the various toys was a medium-sized butt-plug. The tip of the toy was fairly narrow to ensure you could squeeze it into tight spaces with relative ease but as you went down the shaft of the plastic device, it widened significantly before narrowing once more at the base. The plastic - at the base - curved off at a strange angle, no doubt designed to stop the toy from getting lost and to give the person controlling it something to grip. The tip - as well as being narrow - was at a slight angle to maximise the amount it hit the man’s prostate. I withdrew my fingers and pushed the narrow tip of the toy against the man’s rectum. Once again he pushed down. No need for lubrication now. The lube previously on the condom had worked his ass into a wet slippery hole with easy access. 
 
   “Now you wait there and don’t you dare remove it!” I said to the client in a stern tone of voice. I got up from where I was kneeling and reached for a large purple strap-on. The client was watching me with eyes like a hawk and a slight smile on his face as he continued to writhe around gently on top of the plug filling his hole. As I picked the harnessed plastic cock up, and stepped into it, he started to gently stroke himself. 
 
   “You look so fucking hot,” he muttered when the strap-on was fully secured into place. He sat up and beckoned me closer to him. I shook my head. “Come here.”
 
   “Beg!”
 
   “Please come here.”
 
   “Please what?”
 
   “Mistress!”
 
   “Better.”
 
   I walked over to him until my rigid cock was a couple of inches away from his mouth. He looked me in the eye longingly. 
 
   “Suck it!” I ordered him with a nod. He wasted no time in in sinking his mouth over my cock. I took a hold of his head with both of my hands and helped move it back and forwards as he greedily slurped on what was soon to be inside him. “Spit on it!” I instructed. I let go of his head and he pulled back - letting the plastic member slip from his mouth. He spat saliva over the end of it. “Now wank it!” I told him. “Make it wet!” He ran his hand over the toy as though it were his own penis. A look of lust in his eyes and determination to do the best job he possibly could. This isn’t the first man I’ve had in this position. As I’ve previously mentioned, it’s a common fantasy (mostly kept secret). As I looked down upon him - and the other clients seen in this position before him - I’ve often wondered what was going through their minds. Were they picturing me as I stood before them ready to fuck them with this toy or were they imagining I were a man? Most like the feeling of being fucked but is that due to the prostate being their G-spot or because they’re fulfilling a deep, unspoken fantasy of being with a member of the same sex? One thing that is important to note of my job; I am paid to do as asked (again, within reason). I am not paid to ask questions. “That’s enough!” I pushed him off my cock and told him, “Turn around. On your knees!”
 
   I stepped back a moment giving him room to move. His wanting smile broadened as he turned around and repositioned himself on the bed before me - his ass aimed upwards, still with the toy filling it - waiting to be replaced by the thickness of the next instrument. I approached him and teasingly brushed his inner thigh with the plastic cock. I took a hold of the butt-plug’s handle and gave it a gentle twist. He moaned in pleasure and - once again - begged me to fuck him. I withdrew the butt-plug and let it drop to the floor.
 
   A slap of his ass, “Spread your cheeks!”
 
   He did as he was instructed and spread his cheeks open, stretching his gaping hole a little wider in the process, as I gently nudged the helmet of my appendage against him.
 
   “Beg!” I hissed.
 
   “Please, Mistress.”
 
   With my hands on his hips, I thrust forward - penetrating him deeply. He screamed - a mix of both pleasure and pain. I held it there for a moment as I watched him tense around my cock a few times as though trying to get used to the sensation of something so long and thick inside of him. I listened as he breathed heavily. As soon as it looked as though he’d settled a bit I withdrew slightly before slowly pushing back in. There was no scream this time, just the sound of a satisfied grunt. I continued a few minutes with this method - watching how his body reacted to each thrust, listening to how he sighed, grunted, or moaned in pleasure and then - when he started pushing back onto the cock harder with each of my thrusts forward - I increased the speed and hardness with which I thrust. It wasn’t long before we were really going for it. He’d lifted his ass higher in order to make it easier for me to penetrate him and he’d buried his face into the pillow which served as a silencer for his increasing grunts and groans.
 
   He’s my bitch now, just as his email requested.
 
   A few more minutes of hard banging and I decided he’d probably be close to having enough now. The clients (some at least) might enjoy this but that doesn’t mean they like/want it going on for hours. I started to slow it down as I reached around to his hard-on with my left hand. It was plenty big enough before I started to fuck his ass but now - somehow - it seemed to be even bigger. I started to stroke his thick shaft up and down as I continued pulling out and pushing into him with my own cock. His hands - outstretched before him on the bed - gripped the duvet tightly as his groans grew in volume, despite the pillow.
 
   “Don’t you dare cum,” I hissed as I gripped his cock tighter and stroked harder. “Not without permission…”
 
   “Please, Mistress,” he sighed between groans.
 
   “Please what?” I snapped back.
 
   “Please let me cum.”
 
   I started to stroke him harder and faster until his legs twitched. Here it comes. I stopped rubbing his shaft when I felt the tell-tale twitch from his cock and covered the end of his cock with my other hand as stream after stream of hot semen splashed against my skin, accompanied by his loud groans of satisfaction. Happy he was finished, I slowly withdrew the rigid penis from his ass and told him to turn around and face me. He did as he was told and watched as I gave the purple shaft a quick wipe down with a towel I’d left on the floor before the appointment had begun. When it looked to be clean, I ran my spunk covered hand over it and inched the sticky phallus towards his face.
 
   “Clean it!” I ordered him. He didn’t need telling twice as he greedily went about licking it clean with a look of hunger in his eyes.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Before this job sex was a bit of fellatio, missionary, cowgirl and usually completed in doggy or sixty-nine. This job has opened my eyes. Not all appointments involve kinky games. Not all appointments have a use for extra toys purchased from various online stores. Some of them just require a little bit of oral, sex in a couple of positions, and a strong hand-job in order for the client to reach their happy ending. That being said, there isn’t a lot I haven’t seen (or done). If I were to have a preference for an appointment I would still sway towards the ones which were mostly oral related as they were easier but appointments like the one who’d just left were at least fun, if not tiring.
 
   After each appointment - of which I usually work one a day as I like to stay as fresh as possible for clients - some girls jump on their webcams in order to get some quick money from men who just like to watch. But that’s not my style. I tried it once and - as silly as this sounds - I just felt sleazy. Instead I clean the apartment of any trace of the last client. If they’ve walked dirt through the rooms they’ve been in, I hoover. If they’ve had a drink, I wash the glass up. If they’ve washed with one of the clean towels I’ve provided, I throw it in the washing machine along with the bed sheets. By cleaning the place up, after they’ve gone, I actually feel as though I’m a maid turning down a hotel room ready for the next guest. It’s not my favourite part of the job but it is necessary. If the place is a mess, or there’s crusted semen on the bed linen - I can expect negative feedback on my profile page. Negative feedback equals less customers. Along with washing the bed sheets, and towels, I also throw my clothes into the washing machine too; the knickers I’ve worn, the bra, the short revealing dress (or specified outfit requested by the client). Even if I’ve worn the items for less than five minutes before I am stripped off - it doesn’t matter - they get a thorough washing as do I via a long soak in a hot bath; my private time. No internet, no emails, no phone calls through to the business line (which is always off during my time with clients and turned back on again after my bath) - just me and a blissful silence along with a good book. 
 
   Once my bath is done, and I feel both clean and relaxed, I travel from my working apartment back to my actual home - a place I never entertain the clients. Home life is home life, work life is work life and never the two shall meet. Greeted by my dog, Dahl, I make myself a nice hot cup of tea (one sugar) and settle down in front of the computer to catch up with friends on my preferred choice of social networking site whilst checking my work emails; sometimes there are a few, sometimes there are many. I do not remember the last time there were none. With my cup of tea resting on a coffee table next to me, I loaded up both the social networking site and my emails. Four notifications on the social site. Eighteen emails from the work site… It sounds a lot but I guarantee at least half will be from people trying to engage me in some kind of dirty conversation. I do offer this service but not for free as these clowns expect (and try for). They get deleted. They get blocked.
 
   I loaded the first message titled ‘query’. A promising start that’s straight to the point.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   Standing at a petrol station I had visited so many times before, staring down at the concrete beneath my white trainers as the hose continued to pump unleaded into my car. As I had done so many times before, I’d chosen to pay at the pump. It’s easier. Less hassle. I don’t need to go in and see people. Don’t need to talk to them. Don’t need to invite others into my isolated little world. 
 
   My palms felt sweaty despite the cool breeze in the evening air. They’d been sweaty - on and off - for most of the day as I couldn’t help but think about tonight’s appointment. I didn’t make the booking immediately. I never meant to actually book anyone. I turned away from the sight - last night when I was browsing - on numerous occasions. And then, before I knew it, I had opened up a new email message within the lady’s page and was drafting a message; a request for a booking. I requested an hour. I requested it happened round her place, having seen there was an option for her to come to mine. After I hit send and the message went from outbox to sent - I felt so pathetic. A worthless man reduced to paying for some intimacy. I went to bed - slightly drunk on whiskey - telling myself it would be okay because, chances are, she wouldn’t even reply and yet - when I woke up for work this morning - there it was, sitting in my inbox; her reply. 
 
   Hi Jake,
 
   Thank you for the message and the kind words! 
 
   Yes, I am free tomorrow evening at seven.
 
   If you’d like to message me in the morning, to confirm, I will gladly send
 
   my address. 
 
   Hugs and Kisses
 
   ~ D xxx
 
   My heart beat so fast as I read the message back. It didn’t sink in the first time I read it, nor did it really sink in the second time. The third got it. I told myself that it was fine. She hadn’t booked me into the request time slot immediately. She’d asked me to confirm. Until I confirmed - there’d be no appointment. I could have just ignored the email. I could have just deleted it from my inbox and gone to work; drowned any thoughts of seeing this woman out with a day of data inputting. But I couldn’t ignore it. More to the point, I couldn’t ignore the resemblance to my Michelle. I went from the email back to the website where I gazed upon her pictures once more. Uncanny. Thinking back - I believe I made it through to ten in the morning before confirming the appointment. A quick email stating I would still very much like the appointment. Just as I did last night - I pressed send and tried to move on with my day. I kept telling myself she’d probably be too busy and would most likely fail to reply. Despite my negative thoughts, though, I couldn’t help but to keep checking my mobile phone for a response; just a quick press of the email button upon the touchscreen.
 
   She replied at 3pm with her address. 
 
   By three-thirty I was standing in the bathroom, looking a nervous wreck, staring at my reflection wondering what the hell I was doing. I was hopeless talking to people at the best of times and yet here I was booking myself an appointment with a woman who’d be expecting me to not only talk to her but sleep with her too. By three-thirty-one I was moping sweat from my dark brow. One of my colleagues walked in soon after and disturbed me, forcing me to go back to my desk for fear of acting so suspiciously with my nerves that they’d start to wonder what I was up to. 
 
   The petrol pump click dead as I reached the limit I’d pre-paid for. I removed the nozzle from my car and put it back into the pump’s station. After putting the petrol cap back on, I jumped back into my car and slid the key into the ignition. A quick twist of my wrist turned the key and fired up the engine. I sat there, a moment, in two minds with which way to drive. To the left; her apartment. To the right; the comfort and solitude of my own home. 
 
   I turned left and continued down the road with my heart beating so hard I could feel it - uncomfortably - in my throat. I cast my mind back to the afternoon at work and how I came to the decision to go and see this woman.
 
   I had been sitting at my desk staring at the screen with my mind elsewhere. I kept contemplating sending a quick email to the lady in order to cancel until I kept remembering how similar she was to Michelle. I needed to see how similar she was. In person - would she look more so? Or would she look completely different? I wasn’t sure which I’d have preferred. On the one hand it would be nice to be reminded of Michelle again but - on the other hand - I knew it wasn’t her and it wouldn’t bring her back. If anything it had the potential to make things even harder for me; might make me crave her back in my arms even more than I already do. The need to see her in the flesh won out in the end when I convinced myself that I didn’t need to sleep with the woman. I was paying for her time according to her profile. I could just go and have a chat; maybe even talk about Michelle. Tell her that’s why I booked her - because she reminded me of her and I just wanted to remember.
 
   I turned another corner and realised I was on the woman’s road now. I could see the posh apartment block at the far end of the street. I drove up and parked as close as I could before killing the engine. I felt sick as the weight of what I was about to do started to weigh on my conscience.
 
   Being stupid now. It’s not cheating. Michelle is dead. She isn’t coming back. Besides I’d already decided I wouldn’t be sleeping with this woman. Just a bit of company for the night. Well - an hour… A bit of company from someone who wouldn’t judge me. A bit of company with someone with whom I could just talk - get things off my chest. The fact she looked like Michelle was just a bonus. I started to feel myself calm down a little. Just a bit of company. Nothing more. Nothing less. It’ll be fine.
 
   I looked at my reflection in the car’s rear-view mirror, “You’ll be fine,” I reassured myself. “A pleasant little hour with someone who doesn’t know you. Someone who doesn’t really care about you outside of the appointment. Just go in there, be sociable for the hour and leave again.”
 
   I couldn’t help but feel it would do me some good to get out there and meet someone regardless of where the evening went. I didn’t want it to go anywhere on a physical front but it would be nice to at least talk to someone who didn’t know me or know any of my history. They’d just sit with me, pass the time and then I’d go home again back to the quiet I’d grown accustomed too. Hopefully get the craving for company out of my system, put there by those stupid late night adverts. 
 
   “Tomorrow you’ll be back to your old miserable self. You’ll wake up and you’ll wonder why you ever wanted to go out and meet someone in the first place. Simple. So. Just go in there tonight and have a chat. Enjoy yourself for tomorrow everything is back to normal.”
 
   I continued to sit there, staring at my reflection, as my own words sunk in. Once they had, I nodded in agreement and climbed from the car. As I carefully closed the car door - with my eyes fixed upon the apartment where I’d been directed to - I couldn’t help but notice my hand was shaking like a leaf.
 
   “Come on,” I muttered to myself, “it’s only an hour. You can do this…”
 
   As I walked towards the communal door to the apartment block I patted my left hand pocket to double check I had my wallet with me. I’d popped to the cashpoint earlier, on the way home from work, and had a sudden panic I’d left my wallet at home on at the kitchen side. That would have been a shame - having to cancel the appointment due to losing my wallet… Could always say that. She wouldn’t know it to be a lie.
 
   “Stop being so pathetic,” I muttered again as I reached the door.
 
   It was electronically locked. A large intercom was on the wall to the left of the entrance with numbers for all of the apartments within this block. A quick look and there it was…
 
   The number twenty-six.
 
   “Well - no turning back now…”
 
   I pressed the buzzer and waited for her voice to answer. Damn hand shaking like a leaf. Get a grip, Jake. Get a grip.
 
   “Hello?” a seductive voice came through the intercom’s speaker and caused my heart to skip a beat. Certainly can’t run away now. At least not without looking a bigger fool? But then - would that really matter? I won’t be seeing the woman again. “Come on up,” she said, “I’m on the second floor.” The intercom clicked static before going silent and the door, to my side, buzzed open. I reached across and pushed it open before stepping inside whilst my nerves still tried to get the better of me. Down the corridor I passed three doors. The first on the left, the second on the right and the last back on the left again. Opposite the last door was an open, carpeted staircase with a single hand-rail leading my way to the next floor. I took a hold of the rail and hurried up the stairs - not quite a run and yet not exactly a dawdle either. The next floor was a similar design to the last albeit with an extra apartment. I couldn’t help but wonder why there were only three apartments downstairs. Was there a janitors office down there, or something like that, or one bigger apartment? Can’t be the latter. Surely the bigger apartments are on the top floor? Jesus. Listen to me. Does it really matter.
 
   Within seconds I was standing outside apartment number five. I was just staring at the door with my hand raised, ready to knock. Ready… But not actually knocking. I wondered whether she was standing on the other side of it waiting to open the door in order to greet me and begin the appointment. I looked back down towards the stairwell and wondered whether it was too late to make a run for it. Before I was able to make a decision either way the door opened and there she was - standing in front of me with a broad smile on her face. Her beauty - just as it was in the pictures if not better. Her similarity to Michelle… Striking.
 
   “I thought you got lost,” she beamed. “You must be Jake. Please. Come in.” She stepped back, holding the door open wider. No turning back now then. I nervously stepped into the apartment. She closed the door behind me. I turned back to her. She looked amazing. Not just in how striking her resemblance to Michelle was but in what she was wearing; a sleek black dress which stopped just above the knees of her bare legs and hugged her figure beautifully - highlighting her perfect curves. She walked over to me and gave me a gentle hug with a tender kiss on the cheek. I felt myself blush. “Come on through to the living room,” she offered. She stepped past me and led the way through to her living room.
 
   As you’d expect from the (nice) area, the apartment was decorated with nice furniture. Definitely cosy despite being minimalistic with the furniture it did have.
 
   She walked to the centre of the room and turned to me, “Take a seat,” she said as she pointed towards the sofa against the far wall of the room. I walked over and took a seat as she had offered. “Can I get you a drink?” she asked.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Thank you,” I quickly added, remembering my manners.
 
   She smiled and approached before sitting next to me. She moved closer so that our legs were touching. She rested her hand on my leg and leaned closer to me.
 
   “You look nervous,” she said.
 
   “First time.” I felt my face getting hotter again. This was the first time I’d ever felt so nervous with a woman - or anyone for that matter. I might not be the most sociable but I don’t usually get this embarrassed. I think it’s because - within the next couple of minutes - we’re supposed to be naked and involved in some form of sexual activity. The whole process doesn’t feel natural to me. For some reason I feel out of my depth.
 
   “With a woman?” she looked genuinely surprised by my admission. Or - at least - what she thought was my admission. 
 
   “A woman such as yourself,” I corrected her.
 
   She laughed, “Relax, I’m teasing.” She gave me a playful hit on the arm. “Before we go any further - did you have the money?” she asked.
 
   “Oh. Right. Yes. Sorry.” I flustered over my words as I fished for the money in my wallet. I realise now it probably would have been better to have it in an envelope, or something. I took the notes out and handed it to her. She thanked me.
 
   “I’ll just go and put this away,” she said. She stood up and walked from the room. “Are you sure you don’t want a drink?” she called back.
 
   “Maybe a glass of water?”
 
   “We do have squash here if you prefer. Only the finest…”
 
   “Water’s fine.”
 
   I leaned forward and wiped my sweaty hands down the front of my jeans. So nervous. I hoped a glass of water would help. Even if it doesn’t rid me of my nerves, at the very least it will cure me of my dry throat. Danni walked back into the room carrying with her a glass of water. Even carrying a glass she looked amazing. She handed it over and took her seat next to me - once again her legs touching mine and her hand on my leg gently stroking it with her fingers. I looked at her fingers (immaculately manicured nails) and wondered whether this was a little flirt to get me in the mood for what would usually come next. I took a sip of the water, swigging it around in my mouth before swallowing it, and placed the cup on the floor next to my feet. As soon as the cup was out of the way, Danni ran her hand up my leg, to just underneath my crotch. She gave it a gentle squeeze and asked, “So what can I do for you then, Jake?”
 
   I took my eyes from her hand and looked to her face. She’s raised an eyebrow. A naughty twinkle in her eyes. I guess this was the part where client and professional start to move things forward. Part of me wanted to. She looked so much like Michelle I wondered if it would be the same as if I were kissing her once more. It wasn’t her though; the other part of me - the louder part - kept telling me that. It wasn’t her. It couldn’t be her. Michelle was dead.
 
   “You look so nervous. Relax. You’re in good hands,” she purred. Her hand moved onto my actual crotch before moving to my belt. “I know what will relax you,” she continued. She started to expertly undo it until I took a hold of her hand and pulled her away.
 
   “Can we not do this?” I stuttered. She pulled away. Actually looked surprised too. Was I the first person to push her back? I apologised. 
 
   “I promise - whatever nerves you’re feeling - they’ll disappear if you just relax and go with the flow.” She smiled, “I don’t bite unless I am asked to.”
 
   I stood up and walked to the other side of the room in an effort to remove myself from the temptation of being seduced by the beautiful woman struggling to do her job. I turned to her; felt the need to explain my strange actions.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said, “I’ve never been with a lady such as yourself.” I shifted on my feet, “Truth is - I only booked you because you reminded me of someone.”
 
   She looked puzzled.
 
   “You’re the spitting image of my wife.” I stuttered, “Well my old wife…”
 
   “You’re not together anymore?” she asked.
 
   I shook my head. “She passed away.” I hadn’t meant to bring Michelle into the conversation. I thought it would be inappropriate to do so and yet here I was - openly discussing her. 
 
   “I’m sorry to hear that,” said Danni. 
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   “Was it a recent thing?” Danni asked before there was a chance of an uncomfortable silence.
 
   I shook my head.
 
   “You really do look like her. It’s uncanny.”
 
   “Is that a good thing?”
 
   I nodded, “Most beautiful girl I’d ever seen.”
 
   Danni blushed as my words meant I thought highly of her too but it wasn’t just Michelle’s looks which made her beautiful though but also her personality.
 
   I changed the subject, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have come here.”
 
   Danni stood up and walked towards the door, “I’ll get your money back seeing as you haven’t even been here ten minutes.”
 
   I stopped her, “No. It’s fine. I took up your time. I’m good. Honest. Thank you though.”
 
   Danni stopped in the doorway, “You don’t have to go if you don’t want to. We can just sit here and talk? I don’t have anything else planned for the evening and you did pay for an hour.”
 
   I hesitated a moment as I looked to the direction of the front door and back to the sofa.
 
   “Could even make you a cup of tea. Surely that has to be better than water?”
 
   I thought for a moment and nodded.
 
   “That would be nice.”
 
   “Then I shall put the kettle on.”
 
   Danni walked from the room. I went back over to the sofa and sat down on the edge of the seat - still not comfortable enough to sit back and make myself at home. Looking around the room it was obvious that Danni did not live here. A working apartment, at a guess. She must be on a fair amount of money. It’s a nice apartment in a nice part of town. I suppose there’s no shortage of men willing to pay for the services she provides. Looking at her - I can see why. By the time she walked back into the living room - with two cups of tea, one in each hand - she’d slipped into a white fluffy dressing gown.
 
   “I hope you don’t mind,” she said referring to the gown, “I was freezing. Only arrived about ten minutes before you and didn’t have a chance to get the place warm yet.”
 
   “It’s fine,” I reassured her. “You look cosy.”
 
   She smiled, “I am,” as she took a sip on her hot tea. “Your wife,” she said cautiously, “have you got a photo of her?”
 
   I used to carry one in my wallet but - as my depression continued to take me to darker paths - I felt it was holding me back in my efforts to move on with my life. One night, drunk, I took it from my wallet and hid it in the back of my bedside cabinet. I always knew where it was if I needed it, if I changed my mind but - well - it’s still there with random paperwork and trinkets. To answer Danni’s question I shook my head. I have some pictures on my phone but they’re not the clearest of her. Even if they were perfect - not entirely sure I’m ready to share with a stranger. Not yet.
 
   “Shame,” she said, “I wanted to see how alike we really were.”
 
   I couldn’t help but smile as the similarities once again struck me.
 
   “I’ll email you a picture,” I said.
 
   I could see she didn’t know how to respond to that. She probably doesn’t get a lot of clients offering to email her pictures of their dead partners. Must be a first. After a slight delay, she smiled.
 
   “What was her name?” she asked.
 
   “Michelle.”
 
   Danni nodded as though she approved of the name, “I like that name.”
 
   “Have you got anyone special in your life?” I asked.
 
   “Only my dog,” she laughed. “Honestly I don’t have time for relationships - or the hassle that go with them.”
 
   “Sometimes they can be good.”
 
   “In my line of work? I’ve tried before but it doesn’t work out. The guy pretends to be okay with what I do for a living but - sooner or later - the cracks start to show and the jealousy begins to leak in.”
 
   “Don’t you miss it?”
 
   “Sometimes,” she shrugged. “Mostly I’m happy with where I’m at. I have good friends around me, I’m never alone, and I’m my own boss. What more could I ask for?”
 
   I smiled as though I understood but I didn’t. I miss the love of a good woman, I do. Sometimes I wonder whether I should be out there, mingling - hence the blind dates I attempted - but each one just reiterated that I wasn’t ready yet. One day maybe although I’m not sure when. I changed the subject, “What breed is your dog?”
 
   She laughed, “I’m sorry to admit I did get myself a handbag dog. A little pug.”
 
   I didn’t laugh. Michelle used to hassle me for a dog but I never let her. I am fine with the idea in principle but neither of us were at home for much of the day; stuck at work instead. And then - when she got ill - she wouldn’t have been able to look after it properly and I struggled enough with everything else I was trying to juggle.  “What’s its name?”
 
   “He’s a boy dog. His name is Dahl.”
 
   “Dahl?”
 
   She nodded. If I didn’t know her better I could have believed her to be blushing slightly. I couldn’t help but wonder whether she was this sharing with the rest of her clients or whether it was new to her as - talking to her - was new to me. She tried to hide her embarrassment by taking another sip on her cup of tea. I did the same. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
   I surprised even myself with how much information I’d given the stranger. This isn’t what I do. Usually I am more guarded. Admittedly I hadn’t given him anything which could lead him to me, or even let him into my life, but - even so - usually they get nothing from me other than an orgasm and even that is a lie for more than half the time, not that they’d ever know. 
 
   I actually felt sorry for him. I guess that’s why I opened up to him. In all the years I have done this job, I’ve never had someone act the way he did; not wanting to go ahead with sexual services offered to him because he was too hung up on his ex-partner. I found it sad that he’d not been able to move on since the passing of his wife even after all these years. I wished there was more I could do for him, other than to listen to his stories, but it wasn’t my place to get involved. I was being paid to listen. I wasn’t being paid to fix his life for him. Even if I were - I’m not a therapist despite what some men believe. I wouldn’t have known where to start.
 
   He seemed keen to talk about his lady so I let him lead the conversation - occasionally asking him the odd question to keep the chat from drying up. We covered how they met, their first date, he told me about their first kiss and how he proposed. From the way he told the story - it did all sound as though it was a perfect romance and relationship. Something more akin to a scenario dreamt up by screenwriters. I’m not sure whether I believed all of the aspects but it was still nice to hear. It could have been his imagination - and time - had tainted some of his memories but who am I to question him? I just sat there smiling and listening. By the time he was done, the appointment had run over slightly but I didn’t mind. It felt rude to cut him off mid-story - especially when it was something so close to his heart and, in his defence, he was mortified when he did realise he’d gone over the hour. He even offered me extra money to make up for it. I declined telling him not to worry about it. When I walked him out he shook my hand and thanked me for my time. I told him it wasn’t a problem and he turned away - heading down the hallway towards the stairs. I closed the door to the apartment and walked back into the living room. For the first time since starting the job, I was unsure of what to do. There were no sheets to wash, my underwear and dress were fine to come off and go back into the cupboard for another day - although, despite only wearing the knickers for just over an hour, I’d probably still put them in the wash basket but I’m not about to do a washing run for just them. A waste of both water and electricity.
 
   I crossed the living room space over to the sofa and picked up the two used cups, along with the half-drunk glass of water. I took them through to the kitchen and put them in the sink. I ran the hot water, adding some soap, with my mind playing through what Jake had been telling me during the night. I tried to put myself in his position. I tried to understand what he went through and whilst I could - on some level - I realised there was nothing I’d been through which could compare. I should be thankful for that. I rinsed the cups through and gave them a quick scrub with a brush before upturning them and putting them on the draining board.
 
   Still running through the various stories of the evening, I walked through to my bedroom. I didn’t turn the light on as the lamp - resting on the small bedside cabinet along with the jar of waiting condoms - was still on from where I’d expected to be entertaining in the room. I much preferred the soft light of the lamp to the harshness of the bulb hanging from the ceiling. A slightly dimmer room helps to not only create a little ambiance but also hide the little imperfections such as small spots or blemishes previously unseen (by me) on my skin. I took the dressing gown off, hanging it over the door temporarily, before doing the zip on my dress and letting it slide down my body (helped by a little wiggle on my part). Next up I pushed my knickers down before stepping out of them and undoing my bra. The two items I put in the otherwise empty washing basket in the corner of the room. I pulled some more comfortable knickers from the bottom drawer of the bedside cabinet and stepped into them before pulling them up. Designer underwear looks incredibly sexy and - despite having a g-string back that disappears up your backside - can make you feel like a million pounds but for comfort, nothing beats a cheap pair of cotton pants purchased from the local supermarket. I collapsed on the bed. It’s funny - I haven’t done anything physical tonight and yet I feel absolutely drained from listening to the client’s obvious heartache. 
 
   Dahl is round my mum’s house. She knows what I do for a living and - despite a slightly rocky start - she supports me all the way so long as I am careful (which I am). I’ll text her in a bit and ask if she can keep Dahl for the night. Seeing as the bed is still clean - might as well make use of it and save on the unnecessary journey back to mum’s to collect the dog before going back to my own home. I’m sure she won’t mind. She loves him as much as I do and doesn’t have anyone else with her since dad died last year.
 
   I closed my eyes. It felt good. Peaceful. Despite not fucking anyone tonight I still feel as though I earned my money. I wonder how he is doing having brought everything back up to the surface?
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   When I first stepped into her apartment I had immediately felt a wave of guilt rush through me. I felt as though I was cheating on Michelle even though I didn’t go ahead with any of the potential sexual activities on offer. Ten minutes into the appointment though - when I’d made it clear I wasn’t there for any of what was supposedly on offer - the guilt soon all but disappeared. I hadn’t spoken to anyone about Michelle for as long as I could remember and was surprised how good it did feel to get it off my chest - especially to someone who wasn’t going to judge me for failing to let go after all of these years. With each story shared, I felt as though a weight had been lifted from my shoulders. It helped that she looked so much like her too. 
 
   I was lying on my bed with my mobile phone held out in front of me; her number loaded on the screen. I was desperate to talk to her. I felt as though I had so much to tell her - tonight reminded me of all the positive stories. I closed the phone back to the home screen before making a fool of myself. I put the phone to the side as my mind remembered the ruder of the stories between Michelle and I. The intimate times shared in the bedroom. Those thoughts accompanied with the more recent feeling of Danni’s teasing touch upon my leg. My mind taking the memory further - showing me what could have happened had I not stopped her from doing her job. My penis twitched at the thought of her touching me, along with the more explicit thoughts as to what could have happened. Eyes shut, mental images flickering, I reached down underneath my boxer shorts and started to gently stroke myself. In part of my mind it was Danni’s hand. In another part of my mind Danni had turned to Michelle. Whoever’s hand I pictured- wrapped around my penis gently tugging it into life - it felt good. I didn’t fight either side of my imagination. I just kept my eyes closed and allowed myself to go with it.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   The following morning I woke up with a smile. Michelle was my first thought of the day but - I don’t know - it felt different. It felt as though she were still here with me. So much so, in fact, that when I first opened my eyes I immediately looked to the right of where I laid. It  would have been her side of the bed, next to the window as she never liked to sleep near the door in case someone came running in. I felt a brief moment of disappointment when I realised she wasn’t here with me but it soon disappeared only to be replaced by a smile; not because she was gone but because I felt like I’d been given a little extra time with her. I know it sounded strange - stupid even - but I was smiling and, well, that was good enough for me.
 
   Standing in front of the bathroom mirror, clean white shirt on and combing my wet black hair, I noticed I even looked ‘lighter’ than usual as though a dark cloud had been lifted from me. I actually look near human as opposed to my normal look of messy hair, five o’clock shadow from lack of effort as opposed to setting a style, and heavy bags under my eyes due to the late nights and alcohol consumption.
 
   Alcohol?
 
   It just dawned on me that last night was the first night I didn’t have at least one glass of alcohol in as long as I could remember. For a split second I considered that to be the reason for my new, fresh disposition. That is, until images of Danni / Michelle crept back into my mind once more reiterating that it was last night’s excursion which seemed to brighten my mood. With my hair brushed back, and to the side, I walked from the room after a final spray of aftershave; a bottle which has been sitting there for over a year - sealed - after a relative gave it to me for Christmas. I walked from the room shutting off the bathroom light in the process. A skip in my step as I headed down the stairs where I grabbed the keys from where they hung on a small nail nailed into the brickwork. No breakfast, as I opened the door and stepped into the bright morning sunshine outside. 
 
   Michelle used to moan at me for not eating breakfast but the truth of the matter was I just didn’t feel hungry in the mornings. She always used to say it was the most important meal of the day but I never saw it - nor did I eat it unless, before she got ill, she surprised me with a fry-up of beans, egg, and toast on the weekend. Nowadays it’s back to skipping breakfast and focusing on a bigger lunch instead. Dinner always out of a cardboard box and cooked in the microwave for ease and because I was tired after a hard day in the office. I could never understand how she’d go to work and then come home and cook us a nice two course meal - even on the days she came home absolutely shattered she still managed it. I’d make-up for my lack of cooking by clearing the plates away but that wasn’t exactly a challenge. I could just switch off; engage auto-pilot and get on with it. With cooking you need to be thinking about the various cooking times and when to put things in the oven and take them out and what sauces you need. It’s all somewhat of a chore. My way - you just throw the plastic dish into the microwave and set the timer. Sit back and wait for the microwave to ping at you.
 
   With the front door locked I climbed into the front of my car and started the engine up. For some reason I wondered what Danni was doing this morning. More to the point, I wondered if she thought about last night at all. I knew it was silly of me to presume she’d care but she genuinely seemed to. I knew there was a good chance she just played her part extremely well but, I don’t know, I think there was something there. Not in a girlfriend / boyfriend kind of way - again, I’m not that foolish - but rather in a ‘friend’ capacity. She made an impact on me, I just hope I made an impact on her. I heard myself ask if it really mattered; a question I chose to ignore.
 
   Traffic to work was mercifully light compared to usual. Some days I could sit in a jam for up to twenty minutes, sometimes thirty. More frustrating were the days where you’d be stuck in a heavy jam a few hundred yards away from the carpark you needed to be in. You’d sit there willing the cars to part - like Moses and the Red Sea - but they never did. It did mean I got to work fifteen minutes before I actually needed to be there though. I’d parked up close by to my usual spot which - somehow - someone had managed to beat me to. My phone in the palm of my hand and her number pre-loaded on the screen from last night. I so desperately wanted to phone it. It wouldn’t do any harm, would it? The worst that would happen was she’d tell me she were busy. Chances are - especially at this hour - she wouldn’t even answer the call anyway and it would go straight through to her voicemail. My finger hovered for a moment before I pressed cancel and went back to the home-screen of my phone. Before the screen had a chance to rest properly I entered into the Internet section of the phone; the last page I’d been on loaded up more or less immediately.
 
   Danni’s profile. 
 
   Her pictures. My heart skipped a beat as I was once again reminded of my Michelle. I closed the pictures down - taking me back to Danni’s main profile page. To the top right hand side of the main profile photo, there was a little box with a green light signifying she had availability for the day. If she’d not been readily available the green light would’ve been replaced with a light red in colour. I have to admit - when I first registered on the site in order to contact her - I didn’t get the significance of the lights and was forced to look it up. When I saw what it meant I actually felt a little stupid. It’s pretty obvious when you come to think of it. The frequently asked questions section of the site also mentioned that a red light didn’t necessarily mean the girl wasn’t available for that particular day - just that she hadn’t changed it to green. When I read that I couldn’t help but question the point in the lights in the first place. Regardless - I was relieved to see the light was green - I hit the ‘contact’ button towards the lower right hand section of the page. An email box loaded up onto the screen awaiting my message. I’d intended to send her a message thanking her for the previous night. I even contemplated writing one of the report things other clients had left her. I didn’t have to say what occurred between us - figured most men wouldn’t be interested in that, at least not the men on that particular website - but I could have at least stated I had a pleasant time with her and left with a smile on my face; both of which were the truth. My fingers started to tap out the quick message on the phone’s sensitive touchscreen but it wasn’t the initial message I’d intended. I was asking if I could see her again. I said that I enjoyed the previous night and would love to have the opportunity to see her for another appointment, for her usual going rate of course. I didn’t want her thinking I was looking for some kind of free counselling session. As soon as I finished writing the message, I hit send and closed the web browser down back to the phone’s home-screen; some photo set up with the basic factory setting. I’d asked her for an appointment at the same time as last night’s. Fingers crossed - by lunch time - she will reply. Something to look forward to.
 
   I hope.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Lunchtime came in the blink of an eye. My work productivity had been less than stellar though. Hopefully the boss won’t notice. Usual routine involved tucking into a packed sandwich I’d take with me, or eating one from the small cafeteria on the ground floor of the office block. Overpriced and slightly soggy and yet I continued to purchase them. I’d surf the Internet - on my work computer - for things to purchase from various websites. Little purchases spent in an effort to make me feel better about my life. Nothing major - just films to help pass the time, silly little gadgets that would get unboxed and thrown in a cupboard never to see the light of day again, that kind of thing. On rare occasions I’d converse with colleagues but only if they started the conversations - hence it was an infrequent occurrence. 
 
   Before I walked down to the cafeteria today though I reached for my phone and pulled it from the inside of my jacket. A quick look over my shoulder as a couple of colleagues walked past my booth. A feeling of dread that they were going to come in to see me. An unnecessary concern and soon enough the coast was clear to check for any messages. The messages came through painfully slowly. I can but only presume a lot of people are currently accessing the network. Come on, come on, come on… So slow. Junk mail, junk mail, more spam, an email with reference to the delivery of an item I purchased a couple of days ago, more spam and sitting there - at the top of the list - the email I had been hoping for; notification of a private message waiting for me. After another quick check over my shoulder to ensure I was alone and - when I saw I was - I loaded up the adult website once more and clicked into the section containing my private messages. There it was - top of the page - a message from Danni. The subject was the one I’d left her: Query. It gave no clue as to the content. I felt nervous as I clicked into it.
 
   Another missed heart-beat as I saw she had agreed to my appointment followed quickly by a sudden burst of excitement at the prospect of seeing her again. There was more to the message than a simple ‘yes’ and I continued to read; surprised to note she’d reminded me to bring a picture of Michelle.  The website allowed pictures to be sent through. I temporarily closed the site down and went through the various photos on my phone in an effort to find a suitable picture of Michelle among them. It was strange - she was such a pretty woman, beautiful even, and yet she hated having her picture taken and, as a result, I didn’t have many. The photos I did have of her were because she had been unaware they were being taken. 
 
   It didn’t take long for me to find a semi-reasonable picture. I hesitated a moment, still unsure as to whether I should send it. For all I knew she was being polite. I pointed out to myself that it wouldn’t do any harm - her seeing the picture - and I loaded back into her message. I attached the photograph, confirming the appointment at the same time, and pressed send. I watched as the website slowly loaded the next page; the reply was sent.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
   I waited by the apartment door, ready to open it as soon as he knocked. He’d only just buzzed so I had about twenty seconds before he did. Although I suspected the appointment was going to go the same way as our previous session - especially after his email asked for such - I still dressed up in a nice (short) dress. The only difference was the underwear I wore underneath were more for comfort than sex appeal. There was a gentle knock on the door. Gentle but confident. I pulled on the handle and opened the door inwards to reveal Jake standing there - a nervous smile on his face. His smile seemed to broaden when he noticed my hair.
 
   The picture he’d sent me was of Jake and his wife. They appeared to be in a restaurant setting. It all looked romantic. I guessed they got a waiter, or another diner, to take the snap of them. Jake was smiling and looking straight to the camera. His wife was looking at Jake himself as though she were embarrassed to be having the photo taken. It was hard to see the style of dress that she was wearing - other than to say it was black - but it was easy to see the hairstyle she’d opted for. Her long hair had been tied into a ponytail. The ponytail was draped over her right shoulder - just as mine was now.
 
   “Come in!” I said.
 
   “You look pretty,” he handed over the fee and I led him through to the living room where we’d had our previous date. He didn’t need to be offered a seat before he took one. 
 
   I hesitated in the doorway, “Can I get you a drink? Cup of tea again? Or water… Or, if you’re feeling up to it, I can open us a bottle of wine?”
 
   “Cup of tea would be great,” he said.
 
   I nodded and walked through to the kitchen. I flicked through the various notes Jake’d given me, as he walked in, and was happy to see the correct amount there. I stashed them in the top drawer in the kitchen, along with the cutlery, and turned my attention to making my date a cup of tea as he’d requested. “I wasn’t sure that I’d be seeing you again,” I called through to the living room. “I thought after the last appointment you might have realised this kind of thing wasn’t for you,” I continued.
 
   “To be honest…”
 
   I jumped at the sound of the voice. I turned to see he was standing in the kitchen doorway, leaning against the doorframe. 
 
   “… I meant to get in touch thanking you for last night. It actually helped, you know, talking about her. I guess I’ve held onto it all for so long, kept it to myself, that it got a little unhealthy,” he continued.
 
   “We all grieve in different ways. Who’s to say what is right or wrong?” I pulled two mugs from one of the cupboards and put them next to the now boiling kettle. 
 
   “Well - like I said - I meant to just say thank you but, yeah, I couldn’t resist seeing you again.” He nodded to my hair, “I like what you’ve done,” he said.
 
   I smiled at him, “I thought you might have. I just wanted to look nice for you.”
 
   “You look more than nice. You look amazing.” He hesitated a moment, “So you agree then - that you two look similar?”
 
   I laughed, “I did see a resemblance. Scary.” The kettle clicked to signify it was boiled. I added a tea-bag to each of the mugs along with a little milk before pouring in the boiling water. I turned back to him whilst waiting for them to brew a little. Nothing worse than a cup of tea that’s too milky. “So what did you want to talk about tonight?” I asked. “Or would you rather move things into the bedroom?” He’d told me he wanted to talk but - in my role - it felt wrong not to at least offer him the possibility of moving things to a different stage.
 
   He shrugged, “I just wanted to see you again.”
 
   I gave each tea-bag a little squeeze with the metal tongs, stored next to the tea-bag pot, before transferring them to a small dish next to the kettle. I’d put them in the bin later. I took one of the cups and handed it to Jake who gratefully received it. I picked mine up.
 
   “Shall we go through to the living room?” I asked.
 
   He walked through to the living room with me following. For the first time ever I felt unsure of how best to proceed with the appointment. I understood he just enjoyed my company from the previous night - and the fact I reminded him of his wife - but, despite knowing that, it wasn’t a type of appointment I’d gone through with before. I laughed to myself, all these years on the job and a first. Here’s me thinking I’d seen everything.
 
   We both sat in the living room. 
 
   The silence on his behalf also suggested he was in the same boat as me; unsure of how best to proceed. Definitely easier when I can just slide their cock into my mouth.
 
   “Did you have a good day today?” I asked.
 
   “Yes. Believe it or not but I was looking forward to seeing you again,” he said. His face reddened slightly as though he were embarrassed. Not the first man I’ve seen who’s felt awkward in my presence and certainly won’t be the last. Most men relax into the appointments but definitely a little unsure when they first come in. 
 
   He was the first to break the silence (which was fast becoming fairly uncomfortable), “I’m sorry, I don’t really know what to say.” He laughed about it. “Didn’t think this far through.”
 
   It started to dawn on me that there was a chance he’d come back to see me just because I resembled his old wife. A strong possibility that he wasn’t here for me at all - or the company I offered, but rather the memories I stirred up. I took a sip on my cup of tea and hesitated a moment - a hesitation he noticed.
 
   “What’s wrong? Did you want me to leave?”
 
   I shook my head, “No. You’re fine. It’s just…” I felt strange about what I was going to offer him but, for the sake of getting through the appointment and giving him what he wanted, I felt as though it was the best thing to do, “… I’m not sure if you’ve read all of my profile but I offer a role-play service.”
 
   He shifted in his seat as though uncomfortable at what I’d said.
 
   “I’m not saying we need to do anything but - if you want… I mean, if it helps…” Usually when I’m with my clients I am more sure of myself. I know what they want, usually thanks to their concise emails, and I provide what they want. It’s rare, these days, that I have to guess as to what they are seeking. Even the shy men open up to me with their desires and fantasies once I’m sucking on their cocks. “… You can call me Michelle.” I realised I might have been completely mis-reading him and making a fool of myself but - at this rate - I wouldn’t be accepting an appointment from him again. He shifted in his seat again, embarrassed by my offer. “You don’t have to - just thought, if we looked the same, maybe you’d like to. It might help you?” Maybe he didn’t have enough time to say his goodbyes and that was why he was struggling to move on so much? Maybe it would help him form so kind of closure?
 
   “I’m not sure.”
 
   “You don’t have to,” I reassure him. “I just thought you might want to. You know - go out of the apartment and come back in again as though coming in from work. I could play the part of Michelle and… Well… It was just an idea.”
 
   He laughed (more from embarrassment), “Do you get this a lot?”
 
   “You’d be the first,” I laughed back, equally embarrassed at the potential fool I’d made of myself. 
 
   He stood up a moment and walked to the far wall where he stood next to the window, looking out into the darkness beyond. “Is it not just a little bit wrong?” he asked.
 
   “I don’t see why. It doesn’t matter anyway. You don’t have to. We can just sit and talk. I just thought you might want to try it. I thought it might make you feel good to have a conversation with her again. I mean, we both know it’s not really her but - you know.”
 
   He paused. Looked as though he were in deep thought. After a few more seconds he turned to me, “Could we give it a try?” he asked.
 
   I nodded and smiled at him, “Of course. And if you want me to stop we can use a safe word.”
 
   “A safe word?”
 
   “I usually use the word submarine. It’s just a word that wouldn’t normally come into conversation during my appointments. If a client says that - I know whatever we’re doing has gone a little too far and he needs a break for a moment.”
 
   “Have many clients ever used it?”
 
   “The safe word?” I asked.
 
   He nodded, “Yes. Have many people had to say it?”
 
   I shook my head. It’s always wise to have a safe word but a true professional knows the limits of her client before getting to the stage of needing it. It was fair to say though that, in this instance, I had no idea what the limit would be. I knew it had the potential to go very wrong and that I was in over my head but - not sure why - I just wanted to help and, if it did help, it would be worth it. “It’s important to have it there as a safety net though. Most clients feel comfortable just knowing there’s a way out, should they want it at any point.”
 
   He laughed again and nervously scratched the back of his head. “What would we talk about?” he asked.
 
   “We just go with the flow. Whatever you’d usually do when getting home from a hard day at the office, when Michelle was here, do that and I’ll follow your lead.”
 
   “If you don’t mind,” he stuttered, “then we could give it a try?”
 
   I walked over to him and took the cup of tea from his hands. Along with mine, I put them both on the side. He looked nervous and a little apprehensive. I reassured him it was okay. “Leave the apartment,” I told him, “and then come back. When you do - I’ll be in character.”
 
   His smile broadened and he nodded. He walked from the room whilst I waited in the living room. A second later I heard the front door open and close. I looked at my reflection in a large mirror that hung from the wall above the sofa. Even I looked nervous.
 
   There was a knock on the front door.
 
   I need to shake the nerves away. It’s just another appointment. A different kind of role-play session to what I am used to but still a form of role-play. I can do this. I sauntered from the room and up to the front door. With a hand - steady as a rock - I reached for the handle and opened the door. Jake was standing there.
 
   “You forgot your keys again?” I asked him.
 
   “Sorry,” he stepped into the apartment and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, “I must have left them at work.”
 
   I closed the door behind him. He was taking his jacket off as he walked on through to the living room.
 
   “I heard your car,” I said, “and made you a cup of tea.” When I reached the lounge I pointed to the side where I’d earlier placed our two cups. He went over and took one of them before giving it a sip.
 
   “Thank you. What would I do without you?” he asked.
 
   He looked like a new man, standing here role-playing through this scenario. I could see it on his face, just as I could with other - more perverse clients - that he was allowing himself to go along with it. I felt a little rush of relief. 
 
   He carried on, “I might have a shower. Do I have time before dinner?” he asked.
 
   “Of course. To be honest I haven’t even started on dinner yet. I was thinking we might be able to get a take-away later? I’ve been craving Chinese food.”
 
   “Sounds good to me.” He hesitated a moment, “We got any clean towels or are they all in the wash?”
 
   “No. They’re through here,” I lead him through to the bathroom. The shower was attached to the wall above the bath itself. When you wanted a shower, there was a screen that could be extended across the rim of the bath to stop the water from flowing over the edge and onto the tiled floor. I prefer the screen over the curtain that some showers seem to have. “I put the towels there,” I told him pointing to the rail above the radiator on the wall adjacent to the bath. He thanked me. “I’ll leave you to it,” I said, leaving the room.
 
   I didn’t close the door. I merely pulled it too. I walked through to the living room wondering whether Michelle was the kind of woman who’d join him in the shower or whether he was the type of man who preferred solitude whilst washing in order to rid himself of any stress. I took a sip from my cooling tea as I waited for the sound of the water to begin running from the other room - something which came less than a minute later. I paused a moment, unsure of how best to proceed once more.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   By the time I stepped into the bath and underneath the shower head I’d gotten the temperature of the water just right; not too hot, not too cold. As the water cascaded down my bare back I couldn’t help but replay the scenario back through my mind. With the exception of the mentioning of the Chinese food - something Michelle hated - it almost felt real. It helped that I tried my best just to go with it. It felt, in parts, that I really was standing there with my wife once more. Part of me thought I should feel sad - knowing that it’s all a lie and, really, she’s gone - but another part of me felt good; happy to go along with the lie. I knew it wasn’t her but it didn’t hurt to pretend. It felt nice. I jumped from my thoughts at the sound of the door being slowly pushed open. I turned to the door and saw Michelle standing there in a fine-looking dress. She was staring at me. Her expression was mixed between lust and nerves. I smiled at her. She reached to the small zip on the side of her dress and undid it before letting the item of clothing drop to the floor. Standing there in her non-matching bra and panties, so typical of Michelle, I couldn’t help but feel a twitch from between my legs. She looked great with her curves, all in the right places. My smile broadened as she unhooked the back of her bra-strap before removing it, allowing her heaving bosom to be exposed. Her nipples were standing to attention just as I was now. She didn’t stop there and she stepped from her underwear. A vision of beauty as I took in her perfect, naked form. 
 
   “Room for a little one?” she asked.
 
   I didn’t say anything; just nodded like an idiot. She smiled as she stepped over the edge of the bath before joining me under the warm, falling water. She put her hands around my waist and looked me in the eyes; a naughty twinkle in her own.
 
   “I thought you looked as though you may have been stressed,” she said. “Anything I can do to help with that?” 
 
   Without thinking I put my hand on her cheek and leaned in for a passionate kiss. To my joy she reciprocated. I placed my other hand gently on her other cheek as I continued to kiss her before running it down her side and resting on her buttock. She pressed herself into me and as our two naked bodies touched, what felt like a bolt of electricity surged through my body. My other hand ran the same course down her body as the first hand did - albeit on the opposite side - before coming to a rest on her pert ass. All the time we continued to kiss, only breaking momentarily to come up for air. I felt her own hand touch my body and another surge of electricity rush through me. I was fully erect now; my hard cock pressing against her naval. We stopped kissing.
 
   “I’ve missed you Michelle,” I said.
 
   “You only saw me this morning,” she said.
 
   I smiled. She’s good.
 
   Her fingertips brushed my hard-on as the naughty twinkle in her eye continued to sparkle brilliantly.
 
   “So,” she said, “anything I can do to help with the stress?”
 
   I didn’t say anything. She ran her fingertips down the length of my shaft, causing it to twitch. When they reached the base, she wrapped her whole hand around my cock and started to gently stroke it. I let out an audible sigh as she continued to stroke up and down the length of my penis.
 
   “Is that nice?” she purred.
 
   I nodded. Each stroke, topped with the shower water massaging my back as it continuously hit me hard from the power shower, continued to send little bolts of electricity through my entire body. I couldn’t stop watching her pretty face as she continued to toss me. Her naughty glint - lustful look - turning me on so much. That smile - the one I’d missed so much. The sight of her erect nipples as the water cascaded down her breasts and stomach. Her hand, pretty painted nails, rubbing my manhood with increasing speed. Her other hand around my back - stopping me from moving away from her strokes. I leaned in for another passionate kiss, exploring her tongue with my own. 
 
   “I want you so badly,” I said as I pulled away from her.
 
   “Then have me,” she said. She stepped back so that she was standing at the opposite end of the bathtub. The spray from the shower no longer hitting her perfect looking body. She raised an eyebrow as though daring me to go to her. I took a step closer and - as soon as I did - she stepped out of the bath and onto the cold tiled floor of her bathroom. “Come with me,” she said. She grabbed the only towel from where it hung and walked from the room. I followed her - soaking and dripping water everywhere. I ended up following her into the bedroom. A small lamp, sitting on the bedside cabinet, offered an ambient light. She threw the towel to the side of the bed and climbed onto the soft looking mattress, laying her head on the pillow. I hesitated just after the doorway unsure of what to do. She patted the bed next to where she lay and I couldn’t help but join her.
 
   I was shaking as I climbed onto the bed with her. I laid on my side facing her. She was on her side, facing me - both of us wet and naked. I should have been cold but I felt nothing. The lack of concern for my body temperature no doubt due to the fact I couldn’t take my eyes off her body. I nervously reached out with a shaking hand and placed it on her hip. I slowly moved it down her leg - as far as my reach would allow - before moving back up to her hip again. She didn’t move. She just watched my hand go through the motions. 
 
   “That’s nice,” she said quietly before asking, “Are you starting to feel less stressed?”
 
   “I think I’m getting there.”
 
   She took a hold of my hand and whispered, “Touch me.” She moved my hand up to her breast with her own hand and tightened her grip which - in turn - pressed my palm harder against her breast. I couldn’t help but smile. She wasn’t smiling. She was staring me directly in the face as though watching my reactions. Still guiding my hand, she moved it down to between her legs. She pushed herself down onto my hand. I leaned forward to her and kissed her again, sliding my body slightly closer to hers. She released my hand but I didn’t move it. I left it there against her moist pussy. Was it the shower or was she as turned on as I was? I flinched as I felt her hand touch my own body. Just as I’d run a hand down her side, she too returned the favour to me before taking a hold of my cock once more. Her eyes were still transfixed on mine as I started to gently explore her outer lips with a finger; just gently teasing her slit. As I felt her get wetter I carefully pushed inside of her. She gasped and closed her eyes momentarily but didn’t once stop the rhythm with which she was stroking me. I wanted to close my eyes too - at least part of me did. I just wanted to shut them and go with the feelings seemingly rushing through my whole body. And yet - at the same time - I didn’t want to miss a thing. I wanted to take in everything about this evening. I inserted a second finger into it and started to explore her as I leaned in for a second passionate kiss. When we stopped - after what seemed a blissful lifetime - she ceased stroking me long enough to push me back a little, even moving my hand away. She pushed me onto my back and rolled on top of me. As she leaned down and kissed me again, out of the corner of my eye, I could see her fumbling for something on the bedside cabinet next to the lamp lighting our actions. She sat up a moment and I could see she had a silver foil in her hand; a condom. She tore at it with her teeth and smiled at me as she rolled the condom down my cock. I sighed at the touch of the slightly lubricated rubber. She sat up slightly before guiding my penis to her vagina. As she sat back down she eased me inside of her; a blissful feeling as I felt her tight pussy clamp around my cock. I couldn’t help but sigh. Eyes closed as the warm, tightness of the feeling overcome all of my senses at once. Another bolt of electricity rushed through me. Michelle asked if I was okay. She asked if I wanted her to continue. I nodded. I never want this to end. This moment - the love of my life back with me - I never want this to end. She tilted her head back and put her hands upon my bare chest as she slowly started to make love to me. Slowly sliding her pussy up and down my shaft. I looked down and watched as my hard-on slid in and out of her. I noticed, on the rubber, a smear of her thick, white juices; juices I so desperately wanted to taste once more. I sat up and we kissed again. My hands found her breasts and began to gently fondle them. I stopped kissing her mouth and started to kiss them. Gentle flicks of my tongue against her hardening nipples. The delightful sound of her soft moans sighing close to my ear adding to the various sensations helping to drive me wild. I moved my hands to her ass and gave each buttock a gentle squeeze; such a firm, firm arse. I felt a tickling sensation within my inner thighs as an orgasm started to build. I didn’t want to fight the feeling - I wanted to enjoy it in its entirety - and yet, at the same time, I didn’t want to be done yet. I wanted to carry on far into the night. I’ve been without her for so long. I’ve missed her touch. I’ve missed her kiss. I’ve missed the sound of her heavy moans and deep sighs. I’ve missed the tightness of her pussy. I shuddered as my cock twitched. Less than a second later, another twitch and a pulse and throb as I spat an orgasm into the end of the rubber worn. I’m not normally a heavy-cummer and yet it felt like it was going on forever and I couldn’t help but groan out loud and close my eyes. By the time I opened them again - a couple of seconds later - she was staring me directly in the eye. She was smiling, still rocking backwards and forward with me inside of her. Not fast - just a pleasant rocking sensation milking the last drop of spunk from my cock. She slowed to a stop. I released her ass and my hands dropped to the mattress on either side of my drained body. Michelle smiled at me and reached down to my penis. She took a hold of the base - the rubber in particular - and lifted herself from it. She laid next to me, cuddled in close. Neither of us said anything. We both just stayed there, lost in the moment, enjoying the peace.
 
   I couldn’t help but look at her. She was so beautiful. The spitting image. The post-coital moment turned from being a pleasant hug to remembering she wasn’t really Michelle. She was Danni. Some girl I’d hired. A flash of guilt rushed through me - killing the moment of euphoria I’d felt. I sat up on the edge of the bed. I think she was surprised by my sudden movement. 
 
   “What is it, honey?” she asked. Her voice was as pure as the driven snow. 
 
   “Submarine.”
 
   She didn’t say anything. She didn’t even move. She just stayed where she lay, watching me. I tried to ignore her looks. I tried, in my head, to reassure myself that I hadn’t cheated on Michelle. She’d told me she’d wanted me to meet someone else. It was only me who’d stopped myself from doing so. Until now that is and - even then - this doesn’t count. I haven’t cheated. Not whilst we were role-playing that it was Michelle I was with.
 
   “Are you okay?” she asked eventually.
 
   I nodded and then stood up, “I’m sorry - I need to go.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
   In nothing but my warm dressing gown wrapped around my body, I closed my apartment door as Jake got to the stairs out in the hallway and walked through to the bathroom where I collected the clothes I’d earlier discarded. I put them in the washing machine, in the kitchen, and walked back through to the bedroom. First things first, I bent down and picked the condom up from the floor, along with the wrapper from where I’d left it on the side of the bed, and put them in the small waste paper bin tucked away in the corner of the room. I’d empty it later. I pulled the sheets from the bed, starting with the heavy duvet and took those through to the washing machine too, along with the towel despite the fact neither of us had actually used it.
 
   I was in two minds as to how the appointment went. Had it not been for how we left things I’d have thought it went well. He seemed to enjoy himself and - more to the point - we managed to move things through to a more physical act despite his initial email saying he wanted an appointment same in nature to the previous one he’d experienced. The problem was how the appointment ended - more specifically how he behaved after he came. It was almost as though he felt guilty about what he’d just done with me. To be honest I couldn’t understand why someone would feel guilty when their partner had been gone for so many years. He wasn’t the first person to experience a post-orgasm feeling of guilt but usually it was a sensation endured by married men who knew that - despite what they were doing - they had a wife waiting for them at home blissfully ignorant, in most cases, to what their loving husbands were doing. That was the kind of guilt I could understand, on some levels although it was still a little strange. After all - if you’re going to feel guilty about it, how could you go ahead with the appointment in the first place? Unless this is what they needed to remind themselves of how much they loved their wives? Who knows - maybe - on some levels I might actually strengthen marriages opposed to potentially destroying them.
 
   You learn not to get yourself too mixed up in those kinds of feelings in this game; the wide range of emotions screaming at you from within your conscience that you’re nothing more than a home-wrecker. I do not beg these men to come and see me. I certainly do not force them to. It is always their choice to pick up the phone or click on the contact button upon my profile page. Half the time - even after the session - I do not even know if they’re married or not. You’d think it would be easy for me to tell. After all surely I would just need to look at their ring finger but even that can be misleading. They may have a ring there but, like with Jake, their partner might be deceased. Normally the married men remove their rings anyway - maybe to help with their guilt - but it’s still easy to see there was a ring there. The indentation left by the band takes a while to fade; especially if they’ve been married for a while. It was hard not to feel for Jake though; a man so in love that he couldn’t move on despite so much time passing since his wife died. I wondered whether there was anyone I’d ever love so much that I wouldn’t be able to move on afterward. I won’t lie, there was a little part of me - a part which surprised me - that felt jealous. Not for his dead wife, that’s horrible, but the fact he’d been so in love with someone.
 
   I’ve been single for a while now. I do not feel the need for a relationship. What I need from a man, I get through an appointment. Well the physical side anyway. And for that strange emotion called love - I have Dahl who loves me unconditionally.
 
   Speaking of which…
 
   I walked through to the living room and across to the sideboard where I’d left my mobile phones (one for work, one for home). As I picked up the home one, I also noticed the two mugs from the appointment were there and still needing to be washed up. I slid both phones into the pocket of my dressing gown and walked the mugs through to the sink where I quickly washed them up. Job done and back to the living room where I crashed on the sofa. I feel as drained as I did after our first appointment together. Not sure why. Again, I’ve had sessions which have been a lot more vigorous and I haven’t been as tired from them. I pulled what I thought to be my personal mobile from my pocket and illuminated the screen with a flick of the button. Looking at it, I immediately realised it was the work phone. I went to toss it to the side until I noticed there was a message there waiting for me; the picture of a little envelope. Someone clearly couldn’t read the profile. I do not like text messages because you get spammed by people texting you, fishing for rude comments to be texted back to them which they can wank over. You spend more of your life pressing delete than you do actually getting real bookings. I opened the text and readied my finger to delete it. I sat up when I noticed it was from Jake. A simple message, straight to the point, sent ten minutes ago. He was thanking me for my time and letting me know an email had been sent. An email?
 
   I jumped up from the sofa and walked through to the bedroom. My laptop was in the corner of the room, next to the dirty laundry basket, where I’d hidden it. I carry it with me wherever I go on the off-chance I get a cancellation; it gives me the chance to change my status, on my page, to ‘available now’ for the possibility of some last minute bookings. I pulled the computer from the case and collapsed on the unmade bed with it, propping myself up with a pillow. The laptop powered up quickly. I do not use it for anything other than work - checking emails and making changes to the profile page - so it’s near enough empty on the hard drive - other than the operating system - and, therefore, quick for loading and navigating. The same can’t be said for the computer I have at home. I use that one less but - when I do get on it - it seems to be for saving pictures of days out with friends and that sort of thing. One dog slow computer right there. My emails loaded up and - true enough - there was one from Jake. The word ‘query’ in the subject heading. I wasn’t sure whether this was the same subject heading he’d used before or another query. I opened the message unsure of what he was going to say.
 
   Hi Danni,
 
   I had a great time. Thank you. Despite the wobble I had after the appointment - for which I apologise again - I had a great time and haven’t stopped smiling since I got home. I was wondering whether you’d be free again tomorrow. Perhaps we could role-play once more? I understand if this is becoming too weird for you. You must think I am crazy but, believe it or not, I’ve found it’s really been helping me recently! Anyway, if you’re free, I’d like another hour for the same time? Hope to hear from you.
 
    
 
   I read the email which he signed off with his name and a couple of kisses. I didn’t know how to respond - not that an appointment tomorrow evening was practical anyway as I already had a booking but, when he comes back asking for another date, what do I say? I’m glad that he found the session helpful and that it cheered him up - honestly I am - but I am a business woman and a smart one at that despite what certain factions of society think of me because of the trade I choose to be in. Being smart  I am well aware there is a danger for what us ladies refer to as the Pretty Woman Syndrome; when a client falls in love with a working girl because they believe the emotions between the two of them to be real. Appointments are not real though and all emotions need to be left at the door - other than the lust for fun and sexual desires fulfilled. I’ve had many a client say they love me in the past and I’ve always been perfectly honest with them; telling them it’s a business arrangement only and that I can’t love them. I’m doing my job. Those are the clients I advise to see other ladies. The more they see, as opposed to sticking with the one they prefer, the less chance there is they’ll fall for them. Although - in this instance - would he fall in love with me or the character I was pretending to be? Despite it being my idea initially, I started to feel a little uncomfortable about it. I set the laptop to one side. He wouldn’t have known I’d seen his text. It might have said it had been delivered on his phone but that was about it. I don’t need to reply immediately. Can have a think; time to decide on how best to proceed. But then - when he knows I am busy tomorrow - he might not contact me for another date. I could be stressing over something that doesn’t even matter. I took a hold of the laptop again and sent my reply. It was just a quick message saying I’m glad he had a nice time and that I’d love to see him again (potentially not true) but was busy at his requested time. I didn’t go back with alternative times or dates. I closed the laptop and set it to one side - reaching for my personal mobile (still in my dressing gown pocket). Need to let mum know I’ll be with her soon for Dahl. She’ll probably be stressing that I’m leaving him with her for the night again. She pretends to be annoyed but I know, deep down, she loves the company.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   The client’s legs were twitching and his breathing had become heavier and faster paced. I knew he was close to the edge as I expertly worked his shaft with both mouth and hand. I pulled my head back and continued to wank him, increasing the speed as I did so in the knowledge the appointment would soon be coming (literally) to an end. He groaned out loud with his eyes shut as I aimed his cock towards my naked breasts. Jet after sticky jet of his hot spunk splashed against my chest. I didn’t stop tugging him until I was sure every last drop of sperm was milked from his cock. As his cock dribbled its last I looked up to his face. He was looking down at the mess he’d made - all over my heaving bosom - a satisfied grin on his face.
 
   “I clearly needed that,” he laughed.
 
   He always says that. One of my regulars. I’m not sure whether he purposefully builds a stock-pile up before he comes to see me or whether he’s just a heavy-cummer in general but it’s always the same. When he shoots, he shoots big and always laughs about it. I remember the first time I saw him. I honestly don’t believe I’ve ever seen so much semen shoot from someone. It was a never-ending waterfall of sticky. I remember being thankful for not offering clients the chance to cum in my mouth. Had I been sucking when he’d shot his load, I could have been drowned. 
 
   “Have you been saving that up for me?” I asked, a smile on my face. Just as he always told me he clearly needed it, I always asked if he’d been saving it for me.
 
   I reached across for the tissues at the side of the bed and handed him a wad, taking a handful for myself. I didn’t need to be spotlessly clean. Just needed to get the worst of it off to save it running down my stomach and making more unnecessary mess. The client sat up with his back against the headboard of the bed. He thanked me as he started to clean himself up.
 
   “If you want, you’re more than welcome to have a shower.”
 
   “That’s fine,” he said. “Going straight home after this. Nice hot bath with my name on it!”
 
   I always offered a shower, he always declined. I liked the regular appointments. I knew what to expect from them, I knew how to please them. They knew what to expect from me, they knew what they could and couldn’t do. It was good for both parties.
 
   I put the tissues to the side, along with the dirtied ones I’d taken from him, and laid down next to him - careful not to land in one of the many wet patches spilled upon the top sheet I’d put down on the bed. I cuddled into him. The perfect Girlfriend Experience consists of a little chat - along with a drink - some varied sexual positions, along with oral, in the bedroom, and then a little cuddle and chat again.
 
   “One day I worry that you’re going to catch me off guard and drown me with that,” I said with reference to the amount of ejaculate he’d fired. He laughed and blamed me for it. Apparently it was my fault for driving him so crazy. The men liked such comments, I think it made them feel more masculine - not that they ever asked for the comments. All just part of the service. It’s like when you fake an orgasm for them. You fake an orgasm and suddenly they’re that little bit closer to climaxing themselves. All little tricks of the trade designed to make the appointments more enjoyable for the client.
 
   We stayed there, on the bed, for a few minutes - certainly no more than ten - before the client sat up and moved to the edge of the bed where he reached for his clothes. I stayed on the bed and watched him dress as we continued chatting about varied topics - mostly him moaning about having to go home to his wife. I didn’t need to get dressed again. Just as he was going home for a hot bath, I too was due a long soak. When he was fully dressed and ready to leave, I jumped up and threw on my trusty dressing gown. We’d walk to the door, we’d hug, he’d kiss me on the cheek, I’d open the door and he’d leave. A week later, maybe two - we’d do it all over again. In the meantime - the same post-appointment routine for me; washing , washing-up, and a nice relaxing soak in the bath before home to Dahl and whatever mess he has left for me today. That’s the only bad thing about daytime appointments; no one to look after Dahl for me so he had to be trusted to stay at home by himself. He was generally okay but sometimes - well sometimes - accidents happen and when they did it was usually on the rug in the lounge. Sod’s Law considering the rest of my home was mainly laminated flooring; a choice made because of the accidents Dahl used to have when he was a puppy.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   I’m not sure what possessed me to turn my laptop on whilst I was waiting for the bath water to run. It’s out of routine. Usually I like to relax and soak after a meeting so I can reclaim some of ‘me’ again. Forget the character I’ve been playing whilst with the client. Yet here I was sitting on the edge of the bed reading another email from Jake. This time he’d been just as direct with his request and it made it hard to ignore it - not that I have to accept any bookings. He was asking when I was next free. He’d requested an evening appointment and informed me that he was free whenever so - really - any time was good with him. He even reminded me of his mobile number in the text stating that - if I found it easier and wanted to - I was more than welcome to call him to make an arrangement. 
 
   That is something I do not do. Not even with my most loyal and regular clients. I always deal with them via email only. If I am running late for an appointment, I’ll text but - otherwise - definitely only emails. If I were to start calling, or texting, when I felt like it then I ran the risk of failing to live up to my promise of being discreet. After all - what if I sent a text, or made a call, when their partners or friends were nearby? Fair enough some of them might not have minded but - it’s not the point. It only gets confusing when you have one rule for one and one for another. I have a system which has been successful for many years now and I’m not about to change it. 
 
   Aware of the running water - I hit the reply tab and quickly typed back a reply. I’d thought about seeing Jake again last night, after he’d messaged me, and decided I would see him. At the end of the day if I no longer felt it worked between us, I could always terminate the session and - to be honest - I didn’t feel as though it were likely to come to that. I guessed it felt odd because the whole scenario was new to me. I cast my mind back to the first time I played the naughty school girl being spanked over the Head Teacher’s knee, or the sexy nurse taking the temperature of the sickly patient; every scenario felt strange to me the first time I played it through. It was only after I’d done them a couple of times did I start to feel at ease with them. This was the same. It was a new scenario. I’d be fine as soon as I found my feet and despite my concerns he’d possibly fall in love with me - so far he had shown no signs of doing so yet. To be sure he wasn’t getting too attached though, I had also made up my mind to tell him I was busy for the rest of this week but available to see him on the Monday evening - same time as the previous appointments. I liked to think of it as a cooling off period. I sent the email satisfied I’d done everything to look out for both of our best interests before slamming the laptop screen shut and heading off for my hugely-anticipated bath.
 
   By the time I made it into the bathroom the water was not far from the brim of the bath. Any more in there and the water would have certainly overflowed once I lowered myself in. Just in time then. I twisted the taps, stopping the flow of water, and disrobed before lowering myself into the hot water. A book, resting on the side of the bath, along with a sneaky glass of wine to help me relax.
 
   As I felt the water and bubbles wash away the grime of the appointment, something my friend said to me came back to the forefront of my mind; they’d said I enjoyed baths after the appointments not just to wash myself after the sometimes-vigorous exercise, but also because it helped to wash the sin from my body. I remember when my friend first said it to me, I honestly thought she were trying to be funny but - looking at her face - I realised she was dead serious. She honestly believed that what I did for a living was immoral and that I was likely to burn in hell for it. I’m not usually one for being stuck for words but I had no idea how to respond to her. Needless to say we stopped speaking soon after that. She got on with her life and I got on with mine. Sometimes, though, I can’t help but think about what she said and wonder whether she was right. The thought could pop into my head at any time. It didn’t matter whether it’d been a good appointment or not… It could just suddenly appear and then I’d spend the next twenty minutes or so mentally defending myself for my lifestyle choices; the end of the argument always being when I told myself I’m helping people. I’m giving them something that they feel they’re missing. I’m making them feel good for however long the feeling lasts. How could that be immoral?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   I selected the option to pay for the petrol at the pump just as I always did and proceeded to fill the tank. Eyes down to the concrete - a spot I’d seen so many times before. It baffles me why more people don’t choose to pay at the pump. I don’t understand their fascination with paying at the counter. It’s not as though there is anything to benefit from going into the station, unless of course they need a little shopping or something. Watching them - from time to time and usually as I’m queuing to get to the pump, they fill their car in, they go straight into the station and up to the counter, they pay their money and they leave again with nothing in their hand other than a receipt. This way - paying at the pump - is so much easier and, added bonus, cuts out all the necessity to talk to someone. Not that you can really call paying for your petrol ‘talking’ to someone. They usually confirm your pump and amount, you agree, they ask for payment and whether you’d want a receipt or not. You say ‘yes’ - and then wonder why as you throw it in the bin later - and you head off back to your car. You jump in, you drive off. The end. It’s all pointless. Just slip the card into the pump, select the amount you wish to have and fill your car. There’s no more queuing to be done, there’s no need for conversation of any kind. Much easier. 
 
   When the tank was full I replaced the hose back onto the pump station and climbed into the car. I hesitated a moment wishing my day was over and not only just beginning. Can I phone in sick? Would they really miss me? I don’t recall the last time I phoned in, or didn’t go. Surely I could get away with one day. One day to myself to collect my thoughts. I thought - since seeing Danni… I thought I was doing better, especially after the little role-playing session we had but - don’t know - today… Today just feels like a struggle. Been out of bed for about an hour and twenty minutes and wish I could just crawl back under the duvet and hide away from the world again. I need to see Danni. I’d emailed her immediately but she was busy. Of course she’d be busy. She’s a pretty girl. No, she’s not pretty. She’s beautiful. She’s a beautiful woman and - from what I have seen - extremely good at her job. I was foolish to expect no queue to see her, especially as her profile clearly states she only sees one client a day. Jesus - they must be lining the streets for her in anticipation of an hour alone with her. Guess that means I should book more than an hour for the next appointment but then - if I do that - I won’t be able to afford many more sessions until the following month. Not sure I could go weeks and weeks without a session. Maybe book an appointment and do a repeat booking immediately - whilst still with her - when she has her diary in front of her? Maybe that would be the easiest way?
 
   She said she’d see me on Monday. Today is Thursday. It’s four days to wait. Four days. I know it’s not long and yet it feels like a lifetime. Of course I emailed her back accepting the appointment. I also said that - if she were to get a cancellation - I’d be willing to take that slot instead. I figured she’d have more chance of filling an appointment further away than a last minute cancellation so I would be doing her just as much of a favour as she’d be doing me. She didn’t reply which depressed me further. Even an email correspondence between the two of us, her playing the part of Michelle, would be better than this unbearable silence. I know she is just acting a role, I know it’s a business arrangement between the two of us but there must be some way we can make it work so I can hear from her each day - not necessarily see, just hear from her. A text, an email, a call… Something… Anything - in the role of Michelle - asking how my day is, or was.
 
   I pulled my phone from my coat’s inside pocket and loaded through to the contact part of the handset. Her number. My thumb was waving over it. She’s probably busy, I get that, but - just one call? I jumped when a car sounded its horn from behind me. A look in the rear-view mirror and I could see a car right behind me, practically touching my bumper, waiting for the space I was occupying. At this distance I could see the driver’s face. He looked irritated at being held up from filling his tank. I switched the phone back to its home screen and waved the man behind an apology before pulling away from the spot I’d hogged. He should have paid at the counter, would have been quicker. I couldn’t help but laugh to myself.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   At work and I may as well have phoned in sick. My typing skills - inputting the numbers - are lacking today and every time my finger hits my keyboard I seem to be making a mistake. I think the most common key touched today is the delete button. No matter how hard I try, I just can’t seem to concentrate. I keep thinking about Michelle and wondering whether there is a way for us to be together again. Mentally I’ve even tried working out how much it would cost to see Danni once a week, for a couple of hours, for a few months. It didn’t take long to realise that it’s way out of my price range. And to think - it’s not as though my wages are even that bad! When lunchtime came around - after what seemed to be hours - I found myself tempted to email her asking for a discount on block booking sessions. The only reason I stopped myself from doing it was because I remembered reading a part of her profile page which listed frequently asked questions and seeing that one of the main ones was enquiring about a discount on the rates. Her answer was polite but to the point; she offers a service of good value and her prices reflect that. Besides which, I think if I were to ask her that, she’d get offended and refuse to see me altogether and that would be disastrous.
 
   I pushed myself away from the computer desk and swiveled around to the back wall of my little booth to give my eyes a break from staring at the harsh white of the computer screen spreadsheet. My eyes feels as though they’re burning into the back of my skull as I feel one of my headaches starting to pound across my temple. Colleagues were walking past my booth, chatting to one another, as they headed towards the cafeteria. For the briefest of moments I contemplated calling out to them and asking if I could join them. Not sure, exactly, where that thought came from. Certainly nothing something I tend to do. Usually I slip out before they get a chance to see me, I grab what I want and then I retire back to the comfort and privacy of my little booth - often wishing it had a door that could be closed. Perhaps the thought of company was better than the thought of being alone for a change? I didn’t move from my seat despite the grumble of hunger from the depths of my stomach. It’s funny. I usually sit in this little booth wishing my week away by praying for the weekend and yet - now - I find myself sitting here wanting it to be Monday again. I shook my head and turned my attention back to the computer screen; if I don’t get a little more of these figures inputted then I won’t have a job to help pay for little luxuries such as this coming Monday’s appointment. Ignore the hunger, make up for the lack of morning productivity. Get your mind off the girl. Get the job done. Besides - busier you are, the quicker the time goes by.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Time has all but stopped as another singing contestant takes to the stage of the televised talent show; some program designed to find the country’s biggest talent and all I’ve been witness to so far is an unfortunate mess of the deeply talentless. My mobile phone is resting on the sofa next to me and on the other side of me - the arm of the chair - the remnants of my microwave meal; half-eaten due to the vegetables tasting a little funky. Next to my dinner - an empty glass which once contained my usual brand of whiskey. Just the one glass tonight. I haven’t gone on a bender with the drink for a few days now. Progress there, at least. Not sure how long I had been watching the show for now but it felt like a lifetime. I’d zoned out - lost in thought - at the start of the show and only just ‘come back’ due to a seven year old girl’s screeching on screen. The judges were standing, hands raised, clapping together hard. I can but only think they heard something that I did not. I glanced down to my phone wondering whether I should send a quick text asking what she thought of it all. She’s probably still busy but - a text - surely she’d find the time to answer at some point? To ignore it would just be rude. I went to grab the phone but stopped myself. She won’t thank me for texting. I do not wish to ruin the chances I have. Just leave her be. She’ll be more thankful for it in the long-run and - anyway - she knows where I am. For all I know she might text me about the show, or something else, in a minute. One could always hope.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   An interesting development as I laid in my cold bed. I was staring at the ceiling, eyes closed, gently stroking myself. Usually it was Michelle in my mind and yet - now - it was Danni playing the role of Michelle. Even the voice - when the imagined woman told me how bad she wanted me to fuck her - wasn’t that of my Michelle but rather the acted version of her. It didn’t stop me in my actions as I continued to fondle myself; not in a hurry to ejaculate but rather because the sensation was nice as I played back the other night and the way she rode my cock. I tried to stroke myself in the way way she rode me; same tempo, same depth… Everything the same as I relived the experience of her pussy clamping around my hard-on. I put my hand over the end of my penis as an orgasm rushed through my body spitting my sperm into my waiting hand. Mostly caught. I long for the moment it’s not my hand. I feel relieved, slightly, but - even so - Monday can’t come soon enough.
 
   I reached for the box of tissues next to my bed. 
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Friday, Saturday, and even Sunday went by in much the same way. The only difference between the days being that I had to go to work on the Friday and had the weekend away from that hell-hole. Waiting for this appointment has made me realise one thing though - something I’ve known for a while now but never really admitted to myself. I hate my job. On the Saturday I updated my resume on my computer - a frustrating task in itself - and promised myself a purchase of the weekly jobs paper in the coming week. I’m not foolish enough to leave work with nothing else to go to, despite the temptations, so getting the paper is a promise I intend to keep. Sunday was all about exercising and cleaning the home with the evening spent in front of the computer looking at pictures of both Michelle and Danni; sounds silly but I was holding up old photos of Michelle next to the screen to compare the differences between the two of them with a part of me wondering whether Michelle had a sister she never knew about. The likeness was that close.
 
   By the time Monday finally came around I felt as though I were going a little stir-crazy. I doubt it was to do with the lack of company; that was something I was used to after all these years even if I didn’t love the idea of solitude one hundred percent of the time. I knew - deep down - it was my choice to live such a life and sitting down to think about it pointed to the two truths of the situation; I wasn’t ready to move on with my love life and I wasn’t sure whether I was able to trust another person again after the hurt caused by Michelle disappearing from my life.
 
   Despite hating the job, I still went in. I need to earn money - more so now I am thinking about leaving. I don’t know, the more I think about that, the more I think it’s for the best. I could have a fresh start somewhere away from those who know me and those who think they know me when really none of them have a clue. Maybe after I lost Michelle that’s what I should have done; left the job. Found somewhere new and started everything afresh. New job, new woman, new life. It’s easy to say that in hindsight but, even if I turned the clock back five years to when everything had happened, I wouldn’t have been able to convince myself it would be for the best. Even if I knew what I knew today and was making the decision - back then I’d still have struggled to follow it through. Was that Danni’s fault? That little role-playing session giving me a taste of who I once was before disaster struck? Hard to say. For all I knew it could have been brewing for a while now but, regardless of the cause, I hope this new found sense of belief that I am worth more than I credit myself for continues to stick with me, if not even grow a little. The day itself seemed to go slower than usual no doubt because of the desperation to get out, home, cleaned up and back out to my evening entertainment. 
 
   “We’re going for drinks tonight if you fancy it?” the floor manager collared me as I was packing up my stuff. Derek Bowyer. He was okay as far as floor managers go. He tended to keep himself to himself whilst still ensuring the necessary tasks were completed by us. If he was talking to you - with the exception of asking you out for a drink - it tended to mean there was a problem with your performance. Truth be told, as I saw him approach, that’s what I thought he was going to start talking about considering the speed with which I’ve been inputting recently not to forget the number of mistakes; I thought I’d caught most of them before submitting the data but it’s nearly impossible to perfectly edit your own work.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said - not wishing to appear rude or more anti-social than usual - “any other night and I would have but I have plans tonight.”
 
   He almost looked surprised when I confessed to being busy. 
 
   “But thank you for the invite,” I quickly added.
 
   He nodded and wished me a pleasant evening before walking down the corridor towards the lifts and stairs. I waited a moment to save myself from joining him in the elevator. I don’t fancy him asking questions about what I had planned for my evening. I never was the best liar in the world and knew he’d realise something was amiss. After a couple of minutes I grabbed my coat and headed in the same direction. When I got to the elevators he was already gone and I was alone.
 
   I called the elevator and patiently waited.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   I was sitting on the sofa with my usual cup of tea in hand. Danni was sitting opposite me, a cup of tea in her lap too. The money had exchanged hands just as before but the appointment hadn’t started properly yet. She was wearing a fluffy dressing gown - one I’d seen previous - but promised me there was something nice on underneath it. She had told me she wanted a little more information about Michelle before we started the role-play to make it as good as possible for me. Who was I to argue? Her hair she already had spot on - copied from the picture I’d sent through to her before. Even her make-up (subtle) matched that of Michelle’s. I started off by telling her she didn’t like Chinese food - the one glaring thing from the first appointment which nearly pulled me from the scenario we played through. She laughed and said she’d remember that for future reference before telling me that - in actual fact - she was looking for a different kind of information.
 
   “Tell me how she touched you,” she said. Her voice was completely dead-pan. This was not an attempt to seduce me or even turn me on. She continued, “Was there anything she did that you particularly enjoyed?” I squirmed in my seat a little and felt my face begin to redden at the personal questions. She assured me, “I’m not trying to embarrass you, I just want to make our time as believable as possible. I want to get it right for you.”
 
   “Well what you did the other day was nice,” I told her. I wanted to give her more information. I wanted to answer her probing questions but - at the same time - I kind of wanted them to remain private. It felt strange sharing such personal information with - for all intents and purposes - a complete stranger but then, I guess, this whole arrangement felt a little strange.
 
   “So she liked to go on top?” I liked the way she said it. She could have worded it in a manner of ways. She could have made it sexual, or explicit, with terms like she liked to ride your cock or something similarly cheap. This sounded innocent and further suggested she was only after information to enhance the session as opposed to looking for an easy way of turning me on in order to kick-start something sexual. I nodded. “Was there anything else she liked?”
 
   “From behind,” I said, “and missionary. We weren’t the most… adventurous in that department. You know, just stuck with the basics really,” I felt myself blush once more at the admission.
 
   She laughed, “I think pornographic films have made most people think that but - actually - it’s the people in the films that are strange.” I know her words were supposed to be offering me some kind of comfort and reassurance that I was normal but I knew Michelle and I hadn’t been the most adventurous in the bedroom department. We got on with the basics. We enjoyed the basics. Occasionally we’d spice things up by bringing toys into what we were doing. Danni got back onto the topic of conversation and must have been reading my mind when she suddenly asked about toys. “Did you use any of those on each other?”
 
   “She had a rabbit.”
 
   “Show me a woman who doesn’t,” smiled Danni. 
 
   “Anything else?”
 
   I shook my head. “No, like I said, we were a little vanilla.”
 
   “You were fine. Normal.” She asked another question, “What about oral? Did you perform oral on each other?”
 
   I nodded. “Most times we made love there was some form of oral.”
 
   “You on her mostly or the other way round?”
 
   “A little of both, mostly.”
 
   Danni nodded. I could see from her face that she was taking all of this in whilst trying to remember the other questions she felt she needed answered. Honestly though - the appointment we had the last time was great. I would have been happy with more of the same. I didn’t tell her this though. I let her ask the questions. She was - after all - the professional. “What about dirty talk?” she continued. “Did either of you like that?”
 
   “Not really our thing. We tried it once but we ended up laughing. Kind of ruined it all.”
 
   Danni smiled as though picturing the scene of two hopeless romantics laughing at each other as we took it in turns to talk filth. “Did you ever watch films together?”
 
   I shook my head. I had watched them by myself when I knew Michelle wasn’t going to be home early enough - or in the right frame of mind - for intercourse. I didn’t feel the need to share this information.
 
   “I know you said you think you were both fairly vanilla but what about fetishes? Did either of you have a particular like for something? Watersports, anal, ass-play - that kind of thing?”
 
   “We tried anal once. She wasn’t a fan.”
 
   Danni nodded, “Not something I offer so that’s probably for the best,” she smiled. “What about day to day conversations?” she asked. “What did you two tend to discuss?”
 
   “What do you mean?” I asked.
 
   “Day to day life. The other day we played through a basic scenario. Was that good enough for you - welcoming you home and joining you in the shower?”
 
   I felt my face redden again, “She’d never joined me in the shower either.”
 
   “We’ll scratch that one off the list too then,” Danni laughed.
 
   “No. It’s fine. It was nice. Just because we hadn’t done it - it didn't mean it wouldn’t have happened at one point if… Well… You know.”
 
   “That could be said for most things,” Danni jumped in before an awkward silence took over. I was thankful to her for that. “Do you want to start the same way we did last time then?” she asked. “See where it leads us?”
 
   I nodded. She smiled and took my cup from me. Guess we were starting then. She put it on the side, along with her own, and pulled me to my feet before telling me to go out and then come back in and that - this time - the door would be on the latch so I didn’t have to knock. Despite the premise being that we were to pretend she was Michelle and I was me and we were getting on with our every day life, I’d already started to feel myself harden as I walked from the room. Although I loved Michelle - thought the world of her even - I don’t recall ever just getting a hard-on in her company. At least, not unless she was trying to give me one. And yet here I was, with this woman, getting hard at the thought of what was to come. I walked from the apartment and counted down ten seconds. Ten seconds until I see the love of my life again, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, I turned to the door, three, reached for the handle, two, twisted it, one, and entered the apartment, closing the door behind me.
 
   “Honey I’m home!” I called out. Not sure why I said that. I don’t think it was ever something I’d said before now. Not to Michelle at least. I used to get home after her but when I entered the property I called her name out instead. I wasn't really into pet names. Michelle appeared around the corner wearing matching bra and knickers. Black, silk. A suspender belt around her waist with fishnet suspenders clasped up onto it.
 
   “Welcome home,” she purred, a naughty little smile on her face.
 
   I didn’t have the heart to say Michelle had never greeted me in such a manner. Looking at how Danni looked now, though, I kind of wish she had.
 
   “You look amazing,” Danni was unaware I’d broken character and was talking directly to her.
 
   “I wanted to treat my husband. Come in,” she said, “you look silly just standing there with your tongue hanging out.” She laughed as she turned around and walked into the bedroom - showing me, for the first time, the thonged back to her underwear. By now I was rock-hard for her.  I took my coat off and threw it onto the bedroom floor as I watched Michelle crawl onto the bed with her ass pointed towards me. I liked the way the knickers clung tightly to her body leaving what lie underneath the soft material entirely to my imagination. Sometimes it is sexier when it’s left more to the imagination. I licked my lips in anticipation of pulling them to one side to take a closer look. “I hope you don’t mind,” she said, “but I haven’t started dinner yet.” She rolled onto her back with her legs apart. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. “Do you have any idea of what you’d like to eat?” she asked, an eyebrow raised. I watched, dumbstruck, as she ran a finger from her breast down to her knickers, running it over the material covering her slit. “You look hungry,” she said. She pulled her underwear to one side revealing her neatly shaven snatch to me. It looked so inviting that I wasted no time to crawling on the bed, between her legs, for a closer look. And - soon after that - I buried my face into it and breathed in her sweet, sweet scent as I started to kiss her pussy; gentle kisses. I reached up to her ass and took a hold of her cheeks with each hand before pulling her cunt harder into my face and keeping it held there. Gentle kisses turned to soft laps of my moist tongue, each lick capturing a little more of her fresh taste. Her legs clamped around my head, muffling her soft moans. I didn’t mind, the feeling of being trapped there turned me on that little bit more as I started to probe her deeply with my tongue - alternating between fucking her with it and flicking it against her sensitive clit. One of my favourite pastimes, I could stay down here for hours breathing in the scent whilst slowly bringing her to a powerful orgasm with my tongue and (eventually) fingers. There was nothing I liked more than feeling her cum against my face and - by the time I was usually done - I’d be dripping in a salty pre-cum that she too could not get enough of. I looked up to her face. Her head was on the pillow with her face pointed towards the ceiling. Her eyes were shut as she continued to relax into what I was doing to her. I flicked my tongue against her clitoris and she gasped a little louder which encouraged me further. 
 
   “You taste so fucking good,” I told her before pushing my tongue deep back into her dripping cunt.
 
   “I want to taste you,” she said. She pulled herself away from my face, not that I resisted too much, and I moved further up the bed. She pushed me onto my back and wasted no time in pulling my trousers and pants off before sinking her mouth around my erect penis. I concentrated on the buttons of my shirt as she continued to bob her head up and down the shaft with a skill that always took my breath away. As soon as I was able, I sat up slightly and took the shirt off - throwing it to the floor where it landed next to my coat. I laid back down and looked down to Michelle. Her eyes were shut tight as she continued to work my shaft; a mixture of moving her head up and down, with her hands fondling my balls, and flicking the head with quick movements of her tongue. She pulled her head back slightly and looked me in the eye as she took a moment to capture her breath; still wanking my cock with a firm yet tender grip. “You taste good too,” she said with a breathy smile. I reached for her ass and pulled her lower body towards me causing her body to twist. She got the message and re-positioned herself; mouth still on cock, legs either side of my head providing me with a sexy view and further opportunity to… I lifted my head and started to work her clit with my tongue once more as I continued to enjoy the sensations of both her hand and mouth working my erection. She stopped with her mouth for a moment and sat up - pressing her ass down onto my face and depriving me of any oxygen. With her hand still expertly wanking my cock, I didn’t care, nor did I feel worried. I just laid there and let her suffocate me as I pushed my tongue deep into her cunt as I felt her juices cream my face. A couple of seconds later and she sat up slightly allowing me the opportunity to take in a mouthful of air and then she sat again; full weight on my face as she continued to writhe around upon my protruding tongue. As I started to feel dizzy, she leaned down - taking some of the pressure from my face and allowing me some necessary air - and started to work my sensitive bell-end with her mouth again; her hand still tossing me hard and fast.
 
   “I’m going to cum,” I warned her as I felt the steady build of an orgasm; the old familiar, pleasing tingle in the legs - the thighs in particular - and then the twitching of the penis as those welcome bolts of electricity shot through me as my sperm fired into the air and onto my belly; her hand still fucking me as she watched on. Only once I’d stopped ejaculating did I remove my tongue from her pussy and even then, it was because she moved down the bed. She turned and looked at me with a smile on her face. I couldn’t help but think I must have looked a state, lying there with my face coated in her sticky juices. “Well,” I said once I’d caught my breath, “that was unexpected.”
 
   She laughed and swiveled around on the bed. She cuddled up next to me with her body tucked against mine. Her hand started to gently stroke my chest. “You liked your little surprise then?” she asked.
 
   “Certainly did,” I smiled. “Can go to bed on a full stomach now too, which is always good.”
 
   “Don’t go falling asleep yet,” she said.
 
   “No?”
 
   “I’m not finished with you yet,” her hand moved down to my cock again and gently started tickling it back into life. It twitched a couple of times before finally going semi. “Unless,” she continued, “you’re too tired?”
 
   “I’m sure I could be persuaded,” I whispered as I started to go with the sensations shooting through my body every time her fingertips danced upon the head of my cock. “That’s nice,” I encouraged her. I closed my eyes and just laid there, concentrating on the tingling sensations running the length of my stiffening manhood. The girl with the magic touch. 
 
   “You’re not hungry anymore,” she sighed, “but I’m not full yet.”
 
   I heard her fumbling for something and looked to what she was doing. She’d pulled a condom from - I presume - the bedside cabinet and was undoing the wrapper with one hand and her teeth. She dropped the foil to the side and rolled the latex expertly down the length of my still-sticky shaft. She gently wanked it a little to ensure it maintained its stiffness. I expected her to climb on as she had done so with the last session but she had other ideas. She gave me a little slap on the thigh and told me to get up. I wasn’t one to argue and did as I was instructed. She moved onto the space I’d taken up and positioned herself onto all fours - her ass pointed right at me giving me a perfect view of both asshole and cunt. I climbed onto the bed behind her and moved closer. As I did so, she reached back and guided me into her pussy. I slid in with ease and sighed at the tightness of it just as she sighed at the thickness of my penis as it penetrated her. I started slow, still trying to capture my breath from round one, before building to a steady rhythm which I could maintain. Every time I thrust forward she pushed backwards - forcing me into her both harder and deeper. Looking at her, I noticed she was on both knees but one hand as her other hand was reaching back - rubbing her own clit as I continued to pound her. I looked straight down and watched my own cock thrust in and out of her. When I briefly pulled out, I couldn’t help but notice her own creamy juices were sticking to the outside of the latex condom which only made me more excited as I remembered the taste and texture upon my tongue. Her sweet little asshole right there, looking so inviting. I put one hand on her ass cheek and gave the other cheek a playful slap with the other hand before resting that on the second ass cheek as well - my fingers spread wide with my thumb of my left hand gently nudging her inviting ass. I didn’t try and force it inside of her - I just left it there, gently tickling it. Her increased moans seemed to suggest she was fine with that.
 
   I felt her hand reach further back onto my balls. When she had them in the palm of her hand she gave them a little squeeze - soft at first but then a little harder. Hard but not so hard that it hurt. I almost asked her to squeeze harder as my filthy mood started to imagine how it might feel if she really went for it. Eyes kept going from asshole to the back of her head to the sight of my covered hard-on penetrating her to the arch in her back from where she was raising her ass higher for me; spoilt for choice as to where to look. I took a mental picture of all perfect sights; never forget.
 
    
 
   * 
 
    
 
   The mobile number was loaded on my phone’s screen again with my thumb hovering dangerously close to the button which called through to the number presented. I didn’t even get out of the the apartment’s carpark before I’d reached for it. I just want to talk to her. I just want to explain. It was the same after all appointments; a need to talk to her, a need to tell her how I feel. Playing through the scenario, and letting myself go with it, believing that there was a relationship to be had - I know that wasn’t real but it gave me a hope of rekindling the old relationship with Michelle if she’d take me back.
 
   She never had cancer. She never died. The only thing which passed was the love in our relationship. She packed her bags, she told me she didn’t want to be with me anymore. I begged her to stay but - in her eyes - we were done. She’d been offered a job overseas and she took it. When she walked out of the house, bags in hand, I never spoke to her again. The only contact I had being through our divorce lawyers. I distanced myself from our mutual friends; the ones who knew the truth and, before I knew it, I had fabricated the lie that she had died. I thought it would be easier to move on if I thought she were dead but it wasn’t the case. If anything it made me miss her that little more. I know it’s pathetic. I meant to just use the lie to myself but - soon - I started telling other people too; the ones who never knew us. I wouldn’t come outright and say it but, I mean, if they asked I told them that she’d died. I actually feel embarrassed about it but I couldn’t help myself and - as proven with Danni - I still can’t help myself. It was supposed to be a way of protecting myself mentally but it just turned into a bigger and bigger lie; one I couldn’t back out of without coming across even worse than just going ahead with it.
 
   Not speaking to Michelle since she left has been killing me. I’ve wanted to call her daily but could never bring myself to phone. Not even when I was blind drunk on whiskey. I’d just sit there looking at her number displayed on the screen. For all I know the number doesn’t even work anymore.
 
   I don’t expect people to understand why I did what I did - or continue to do. I know it’s stupid, especially as I want her back; the role-playing appointments with Danni confirming that. Danni. I felt bad for lying to her too. I didn’t mean to. It just slipped out and - once that’s happened - there’s no turning back. Can only press on with the lie and hope it fades to the back of their memory after time. I tried to stop thinking about it - what’s done is done and it’s not doing me any favours dwelling on it. So why can’t I seem to let it go?
 
   A ringing tone?
 
   I looked down to my phone and noticed I’d accidentally pressed dial. I went to hang it up but stopped myself. No. Leave it. I need to talk to her. I need to get my feelings out in the open and off my chest. If there is way back to be had it will need to start with a phone call. I laughed to myself as the line continued to ring; imagine explaining that to my friends. The ones who believe her to be dead at least.
 
   “Love conquers all?”
 
   The phone clicked through to a voice mail service offering to take a message. I went to speak but stuttered like a fool. Not sure what to say. Didn’t think this one through properly. I hung up before I made a bigger idiot of myself. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit.
 
   SHIT!
 
   I tossed the phone to one side and looked out of the car’s window, back towards the apartment block. Here I am making a fool of myself and, over there is a woman I am making a fool of with my lies. To hell with it. I can at least fix one thing tonight. I can’t go on like this; lying to people, lying to myself. Things will change, from tonight.
 
   I opened the car door and headed back towards the apartment with my broken heart beating so fast I thought it were going to burst through my chest. Once at the door, I pressed the buzzer and took a deep breath.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
   Sitting on the toilet patiently waiting for the bath to fill with hot water, the sound of the buzzer made me jump. I didn’t have any more appointments booked, what with my one session a day rule, and this wasn’t a place I tended to get unannounced visitors. Ignore it. They’ll go away.
 
   The buzzer rang again for a second time, and then a third. I sighed and walked from the bathroom to the intercom system by the front door. 
 
   “Hello?” I answered. Jake’s voice crackled through. Must have forgotten something. I pressed the door release button and quickly went back to the bathroom to turn the running water off. I’m sure he won’t be here for long but, regardless, don’t want it accidentally overflowing. That would be all I needed. There was a knock on the front door.
 
   “I’m sorry to come barging back in,” he said.
 
   “Not a problem,” I said, tightening the belt on my dressing gown. “Did you forget something? I didn’t see anything when I was tidying up.”
 
   “No. I just needed to talk. I won’t take up much time…”
 
   “Talk?”
 
   I felt my heart sink. I should have listened to my business head when we first started with these role-playing games. It was too close to real-life. It was too easy to get confusing feelings involved. I shouldn’t have gone with my heart; I wanted to help him. So stupid. A rookie mistake. I prepared myself to tell him it was all nothing but a business arrangement; a carefully prepared speech I’d come up with years ago for the people who ended up falling in love with me - not that there have been many, compared to the number of clients who’ve come and gone with no ugly feelings involved.
 
   “I lied to you,” he said. 
 
   Okay I wasn’t expecting that.
 
   “Let’s go through to the living room,” I told him. I walked him through to the sofa, all the time wondering what he had lied to me about. More to the point - why he felt it important to come clean about it? It’s not as though we’re friends. We have no relationship beyond the front door. I sat down on the sofa. He hesitated in the doorway; a look of guilt on his face. Just spit it out already. “What is it?” I asked him.
 
   “She’s not dead,” he said.
 
   “I’m sorry?”
 
   “Michelle. She isn’t dead. I lied.”
 
   Of all the things he could have said to me, that was probably the last thing I expected from him. “Why did you lie to me?” I asked him directly. It puzzled me because - at the end of the day - he didn’t even need to bring her into the appointment. He could have left ‘real world’ stuff at the door. There was no need for it.
 
   “It’s not just you. I told myself she was dead too when she first left me. I thought it would be easier to deal with. Easier to move on from.” He sighed heavily, “I was wrong.”
 
   I didn’t know what to say to him. It all sounded a little messed up. Certainly a first.
 
   “I saw your picture and how much you looked like her - just felt like I needed to see you. Just wanted to remind myself what it was like to be with her. I don’t expect you to understand…”
 
   “No, it’s fine, I do. I get it.”
 
   I didn’t get it. If she were not dead, I didn’t understand why he didn’t try and fight to get her back. And if the relationship crumbled for whatever reason - why would he not move on to someone new? It might be hard to begin with but it wouldn’t be impossible. Relationships end every day. God knows, in my line of work, I have seen enough of them failing. It doesn’t mean life needs to stop. 
 
   “You do?” he seemed almost surprised. I kept up appearances and nodded. 
 
   “I’m actually a little relieved,” I continued with a smile.
 
   “You are?”
 
   I couldn’t help but laugh, “I actually thought you were going to tell me you’d fallen in love with me and how we should be together!”
 
   He laughed too, “Would that be such a bad thing?”
 
   I wasn’t sure if he was being serious or not, so I quickly answered before he had a chance to picture how our relationship would work out. “Yes. This is a business arrangement.” I tried to make a joke out of it, “It gets embarrassing when people talk about loving me. The amount of men who think they love me… Their sudden realisation of this usually coming to them when I have their penis in my mouth,” I laughed. “They don’t love me, they love the idea of sex.”
 
   He laughed. I wasn’t sure whether this was out of politeness or whether he really did see the funny side of it.
 
   He hesitated a moment, “Well - thank you for understanding. I just felt as though I needed to clear the air.” He backed out of the living room and into the hallway as though making a retreat. I stood up and walked with him.
 
   “Honestly, it’s fine.”
 
   He nodded - a sign of his gratitude to my understanding - as he headed towards the front door.
 
   “Have you tried contacting her?” I asked as his hand reached for the door handle. He froze. “Clearly you still love her. I mean, you chose to see me because I looked like her, there’s obviously feelings there still.”
 
   “She doesn’t want to be with me.”
 
   “So that’s it? You just give up?”
 
   “She moved overseas. Got a job.”
 
   I hesitated a moment, “You ever think she left you because she thought it would be easier than asking you to pack your stuff and go with her?” We both stood there in silence as the weight of what I said sunk in. “Never crossed your mind?”
 
   He shook his head.
 
   “I tried calling her tonight but she didn’t pick up.”
 
   “Might be at work. Where is she?”
 
   “America.”
 
   “Take the time difference into consideration?”
 
   He shook his head again. I smiled, “You’re not very good at this, are you?”
 
   “It’s been five years. She’d have moved on.”
 
   “Like you have?”
 
   He turned the door handle and pulled the door open. 
 
   “Thank you for your time,” he said. “I appreciate it and - once again - sorry for lying.”
 
   He stepped into the hallway and pulled the door closed.
 
   I’m not sure why - I should have been angry that he’d lied to me - but I still felt sorry for him although, being honest, I couldn’t understand why it was so hard to move on from someone who’d simply walked out of their relationship. Maybe it would have been harder if it ended on good terms; the lady saying she still loved him but had to leave for work. I could understand that a little more. He’d wait around on the off-chance things didn’t work out in the new job and she’d come home. But most break-ups end with harsh words. Before this job, I’d had a normal relationship. It didn’t end well and words were exchanged. As soon as my ex walked out of the door (and my life) I didn’t have any problems moving on to someone else. If anything - just for revenge and to prove I am good enough to be someone’s partner. 
 
   As I walked back through to the bathroom, turning the taps back on for my bath, I tried to understand why he suddenly felt the need to come clean to me. Was it part of the healing process? Was he getting ready to move on by admitting his lies to people? I didn’t know and I guessed I’d never know. To be fair it’s not really my business. My business is making them cum. Nothing more and nothing less. Therapy through sex.
 
   The bath was nearly full now. I disrobed and slipped into the warm (f not hot) water.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   I was still parked up in the carpark. I’d collected my phone from where I’d earlier tossed it and loaded up her phone number once more. Danni’s words kept replaying through my mind; had she really dumped me because she didn’t want to pull me away from my life? I should have called her immediately. I should have… I shouldn’t have just let her go from my life so easily. All these years wishing I were with her, the love of my life, and yet I just let her go. Why didn’t I fight harder for her? I couldn’t. She’d got her dream job. It wasn’t fair to get in the way of that. I loved her. I really loved her and so I let her go. That’s why I didn’t fight. I didn’t make it any harder for her than it was already; leaving her family back in this country whilst she went off to try and make a career for herself. Even so - what would have happened if I had chased her across the waters?
 
   Couldn’t take my eyes off the number.
 
   Five years.
 
   That’s a long time. Most people - in that sort of timeframe - would have moved on. They would have found someone new. Maybe, in that time, they’d have even started a family. Oh God, the thought of her playing house with a new man and - possibly - some kids too.
 
   I deleted the number with a single tap of the screen.
 
   I don’t want to know if she has settled with a new family. It would hurt too much. And - as tempting as it would be - I can’t afford to leave the country to go over to her. She’s gone and she isn’t coming back. Jesus. Five years and I’m only just realising this. I actually feel pretty foolish; more so because I’m only realising this after paying for the sexual services of a woman who happened to look like my Michelle.
 
   Fucking idiot.
 
   I fired up my car’s engine and drove from the carpark.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   I was lying on top of her, kissing her passionately. The beautiful Danni. She wasn’t role-playing as Michelle. She was being herself. A different kind of appointment. One hand tenderly touching the side of her face. The other hand on her buttock, lifting it slightly to allow for a deeper penetration; my penis buried - bareback - deep into her wet pussy as I slowly made love to her savouring the way she gripped me tightly inside of her. Neither of us spoke as we made love. Both lost in the moment, enjoying each other’s tender touch. I pushed into her and she groaned softly in my ear; a sound I will never tire from from hearing. I ran my hand from her face down to her breasts; both nipples erect, begging to be sucked when I get the opportunity. She must have read my mind as she whispered in my ear not to stop before she gently nibbled it between her teeth; something which drives me wild with desire. I started to increase the speed with which I penetrated her and - in turn - she increased the volume of her sighs of pleasure; both of us building to a shared orgasm. Together we rolled over so that I was on my back and she was on top of me - helped by her putting a hand on my shaft to save it from slipping from her slippery cunt. She started riding me; slowly and passionately - continuing to sigh as she did. I rested my head back on the pillows and watched as my erection slid in and out of her. Shifting my focus a little higher up, I couldn’t help but smile as she started to fondle her breasts and squeeze her erect nipples; not for my viewing pleasure but rather the pleasure it gave her - the fine little balance between pleasure and pain. Her head was tilted back and her hair flowed down her back. She leaned forward and looked me in the eyes as she put her hands on my chest in order to give her the necessary balance to ride me faster, harder. We weren’t making love anymore. We were fucking. I gritted my teeth as I resisted the urge to shoot into her snatch. My testicles tingling as the pleasurable sensations nearly become too much. I warned her to slow down or else I’d cum. She smiled at me.
 
   “I want you to cum,” she purred. A look of pure lust in her eyes. She bit her bottom lip as she continued to up the pace with which she fucked me. I sat up and started to kiss her passionately as my hands fondled her pert buttocks. Her skin, so soft. So warm. I put my arms around her, holding her close and forcing her to slow her movements to a near stop. “What are you doing?” she asked.
 
   I flipped us both so that I was back on top and she was back on her back. I let my cock slide out of her. She asked again what I was doing. I couldn’t help but to smile at her as I spat some saliva into my hand before adding it to the wetness on my cock, dribbled there from her own juices. I put a hand under each of her knees and lifted her slightly from the bed before nudging my slippery hard-on against her inviting anus. She flashed me another smile before biting her lip once more, no doubt to stop from screaming out when I penetrate her ass.
 
   “Do it,” she murmured. “Hard!”
 
   I edged in slowly so as not to cause her any pain. She sighed as the tip of my cock forced its way in - helped by the lube of both cunt juice and spit. I held it there a while, letting her get used to the sensation, before pushing into her. The whole shaft disappeared into her rectum until my balls pressed against her cheeks. 
 
   “That feels amazing,” she gasped as I pulled back slightly before pushing right back in again. She asked me to go slow for a while in order to get used to the sensation. I wasn’t about to argue with her. I closed my eyes and concentrated on not shooting my load too soon. “So fucking good…” she sighed. It did feel good. Really good as her tight little asshole continued to choke my cock, more so when she clenched her cheeks together. “Harder!” she ordered me, “Fuck me harder!”
 
   I did as requested and started to pump her as hard as I could; my balls slapping her cheeks as her asshole continued to greedily swallow my shaft. 
 
   “I’m going to cum,” I moaned as the feelings of the orgasm continued to build within me. I tried to pull out but she held me tight with her hands on my buttocks and legs wrapped around me. I warned her again that I was going to cum.
 
   “Harder!” she screamed. “Cum inside of me,” she sighed. Her words, the final encouragement I needed as the orgasm shuddered through my body and my hot cum filled her stretching ass. I started to slow but she begged me not to, “A little longer,” she purred, “I’m so close.” I closed my eyes - ignoring the sensitivity in my penis - and resumed fucking her harder and deeper in an effort to push her over the edge to the orgasm she craved. She screamed out loud as it hit and her body started to twitch and shudder all over the place. I pulled back and my cock slipped out, along with a stream of my semen. I rolled onto my side next to where she lay. She turned to look at me, a twinkle in her eye and a smile on her face. “That was amazing,” she whispered.
 
   I smiled at her. It was amazing.
 
   She rolled onto her side and faced me.
 
   “I’ve been thinking about what you said,” she said. She seemed almost hesitate. Maybe even a little embarrassed.
 
   “When?”
 
   “About us.”  She laughed, “Don’t make me say it.”
 
   I smiled at her, “I want you to say it. I want to hear it.”
 
   “You’re so cruel,” she laughed. She took a deep breath before letting it out slowly and then, “I was thinking about what you said about us as a couple; me not having to do this job anymore, what you said about protecting me from it and…”
 
   I cut her off, “And where did your thoughts end?”
 
   “I thought it might be nice to give it a try.” She seemed coy. A woman completely different to the one I’d met when I came for my first appointment. I smiled. Seems like a lifetime ago.
 
   I moaned out loud and opened my eyes as I came heavily into the hand covering the end of my cock. My hand. My other hand wrapped around the shaft of my still-erect penis. I turned my head to the side; she isn’t with me. I’m alone in my own bed. Just me and my surprising fantasies. 
 
   It is too late for Michelle and I - I know that now - but it seems as though my brain has latched on to another impossibility. I reached for a tissue and gave my hand a wipe as I started processing the earlier conversation I’d had with Danni, with regards to her clients falling in love with her. I can see why she’d be dubious. She is paid to suck them off for a living so it’s not as though they know the real woman. They know the fantasy she is paid to play. It’s a shame the desperate men out there have to ruin it for the rest of us though. Maybe if I talk to her? Maybe if I explain how I’m not like the other men she sees? Maybe there’ll be a chance for us? I could just book another appointment and take it from there? Talk to her in my time. It’s my hour so I’m sure she wouldn’t mind and it’s not as though I have anything to lose.
 
   Nothing to lose and everything to gain? 
 
   I dropped the dirtied tissue into the waste paper bin by the side of my bed. I’ll empty it in the morning. And then I’ll email her. I reached for the lamp on the bedside cabinet and switched it off, plunging the room into darkness. Immediately my thoughts started to question whether she’d even agree to see me again after the last time. The pessimist in me has its doubts. Tomorrow, I hope to prove it wrong.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   I woke up feeling optimistic about the day. No doubt helped along by a dream I’d had during the night; I was going out with Danni. She’d changed careers and was living with me. I wasn’t sure what her new job was, the dream didn’t go into that, but we were both happy. I even drove to work with a smile on my face because of it. Well, that and the fact I knew I was going to be emailing her again soon.
 
   Instead of grabbing a hot drink from the cafeteria, I went to my workstation as quickly as I could in order to send her a message before I was officially supposed to be on the clock. The email started with another apology for my lie. It went on to say that I hoped it wouldn’t ruin things between us - on a business level. I told her that she was helping me move on with my life; she’d done more for me these last couple of sessions than I had done for myself in the past five years and yet I’m not entirely sure what she’d done other than to look like Michelle and to be there for me. Who knows - maybe that was enough? I didn’t put that in my email. I asked her for an appointment whenever she was free this week at what had become our usual time. I knew she was a busy lady and she knew I was free during the evenings so - any day that fitted with her would work for me. I just hoped that it wouldn’t be too long before I got to feel her touch against my skin again. After our conversation that is. I smiled as my imagination started to get carried away - maybe our time together, after the conversation, will be had without the need for money to change hands? I tried to dismiss the thought from my mind. She hasn’t even agreed to the appointment yet. I can’t get ahead of myself as it could only lead to disappointment. I pressed ‘send’ on the email and watched as it went from the outbox to the sent folder. Now I have the agonising wait to see how she responds.
 
   I put the phone in my pocket and turned my attention back to the work computer in front of me. Another day of inputting numbers. Another day of being on the edge of my seat waiting for her email to ping through to the inbox.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
   I was sitting in the small cafe with my long-term friend Sophie. Just as I was on the game, so was Sophie. She’d been a friend of mine for over two years and I still classed her as one of the prettiest girls I’d met. Where I had dark hair, she had red hair. Where my hair was long, her’s was shorter - just off of her shoulder to be precise. I was a size twelve, she was a size eight. We both looked good and frequently attracted the unwanted attention of men when we hit the town together. They’d come up pestering ask, asking if they could buy us drinks. We always turned them down. 
 
   We’d met on one of the social-networking site’s many functions (they like organising little events for people to get the chance to meet and have a drink) and we’d hit it off more or less immediately. Although we were both busy, we tried to meet at least once a month for a catch up. This little catch up had been dominated by talks of Jake - and the fact he’d emailed me again today. I was grateful that she was free.
 
   “I think you’re crazy,” she said helpfully.
 
   “Well - yes - you could say that.”
 
   “I’d never have agreed to that scenario. It’s one thing to pretend to be a naughty nurse or an obedient secretary who’d do anything to please her boss but - fuck - his dead wife?”
 
   “You haven’t been listening! She isn’t dead!”
 
   “You didn’t know that. It’s a bit creepy.”
 
   “I thought I was doing him a favour.”
 
   Sophie laughed, “You look like his wife and now you’re pretending to be his wife. And you didn’t think the man would get attached to you? There comes a point where Danni no longer exists and when he emails you - he is actually emailing, and talking to, his ex-wife.”
 
   “I don’t know. He didn’t have to tell me the truth yesterday. I think he’s harmless, just confused about what he wants.”
 
   “So he is very sorry he lied to you and hopes that he can continue seeing you. I’m sorry honey but alarm bells are ringing. You need to nip this in the bud as soon as possible. Shit, if I were you - I wouldn’t even see him again. I wouldn’t even reply to his email. That’s what the block button is for.”
 
   “I thought I was doing him a favour.”
 
   “So what are you going to do now?”
 
   “I emailed him.”
 
   “You what?”
 
   “I replied.”
 
   “Jesus. What did you say?”
 
   “I reiterated that I was okay with what he told me. I informed him I wasn’t comfortable with role-playing as his ex anymore though. Knowing she was alive, I didn’t think it was healthy.”
 
   “You don’t think it is healthy but you’re okay with pretending to be a dead person?”
 
   “It’s not the same.” I sighed, “I wish I didn’t tell you.”
 
   “Well clearly you’re concerned about it otherwise you wouldn’t have told me! I’m telling you, the guy is trouble. He is infatuated with someone he cannot have and now he wants to keep seeing you. It can’t be for your personality because you are always pretending to be his ex. He has an obsession and it won’t be long before it goes from being about her to you.”
 
   “That’s why I wanted to talk to you.”
 
   I didn’t disagree with what Sophie was saying in the slightest. I was fully aware that there was a danger Jake could ‘fall’ for me; especially given the fact he’d already spent so much money on me. On the one hand it was nice to see regular clients but on the other I always worried that they couldn’t really afford the appointments to the level they were having them. I never said anything to them though. It wasn’t my place to. If they wanted an appointment, they got one. And - besides which - for all I knew, they could have been millionaires. 
 
   I’d hoped by saying what I said last time - about reaching out to his ex - that he might have taken a little time to go back to chasing her in order to either rekindle the romance or put that necessary final nail in the coffin lid. Going with the fact he was contacting me again, especially so soon after our last appointment, I am guessing he didn’t bother with her…
 
   “I think you need to tell him no,” Sophie said. “You need to get in touch with him and tell him straight - you can’t see him anymore. Tell him it’s not fair on him and it’s not fair on you for being in that position. And then - once you’ve sent the message - block him so he can’t turn around and talk you into it.”
 
   “I still feel as though I can help him. He just needs a little helping hand and I think I can offer it.”
 
   “You offer enough helping hands, mouths and cunt to enough desperate men. You don’t need to help him.”
 
   “I reckon one last appointment is all I need and then I’ll tell him - face to face - that I cant’ see him anymore.”
 
   “I’m telling you it’s not a good idea. I’m guessing you still don’t have security?”
 
   I shook my head. Sophie didn’t offer incall appointments. She only saw clients in their home or in their hotels and - to every appointment - she went with a driver. Someone who’d sit in the car outside with their phone in their lap. She’d go in and text that everything was okay. If the appointment was going to go on longer, she’d text them again. If the appointment went over and there was no text - the driver would go and find her to make sure all was okay. In the few years she’d been working - she’d never once had any issues; the rule of the driver being very clear on her profile page when the clients made the booking. I, on the other hand, felt as though I could look after myself. Foolish, I guess, but I’ve never had any serious issues to worry me enough into getting some minder to come and wait close by. Besides - the way I saw it - if a client wants to hurt you, it really doesn’t make much of a difference if there is someone sitting in a car outside. They’re going to hurt you regardless. 
 
   “Do you want to borrow my man? I pay him petrol and thirty quid an hour. I think it will be worth it.”
 
   “I was thinking something else…”
 
   Sophie sighed, “When are you seeing him then?”
 
   “Tonight hopefully…”
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   I was sitting on the sofa watching the clock count down the final minutes until the appointment. I felt nervous. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt nervous about a session with someone. It was silly really. Despite the danger he could fall for me - Jake wasn’t a bad man. He was a lonely man. That was all. A lonely man who couldn’t let go of his past. I can relate to that feeling. My first love cheated on me and - despite that - I was devastated when the relationship fell apart. I knew he was bad for me and yet I wanted to be with him. As time had gone on, I did meet new men but they all had similar traits to my first boyfriend; something that my family used to tease me about. You just need someone else to come along and open your eyes up to other possibilities and that’s where I was hoping to help Jake move on with his own life.
 
   Despite knowing it was coming, the knock on the door startled me. 
 
   I got up, pulled my short black dress down to straighten out the crinkles from where I’d been sitting, and walked from the living room, down the hallway, to the front door. I opened it and Jake was standing there with a smile on his face. Without being asked to, he stepped in. He leaned close to me and gave me a peck on the cheek.
 
   “Thank you for seeing me,” he said. “How are you?”
 
   Without being asked he handed me the usual fee.
 
   “I’m good - thank you,” I said. I pointed him through to the living room and told him I’d be right in after I’d put the money away. Once the money was safe, I called through to where he was waiting, asking if he needed a drink.
 
   “I’m fine thanks. I had one before I came.”
 
   I walked through to the living room. He was standing by the window. He looked nervous. 
 
   “Are you okay?” I asked him.
 
   He nodded. “I was just thinking about what you said the other day,” he hesitated, “about clients falling for you… How do you know they aren’t actually falling for you? You think they’re falling in love because you’re sucking them off but that might not be the case…”
 
   I stopped him. I knew where this was going already. He might think he was the first to have this conversation with me but he wasn’t. Many a man had tried - and failed - with it before, “I’m sorry but - for the sake of the appointment - this is probably a conversation we should have at the end.”
 
   He looked surprised by the way I’d stopped him. He probably expected me to stop him immediately and say it wasn't something I wanted to talk about; a way of shooting him down in flames. But then he would have argued with me how I can trust him and how he is different - things I had heard a million times before.
 
   “Now - as my email stated - I’m taking charge this time and we’re not role-playing as your ex. Was that acceptable?”
 
   He nodded, still surprised by this side of my character. The dominant side; ready to give him a session which would help him move on from his past. I walked over to the sofa and picked up a black satin blind-fold. I tossed it over to him. On reflex, he caught it.
 
   “What’s this?”
 
   “I want you to put it on,” I instructed him.
 
   He laughed, “Really?”
 
   I folded my arms and raised an eyebrow. He took that as a sign I was serious and put it on. I walked over to him and threw my fist towards his face. He didn’t flinch away. Good - he can’t see. I took him by the arm and led him through to the bedroom where I pushed him onto the bed. He laughed as he bounced on top of the mattress. “Put your hands above your head,” I instructed him. He did as he was told like an obedient slave. I tied his hands to the headboard with scarves I’d earlier prepared. He smiled. 
 
   “This is different.”
 
   “Shut the fuck up.”
 
   With his hands bound, I undid the buttons on his white shirt before flinging it to open revealing his bare chest. I moved down to his belt and jeans - undoing both in the process. I pulled his jeans down, along with his shorts. He was already standing to attention but he’d have to wait a little longer. I’m not ready yet. I grabbed each leg in turn and bound them with scarves tied to the feet of the bed in such a way his legs were forced apart with easy access to cock and balls. A position I’d put many a man in before now. He tried to squirm around but the scarves held tight.
 
   “How’s that?” I whispered in his ear.
 
   “It’s good,” he grinned.
 
   “You like?”
 
   He nodded, “I do.”
 
   “Michelle ever do this to you?” I asked.
 
   He shook his head, “Never.”
 
   I’d had a feeling, from previous conversations, that this wasn’t her style. Even if it had been it wouldn’t have mattered. It was a necessity. I ran my finger-nails lightly down his chest towards his groin. He shuddered in anticipation of my touch. I looked down and his penis was now fully-erect. Without a word I gently stroked it with my hand. It twitched in response. I leaned back to his ear, “Ready?”
 
   He licked his lips in anticipation and nodded. He went to say something but I put my hand over his mouth and told him he wasn’t allowed to speak.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
   Her lips sunk around my cock and moved their way down the shaft until I was right at the back of her throat. I sighed with pleasure. As she slowly started to move her head back up again, freeing some of my penis from her mouth, I felt her hand wrap itself tightly around the base. A second hand made me shudder with excitement as it started to touch my testicles, fondling them lightly. 
 
   “That feels great,” I sighed.
 
   She started to move her head up and down my hard-on, drooling spit on it as she did so making it nice and wet. Her hand - still wrapped around my shaft - started to move in perfect sync with her mouth. Her tongue lapping greedily at both shaft and head. I tried to move but the restraints kept me firmly in place. I gasped out loud as the hand fondling my balls turned its attention to my anus. A strange but not entirely unpleasant feeling.
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked, nervously.
 
   “Shut up,” she ordered me.
 
   One finger tickling my arse as both hand and mouth continued their joint coordination on my penis. It hadn’t even been five minutes and yet I started to feel the build of an orgasm getting ready to shudder through my body. 
 
   “Slow down,” I begged her. I wanted the orgasm, sure, but I didn’t want the end of the session. Not yet. Just a bit longer. I want to feel myself slide inside of her. I wanted to taste her cunt, feel her juices smear across my face. I wanted it all. “I’m close,” I warned her. Just as quickly had she started fucking me with her mouth, she stopped. I tried to see past the blind-fold around my head but it was too tight. “Take this off,” I begged. “I want to see you.”
 
   “No.”
 
   I flinched as I felt the familiar feel of latex touch upon the head of my penis and I sighed as the rubber sheath was rolled down the length of my shaft. A tight hand wrapped around it once more, slowly moving up and down as though to remind me that - although I was wearing a rubber - I wasn’t going to enjoy what was to come any less. I groaned in both pleasure and frustration. She released my dick and I felt her weight shift on the bed. I felt a knee land on the mattress either side of me. Two hands around the back of my head pulled me close into her snatch. I seized the opportunity to give it a lick. My tongue working her clitoris, making her sigh. She held the position for a blissful couple of minutes before pulling away from me. I tried to follow with my head - my tongue poking out desperate for another taste of her delectable juices. Her weight moved back down the bed; a leg either side of my body. Her hand back on my cock as it guided me into her tight, tight cunt. I sighed audibly. She paused a moment before slowly sliding up and down my shaft - from tip to base in deep controlled movements. Despite the rubber, it felt amazing as she expertly worked her pelvic muscles to squeeze me and release me with each riding movement. Fingers rubbed my nipples - causing them to stand to attention - before giving them a squeeze. I gritted my teeth as she squeezed harder; a little laugh from her.
 
   “Take the blind-fold off,” I begged.
 
   “You want to see me?” she asked.
 
   “I do.”
 
   “Beg.”
 
   “Please.”
 
   “Please what?” she teased as she continued to ride me. 
 
   “Please take the blind-fold off so I can see you.”
 
   “That’s better.”
 
   Her fingers continued to squeeze my nipples as she continued riding me and yet suddenly - I felt the blind-fold get pulled away from my eyes. I adjusted to the light in the room and was shocked to see a woman wearing a mask, riding my hard-on. Danni was standing to the side of the bed with a smile on her face.
 
   “What’s this?” I asked, pulling on the restraints to no avail.
 
   “This is a way for you to move on,” said Danni. “A woman you do not know. A woman who bears no resemblance to your ex and yet here you are - having sexual relations with her. You are not confined to the one woman or the one look. The world is your oyster and there are plenty more fish in the sea for you to meet and experiment with.”
 
   I looked at the girl riding me and asked her to remove her mask. She shook her head without stopping what she was doing. I looked down to my penis penetrating her each time she rode up and down the shaft; a fucking hot sight to behold made hotter by the fact I could see her juices stuck to the sheath. 
 
   “The mask is important,” Danni leant down and whispered in my ear, “it’s reminding you that this really could be anyone. Any girl you meet out there, any girl you bump into in the street - this could be how the meeting ends so long as you give yourself… Allow yourself to open up and get to know them. Allow yourself to move on from both your ex and me.”
 
   My legs twitched. I couldn’t ignore the sensation of my cock being squeezed by her pussy anymore. The girl on top sensed it and started to ride me harder. I could hear her breathing heavily beneath the faceless mask on her face. Her nipples standing to attention, the wetness of her snatch - all telling me she was enjoying it as much as I. My legs kicked, my thighs tingled and I ejaculated - cumming harder than I believe I’d ever cum before. The mystery woman rode me softly until my body had stopped twitching and then holding the rubber steady on my penis, she climbed off me and - without a word - walked from the room. I heard another door, elsewhere in the apartment close. I looked back to Danni. She was looking at me. I didn’t recognise her expression. She sat on the bed next to where I lay bound still.
 
   “I won’t be seeing you anymore,” she told me. “It’s not good for you. You need to distance yourself from me, from another like your ex. You need to move on. It’s been long enough and - as tonight showed - there are plenty of other women out there. Women who don’t need to be paid. You just need to open up and put yourself out there again and you won’t do that all the while you’re pining over your ex…”
 
   The post-orgasm haze lifted as it become clear what she was saying. She’d organised all of this to help me move on from my past. I didn’t know what to make of it all. A bit overwhelming, I guess? But then - had it been offered beforehand - I’d most likely have turned it down. 
 
   “Do you understand what I am trying to say?” she asked.
 
   I nodded. I did get the point she was making and - as far as points go - it was put nice a way I’ll remember for a long, long time. She undid the scarves’ knots, freeing my wrists. I sat up, smiling, “Well… That was different… And fun.” I smiled at her. She didn’t smile back. I pulled the rubber off and she held out her hand for it. I gave it to her and she wrapped it in a tissue torn from the roll next to her bed. She handed me the roll and I used a couple of sheets to clean myself up. “Do I at least get to meet your friend?” I asked, despite knowing the answer.
 
   “She doesn’t have a name. She’s anonymous.”
 
   I nodded. That’s what I thought.
 
   I picked my shorts and jeans up and climbed into them before doing my shirt up. I patted my pockets to ensure I had everything still and that nothing had fallen out; keys and wallet.
 
   “Do I owe you any more money?” I asked. “For arranging that?”
 
   She shook her head.
 
   “Well thank you.” I said. “So, I guess, this is it?”
 
   “I really hope you meet someone,” she said. “You’re a nice guy. You have a lot going for you. You just need to put yourself back out there.”
 
   “Is it that obvious I’d withdrawn from people?”
 
   Danni laughed and nodded, “Yes. Sorry to say but yes it was.”
 
   “Wish it really was as easy as you just made out,” I laughed. I turned around and walked from the bedroom towards the front door. I turned in the direction her friend went, “Can you tell her thank you at least?”
 
   Danni nodded.
 
   I reached out for the front door, “So… Good luck with everything and - erm - thank you for all that you did.” I smiled, “You know - from day one you’ve been a massive help, not just this.”
 
   “I tried my best. Tart with a heart.”
 
   I smiled, “You should learn to trust people a little more too. I’m not the only one who has withdrawn a little from society.” She didn’t answer. I saw my words hit their mark. I nodded a farewell, “So long then and thanks again.” I turned around and walked from the apartment. She watched me go for a split second and then the door closed behind me. As I walked back to my car I wasn’t sure whether I felt angry about what Danni had done. What she had organised for me. I guess - in her own way - she was trying to help me. Can’t be angry about that.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   I pulled into the petrol station. Should have just filled the damn tank the other day. I pulled up at the usual pump as soon as it was free (only a short wait). In my head I was playing her words over and over again - I need to get out there, I need to meet someone, I need to get back into the society I’d fallen away from. All easier said than done. I felt as though a part of me should be angry that she was getting involved where she wasn’t invited - and yet - I couldn’t. Her intentions were good. Her intentions were kind. I killed the engine and climbed from the car, walking to the pump. Two options; pay at the pump or pay at the desk. I hesitated moment; a loud bang to the left of me stealing my attention. I turned. There was a lady there; nice figure, red hair - medium length, green eyes. She noticed me as I noticed her. She smiled and I instinctively smiled back. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d noticed someone outside of my own bubble. I thought back to Danni’s words; I need to get out there. I thought back to my own excuse in that it was easier said than done. A stranger just smiled at me and I smiled back. Maybe it won’t be that hard?
 
   Two options for my petrol; pay at the pump or pay in the station.
 
   I opted to pay in the station. 
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