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Fingered in Public

Sex sells everything. Even boats.

Seeing as selling luxury boats was my entire
profession, I would say that I was doing pretty good for
myself.

However, I was considering ditching that
philosophy altogether probably very soon. My newest customer had
decided that he would rather skip the whole boat-purchasing and
head straight to the sex.

Despite how my mind was screaming for me to stop
this insanity, my body was responding in a way that was completely
out of my control.

My hands strayed over the older man's body,
heart pounding at a rate that had shot past healthy into
heart-attack-inducing levels just a few moments ago.

I wasn't a naive school girl who would get
turned on from just a mind-blowing kiss. My body was reacting as if
it had been lit on fire and it wasn't his soft lips and dominating
tongue that was doing it. My pulse leapt into the danger zone
specifically when he had managed to slip his hands up my skirt,
hitching it up so he could cup my sex with his fingers.

The sensation of his rough fingers grazing over
my panties, pushing the fabric against my throbbing heat sent me
wild with desire. His fingernails raked lightly over my pulsing
lips, sending tingling pleasure through my spine and straight to my
head, numbing my mind of anything but the pleasure he was giving
me.

My blood pulsed in my veins and I was instantly
wet with lust. I have had customers who hinted at sex before.
Sometimes, I would string them along, hinting and flirting without
actually doing anything.

Other times, if they are exceptionally good
looking or charming, I would let them fuck me in the cabin of their
newly purchased pleasure boats. That is, after they've processed
the payments.

I know what anyone would think:

"Cassandra is a slut."

Not just any slut.

"Cassandra is a dirty slut who used sex as a
means to an end."

Well, then the means was pleasure and the ends
was moneys in the tens of thousands, then I didn't care what others
thought of me.

Instead of using my wit and charm to sell boats,
I used my sexual allure. I dressed down instead of up, choosing
tight-fitting dresses that drifted up to showcase my creamy white
thighs with each small breeze, allowing my customers an eyeful of
my young flesh. Most of the men who came to buy boats were a little
older and needed some excitement in their otherwise mediocre
lives.

Normally, I won't even bother with wearing a bra
underneath the tight dress. The cool air would perk up my nipples
and make them strain against the thin fabric so much that even the
little bumps on my areola would be visible.

Some men were known to make horrible purchasing
choices when they're turned on and so, I counted on arousing them
to make pleasure boat purchases that they didn't need. Most of the
rich men I worked with had more money than they knew what to do
with anyways.

Buying boats was like a mid-life crisis rite of
passage for the rich and I helped facilitate that purchase by
offering a little extra side-meat.

But Mr. Smith did not even bother to shake my
hand before reaching forward to grab my pussy.

He had walked to the harbor with the grace of a
black panther. I've worked with men who looked uncomfortable in
formal-wear. No matter how rich they may have gotten, some still
couldn't pull off the aristocracy of the old privileged; the sheer
arrogance and haughtiness alongside the assumption that the skies
should clear up if they willed it.

Edward Smith was the type of man who could make
a phone call and have the clouds dispersed by private aircrafts if
he wanted clear skies. I could see it in the way he walked.

He was almost a head taller than me and made his
way down the wooden pier confidently in a suit that looked tailored
specifically to fit his muscular, yet lithe form. Like me, he was
wearing a pair of black sunglasses to shield against the bright
sun.

There were a few other people in the pier with
us, though they were a fair distance away. I paid them no heed and
waited patiently for Edward to get closer to me so I could start
working my specific type of charm on him.

I had tried to do some research on him, but he
was a notoriously elusive man. The only thing that everyone seemed
to agree on was that he was richer than god. And that was more than
good enough for me.

His sun-kissed skin had a healthy glow to it and
when he closed the distance between us, I felt the air grow heavy
with an unspoken desire. He was probably a good ten years older
than me but his rich lifestyle meant he
would continue looking thirty even when he reached
fifty.

"Good morning, Mr. Smith," I said with my hand
outstretched. The cool air blew my hair out of my eyes when he
wrapped an arm around my waist and drew me to him. All the air went
out of my lungs in my surprise and I gazed up to his eyes. His gaze
was dark beneath the sunglasses, conveying a deep-seated desire
that constricted my throat.

Without warning, his free hand hiked my skirt up
and cupped my pussy.

I cried out in surprise and pushed against him
instinctively, trying to get away from his tight grip, almost
punishingly hard in his intensity.

Futilely, I fought back. My mind argued that his
strong hand was completely capable of trapping me to him but my
body refused to listen and tried to free myself from his grasp all
the same. He was holding onto me with just enough strength to trap
me but not enough to hurt.

Color lit in my cheeks, betraying the reaction
he was having on me and his dark head stared down at my fearful
eyes with considerable lust. I was conscious of his physical
presence and the dwarfing hulk of his body pressing so tightly to
mine and a trembling assailing my limbs.

His eyes never left my pale face and I had
hardly gotten a word out when he pushed aside my panties with one
hand while lowering his lips to mine. My lips parted in surprise
when his fingers ghosted over my pulsing wetness and he used my
surprise to his advantage, drawing my breath into his mouth..

His fingers trailed over my clefts, feeling a
growing wetness there. My eyes fluttered close as I felt his soft
lips touched mine, skillful tongue quickly forcing its way past my
teeth, tasting me and inadvertently allowing me to taste the strong
whiskey in his breath.

I would've choke [...]
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