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My hand shook as I lifted it to the call button. I was so close to running away, but then what would I do? Who would have expected that my first time would be like this? 

I pressed the button for the penthouse suite and waited. Jacob's voice crackled through the speaker. “Yes?”

“It's Rachel.”

He didn't say anything more. I heard a faint click as the door unlocked. Pulling it open I stepped quickly over the threshold. A small bell dinged as the doors of an elevator swept open, I moved towards it, stepping inside. 

I made use of the short journey upwards to take a few deep breaths, trying to calm down a little. My reflection stared back at me from the mirrors that lined the walls of the small box; I looked as scared as I felt. 

The elevator came smoothly to a stop, the doors sweeping opened without a sound. The entrance hall was empty, as was the living room. I stood in the middle of the floor and waited.

Soft footsteps alerted me to his arrival, as he padded down another corridor towards me. He was still dressed in the smart trousers and shirt he'd been wearing earlier, but he'd discarded the suit jacket somewhere.

“I thought you'd change your mind,” he said simply.

“Obviously I didn't.” I had come so close to not coming, but I'd regret it forever if I hadn't.

He walked towards the sofa, dropping down to sit directly in the centre and motioning for me to stand in front of him.

“You understand the deal, right?”

“One night and you'll give me the cash I need.”

“If you back out before I'm finished the deals off.”

I nodded, wondering what he might have in mind that could scare me off.

“Take off your coat.” It was an order, not a request.

I untied the belt that held it closed, slipping it from my shoulders. I began to fold it, but his words stopped me.

“Just drop it on the ground.”

I did as I was told. He simply sat there, taking in my appearance. I'd been careful to follow his instructions and wear something sexy; if I was stooping to this level I wasn't going to let something as small as what I was wearing ruin it. 

The gold dress sparkled in the lamp light that suffused the dim room; it was so short that it barely covered the top of my stockings.

“Take off the dress.” His voice harsh, like the last time we'd talked.

“You're not even going to feed me first?” I asked sarcastically. It was probably stupid to mess around with him, but it made me feel less like a whore.

“This isn't a date. You're a whore. I'm going fuck you and then you get to go home with the cold hard cash.” 

The words stung, but I held the tears back that prickled behind my eyes.

I stared defiantly at him as I reached behind myself, unzipping the golden fabric. I shimmied out of it so that I stood before him in a black lace bra and panties, my stockings and heels. 

My face burned with embarrassment and it took every inch of my determination not to bite my lip and stare at the ground. 

“Now the bra.” 

I reached back once again to unclasp the hooks, letting the delicate garment slide down my arms, allowing my breasts freedom from their restraints. I could see the fabric of his trousers tenting as his cock rose against it.

“Turn around.”

I placed one foot over the other, twisting to face away from him.. Using the temporary reprieve from his piercing eyes to press mine shut and take a deep breath, trying to keep myself calm.

“Slide the thong down to your ankles.” I moved my hands to my hips, hooking my thumbs in the narrow sides of the barely-there panties and lowering them down my thighs. “Keep your legs straight.” 

I straightened my legs, pointing my ass into the air as I dragged the small scrap of fabric down the rest of my legs and over my shoes. 

“Stay right there and open your legs wider,” he said, as I began to return to standing. I pushed my feet outwards, holding my legs to maintain my balance. I felt so exposed; the humiliation and arousal fought back and forth within me, but I couldn't tell which was responsibly for the heat swirling through my body.

He stood up, stepping behind me and grabbing my waist. He ground his hardness into my backside through the fabric of my trousers. A small gasp managed to escape my mouth.

“I'm going to fuck you here,” he said, sliding a finger into my pussy. The strange feeling of a man's fingers inside of me caused my inner muscles to contract around him. “And I'm going to fuck you here,” he pulled his finger out, guiding it back to my ass to rub against my ring. “And your going to scream my name so loud the guy downstairs is going to get a hard-on.”

I gasped at the images that flew past my eyes, a strange sense of anticipation edged over me, pushing some of the nerves from my mind and causing my pussy to throb expectantly. Suddenly the warmth of him vanished, leaving a cool breeze to swirl between my legs; I shivered slightly.

“Come here,” he said. I straightened and turned to find him sitting on the couch again, pointing at the piece of carpet between his feet. I stepped between his legs to stand where he had indicated.

“Kneel.”

I did so as he unzipped his trousers allowing his cock to spring free in all its glory. It was huge, it was never going to fit where he planned on putting it.

“Suck it.” He leaned back and spreading his arms out. His face held a look of satisfaction as he watched my eyes widen with shock. I'd never given a guy a blow job before, but from listening to my friends I knew what was expected. 

“It's been seven years,” he sneered, “surely you know the deal by now.”

I lowered my mouth over his stiff head, closing my lips around the tip and sliding them down its length. I moved up and down his cock, trying to take it further into my mouth each time. 

One of his hands threaded through my hair, pushing and pulling on my head to move in the pattern that he wanted. The second hand soon joined it, stilling my movements as he held my head still between them. His hips began to move, fucking my mouth. I held onto his thighs as tightly as I could as he pounded into me. 

His cock quivered slightly, his balls tightened and with a yell his cum spurted into my mouth. The muscles in his thighs tensed as he buried himself as far into my throat as he could. I gagged, choking on his fluid.

His body relaxed he pulled out slowly, allowing me much needed air. I didn't know what to do with the contents of my mouth, but there was nowhere to spit it. I swallowed, trying to clear it quickly.

When he had recovered slightly he pushed me backwards to lie between his legs on the carpet. He lifted my ankles and pinned them to the couch on either side of him.

“Touch yourself.” He stared straight down at me. 

“Wouldn't you rather I touch you?” I asked, my face flushing brightly. The idea of playing with myself in front of him made me feel awkward, and the embarrassment flooded back immediately.

“If that was what I wanted, I would have said so,” he said coldly, seemingly unaffected by what had just happened. “I want to see you come under your own fingers, like you do when you think about me at home.”

“I don't think about yo...”

“Do you want the money or not?” He interrupted.

With a small sigh I lay back and tried to relax against the carpet. I slid one of my hands inwards towards my pussy. Slipping it between my folds I rubbed it softly over my clit, before dipping down even further to slide inside. I buried it as deep within me as I could before pulling it out, repeating the movement several times to coat my fingers in cream. I returned my slick finger to slide over my clit, lazily circling it.

“Open your lips so I can see exactly what you're doing,” he said.

I lifted my other hand, separating my fold to give him a full, unobstructed view of my most secret places. I had thought that I was exposed before, I had never expected this. He seemed to enjoy torturing me, I thought he'd just be sticking his cock in me a few times, but he was dragging it out.

I closed my eyes, trying to relax and block out Jacob's hard eyes. Knowing he was watching me so intently put me on edge.

“Don't close your eyes. I want you to see me watching you.”

“I can't relax when I know you're staring. It's never going to happen like this.”

“We've got all night,” he said, “open your eyes.”

I did so, to find his gaze squarely on mine. I kept going, and his eyes didn't waver from my face. I dipped my finger inside myself again to collect more of my own juices, returning it to circle my clit, increasing the speed and pressure. 

After a while I felt my face heat, the warmth spreading up my throat. My mouth cracked open, my lungs accelerating as I gasped for more air. He held my eyes trapped under his stare. I sped up again, as the waves of pleasure began to crash over me, my muscles clenching. A moan escaped my lips as my eyes squeezed closed again, unable to keep them open. 

As the final ebbing sensations of the orgasm subsided my eyes fluttered open to find him still watching my face with a satisfied expression.

I just lay there, leaving my hands on my pussy, waiting for my next instructions. 

For a moment he didn't say anything, and then he moved. He stood up, holding his hand out. I lifted my own hand and placed it in his, he grasped it and pulled me to his feet. He raised my hand to his face, taking a deep breath through his nose. As I watched him smell the scent of me on my fingers my body reacted, turned on by the small action.

Keeping hold of my hand he led me towards the giant glass doors that led to the balcony. Leading me to the edge he positioned my hands on the wall that separated us from the air above one of the city's busiest streets. 

“You're not afraid of heights, are you?” he asked, stepping behind me. 

“No.” My voice shook, but its cause was nothing to do with vertigo, I knew exactly what was about to come.

He spread my legs and tilted my ass, placing me in the exact position he wanted. Wrapping one arm around my waist he slipped his second hand down to where mine had been stroking just minutes earlier.

His lips grazed my spine, causing it to arch as his finger pushed into me.

“You're so tight,” he said with a groan. 

Pulling his hands away I felt the head of his cock against my entrance; I tensed, even though I kept telling myself to relax. He moved his hips forward quickly, causing me to cry out in pain as he breached the thin barrier. 

He stilled immediately, not moving even a fraction.

“Why didn't you tell me?” he demanded. He slid his hands up to my shoulders, pulling them back towards him. We were still joined, but my back arching until my head rested against his chest.

“What does it matter?” I asked weakly, staring at the city lights. “Would you have believed me if I had?”

“If I had known I never would have made you do this... any of it.” He paused for a while, before speaking again. “Do you want to stop?” 

I considered it; I'd never been so embarrassed and humiliated, but at the same time I'd never been as turned on as I was now, no matter how I'd touched myself. On top of that I still needed the money.

“I've gone this far I may as well finish the deal.”

“The deals off, the cash is yours. You can tell me to stop, if you want.” His hand slowly stroked across my stomach. “Or we can finish this off and I can make you scream for a completely different reason.”

His hand dropped lower, his fingers flicking across my clit. The unexpected touch sent shock-waves through my body, my muscles clenched around him and I bucked slightly. He laughed softly.

“So, what do you say?” he asked, continuing to caress me while his cock was buried deep inside of me.

“I'd like to stay,” I said softly, tilting my hips instinctively towards him. 

He didn't say anything as he repositioned me against the side of the balcony. He began to move, slowly at first, speeding up as he continued. His hand remained at my clit, massaging it in a way that made my inner muscles tighten around his cock without my meaning to. 

“How does that feel?” He asked, sliding his finger back to where we were joined. “Is that good?”

“Yeah.” A small moan slipped from my lips as he flicked softly at my clit.

Wrapping an arm under my hips he lifted my feet off the ground, with the other he lifted one of my legs to hook around behind him. I brought the other up to meet it as he thrust harder and harder. Without meaning to sounds began creeping from my throat, more small moans that grew louder and louder as he moved faster and faster and my arousal built. Heat throbbed in my stomach and my inner walls pulsed with their own life.

His hand left my thigh, sliding up to my ass and over the cheek. It traced my tail-bone before continuing down into my crease. I jerked as his thumb tapped at my entrance, unused to the feeling.

“Relax,” he said with a chuckle, as his finger traced the tight ring of muscle, probing at it softly. He pressed against the opening, slowing increasing the pressure until the tip of his thumb slid in.

Such a small difference, but I was so close the added stimulation sent my flying over the top. I came, screaming his name. The feelings of delight spiralled through me, not diminishing at all. Through the haze of my orgasm I heard him cry out and jerk, and the satisfaction propelled me even higher.

When I came back down to earth I was slumped against the thick brick wall of surrounding the balcony and Jacob was pressed against my back. He pulled out of me slowly, but I couldn't make myself move yet.

I didn't have a choice though; Jacob picked me up, carrying me past the couch and through the living room, down the corridor he had appeared from when I had arrived. He stopped at one of the open doors, leading to his bedroom.

A large bed stood in the centre, taking up most of the room. He laid me on top of it before ridding himself of his shirt and trousers. When he moved towards the bed he moved as gracefully as a cat, his muscles rippling sexily as he approached. 

He climbed on beside me, pulling me towards him. He lowered his head, taking my lips softly. His tongue slid forwards, drawing mine towards it in a seductive dance. A sudden thought flashed across my mind, that this was the first time he'd kissed me. I still felt a little awkward around him, but not as embarrassed as earlier. I sunk deeper into his kiss as his hands cupped my ass. 

As his fingers squeezed into my flesh the flame in the pit of my stomach reignited, pushing me deeper into his embrace. Reacting to my insistence he kissed me back harder and in no time it we were fighting each other to dominate the kiss. 

With his superior bulk and strength he rolled me over, his hands leaving my ass to pin my hands to the bed above me.

“Are you sure you want this?” he asked, breaking the kiss. “Aren't you a little... tender... from before?”

In truth I wassore, but now that the fire of passion was burning within me I wanted to feed the flames. 

“Didn't you promise me something else?” I asked, peering up at him through my lashes.

“Did I?” he asked, looking confused.

“You said you were going to fuck me here,” I took his hand and pulled it between us to press against my pussy, “and here,” I separated my legs further, bending my knee to push my hips off the bed, and pulled his hand further back. His eyes widened with surprise.

“You want to do that?”

“Why not?” I'd heard my friends talk doing that particular act with their lovers before. They'd said it could be good, but it depended who you were doing it with. Even through my lack of experience I could tell Jacob wouldn't disappoint me. 

“It'll hurt,” he said warily.

“It hurt before too, but only for a moment, and you definitely made it worth it.”

He looked like he was going to say something, but instead he leaned down and kissed me. His hand below mine started stroking my ass again; circling the ring and gently probing at it. The cool air hit me as he pulled away, leaning over to his bedside table and extracting a small blue tube. 

He sat back and lifted my legs, propping them both over his left shoulder, his left arm wrapped around them holding them straight. Using his left hand he squeezed a small amount of clear liquid from the tube onto his fingers before they disappeared from my sight.

The cool liquid against my burning skin gave me a shock to begin with, but as he smoothed it over my hole, massaging it gently it warmed. 

“I know it's hard, but just try to relax,” he said, looking into my eyes. His finger pressed gently against the opening.

I concentrating in pulling the tension from my muscles and he smiled as his finger breached the entrance. He slid it in and out, causing a small noise of pleasure to slip from my mouth.

“Do you like that?” he asked, a pleased look on his face. I just nodded.

He pulled his hand away and I pouted. He laughed, applying more lubricant to his hand before returning it to my ass. He inserted his finger again, pushing it back and forth, a second finger joining it soon after. He gave me time to become accustomed to it, before a third finger pressed inwards.

I gasped a little, as the stretching became painful, and he stilled. He just watched my face seriously until I nodded for him to continue. 

“Are you ready for the fourth one?” he asked. I nodded.

I tried to relax, but my body seemed to know pain was coming and wanted to brace itself for it. It was a tight fit, as Jacob squeezed his final finger in, but he did it.

He rotated his wrist, sending delight shivering up my spine. 

When he was sure I was ready he extracted his fingers and put his knees on either side of me. He lifted my hips and positioned the crown of his cock where his fingers had just been. As he stared into my eyes he pressed past the resistance and slid as deep as he could into my ass. 

He filled me completely, and because he had spent so long preparing me I didn't experience even an ounce of the pain I'd been expecting. We stayed like that for a moment, not moving at all. A thought invaded my mind, as I luxuriated in the feeling of his cock inside me. Feeling playful I tensed my muscles. 

He felt it, his own muscle jerked inside me as his eyes widened. He took it as a sign and began to move. Whereas the feeling of him inside me had been pleasant, his movements were amazing. I felt the ecstasy begin to build the moment he began to move.

My mouth formed an 'o' and my own eyes widened as the joyful feelings crawled over my skin, engulfing me completely. He started slowly, but sped up almost instantly. Soon he was panting as he thrust into me with all of his power. 

The orgasm hit with the intensity of an avalanche, completely burying me in sensation. I forced my eyes open to meet his, and watched as he too cried out as he peaked.

He collapsed forwards, pinning my legs under him and all but folding me in half. I squeezed my muscles again and watched his entire body jerk.

Pulling back and rolling onto his side he pulled me towards him.

“That wasn't exactly how I imagined tonight would turn out,” he said, stroking my hair.

“How did you imagine it would turn out?” 

“I figured I'd fuck you and you'd be out of my system, but now I just want you all over again,” he admitted. He looked thoughtful for a moment, before speaking again. “Why did you come to me?”

“Because you're the only person I know with enough money to be of any help.” 

“Why do you need it? I never asked before.”

“Before Mom died she was in hospital for a long time, I had to pay for that somehow.”

“I'm so sorry, if only I'd given you a chance to explain...” He paused momentarily, his face confused. “You're thirty now, how could you still be a virgin?”

“Because there was always something wrong with the guys I dated.”

“What?”

“They were never you.”

“Well,” he began, “at least one good this came of it.”

“What?”

“I finally got you in the sack.” I tried to punch him playfully on his shoulder, but he caught my hands, rolling to pin me beneath him. “And that's where I intend to keep you for a very long time. This should have happened seven years ago.”
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