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      CHAPTER 1

      
      Gina dressed to stop traffic. Quite literally. Usually that meant she just wanted guys to pull over and pick her up, but sometimes
         it wasn’t quite that simple.
      

      
      More than once Gina had been the cause of a traffic accident—though, thankfully, no injuries had ever been involved. Once
         a guy in a Cadillac had creamed a fire hydrant, spraying water all over the place, fucking up both his car and Gina’s makeup.
         She had been plenty pissed at the time, but normally she took a sort of perverse pleasure in it. Even so, it seemed like a
         waste of decent monetary resources. Gina figured it was possible that every traffic accident was one, maybe two, possibly
         three or four potential tricks who would soon have their hands way too full to be enjoying her services.
      

      
      Then again, the guy who was rubbernecking enough to cause a traffic accident was probably just trying to get a good look because
         he was never going to open his wallet enough to get a really good look Gina figured these kind of guys were leeches on the underbelly of society, of which she was proudly a member.
      

      
      But it still seemed like a waste of good resources.

      
      She didn’t work the streets much any more—not since she’d gotten Brian managing her affairs and had started with the ad in
         the City Weekly. Nowadays, she usually had enough work to keep her busy day and night—she found herself turning clients down. But things had
         been sort of slow lately; her voicemail didn’t have the usual numbers of inquiries on it. Gina thought it might be the new
         picture she had been using in her “Private Modeling” ads—she hadn’t thought much of Charlie’s work. He was an okay commercial
         photographer, actually he was pretty good at doing porno, too. Gina had done that one layout for him a long time ago, for
         that European magazine. Gina still got wet whenever she thought about that. Somewhere in Europe guys were maybe still jerking
         off to pictures of Gina spreading her naked pussy for them.


      Charlie also did do some pretty hot porn for the sleazy US. magazines—magazines so sleazy Gina wasn’t entirely sure she’d want to be seen naked in them. The European magazine
         was incredibly sleazy, too—but Gina could rationalize that no one she knew would ever see her in it, and that made it much
         safer for her to undress for it. Gina still had a fear that her father would somehow stumble across the magazine featuring
         her nude poses. She couldn’t imagine how frightened she’d be if she took her clothes off for one of those embarrassingly sleazy
         American magazines Charlie sometimes worked for. Tit Fuck, Loose And Wet, Shaved Cunts.

      
      But despite this, Gina kept entertaining thoughts of taking her clothes off for Charlie again—this time for a magazine so
         sleazy she’d be embarrassed if anyone knew she was in it. Gina entertained all sorts of sexual fantasies about posing for a session with Charlie, for one of the
         really sleazy magazines, like Gang Bang or Back Doors. The one that really got her wet whenever she fantasized about it was Great Big Knockers, a magazine dedicated to women with very large breasts. Gina, despite herself, had been flattered and pleased, and more than
         a little turned on, when Charlie had told her that she would more than qualify for the magazine. Gina had always been very
         proud of her breasts, and even though she knew it was sleazy, the fantasy of all these guys looking at nude pictures of her
         and focusing on her breasts was something that never failed to get her off.
      

      
      Of course, most of her fantasies about posing for Charlie ended up with Gina getting so turned on from exhibiting herself
         that she begged Charlie to fuck her, and sometimes she would get fucked by four or five of his assistants while she was at
         it. In fact, Gina loved to fantasize that Charlie was forcing her to pose for him; that he had captured her and had her tied
         spread-eagled and naked while he took pictures of her, then fucked her silly. She would never have confessed these fantasies
         to Charlie—they seemed incredibly absurd to her. But she still liked to dwell on them when she was alone with her hand between
         her legs.
      

      
      The money for posing—for the really sleazy magazines, at least—wasn’t good, but Gina was just hot for the idea of doing it.
         The fact that she might make a couple of hundred bucks posing for Back Doors just sweetened the fantasy a little bit.
      

      
      She had gotten really wet looking at the photos on the walls of Charlie’s studio, and ever since she’d done that one photo
         shoot she’d been thinking about the possibility of asking Charlie to shoot her for Great Big Knockers. But what if one of her clients saw it? Gina figured she probably shouldn’t care about that—her clients saw her naked already
         on a regular basis. But what if someone she went to college with, or an old boyfriend or something, saw the layout? Or—she always came back to this—her dad?
      

      
      The idea of being exposed like that got Gina more than a little worked up, and she wasn’t sure if it was from nervousness
         or arousal. She guessed it was kind of sexy, thinking about some guy she’d fucked years ago seeing her posing nude in a sleazy
         magazine, her legs spread, her tits open for all to see, her pussy glistening and evidently dripping wet, and Gina still looking
         as great as she had back then—better, because now she let everything hang out! The idea made her incredibly wet when she let
         herself think about it. And if she wanted to be in a sleazy magazine—there were lots of ones sleazier than Great Big Knockers, she guessed—Charlie was certainly the sleaze to talk to.
      

      
      But Gina hadn’t gotten up the nerve to ask him yet.

      
      And now, she had heard from Brian, Charlie was starting to do some of those porn videos, the amateur kind, nothing high-budget
         or anything. Just a girl alone, or maybe a woman with her boyfriend, or just with some guy—or maybe two women together. The
         money for those wasn’t that great, either, but you had a little more control who it was that you fucked on-screen than you
         would have if you’d been making a real porn video. Sometimes Gina fantasized about starring in one of those videos, especially
         one of the really sleazy ones where the cameraman ended up fucking her. Of course, Gina hadn’t asked Charlie about that, either.
      

      
      Charlie had offered, sure. Offered to get her in on the magazine layouts, even the videos. Sort of told her he could make
         her a star—a porn star—without actually saying it. Gina never totally closed off the possibility—she figured that Charlie’s
         hopes and dreams for her future were probably the reason he’d agreed to do her publicity photo for free. Pro bono, as they say. But Gina had thought he was a little sleazy the way he had offered, so she had said no each time he asked, even
         though she sort of wanted to say yes.
      

      
      It wasn’t that Charlie wasn’t cute. In fact, Gina would have fucked him in a minute, even though he was a pretty good friend
         of Brian’s. That would be kind of dicey, fucking Charlie behind Brian’s back—Gina wasn’t sure it would be worth it, but the
         idea of doing something that sleazy actually turned Gina on. She supposed she ought to be embarrassed about it, but when it
         came down to it, she figured it was just another one of her many kinks, getting off on the idea of fucking Brian’s friend.
         Maybe it was another way she could convince herself that Brian wasn’t her fucking boyfriend. And Charlie was pretty damn cute.
         But she didn’t like the fact that he acted like he could expect to fuck her if she took off her clothes for his camera.
      

      
      Well, he hadn’t really acted like that. He hadn’t said as much, at least, or even really implied it. But there was something so…sleazy about the way he looked Gina over, especially
         when he was talking about photographing her. She felt like she was being undressed, even before she took her clothes off for
         the camera.
      

      
      Truth be told, Charlie’s gaze kind of turned Gina on. The way his eyes roved over her breasts, her hips, her legs, her ass—it
         definitely got her going. But something held Gina back—maybe it was just the possessive way he worked with that camera.
      

      
      Of course, Gina wouldn’t really have minded being possessed by Charlie. Not for an afternoon, at least Maybe a whole day, even overnight, she often thought wickedly when she imagined it.
      

      
      Charlie was good at shooting nasty, sleazy porn—the magazines he worked for simply loved the man. But the kind of photograph
         Gina needed was much classier, something a lot less obvious than the kind of thing Charlie usually did. Gina thought he had
         made her look too sleazy in the ad photos, too much like a whore. Guys wanted her to be classy, even though they knew they were paying for her attentions. But Charlie had made her look like a slut.
      

      
      But Brian and Charlie had both loved them; Brian insisted that they give the photos a try. Just for a couple of weeks.

            
      But the lack of response they had been getting since the ads went up had proved Gina’s point. She didn’t think much of that
         red lace top—didn’t think it looked all that good on her in black and white. And the reproduction in the photo was all grainy.
         It definitely didn’t show Gina to her full advantage. Between the lousy bustier and the bad reproduction quality, Gina was
         sunk. She was hardly getting any calls. Next time she’d be more careful before she took Brian’s advice.
      

      
      Brian wasn’t her boyfriend or anything, and he certainly wasn’t her pimp. Gina was very clear with him about that She let him manage her affairs because she needed the organizational
         help. And she let him fuck her because she wanted to be fucked, not because she owed it to him for his professional assistance.
         Besides, Brian had another girlfriend, Marcie, whom he saw on a regular basis and who wasn’t exactly crazy about his arrangement
         with Gina. Marcie was some sort of sex worker, too, though Gina was never quite sure what Marcie did exactly. Probably phone
         sex or something. And Gina had never met Marcie—in fact, Brian meticulously hid all his pictures of Marcie, not wanting Gina
         to recognize her if they happened to run into each other. But Gina had talked to Marcie on the phone twice, very briefly,
         and both times it had been really uncomfortable.
      

      
      Brian had brought up the possibility of a threesome —he brought it up regularly, in fact—and though Gina was a little intrigued, she thought it would be just too weird. Marcie
         was really possessive in some ways. And Gina had never been with another women except in front of a guy. Even though Gina
         knew this would sort of be the same thing—they would be doing it together while Brian was watching—she thought it would really
         be different. Something told Gina it would be more like she and Marcie were really together. Marcie was very bisexual, Brian
         had told her, and even though she was annoyingly possessive of Brian, Marcie had a girlfriend she lived with. The relationship
         was totally open, though, Brian had reassured her. Marcie was free to play with Gina if she was interested.
      

      
      Gina had almost gotten pissed off more than once when Brian had brought it up repeatedly. But it wasn’t just because Brian
         so obviously wanted to do it with both his girlfriends at once, to fulfill the ultimate male fantasy. Rather, Gina was annoyed
         because the idea really excited her. She didn’t even know Marcie, but it turned her on to think that she would be making it
         with a bisexual girl, a woman who could, theoretically at least, really fall for her. Sexually or otherwise. It wouldn’t be
         a show any longer, it wouldn’t just be a game they were playing to turn on their mutual boyfriend. Rather, it would be something
         entirely new.
      

            
      Gina had never even tried it alone with a girl, though she’d had more than a few offers. Well, okay, she had been with women—sort of. She’d done it on stage with another woman when she was working at the Kitten, but that had always been in the context
         of doing it so the guys could watch. One of the girls she’d done it with had been bisexual and had made it quite clear that
         she’d be open to a repeat performance—in private. But Gina hadn’t followed up on it, even though she’d been fascinated and
         intrigued. The feeling of having a woman’s tongue in her pussy had been so unexpectedly delicious—but it had been all for
         show, and Gina was always really aware of that, no matter how much it turned her on. And she had made a show of going down
         on her partner, but she hadn’t wanted to go too far with it for fear of frightening her stage-mate— not even when she had
         started to squirm and juice all over Gina’s eagerly seeking tongue.
      

      
      Gina had also been in on a few threesomes—first with boyfriends or college roommates—then, later, with clients. In fact, it
         was a fairly common recurring request—she made it with a client and his wife or girlfriend about once every two months, sometimes
         more. But the girl was always straight, avowedly straight, and they just played around to turn on the guy. Even though the
         other woman would sometimes get intensely turned on. Gina got excited by that, but more because the man was enjoying himself than because she genuinely wanted to make love with the
         woman. She thought about it occasionally, thought about getting together with a chick Maybe as part of a threesome, not one
         she was getting paid for but one she was doing for fun— with a girl who really wanted to do it. With her. A woman who wanted
         her pussy. A bisexual girl.
      

      
      But she knew it wouldn’t be with Brian and Marcie. Sometimes she had to remind Brian that he wasn’t her boyfriend; usually
         he got the picture, though he still sulked sometimes. But he always came back to Gina, ready to take her however she was willing,
         to do whatever she wanted. Gina liked that, especially since the sex between them was outstanding. She would never want a
         pimp—too many bad associations with that word. But Brian made a great business manager, and no matter how much she protested
         it, Gina knew she got a better financial deal out of him because of the things she could do for him with her body.
      

      
      That didn’t matter much to her, though. She was more than willing to do those things—and if they kept her a little more in
         control of the situation with Brian in addition to satisfying her own insatiable hunger, then so much the better.
      

      
      But this thing about the photo really pissed her off. She should have known better than to listen to Brian and Charlie.
      

      
      After all, Gina had to be careful how she advertised her attributes. She was twenty-four, not yet old enough to worry about
         the advance of time, but old enough and smart enough to know that she had to maximize her best features. Gina knew she was
         a strikingly beautiful woman—plenty of men had told her that or made it obvious through their actions. Charlie, for instance.
         As beautiful as Gina was, she had been told many times that she could have gone into modeling. That was out of the question,
         now, of course—Gina had been doing sex work for much too long to put up with the kind of bullshit more traditional models
         experienced on a daily basis. She’d learned how to put up with her own brand of bullshit, and that was good enough for her.
         She didn’t want to learn how to deal with a whole other set of annoying behaviors on the part of the male gender.
      

      
      Gina had always loved sex, had wanted it with a passion like almost no other woman she’d known. She had lots of boyfriends
         while she was growing up; in her college years she’d barely managed a 3.0 average, so enamored was she of the college guys
         she met. Sometimes she would have three or four boyfriends at a time, and the relationships usually boiled down to one thing:
         sex It. wasn’t that Gina didn’t care about men for other reasons —but sex, in her mind, was always foremost. She hadn’t heard too
         many complaints from the men in her life. And Gina had quite a few through those wild college years—sometimes for a night,
         sometimes for a few months. She never settled down with any one guy at least partially because she wasn’t interested in sleeping
         with only one. In fact, Gina had always been pretty sure that would drive her crazy, and so she had never even tried it, settling
         for a few serially monogamous relationships where she’d been able to cheat a little just to keep things interesting. But after
         all the bad karma Gina’s cheating had brought in the last few years of college, she decided to be up front with any guy she
         was seeing— and never to agree to be monogamous.
      

      
      So Gina was still playing it pretty fast with the guys when she graduated from college with a liberal arts degree and no marketable
         skills. She moved to the city and looked for a job; she found nothing that interested her, and found herself halfheartedly
         looking for work by day and having her own kind of fun by night. She cruised the young, hip social scene in the city, having
         plenty of fun and meeting lots of guys to date. Well, “date” was kind of a funny term, since Gina seemed to be even less into
         a traditional relationship than her boyfriends were. But the fun couldn’t last for ever, and Gina saw the end coming. After just a few months of Gina’s debauchery, her nest egg from her parents and grandparents was
         long gone. She couldn’t bear to go back to her family and ask for more money; she’d accepted a temporary job for six dollars
         an hour and had hated it so much she couldn’t stand herself. After eight weeks of temp work, with no other job offers forthcoming,
         Gina was at her wit’s end. That’s when she’d started dancing, thinking she would give it a try for a couple of weeks, make
         enough money for a plane ticket, and fly back to her parents’ house.
      

      
      Gina liked to accentuate her lips and her eyes, making her lips look very kissable and her eyes seductive. She had naturally
         dark hair, but she bleached it light blonde, almost white, and kept it pretty long. Since her pubic hair would have provided
         a shocking contrast to the hair on her head, Gina shaved it, keeping her nether regions smooth and silky with a variety of
         lotions, creams, and oils despite the everyday caress of a razor. When she’d first started doing it, back when she’d first
         bleached her hair, she’d been shocked at the sensations—it had made her pussy feel electric, alive, almost constantly touched.
         The sensations seemed a lot more intense, and it had kept her almost always turned on for a few days until she got used to
         it. By that time— she’d been dancing both at the Kitten and at the Kings-land back then—she’d realized what a gold mine it was: Guys paid a
         lot more attention to her now that she was shaved down there. Between her large breasts and her shaved pussy, Gina had started
         making plenty of money, especially when she moved from dancing in the cage to lap- and table-dancing. Since then, she’d never
         let her pubic hair grow back, liking both the way it felt and the attention it got her from men.
      

      
      Gina’s most lucrative features were her smooth, firm, 34D breasts—guys seemed to go crazy when they saw them. Gina had started
         out being a little shy with them, but she’d soon gotten used to the attention, and learned how to use her breasts—and all
         parts of her body—to full advantage. Gina was lucky enough to have naturally big tits—lots of girls who danced at the more
         upscale places had paid for surgery. Guys liked those girls, too, sometimes even more than girls with impressive natural endowments.
         It was like they wanted a girl to be artificial; it told them that she’d gone to a lot of trouble to make herself attractive for them—something,
         she’d found, that a lot of guys were looking for.
      

      
      But Gina wasn’t complaining. Her breasts, in addition to being large and firm, were quite sensitive, and she enjoyed the fact
         that guys always wanted to touch them. That might have been her biggest secret when she was first doing lap-dances—she got incredibly turned on sometimes. Not all the time, mind you. But often enough that she averaged
         three climaxes a day for the first six months, usually while she was sitting on the toilet by the dressing room. When Gina
         started doing more private dancing—in fact, she became almost full time in the back rooms—she got better at controlling her
         climaxes, until she could sometimes come with every third or fourth client, if the energy was right. She knew the tricks thought
         she was always really coming—but the other girls had no doubt that she was faking it. Gina would have been more than a little
         embarrassed if her fellow dancers had discovered that—some of the time, at least—she wasn’t faking it.
      

      
      It had been in the shadowy back rooms and the dark cubbyholes of the Kitten that Gina had learned the skills that served her
         so well.
      

      
      She quickly got the hang of working the clients, of getting the maximum tip for the minimum work, but she was still haunted
         by the fact that she seemed to be the only girl who was really getting off. In fact, it started to frighten her. It wasn’t
         like she always loved it, or anything, but just doing these things made her hot, even if the guy wasn’t any Prince Charming. In fact, if he was a little sleazy, Gina could get
         into that, make it her own particular kink.
      

            
      So Gina kept doing what she did best, learning more and more how to please a guy and get him to give her his money. But after
         she’d been dancing for a couple of years, she decided she was ready for a change. She wasn’t sure what, though.
      

      
      Then Brian and Charlie had come in one day, and Gina had given Brian the best lap-dance she ever gave, in the private room
         at the very back of the club. Behind one of the red velvet curtains, she’d gone down on Brian and given him luscious, wonderful
         head until he filled her mouth with his come. Then Gina had come twice herself by rubbing her pussy against Brian’s knee while
         he slipped fives into her G-string.
      

      
      She made two hundred dollars off Brian that night, a hundred for the blowjob and a hundred stuffed into her G-string against
         her shaved pussy—in fives, then tens, then ones, and finally a twenty, Brian’s last bill. Gina felt a rush of excitement,
         of accomplishment, as she emptied Brian, stripped him of the last dollar he had in his wallet It was a thrill to do that to
         a guy, get him so worked up he gave you every buck he had and then still wanted to give more.
      

      
      Gina gave Brian a slow, succulent kiss on the lips, something she didn’t usually do—but then again, she didn’t usually suck
         a trick dry like this.
      

      
      Then Gina moved on to Charlie, her sex drive roaring, her lust for money filling her and mingling with her need for bodily contact. She thought both of the guys were really cute,
         and it was hot to be working them dry. Charlie wasn’t as easy as Brian, though; it took Gina a while to get him started. But
         she played it to the hilt, teasing him, inviting him in, showing him exactly as much as she wanted to show him but never going
         too far, never showing him more than he wanted to see.
      

      
      At first he paid her lots of attention but didn’t give it up like Brian. But Gina kept working him—dancing, gyrating, rubbing
         against him, whispering dirty things into his ear—and soon the wallet was open. Charlie didn’t have as much money as Brian,
         but most of it was in ones—she found out later he’d been waiting tables— and Gina had to work for every single bill. She got
         a total of fifty-seven dollars out of Charlie, and by the time she took his last buck she was so turned on she could have
         climaxed in another minute. But even though Gina would have loved to do that, even though she thought Charlie was cute and
         very sexy, she didn’t want to waste time she could be out making money with other guys. So Charlie got himself off in his
         pants while Gina rubbed against him, and the second both men were dry, Gina vanished with a flirtatious wiggle of her ass.
      

      
      It had been so hot, taking all their money like that. They had been right in the palm of her hand; she could have made them do anything. It was like having both of them on a leash that led straight to their dicks. It gave Gina such
         a sexual thrill, a drunken feeling of power, that she would have gladly fucked them both for her own pleasure—except that
         that would have spoiled the pleasure of taking both of them for everything they were worth.
      

      
      That night after doing Brian and Charlie, she’d been so fucking hot; she made around eight hundred dollars before she staggered
         home after dawn. She had even surprised herself with how good she’d been at getting money out of the guys that night; maybe
         she had gotten so turned on by Brian and Charlie that her raw sexual need took her over and made every guy her plaything.
         That was how it felt, anyway. It was the first night Gina had given more than one blowjob in the back rooms—she’d given four,
         which was how she got so much money.
      

      
      At that time she’d been sleeping with this guy named Rob; he was good in bed though not much to talk to. Instead of going
         home she had gone straight to Rob’s house, had let herself in, and crawled into bed with him. Without washing the dust and
         mold of the strip bar off of her, she’d rubbed her body against Rob’s and gotten him to fuck her silly. Rob had called in
         sick to work, stayed home, and fucked Gina four times before she finally left at noon.
      

      
      XXX

      
      Gina knew lots of the dancers would do even more than she would once they got the red curtain pulled shut; she usually drew
         the line at a blowjob. Some of the girls would let the guys fuck them for two hundred or two-fifty; at first, Gina didn’t
         feel comfortable doing that. There was always the chance that the guy might be an undercover cop or that one might happen
         by. It wasn’t that you wouldn’t get hauled in for giving a blowjob— you would, though the cop would probably let you finish
         first—but full-service just seemed so much more dangerous, even if it wasn’t. For some reason Gina felt safer just giving blowjobs, rather than full service.
      

      
      But after doing what she did that night with Brian and Charlie, she had decided she wouldn’t mind going further with some
         of the guys. Starting with Brian. She had enough of an attraction to him to keep her very interested when he started coming
         by regularly, without Charlie. She would work him for all he had, and he soon got the picture that it turned her on to take
         all the money he had. And she seemed to sense instinctively just how much money he did have; if he tried hiding some in his
         shoe or something, she’d keep working him, getting him hot, until he finally broke it out and gave it to her bill by bill.
         Eventually he started bringing more money, and it was pretty clear that he wanted to fuck her, what he didn’t know, or maybe
         didn’t believe, was that Gina was dying to fuck him too. Just dying to do it. They had developed a sort of relationship in those months, and
         Gina started to enjoy Brian’s visits as much as Brian did. And it wasn’t all because of the thrill she got in taking his money.
         Rather, she fed off of a mutual desire they shared—she enjoyed the feel of the electricity flowing between them.
      

      
      Brian came by a couple of times a week; Gina knew he had to be loaded. She found out that he was an accountant, with a lucrative
         practice that kept him flush. He was only thirty-two, but he also had inherited money and had done well investing it, so he
         always had money for Gina. Gina would take Brian into the little cubicles with the red curtains, would give him blowjobs or
         handjobs or let him rub up against her tits. She would tease him, spreading her legs over his lap and tugging her G-string
         out of the way so she could bounce her bare pussy against his cock, rubbing her wetness against his rough wool pants, making
         him think she was going to fuck him. She made herself think that before long, she would too—she was never sure when she was
         going to cross the line. She would rub against him, feeling his prick bulging against her bare cunt, knowing that all she
         had to do was reach down and ease him out of his pants, then settle her pussy down on top of his cock, letting the head press
         between her juicy lips—then sit down on him, pushing his cock into her waiting pussy. Playing with herself like that got Gina as hot as
         it got Brian—probably hotter.
      

      
      She and Rob had quit seeing each other, and she was horny as all hell She was working so much she didn’t have time to go out
         and find a boyfriend, even though there might have been plenty of volunteers. Gina was still left home alone every morning
         when she came back from work—alone with her vibrator, jilling herself to a dozen orgasms until she collapsed panting and slept
         all day—almost until she returned to work that evening. She was always so exhausted that she couldn’t go out to meet guys—and
         it was driving her crazy.
      

      
      She didn’t want a boyfriend, not at all—Rob had gotten too possessive too fast and had really pissed her off. She just wanted
         some guy to fuck her regularly. So she learned to get some of what she needed from her job, as she’d been learning all along.
         She got a little more bold in what she did with Brian, whispering to him how much she would like to fuck him, saying, “That’s
         right…I want you inside me…one of these days I’m going to do it…just push you right inside me. Can you feel how wet I am for
         you?” Sometimes she would even let him touch her pussy, something she almost never let another client do, even though she
         sometimes wanted to. Brian would always find her incredibly wet, and Gina would sometimes rub her clit until she came fervently while she was bouncing against his lap.
      

      
      It took a few months of doing that before she finally did it, finally sat down on him and pushed his cock right in to her
         juicing pussy, worked it in all the way, fucked him on that filthy velvet couch. She had fucked him in just the right position
         for her to rub her clitoris, and Gina had come twice while Brian’s cock was inside her, something she never would have expected.
         When Brian finally shot off inside her, Gina could feel her own spasms matching his, and she knew she wanted this particular
         customer to come back and see her again —maybe a lot.
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