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Tears burn her eyes, humiliation warring with pleasure. It feels good, the friction and full feeling of his fingers inside of her, thrusting up and down, curling at just the right places to make her toes curl as well.

"Can I see you? Could you take your clothes off?" he asks.

He's being so polite about it, asking so kindly and waiting for her to answer, pausing with just his fingers inside of her, splaying, spreading wider occasionally, like he wants to explore her inner walls, like he wants to listen to her gasp even more.

"Please, darling," he coaxes.

She doesn't know how to say no to that. She whimpers and tries to twist in his lap, but moving around only makes his fingers press against her insides even more and she keens, pleasure jolting up her spine, so intense that she stops breathing for a few seconds. She doesn't know if she's capable of it, but her lungs beg for air and she manages a strangled inhale.

"Anh, anh," she gasps, pushing her hips back, feeling the hard line of his cock between their bodies.

"Shh... Don't fuss, baby. You don't have to do it if you don't want to. But I really want to see your pretty little pussy," he asks, still so polite, his words low and rumbling.

She rests her head against his chest and tries to catch her breath and adjust to the new feeling. There's a fullness inside her already, but when she looks down, all she can see is the bulge of his hand under her pants and he's right, it doesn't feel right, not being able to see. It's even a little bit weird.

Her nod is jerky and barely there, like she kind of hopes he wouldn't notice her giving him permission, but it's enough and he's moving her around, pulling her fingers from her tight heat and then tugging her pants down to her ankles together with her wet panties, shifting her feet to get all her clothes off and then tugging off her shirt and bra.

There's no finesse about him taking her clothes off, just a mess of limbs and clothes being torn from her body, the soft materials ripping at the seams easily as he applies pressure to them.

It only takes seconds for him to undress her and pull her back onto his lap. She's shivering already, a combination of embarrassment and chill.

His feet hooks around her legs and spreads them open.

"Ah- wait, wait," she gasps, feeling too embarrassed already, hands immediately closing over her legs to hide herself from him.

"Just stay still, darling. I'm going to take care of you, make you feel nice and warm," he promises and it's cheating, really. The way they talk to her, promising warmth and security and care is really cheating because they should know how much she craves all of those things that she doesn't have in her life. "Such a pretty little thing," he murmurs, his lips against her cheek. "Look at you," he growls.

She shivers and tries to keep her hands closed over her pussy, too embarrassed. It feels too private and perverse to keep her legs stretched out and exposed like that.

"No, darling. don't hide. I want to see, remember?" he reminds her carefully. There's a darkness to his tone, a warning bite to his words that makes her tremble and feels her fingers away. She crosses them over her chest, not knowing what else to do with her arms, but that only causes her to press her breasts up higher.

Blushing, she uncrosses her arms and tries to twist up to look at him, but his fingers snake between her legs and he's pressing his fingers in deep straight away.

She gasps and sinks against him, too weak to do anything except submit.
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Chapter One: ​​Invitation
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She answers the ad in the papers out of the need for money and also because she's pretty sure it's a joke. It's one of the many, many ads she had responded to with her resume. It's not an impressive resume. She's only eighteen and hasn't had much in terms of job experience, but what she lacks for in experience, she makes up for with the fact that she's willing to try anything as long as it promised to pay her.

Prim really needs the money, okay? She's putting herself through college and she wants to go to all the courses, except they're expensive and she'll need more than what she had gotten from her parent's insurance payout in order to afford all of college and hope of graduating.

The ad calls for a 'Cuddle Companion' and she's fairly certain it's for creepers who have no idea how socializing works, but she applies anyways because there's a promised pay of thirty dollars, which is easily more than twice the amount any of the other part time jobs are offering and really, what's the harm in trying? Worst-case-scenario she has to pepper spray someone and she hasn't never had to use it before so she's kind of excited about that... even though she thinks she really shouldn't be.

It is not the first job to respond to her, but it's a fascinating response nevertheless because it's not just an email telling her to show up at a specific time and date, but a gold embossed letter that was hand-delivered to her by a man in a suit. She wants to ask him where he came from and how he knew she was at her class and her peers whisper questions about who he is, but he climbs back onto the ridiculous black bike he drove in on and disappears, leaving dusts and wistful sighs in his wake.

Her initial worry it was a joke taken too far is abated when she finds the invitation and the address. It's to one of the rich mansions in the town area, down the road that she never really bothered getting close to because it's not her crowd and she knows she can't afford anything that is being offered down that route. Even the grocery shops in the area are exclusive, stocking only the highest quality goods.

The thing that convinced her was the hundred dollar bill included in the letter. And incentive for her to show. It's something only the rich would do and while she's still not a hundred percent convinced it's not some sort of scam, she can believe that they have the money to pay her.

Even the invitation smells expensive. It congratulates her on being one of the ten candidates who are shortlisted for the position and gives her a time and date to show. They're considerate with the date too. Sunday evening, casual wear, and a vehicle can be arranged to pick her up should she lack the mode of transportation to get there. It's all so posh and fancy and she can't really wrap her mind around it at all.

It feels like a dream. Or an elaborate prank. That possibility isn't out of the woods yet.

She thinks of not showing, but the crisp hundred collar bill fills like a binding contract.

She can't just take the money and run. That would make her the scammer.
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Chapter Two: Cuddle Companion
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She really doesn't know what to expect, but it certainly isn't to be looked at by a man almost twice her size up and down, and then say, "You'll do," like he's deciding that she's a perfectly adequate piece of meat and then that's settled.

She has the job and she is only at the front door. She took three buses and walked the rest of the way here. Her dress would have been more presentable two bus rides earlier and she's kind of staring at the man in disbelief, because she's seen him before. He's in several magazines as one of the most eligible bachelors in the state. He's really good looking and really, really big- like, everywhere. He's a linebacker... or something. She doesn't really watch football. "Wuh?" she gapes like a fish at him, unsure of what's just happened and what she's supposed to do.

He leans forward and picks her up like she doesn't wait a thing and instead of struggling to get away like a normal, well-adjusted, sane human being with some semblance of self preservation, she sags into his touch, leaning against him and wrapping her arms around his neck to keep herself steady so that he doesn't drop her. It's oddly comfortable, if a little dizzying.

He places her gingerly on one giant arm that acts like a seat for her butt and carries her inside the massive mansion slamming the door closed behind him. Then, he walks with her on his arm like she's some sort of parrot and brings them both into the living room. Or she thinks it's a living room. It's huge and there's an almost-theater-like setup.

"Whu- what?" she starts again when she finds her voice.

"You applied to be my cuddling companion, didn't you?" he asks, like she's the one being unreasonable.

"Yes?" she says because this is kind of insane.

He hums and leans back into the seat, wrapping his arms around her and shifting her on his lap until she's straddling him. It feels seventy kinds of awkward and they're kind of rubbing body parts like this, but he doesn't seem to care about that at all, perfectly content with a hand on the small of her back and the other cradling the back of her head, pushing her in until she's resting her head between the nape of his neck where his head meets his body.

It's oddly comfortable. It's like cuddling with a massive bear. Except less mauling and licking. There's a good amount of sniffing, though. After the first fifteen minutes, she stops worrying about smelling like sweat and just relaxes into his grip, letting him hold her.

She finds out quickly that there's not much to do at her new job. Actually, there's nothing to do at all. The giant of man appears to be perfectly content just holding her in his lap while he goes about his evening, which is mostly just move a few books around, click through the channels on the ridiculously large tv with a sound system that's been turned down low, and then fiddle with some stuff on the computer. She thinks it's something to do with his work, like positions on the field and stuff, but when sh reaches to reach out and figure things out, he grasps her by her wrists gently and puts them back on her lap.
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