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​Chapter One: Typical night

[image: ]




The street lamp flickered as two men worked out the final details to their arrangement. I glanced around the corner, making sure no one was watching. The last thing we needed was a good samaritan, or worse a cop, getting in the way. The shorter man pulled out his wallet and took out a few bills. Adam quickly snatched them and stuffed them in his jeans.

“Gavin.” Adam waved for me. “Get over here.”

I shoved my hands in my pockets and walked over to them. 

“Cut it out.” Adam yanked my hood off. “How many times do I have to tell you?” 

My best asset was my face but that was why I liked to keep it hidden.

The overweight man, who looked to be in his late thirties, gave me a lustful grin. “You’re cuter than I expected.”

“He paid for the works, Gavin.” Adam put his hand in his pocket. “If you’re good, he’ll give you the other two when you’re done and he better.”

“Don’t worry,” I muttered. “He will.”

Adam pushed me toward the man. “See you in the morning.”

The man directed me toward a beaten-up old car. Most of the paint was peeling off and there was a large dent in the passenger door. I guess he decided to win me over by being a gentleman because he opened it for me and gave a slight bow to top it off. It was a wasted sediment. I knew the drill. He’d get what he wanted without a fight. 

The driver’s door swung open, and he slid behind the wheel. “I got us a motel room a couple of blocks from here.” He started the engine. That lustful smile returned. “And then we can have some fun.”

***
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THE SUN SEEPING IN through the bent blinds was the only light source in the dingy motel room. Last night’s customer was putting on his clothes after taking a shower. I remained propped up against the headboard with a thin blanket covering my lower half. 

“You were good, kid.” The man grabbed his leather wallet and pulled out a couple of bills. He flicked them at me before doing up his belt. “Just like Adam said you’d be.”

A normal person might have blushed or at least felt slightly embarrassed, but my dignity had been pounded out of me a long time ago. This was work, dirty work, but it was the only job I knew how to do.

He finished doing the buttons up on his shirt and walked over to the bed. “Little something to remember me by before I go. Lay down.”

I did as he asked. Adam’s policy was that they’re still a consumer until they walk out the door or it was after ten. Unfortunately, this particular consumer had to be at work by nine. 

He sat on the bed by my hip and removed the blanket. “You have a beautiful body.” Leaning down, he nibbled on my neck and ran his hands along my stomach. “We might have to do this again.”

I focused on my breath, trying not to respond. His hand grasped my member and began to pump. Clenching my jaw, I shifted a little from the stimulation and swallowed the moan growing in my throat. Pre began to pour out of my slit and ran onto his hand. He pumped me faster and brought my cock to full attention. I was seconds away from spilling, even though I was trying every trick I knew to hold it in.

He stopped, though. After wiping his hand on the sheets, he stood with a very satisfied look on his face. “You’ll have to take care of the rest yourself.” His lip pressed against mine one last time before he turned for the door.

Breathing only through my nose, I directed my eyes at the ceiling and tried to calm down. 

“It was fun, kid,” he laughed as he stepped outside and shut the door behind him. 

Closing my eyes, I let out a deep breath. It was over. The dude hadn’t been very good in the first place, and his body odor had gotten pretty thick during the middle of it. I sat up and grabbed the blanket nestles at my feet. Holding it over my crotch, I hurried to the door and locked it. Once they left, I definitely wasn’t going to let them come back. The blanket still clumsily wrapped around my waist, I staggered to the bathroom to wash his scent off. 

The worst part of the job was the smell that lingered on my skin. Whether it was their personal stench of cheap cologne, I could never get past it. 

I tossed the blanket on the bed and shut the bathroom door. Pushing back my sweat-matted brown hair, I checked to see if I had any bruises.  The idiot had slammed my head into the wall. Adam would be pissed if I showed up with a black eye. Visible marks deducted value, he’d always tell me. I was lucky; nothing but the normal vacant face looked back. 

I turned on the shower, relieved there was a little warm water left. But before I enjoyed that small luxury, I turned it too cold to get rid of the present the man had left me. Pleasure wasn’t something I enjoyed—it was my job. And I didn’t need some no-name sex addict doing me any favors. If Adam wouldn’t have beat my ass for losing him two hundred bucks, I would have made a run for it the moment we got to the hotel. 

After switching it to hot, I stepped under the spray and scrubbed my entire body until it shone bright pink. Once I was satisfied that I had cleaned everything, inside and out, I turned off the water and went to get dressed. 

My clothes laid in a trail leading to a chair where the man had once been sitting. I quickly put them on and grabbed the two crumpled hundred-dollar bills off the bed. Slipping them into my pocket, I left the scene of a long night of rough sex.

I flipped up my hood and started the long walk to Adam’s place. Along the way, I couldn’t help but wonder whether he had gone grocery shopping yet because I was starving.
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​Chapter Two: Home Sweet Home
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Kicking a beer can, I approached Adam’s rundown brick house squished between the drug dealers and the old woman who glared at me every time we crossed paths. I went down the side alley, hoping to avoid her. She was already outside, staring at the local gang gathered on the sidewalk across from her house. I didn’t want to deal with them either. I didn’t want to deal with anyone, honestly. 

I always felt annoyed and pissed off after a job, but luck wasn’t on my side. Jimmy was sitting between the steps and a pile of trash smoking something. 

“Hey, Gav.” The greasy blond-haired boy blew a cloud of smoke in my direction. “How was your night?” he asked with a cocky grin.

“Better than yours.” I kicked his feet out of the way and grabbed the door handle. “Put that out before Adam sees. I’m not going to stop him from kicking your ass.”

He sighed and took another long puff.

Shaking my head, I went inside. The kitchen was empty besides the piles of garbage and dishes in the sink. I opened the fridge, hoping to find something for once. A smile spread across my face.

“I see you found the food already,” said a high voice.

“Kim,” I announced, spinning around. 

“Well, you didn’t expect Adam to go shopping, did you?” She gave me a hug. “If I had another hour before you got here, I would’ve had this place put back together.”

“It’s good to see you.” 

“Sit down, and I’ll make you something.” She led me to the table before getting out the ingredients she needed. “What have you been up to, Gav?”

I sank down in my seat and pulled my jacket over my mouth.

“Gav.” She cocked a hip and stared me down with her deep blue eyes. “Not again,” she breathed. “My brother’s got you working the street, doesn’t he?”

I scoffed. “You make it sound so dirty.” 

With her bleached blonde hair swaying back and forth, she marched over and sat in the chair across from me. “You’re an ass for sale, Gav. There’s not an un-dirty thing about it.”

Dropping my gaze, I picked at the chipped wood. “That's all I got.”

“I’m talking to Adam about this.” Leaving the table, she returned to the stove.

“No, Kim. You’ll just make him mad. I don’t want to get kicked out again.”

She slammed a frying pan down on the stove. “He kicked you out?”

I leaned back in my chair and sucked in my lips. “It’s not a big deal,” I whispered. “I did some stuff for his friend and he let me come in.”

“Correction”—she dropped a bag of pancake mix on the counter—“you did his friend.”

Sinking lower in my seat, I kept my eyes pointed down. Our little reunion wasn’t going the way I planned. It had been four months since Adam and Kim’s last fight that ended with her running off to California with her boyfriend of the time. She was the only redeeming quality to having to be around her brother. I hoped she wasn’t going to leave again anytime soon. 

I kept getting a whiff of the guy’s stench. My clothes needed a good wash. I stood and headed for the living room. “I’m not really hungry anymore.” 

Her eyes narrowed in on me as I hurried out of the room.

Adam was passed out on the couch with a couple of his buddies. The smell of alcohol was thick. I was probably right about my night being better than Jimmy’s—poor kid.

I tiptoed over one of their legs and made it to the staircase. Going to the second floor, I pushed open the door to my room. It wasn’t much, just a bed and a couple of duffle bags with secondhand clothes. It was better than the streets, though. 

Flopping onto the bare yellow mattress, I felt a spring dig into my back. Kim decided to do the laundry too. I had never seen the point in fussing with that old washer, but then again, it meant not having to shower with my clothes on. 

The heavy footsteps sounded from the hall, signaling Adam was awake. I had a feeling who was responsible for it and cursed Kim in my head. She had good intentions but she needed to learn how to keep her mouth shut. The door was kicked open, and the one person I never wanted to see stumbled inside. 

Adam composed himself and leaned against the wall. “Where’s my money?”

I pulled the two bills out of my pocket and held them out to him. He snatched the wade and checked to make sure it was the right amount before tucking them away in his back pocket.

“So, how’d it go?” He took out a cigarette and lit it. 

“Fine,” I muttered, slumping over and staring at the floor.

“Did as you were told?”

I nodded. “You got your money, so obviously, everything went good.”

“Hmm...” He walked over and yanked off my hood. “Not hiding anything, are ya?”

I clenched my jaw, annoyed as he examined my face.  

“Looks good to me.” A puff of smoke escaped his lips. “Did you cum when he told you to?”

I knocked his hand away. “What do you not understand about everything went good?”

“Because you’re a stubborn prick.” Adam shoved me onto the bed. “You’re already doing it. You might as well enjoy it.” The bed squeaked as he climbed on top of me. “While we’re on the topic, you remember Kevin, right?”

“What about it?” I glared at him. 

“He’s wondering if you liked to play,” he whispered in my ear. He left a soft kiss on my cheek before pulling away. 

“I’m tired, Adam.” 

He shrugged his shoulders and climbed off of me. “Fine, it would’ve been free anyway. Where’s Jimmy at?”

“Don’t know,” I replied, pulling my hood back up.

“If I catch the boy smoking...” He put out his cigarette on the bedpost. “His mouth is going to smell like a fucking ashtray. If he wasn’t such a good cock sucker, I’d sew it shut and make him eat out of a straw.”

I simply shrugged. “Sorry, I don’t know. I just got home.”

He nodded and turned for the door. “Oh, yeah.” Halfway in the hall, he turned back. “We’re going to a party tonight. Kim is cooking something, so go eat and then get some rest. Hopefully, those bags under your eyes clear up before we go.”

His footsteps faded away, and I forced myself to my feet. Going to the bathroom next door, I peered into the mirror and would have to agree; I looked a little haggard. 

“You little shit!” The sound of things breaking and a body hitting the wall rang through the house. I peeked into the hallway and saw Adam hurled Jimmy up the stairs.

“How many times do I have to tell you? Get up there now, and stay the hell away from my stash!”

Jimmy’s scared little figure darted up the stairs. He saw me and raced to my side. 

“I told you to put it out.” I arched a brow. 

He nodded and pushed his hair out of his eyes. “Sorry.” 

Blood was seeping through his fingers that were clasped around his shoulder. I led him into the bathroom and removed his shirt before sitting him down on the toilet. 

“It’s not that bad,” I reassured him as I cleaned the area with toilet paper—another sign that Kim had been here.

“Do you think we should’ve stayed?” Tears outlined his baby blue eyes—his best feature, according to Adam.

“No.” I tossed the toilet paper in the trash and dug around under the sink for the first aid kit. It was an older gift from Kim. Pulling it out, I popped it open and found a couple of butterfly bandages. “Out there, it would’ve been the same. At least with Adam, we get paid.”

“He gets paid,” muttered Jimmy.

I finished up and patted his tear-streaked cheeks. “We have a place to stay, at least, and something to eat. Out there, we would’ve been living under a bridge and digging in dumpsters for food.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.” His voice was barely audible. 

After cleaning him up as best as possible, I took out my hidden supply of tic tac I had Kim get for me. I place two in Jimmy’s hand. “No more smoking.” I gave him a playful tap on the head. “You’re going to make all your teeth fall out.”

He gave me a half-hearted smile. 

“Come on, let’s wash the rest of you.” I turned on the tub and undressed Jimmy’s clearing stoned body. 

Poor kid was five pounds away from looking like a starved scarecrow, but I guess some guys liked that because Adam never got any complaints about it. I guided him into the tub. He laid his head on the side and stared into space. I always wondered where his mind wandered off to when he did that. 

I proceeded to wash his hair, returning it to white-blond that got him a lot of attention. Not knowing exactly what had happened while I was gone, I decided to be on the safe side and thoroughly scrubbed this body to a rosy pink. Pulling the drain, I went to see if I could find some half-decent clothes. I dumped out his duffle bag and grabbed some shorts and a shirt with just a couple of holes along the bottom. 

Jimmy remained in the exact spot I had left him. His eyes fixed on the yellow stains cover a good portion of the ceiling. 

“Come on, Jim.” I grabbed him under the shoulders and lifted him out.

“I’m tired,” he muttered. 

“Well, after you’re dressed, you can take a nap.” This wasn’t the first time I had bathed him and put Jimmy’s clothes on, so I was able to wrestle his limbs into them pretty quickly. “Stand up.” I wrapped an arm around his waist and led him to our room. 

He plopped onto the bed and curled up in a ball. 

“You’ll be needing these,” said a person from the doorway. 

I looked over my shoulder to see Kim, holding a couple of blankets under one arm and a plate in the other. 

“You think he’ll eat something?”

“Nah, kid’s already asleep.” I took the quilt from her and tossed it over his small body. 

We sat by the wall, and Kim handed me the plate of pancakes. 

“You’re good to him.”

I shrugged. “Someone has to be.”

“I’ve been away for too long. How old is he now?” 

“He’ll be nineteen in a couple of months.” I took a bite and remembered how much I loved it when Kim was here. “He doesn’t look it. Everyone thinks he’s like fifteen or sixteen. Poor kid is just short, so he gets the perverts.”

“Well, you’re not too tall yourself.” She bumped my shoulder.

I shook my head at her and tried not to smile. “I’m five-ten,” I retorted. “Which is average height. Not all of us can be six-footers like you.”

“It’s a curse to look like a model, I know.” She teased, climbing to her feet. “Eat up. I got some more cleaning to do. You boys really did a number on this house while I was gone.”

“Thanks, Kim.”

“No problem, sweetheart.” She closed the door.

I finished up the pancakes and set my plate on the floor. Too lazy to stand, I crawled to the bed and climbed in behind Jimmy. He muttered something and turned around to face me. 

“Gavin?”

“Shh... go back to sleep.”

He snuggled into my chest, and I draped an arm over him. 

“One day, Jim,” I breathed. “One day, life will get better for us.”
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​Chapter Three: Party Animal
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“Get up.” 

The bed lifted off the ground as Adam delivered a swift kick. Rolling over, I cleared my eyes and peered up the tall Italian man. His darker complexion only added to the twenty-nine-year-old intimidating stature.

“What time is it?”

“Nine.” He tossed some clothes at us. “Put those on and be downstairs in thirty minutes.” Adam left the room, slamming the door behind him. 

I sat up and shook Jimmy. “Come on. You heard him.”

“My ass hurts,” he whispered, curling into a ball. 

I rubbed his shoulder—poor kid. With his big doe eyes and fair complexion, he received more attention than he could handle. 

“They hurt you pretty bad last night.”

He blinked a couple times and just stared at me. I was pretty sure the drugs were still clouding his head a bit.

I sat him up and brushed his hair out of his eyes. “I’ll talk to Adam.”

A smile of pure relief spread across his face. “Thank you.” Jimmy hugged me. 

Adam might be heartless at times, but he hated the hospital. Ever since Jimmy had to be taken to one about a year back after someone was a little too rough with him, he was more understanding at times like these.

“Okay, okay.” I pulled Jimmy off me and laid him down. “Get some sleep, and you have to eat something after we leave. Deal?” I threw the blanket over his head.

“Deal,” he replied, turning around and pulling the covers around him. 

Grabbing the clothes, I picked out the larger set and got dressed. I didn’t even need a mirror to know I looked like I was ready for a night on the town. Black skin-tight jeans and a white nylon shirt might, I might as well write open for business across the front in red lipstick. After grabbing my jacket, I went to the bathroom to fix my hair. The bags under my eyes had deflated, so that was a good sign. Overall, I didn’t look too horrible.

I walked downstairs to yelling coming from the kitchen. 

“You’re wasting all my money!” said Adam. 

“To buy food for the people who earned it!” Kim snapped back. 

I stood in the doorway, not wanting to get in the middle of that. Zipping up my jacket, I leaned against the wall to wait until things cooled down.

“You’re such a bitch!” Adam kicked over a chair. “This is not your house. I pay the bills. I get to decide the rules.” 

“They can’t live on beer.”

“Does it look like they’re starving?” 

“Jimmy is pretty close to it,” she retorted.

He got right up in his sister’s face and began calling her a variety of colorful names. Kim didn’t even bat an eye. One thing I liked most about her was she didn’t give a shit about what people thought or said, especially when it was her brother saying it.

“Adam,” I said, deciding it was about time to make myself known.

“What?!” He pivoted sharply.

“I’m ready.”

His chest heaved as he attempted to calm down. “Where’s Jim?”

I glanced at Kim, wishing she could’ve been somewhere else right now. “You overused him last night.”

She threw her hands in the air. “And you say you’re not gay.”

“I’m not!” He clenched his fists at his sides. “When you got a ready and willing whore upstairs, you’re going to use it.”

“Whatever you say.” She went to tend the pan sizzling on the stove. 

“He’s not coming, then?” Adam asked, turning his attention to me.

I shook my head. “He needs a couple of days to heal up.”

Shaking his head, Adam grabbed his keys and wallet. “If he didn’t bring in the big bucks, I’d kick him out.” He looked me over. “Fortunately for him, it’s hard to find a legal kid that looks like that.” He snatched his coat off the back of a chair and shoved a handful of condoms at me. “Get in the car.”

Stuffing the packages in my jacket pockets, I followed him out the front door. I climbed into the passenger seat of his beat-up old white Pontiac. The engine came to life, and Adam pulled out into the street.

“No messing around tonight. You need to earn back all the money Kim spent on shit.”

I stared out the window. 

“Knock it off.” He yanked my hood down. “You drive me crazy. You know that?”

Not a word left my mouth. Adam was already fired up. Adding fuel to the fire might land me a bloody nose, so the car fell silent and remained that way.

***
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ADAM PARKED OUTSIDE a rather nice-looking house. Minus the loads of people running across the yard and breaking everything they could get their hands on, it was the kind of home I’d be happy to own one day. 

“Get out,” ordered Adam, opening his door. 

I mimicked his actions and met him at the front of the vehicle. 

He grabbed me and unzipped my jacket. “Leave it in the car.”

“Why?” I muttered, tugging it down.

“Because I said, so do it.” He marched off toward the party.

I dramatically took it off and crumbled it into a ball. In the process, all the condoms spilled onto the ground. Clenching my jaw, I tossed my jacket in the back seat and squatted down to pick them up. I had no idea where to put them. It was not like the jeans had any extra room, but I wasn’t going in there without them either. I didn’t do bareback—Adam didn’t want us catching anything either. Crabs didn’t sound like the most fun disease to contract.

Irritated, I shoved them in the front of my pants. I couldn’t tell they were there and if anything, they gave me more of a bulge. Folding my arms across my chest, I trudged up to the house. The door had been left wide open, and I had to squeeze my way inside past all the people. Adam was standing by the fireplace mantel, having already found the girl he was probably going to fuck before the night was over. He motioned for me to come over. The moment I was in arm's reach, he grabbed the back of my neck and jerked me forward. 

“Get to work.” He shoved me to the side and went back to talking to the drunk girl beside him. 

“I am working,” I said under my breath as I walked off. “That’s more than what you can say.” 

Wandering into the kitchen, I grabbed a couple of random bottles. I didn’t care what it was as long as it took the edge off. I poured them into a cup and downed the mixture in one go. It stung all the way down, but I need it to help me relax. I made another one and felt someone’s eyes on me. 

A man with dark brown hair, leaning against the wall nearby, made eye contact. I sat on the table and took another sip of whatever concoction I had made. His smile was one I could read easily enough. Adam was told about these parties for a reason. Raising my eyebrow, I made it clear I wasn’t for free. His hand slipped into his pocket, and I saw a hint of green. That was the only sign I needed. I weaved over to him. 

A cocky smile was plastered across his face. “How much?”

“Fifty per blow job, hundred for a fuck. Seven hundred, and I’m yours all night. I don’t do bareback.” I retained eye contact, not even flinching at the words that had just come out of my mouth.

“Hundred for now.” He pulled out two fifties from his pocket and handed them to me. “I got a room upstairs waiting for us.”

“Lead the way.” 

He took my hand and dragged me through the crowd. Adam spotted us and moved in. He didn’t even have to ask. I slapped the money in his hand and went up the stairs with my latest customer. 

We weaved around some couples and stopped at the last room. He produced a key and unlocked it. 

“So, this is your house?”

“Yep.” He held it open and ushered me inside. The door shut, and he flicked the lock into place. “So, how do we start?” His eyes raked over my body.

“However you want,” I answered plainly. 

“Take your clothes off.” He walked around me and sat on the bed. “Slowly.” Popping open the top button of his jeans, he slid a hand into his underwear.

I lifted my shirt and eased it over my head. After tossing it to the side, I unbuttoned my pants and grabbed the condoms. I smiled and threw them at him.

“In a weird way, that’s kind of hot,” he said as they laid scattered across the bed around him.

I continued to roll my jeans down to my ankles. They were off with a simple kick, and I stood there naked, awaiting my next order.

He leaned back and let me get a glimpse of his hardening member. “On your knees.”

Doing as he asked, I knelt between his legs. His hand grabbed the back of my head, and he pushed me toward his cock. A blast of his musk filled my nose as I was shoved into his crotch. 

“Get to work, bitch.”

I played with his balls while licking and nibbling my way to his tip. Reaching my destination, I took him in my mouth and began to work him in and out. I twirled my tongue around his slit.

Pulling my hair, he let out a groan. “You know what you’re doing.”

His hips snapped up, forcing his dick down my throat. He kept his hand entwined in my hair and worked my mouth. Closing my eyes, I just focused on getting a gulp of air between every thrust. It was starting to get harder to breathe as the pre began pouring into my mouth. 

The moment I thought he was going to blow, he tossed me back. I sat there, a little disappointed, and wiped my mouth. Of course, it wasn’t going to be that easy.

Standing, he took off his jeans along with his shirt. “On the bed.” 

I did as he asked. After grabbing something from a drawer, he sat beside me. 

“Open one of those.”

I rip open a package.

“Put it on me.” He rested on his elbows, letting his member bob in the air.

I gave it a quick couple of strokes and rolled the condom down the six-inch rod. 

He tossed the tub of lube at me. “While you’re down there.”

If he was expecting me to blush, he would have to try harder than that. I popped open the lid and squeezed out a decent amount along his entire length. The man smiled at me and lifted my chin. He captured my mouth and darted his tongue in and out while I spread the lube over his member. The kisses became more desperate. He seized my shoulders and slammed me onto the bed.

“Hands and knees.”

I assumed the position and tried to relax. A cold liquid was rubbed over my hole, and a digit slipped into my ass, followed by another. I let out a soft cry as he stretched me for a moment before pulling out. Looking back, I watched the flared head of the man’s cock run down my spine.

“How do you like it? Rough?” he laughed with a glint in his eye.

“Just do it how you like.” I groaned and arched my back as he played with my pucker. 

“Getting anxious?” 

The tip slipped in, and I let out a soft murmur of initial pain. Taking a deep breath, I relaxed my muscles as much as possible. The rest of him slid in with only slight discomfort. He started to move, and I lurched forward.

“Wait,” I breathed.

“For a slut,” he huffed in my ear, “you’re tighter than I expected.”

“I liked to keep it that way.”

He gave me a few more seconds to adjust before he began to thrust. We started a rhythm as I slammed my body against his. His fingernails dug into my hips as he pounded my ass. 

Placing all of his weight on me, his hand grasped my already hard member and started to pump it. We were both breathing heavily. Our hearts pounded. I clutched the bedspread as I felt my climax grow near. The smell of sex loomed over us, filling my nostril. He was almost there; I could feel the desperation in his movements. 

I threw my body back and clenched my muscles around him. He must have read my desperate attempt at getting him to cum and shove me forward, completely drawing out. I laid on my side, looking up at the angry cock that was mere seconds away from erupting—damn it.

“Not yet,” he breathed, sweat glistening across his body. “I’m getting my money’s worth.” The man fell on me and began kissing me. My tongues battled with his as his hands roamed my chest. 

He fell back on the bed and placed his arms above his head. “Put another condom on me.”

I pulled off the used one that was filled with pre and rolled another on. After I lubed him up, he ordered me to kneel by the side of the bed. I did as he asked, and he stood behind me. Lining us up, he entered me in one swoop. I cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure and gripped the sheets in front of me. He slammed me into the bed with no mercy. I couldn’t do more than hold on and see if he’d cum this time.

But once again, he pulled out and flopped onto the bed. “Ride me.”

My legs were shaking, but I managed to get up on the bed. I straddled his waist and lined up his cock. It disappeared into me as I lowered my body. He let out a groan and bucked the last couple of inches into my hole. I winced but began to move up and down. 

“Oh,” he moaned. “Fuck.”

We were both breathing heavily with sweat dripping from our bodies. He pulled me to him and flipped us over. Placing my knees over his shoulder, he grabbed my cock and began the final thrust toward his climax. I held onto the headboard and felt my head start to cloud over with pleasure. My balls drew up, and I couldn’t hold it any longer. I shot my load all over his hand, letting out a cry of ecstasy. He drove his member into me once more and collapsed. His cock pulsed in my asshole as he emptied his load inside. 

Neither of us moved as we waited to come down. Grabbing my chin, he captured my lips again for a moment before rolling to his side and pulling out. I just laid there as he removed the used condom and tossed it in the trash. He opened the door that led to a private bathroom and disappeared inside. I heard the water start and sat up slowly, hoping everything was alright in my lower region. 

He returned a few minutes later and started getting dressed. “You’re good. Clean up and get out.”

I gathered my clothes and hurried to the bathroom. After locking the door, I turned on the sink and splashed water on my face. My hair was matted back with sweat, so I doused it with water, taking advantage of my natural curl. I wetted some toilet paper and wiped up the cum that had gotten on my stomach before getting dressed.

The man was waiting for me when I went back to the room. He walked toward me and placed the leftover condoms in my hand.

“You might want to hang on to those. You’re going to be busy tonight.” He gave me a wicked smirk before pushing me into the hall. He locked the room behind us and returned to the party. 

I stood there for a moment, clutching my remaining condoms to my chest. “I should’ve faked sick,” I groaned, shoving the remaining rubbers in my pants and going downstairs.
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​Chapter Four: Trust-Fund Bitch
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I swirled my tongue around the head and jerked his length. He was close. 

“Fuck.” The guy hissed.

I pulled off and pumped him the rest of the way. Thick ropes of cum landed on the ground. By his demeanor, the man was clearly on drugs, and I didn’t want any of that inside me. Wiping my mouth, I stood and held out my hand. He slapped two twenty in my palm. 

“The deal was fifty.” I glared at him.

“Then you should’ve swallowed.” He shoved me out of the way and headed inside. 

“Jackass,” I called after him. 

Thankfully the music was too loud for him to hear. I didn’t really know what I’d do if he came back since he was reasonably bigger than me. My ass was already sore; I didn’t need to get it kicked right now.

Laying my head on the wall, I wiped my face on my shoulder. I wanted to go home. My jaw hurt, and my hips ached. I needed to take a shower and go to bed. Jimmy wasn’t the only one who had a long night. 

A tall guy stepped outside and stood a few feet away. I ignored him. I was funned out for the night. I didn’t feel like taking another customer. My body couldn’t handle it. 

He leaned against the house, taking swigs from his drink. By the way, he kept glancing at me I knew he wanted something. Sorry, I was closed for the night. Adam could beat the shit out of me. I didn’t care. I was done.

I spat a couple of times on the ground and walked toward the side door to find my ride home. 

The guy blocked me. “What are you up to?”

Not the smartest person I’d ever met; I’d give him that. Stepping back, I gave him a once over. Head to toe, he wore designer clothes that had been custom fit to his gym rat frame. I let out a sigh of frustration. The rich ones were always the hardest to get away from. They didn’t like being told no. Because according to them, they were gifts from God, and I should be honored to suck their cock. 

“Nothing pertaining to you,” I stated plainly, sidestepping him. 

He moved into my path again. “You look too young for this party. It’s twenty-one and over from what I’ve heard.”

“Looks are deceiving, and I don’t have my ID handy. So, either call the cops,” I replied, “or mind your own fucking business.”

Laughing to himself, he finished his drink and tossed the cup onto the grass.

I tried to go inside, but the jackass blocked the way again. 

I stepped back and narrowed my eyes. “Do you mind?”

“Not at all.” He stood in the doorway and stretched his arms out between the frames. “I don’t mind talking to you one bit.”

I examined my opponent more thoroughly. He was twice my size, so brute force wasn’t going to work. By the cocky grin, he had a bad case of narcissism. Taking into account the perfectly styled short, black hair and manicured nails, I’d say he had never worked a day in his life besides going to an office to order people around. I suspected he was a trust-fund bitch, living off Mommy and Daddy’s money. 

I hated his type. 

“Fine.” I shrugged.

The best thing to do with rich bastards was retreat, and that was exactly what I did. I turned and started around the house toward the front door. 

“Hey, where are you going?” He jogged after me and blocked my way again.

What the hell? Take the hint, I was not selling at the moment. “Home.” I turned around and started back.

“Why don’t you stay awhile longer?” He grabbed my elbow.

“I’m closed for business, jackass. So back off!” I jerked my arm free.

“I don’t think so,” he stated with a smirk. His eyes landed on something behind me.

“Shit.” I whispered a quick prayer and turned to see my self-pointed pimp.

“I really hope that didn’t come out of your mouth,” said Adam. His black eyes burrowed into me.

“Adam, I’m tired.” I tried not to sound like I was begging. “I want to go home.”

“Fine, go get in the car.” He walked down the steps and put an arm around my shoulders. “After you’re done with him.” Seizing the back of my neck, he shoved me forward. 

I stumbled into the man’s chest. He kept me from falling. Flustered, I quickly got my feet under me and backed away. I would have preferred if he had let me faceplant. A blood nose might be my only way out of this.

“Tell him your prices, Gav.”

Shoving my fingertips in my pockets, I kept my gaze pointed everywhere but at him. That cocky smile of his was getting on my nerves.

“Fifty for a bj, hundred for a fuck, seven hundred and I’m yours until ten o’clock tomorrow morning.” I clenched my jaw. Make it a quick blow job—I could probably handle one more. “I don’t do bareback,” I quickly added. 

The man stepped up to Adam and took out his wallet. I watched his thumb flick along the thick wade of bills inside. He was definitely a trust-fund bitch—damn it. 

“I guess he’s mine until ten tomorrow morning,” he said with a grin. Glancing in my direction, he put the money in Adam’s hand.

Adam counted the bills before stuffing them in his pocket. “Let me have a word with punk first.” 

“Sure,” the guy replied with a shrug. 

Snatching my arm, Adam led me to a nearby tree.

He took me by the shoulders and jolted me against the trunk. “Now, you better listen to me. If you don’t want Jimmy to get the ass-kicking of a lifetime, I’d be on your best behavior.”

“Jimmy hasn’t done anything wrong,” I retorted. “It’s your fault he’s not here.”

He slapped me. Glaring at the grass, I clasped my stinging cheek.

“That’s a warning.” He pointed his fat finger in my face. “If I get one complaint from this guy, I’m kicking your ass, and then, I’m going to do Jimmy. Just for good measure. So are we going to have any problems?”
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