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I am so horny I could fuck my best friend’s
grandma. Okay, it’s not quite that bad but memories of the last
time I got laid are becoming a very distant memory. I’m tired of
jerking myself off. I want to find a woman with a wet pussy and
bang her for hours until she is bow-legged and my dick has lost a
dozen layers of skin from all the friction. I want to feel
pussy-burn!






I live in a studio apartment with paper-thin
walls, not conducive to the loud, raunchy sex I want to have. I
grabbed my key ring, wallet, and overnight bag and headed for my
Toyota. I drove until I found what I was looking for - a
second-rate motel with an almost empty parking lot. I registered at
the desk, getting a room in the back corner away from the half
dozen other guests. The last thing I wanted to deal with tonight
was noise complaints.






I tossed my bag on the motel room floor and
grabbed the Yellow Pages off the desk. I flipped through it until I
got the section I was looking for - escorts. I was shocked by how
many choices there were. It looked like I could have my pick of
whatever type of woman I wanted.






I decided to go with two women; one won’t cut it
tonight with the mood I am in. I liked the write-up of a chick
named Tanya. She claimed to be 5’10”, blonde with big boobs, and an
adventurous spirit. I gave her a call and she answered on the first
ring. She was available for the night and we negotiated her price -
$400 for four hours. Tanya said she would be at my room within the
hour.






For lady number two, I didn’t want a matching
bimbo type. I opted for “Luscious Lucinda,” a self-described
African Queen. Like Tanya, Lucinda also claimed to have big boobs.
She also boasted that she knew many “tricks of the trade.” I’m not
sure what that meant but I couldn’t wait to find out. I felt my
cock stir just thinking about it.






I called Lucinda and asked her for details about
her tricks. She said she could bring toys to the “event,” as she
called our prospective date. When I pressed her for more
information, Lucinda said she didn’t want to say any more over the
phone but she assured me I would have a good time. I could tell by
the sexy confidence in her voice that I would. Lucinda charged $500
for four hours. I asked her to be at my hotel room in two hours and
she agreed.






I took my wallet out of my back pocket, removed
nine $100 bills, and put them in the top drawer of the desk. I slid
my wallet into the side pocket of my bag and took the clothes and
toiletries out of it. I decided to take a shower so I’d be clean
for the ladies and to pass the time. As I stood under the trickle
of water from the too-short shower head, I found my mind wandering
to thoughts of the night ahead. I mentally made a list of things I
wanted to be sure to do:

Get a blow job (or two)

Fuck two wet, tight pieces of pussy for as long
as I could

Cum on someone’s face and tits

Slap ass with my cock

Bury my face in tits






Better yet, I wanted to slap someone in the face
with my cock before I fucked her until she couldn’t walk.






Just the thought of the cock slapping had me
getting hard. I stroked myself, picturing Tanya and Lucinda in
front of me. I hoped their tits were as big as they claimed. I
couldn’t wait for them to get here and stroke my dick for me. I
shot my load all over the shower walls, imagining the ladies’ faces
in front of me.






I resoaped myself and rinsed my body again. The
women probably appreciated a clean man.






I was toweling off when I heard a knock. I
wrapped the towel around my waist and sauntered toward the door. I
peeked through the hole and saw a hot blonde looking back at me.
Tanya had arrived!

I opened the door and an amazing woman stood in
front of me. I saw her gaze go to my bare chest and a look of
admiration crossed her face. With my toned body I was probably a
change from her regular clientele.






“Johnny?” she asked.






I nodded. “Come in, Tanya.” I moved to the side
and gestured for her to come in, finally getting a chance to check
her out. She had on a black coat that ended below her knees, not
hinting at much besides the fact that she was slim. Black boots
continued up to at least where her coat ended. She must’ve been
around six feet tall in the boots, the perfect height for me if I
wanted to fuck her standing up.






Tanya put her purse on the dresser and turned to
me with an expectant look. “How does this work?” I asked. I’d never
used an escort before.
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