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“Fuck yes!”

 


I sank down on his cock, feeling his girth
stretching out my inner muscles, spreading me wide so I could take
every inch. I was dripping wet, the slick sound of our joining
almost as loud as my moans as I started bouncing on Brian’s
cock.

 


“That’s right!” I yelped, my words coming out like
hiccups as Brian’s cock hit a particularly delicious spot inside
me. “Fuck me so good, Brian!”

 


My cute, dark-haired bedmate gripped my hips and
said, “Ryan.” I twisted my hips, and he gasped, jerking upwards.
“It’s Ryan, but do that again and you can call me whatever you
want.”

 


"Ryan, sure, whatever," I said, breathless as I
could feel my orgasm creeping closer with every bounce. "You're
going to make me come!" My body was already tightening up around
Ryan's dick, and I started shaking.

 


Ryan growled, his hips snapping upward as I came
with a wail. My inner muscles squeezed his cock, pushing him over
the edge and milking him of every drop of come.

 


Exhausted, I rolled off Ryan, sprawling next to him
on my bed, watching with appreciation as Ryan got out of bed and
tossed the used condom in the trash before fishing his wallet out
of his pants and pulling out two crisp $100 bills and leaving them
on my dresser.

 


“Wish I had time to stay for the rest of the hour,”
he said, brushing his hands through his dark hair and looking
almost shy. “I’ll definitely be calling you back again. That was
fucking incredible.”

 


I smiled, settling back on the bed as Ryan saw
himself out, my lips curling into a smile at the thought of the
$200 joining the rest of the fat pile of cash in my top drawer.

 


That’s right. My name’s Allison,
and I have sex for money.

 


I know, I know. I’m not really supposed to be this.
. . gleeful about it. I’m supposed to be disgusted with myself,
turn my head to the wall while the guys pump away in me, silent
tears streaming down my face. I’m supposed to end my days huddled
in the shower feeling like the dirt won’t come off and then
drowning my sorrow in whatever substance I can get my hands on.

 


But I’m not.

 


The way it started was pretty much the way every
girl gets into sex work. I needed money and I needed it fast. I was
fresh out of college, and I was lucky enough to come from a family
in that sweet spot of making too much money for me to qualify for
financial aid but not enough many to pay for school so my student
loan payments were terrifying large

 


I’d been working my ass off all through college at
one crappy job or another, and I’d managed to keep myself afloat,
but all those deferred payments were coming due, and my side jobs
of making sandwiches at the student union and shelving library
books definitely weren’t going to be enough.

 


So I started trolling Craigslist, looking for
anything flexible that paid a lot of money. Not surprisingly,
everything that met that criteria turned out to be a scam.

 


Except one.

 


Buried in the ETC section was a short ad that just
read “Escorts wanted – set your own hours and own prices.”

 


Shaking with nerves, I dialed the number.

 


“Lusty Ladies, Tracy speaking.”

 


“Hi,” I said, forcing the quaver out of my voice, “I
saw your ad on Craigslist. . .”

 


And that was how it all began. Tracy gave me the
rundown over the phone – prices, her cut, the website. She’d handle
all the appointments and bookings, and I’d do the rest.

 


The next few days passed in a whirlwind. Tracy met
with me and took photographs for my profile on the site, and
suddenly I found myself posing on all fours, naked except for a
cheerleader skirt, looking coyly over my shoulder as the camera
focused on the shaved pink slit peeking out from underneath the
bright red skirt.

 


I had expected that most guys were looking for a
skinny girl who looked like your typical porn star, but Tracy
instantly vetoed that thought. “You’ll learn really quickly the
desire comes in all shapes and sizes. At least at my agency, the
thicker girls tend to make a lot more money than the sticks.”
Looking me up and down again, she added, “Those curves? Honey, the
only thing limiting you is how hard you want to work.”

 


Another day later and I was standing outside a hotel
room, condoms in my purse and butterflies in my stomach.
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