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My mom and stepdad officially announced today
that they are divorcing. I pretended to be surprised. My mom was
cheating and has now moved out to be with that guy.



I’m 18 and only have a few months left of
high school, so I’m staying where I am with my stepdad, Steve.
Little does my mother know, Steve and I had sex the other
night.

She also doesn’t know I’m an escort. I
sometimes sneak out at night to go meet customers. Sometimes I
leave in the evening, pretending I’m going out with friends. Then
call later to say I’m spending the night at a friend’s house.

But my stepdad, Steve, caught me the other
night. He knows I’m an escort. Or that I was. He probably doesn’t
know I still am. Like I would give it up. I love having sex. And I
love having money. It’s a no brainer.

I leave the house tonight with a backpack
full of my “slut clothes”. That’s what I call them. I’m wearing
jeans and a T-shirt. I tell Steve I’m staying at my friend Tanya’s
house. She’s an escort too. He doesn’t know that. But she’ll cover
for me.

I drive myself to the Merchant Hotel, it’s
fancy, it’s downtown. I have a “party” to go to. That usually means
group sex. As discreetly as I can, I change clothes in my car,
under my jacket. I put on a white tube top over my small but
shapely breasts and a white stretchy mini skirt over my round
little hips and ass. No underwear. Easy access. Then I brush my
long dark hair and put on eye make-up, dark eyeliner. I put on lip
gloss too, tinted pink. Then I put on my shoes. Platform shoes,
sparkly white, 4 inch heels. I’m pretty short, so it helps
sometimes to add a few inches. I glance at myself in the rearview
mirror. I think I look pretty. I step out of the car and put on my
long black trench coat. No need to advertise too much what I’m
doing here.

Then I walk inside to the front desk. I say
I’m here to visit room 410.

“Sierra?” the woman behind the counter asks
as she checks the list of expected visitors.

“Yes,” I say. My real name is Leah. Sierra is
my escort name.

“Go on up,” she says.

I nod and walk past her to the elevators. I
ride up to the fourth floor and find room 410. I take a deep
breath, as I usually do before I go on a “date”. Then I knock.

A lanky blond guy answers the door.

“Sierra?” he says.

I nod.

“Sweet,” he says as he opens the door wide
and waves me inside. He is cute, college age, he has a beer bottle
in one hand. He closes the door behind me. It’s a big room. There’s
a bar along the wall, 2 couches, and a big bed across the room. Two
other guys are there. One with a sweet face, with dark brown hair
that keeps falling into his eyes. And another guy with light brown
hair in a crew cut. They all look in shape, like they are part of a
sports team or something.

My heart begins to pound. I can’t believe I’m
about to do this.

“My name’s Nick,” the blond guy says to me.
“This is Peter,” he points to the crew cut guy, “And Jeremy,” he
points to the guy with hair in his eyes. He smiles sweetly at
me.

“We wanted to try something,” Nick says
politely. “We thought we’d take turns. Is that alright?”

“Yeah,” I say with a smile and a nod. I am so
nervous. Groups freak me out, but I always love it.

“Okay,” Nick says with a smile. He sets his
beer down. The other guys laugh nervously. Nick comes over, leans
down and kisses me. Then he pulls his shirt off over his head. He
looks in my eyes as he reaches down and pulls my tube top off over
my head. I lift my arms for him. He puts his hands on my breasts
and I close my eyes and shiver. The sexual tension in the room
ramps up quickly.

“Okay, sweetheart,” Nick says as he pulls me
gently by the arm, “come over here.” He leads me over to the bar,
which is just a counter with cupboards and shelves underneath. And
a sink. He positions me so I’m bent over, with my hands on the bar,
my ass facing the room. I still have on my platform shoes, raising
me up to the right level. He pushes my white skirt up and reaches
his hand inside my slippery cunt.

“She’s ready for us,” he says with
appreciation. He quickly unzips his pants and reaches for the box
of condoms sitting on the bar. He opens one and puts it on. Then he
puts his hands on my skirt again and says, “Let’s get this off
you.” He slides it down my legs and I step out of it. Now my petite
body is completely naked. Except for my shoes. I can feel myself
blush. Having an audience is always a rush, but kind of
embarrassing. I go back to bending over with my hands on the
counter.

“Awesome,” Nick says. Then he puts his hands
on my hips again and pushes his cock into my pussy. He is pretty
big. I moan.

“Sweet, she’s a moaner,” Nick mutters,
sounding distracted. The other guys laugh nervously again. Then
Nick starts to thrust into me and I get distracted. His dick is
pretty long, it goes deep into me. I can feel my cum dripping down
my inner thighs as he pumps into me.
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