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Chapter 1
~~~



“How did you find out about this place again,” I asked Tyler. He’s one of three guys I’m sleeping with at the moment, but he’s the only one I’m with tonight. I’m really not into group sex. At least, not so far.

“I heard about it from a friend.” Tyler looked around at all the great looking women as he spoke, which told me in no uncertain terms he was lying. I gave him a sidelong look and a raised eyebrow and he busted out laughing. 

“You’re right, I’ve been here before.” I met Tyler a few months ago when I rented out his second bedroom on Airbnb for the night when I had to work late in Manhattan. His place is a few blocks from my office and the price was right. Turned out he could have rented that bedroom twice that night, which I think is pretty common for my gorgeous friend.

“Why in the world would you lie about it?” I asked. 

“No reason, I’m just a little embarrassed is all.” 

“I’m the one here to get laid, so shouldn’t I be the one who’s embarrassed?” I was sitting in the main room at the top of the Penthouse Hotel, wearing a scarf that told the world I could be rented out for $500 for an hour or $2500 for the entire night. It was Tyler’s suggestion, but I’ll get to that later.

“What’s the point?” Tyler waved at the waiter. “I obviously don’t give a shit.” 

“You sure?” I smiled at him but I knew the answer. Tyler loved being free and easy and he was more than good-looking enough to get all the women he wanted, regardless of his two-bedroom apartment.

“I’m sure. I get to fuck you often enough, so why bother being jealous. I’m sure as hell not interested in being exclusive for you.” I frowned at him, only partially acting hurt. “No offense.” 

I smiled again. “None taken.” The waiter arrived with our second round. We’d only been here a few minutes, but I slammed the first martini. Nerves? What nerves?

“Make sure you text me when you get to the room,” Tyler said. “Let me know how long you’re going to be.” 

“Assuming I go to a room. I think you’re killing my mojo, sitting here with me like we’re just a couple of rubes from the sticks as if it was our first time in the big city.”

Tyler smiled at me this time. “Are you kidding me? I’m just slowing down the onslaught. If I wasn’t sitting here, there would have been a fight for the last chair at the table as soon as you sat down.”

One of the things I really like about Tyler, aside from his boyish charm, fab apartment, and beautiful dick, is the way he throws compliments at me. After a rough breakup a few months ago with a total fuckhead, I’m still enjoying being appreciated.

I sipped my second martini as a guy approached the table. “Here we go,” I whispered to Tyler.

“Sorry, but I didn’t want to butt in if you’re already spoken for,” my potential first guest said. “I just wanted to see if you’re going to be here all evening.” 

“I’m not spoken for, I’m just here with a friend is all,” I said as I extended my hand. The lady who ran through the rules and protocols in the scarf room had said that shaking someone’s hand was the best way to indicate a willingness to consummate a deal. I wondered what else I needed to learn tonight.

“Mind if I sit?” the guest asked. I nodded at the chair next to mine as Tyler stood up. 

“I’ve got to go see a man about a horse,” he said as he walked away. “Be sure to text me.”

“My name is Dave,” the guest said as he motioned to the waiter. “Is he your husband?” 

I would have been more surprised by the question if the Scarf Room Lady hadn’t told me to expect it. “He’s just a friend, nothing more,” I said with the warmest smile I could manage under the circumstances. I’d been picked up in bars before, but this was different. I was still deciding how and why, and how much I liked it. 

“First time?” Dave asked. 

“Pardon?” I almost did a spit take with my martini. 

“Is this your first time at the hotel?” 

“Yes. Is it that obvious?” 

“A little. You look pretty nervous.” 

“Sorry. It is a little much to get used to.” 

“I’ll give you that,” Dave said as the waiter arrived with his drink.

“How about you?” I asked. “Come here often?” 

“I’m a regular, I’ll admit it. I love this place.” He took a long drink from what looked like a scotch and soda. “Who wouldn’t?”

“Why is that?” I asked. “I mean, I get it. But you’re a good-looking guy. Why not just go to a bar and do it the old-fashioned way?” 

Dave smiled. “You’re too kind. There’s no way in hell I’d have a shot with a woman as beautiful as you are out in the real world.” 

I guess my breakup wounds were still fresh because my nipples tingled and my belly clenched at the sound of my second complement of the evening. “No need to pile it on too thick.” 

“Not exaggerating in the least.” Dave drained his glass. “I should thank your friend. If he hadn’t been sitting here, I would have been shut out by all the guys who wanted to take you downstairs.” He stood up and offered me his hand. “Shall we?”

As I finished my drink, I decided Dave looked better than I realized at first glance. And the whole idea that I was expected to go with him to his room and fuck him for money really was quite a turn-on. Suddenly, I was really looking forward to what was to come. 

“By the way,” I said as we walked to the elevators. “I need to let my friend know how long I’ll be. Is it rude to ask?” 

“Not at all.” Dave pushed the call button for the elevator and wrapped his arm around my waist. “Unfortunately, I only have enough leeway in my expense account for an hour of your time.” He pulled me to him and kissed me gently on the lips. He smelled great and was a good kisser as well. Really good. “I hope you understand.” 

I touched his cheek as he pressed his erection against my thigh. “Not a problem, Dave. We can have all kinds of fun in an hour.” I kissed him, deeply and thoroughly. 

The doors opened and we stepped into the elevator. I pulled out my phone to text Tyler. 

“What the hell,” Dave said. He slipped his hand under my dress as the doors closed. “I’ll cover the cost of a second hour myself.”




~~~
~~~



Tyler and I walked back to his apartment in the warm summer evening. The streets of New York were crowded as always but the mood was more relaxed than during the day. I love the city, especially Manhattan. I also love not having to get on the subway to my tiny apartment in Brooklyn seeing as I have to be at work in a few hours.

“So how did it go?” Tyler asked me once we were out on the street.

“Great. Dave is from Indiana, in town on business, wants to see me again.”

“He any good in the sack?”

“Really good. Went down on me for an eternity, which I was definitely not expecting. I would have thought guys would be put off eating out a whore.”

A couple walking past us in the other direction gave me a look. “Jesus, I guess you don’t have any problem at all with that word,” Tyler whispered in my ear.

“Why should I? I’ve gone home with enough guys who bought me a lot less than a grand’s worth of food and drinks. How is this any different?”

“Well, that’s what I said, but I didn’t think you’d really get into it on the first try, I guess.”

I elbowed him in the ribs. “Are you sorry you suggested it?” 

“No, not even a little bit. I’m just constantly amazed by you, is all.” We walked for a block in silence and arrived at the door to his apartment building. Carlos the doorman held the door for us and smiled. I wondered if Carlos sensed that something was different now that I was a full-blown working girl. 

As we rode up the elevator to Tyler’s apartment, he turned to me and asked, “You didn’t clean up, did you?”

I looked at him. “Whoa. Say what?”




~~~
~~~



I’ve lived and worked in New York for three years but not all of them were good. I came here with my boyfriend, William, from Pittsburgh when he got transferred by his company to Brooklyn. We lived together in Pittsburgh but everything changed when we moved here. Well, I guess I should say William changed. He was used to Pittsburgh and thought he could handle the move, but he was wrong. He wanted to bolt almost from the day we arrived, but I loved it and told him so. He let everything get to him about being here, but he took it out on me. I finally got tired of taking his crap and moved out. I heard he moved back to his old neighborhood and former job a few months later.

That was just four months ago, but it seems like years in some ways. I really went overboard on being single for the first time in the big city and slept around a lot. My friend Molly told me I was going to get myself killed or worse, so I tried to tone it down. That’s when I met Tyler. He was the perfect rebound for me because he had no illusions about us being anything more than fuck-buddies, which is exactly what I wanted. He quickly became my Manhattan guy. 

Brett, who lives above my favorite hipster bar in Bensonhurst, is my Brooklyn guy. He owns the bar and allows me to drink free whenever I come by because he says I’m good for his business. He’s always trying to get me to come upstairs with him when I do visit the bar, so I’m not sure how good I really am for his business, but it’s all good. He’s a great fuck, he serves dozens of great craft beers and whiskeys, and I can walk home if I don’t spend the night. Which I usually do, but that’s another story.

Then there’s Andy. He’s my Hamptons guy. He introduced me to an app for threesomes and I love the beach so I spend at least two weekends a month at his place right on the ocean. He’s rich as fuck, good looking even though he’s at least twenty years older than me, and has a charter helicopter service pick me up for his beach outings. I love my life!

By now I’m sure you’re asking, with all these men in my life, what the hell am I doing fucking for money at the Penthouse Hotel. I’ve got to be honest with you, I’m not at all sure. It really was Tyler’s idea but I think his motives are a little suspect. I’m pretty sure he’s jealous of Andy and all his money and toys. I make no effort to hide things from any of the guys I’m fucking, and I think Tyler, for all his “I’m cool” bullshit, really isn’t. He knows I love to fuck, so he suggested I get my jollies at the hotel instead of with Andy or even Brett. Men can be such boys.




~~~
~~~



I punched Tyler in the arm. “Of course I cleaned up. What kind of question is that?”

The elevator came to a slow stop on our floor. “I was just curious,” Tyler said. He looked more embarrassed than curious. 

“Is that a thing for you?” I’d heard about the concept of reclaiming from Andy. We’d done a few threesomes with another guy and he loved fucking me after the other guy came in me. He didn’t explain other than to say it was a thing for him. I looked it up online the next morning and learned it a thing for a lot of guys.

“I guess it might be, I don’t know.” He unlocked the door to his apartment and grabbed my ass as I walked past him into his foyer. Tyler is not nearly as rich as Andy, but he does quite well for himself down on Wall Street - well enough to afford a palatial midtown apartment. I turned and kissed him once he closed and locked the door. 

“So in the future, you want me to fuck him without a condom and save it for you?” 

“If you want to. I don’t want you to do anything you’re not comfortable with.”

“And what do you plan to do with another man’s cum in me?” 

Tyler winced and slapped my behind. “Let’s cross that bridge when we come to it, okay? Now, bend over that sofa.”









~~~
Chapter 2
~~~



I woke up the next morning to find Tyler staring at me as the sun peeked through his curtains. I usually get out of bed long before he does, so I found his gaze a bit disconcerting. 

“What?” 

“I’ve never spent the night with a whore before.” 

“Are you sure?” I rolled on my side to face him. “Plus, you didn’t pay me so does it count?”

“I let you stay here for free. Isn’t that a type of payment?” He smiled at me and slipped his hand between my legs. 

“Frisky already?” I reached for his dick and was not surprised to find it erect. “Is this Penthouse Hotel thing going to excite you all the time?”

“It might.” He leaned over and kissed my mouth then slid down my neck and sucked my nipple. I moaned against my will. I needed to be at work in less than an hour and I definitely needed a shower.

“Let me suck you off. I don’t have time for a marathon.” 

Tyler leaned back and pulled the sheet off his penis. Then he pulled my head down toward his crotch. It was pretty aggressive and a little out of character for him - he was usually more subtle. I almost said something but found his dick in my mouth before I could decide what to say. Besides, I offered. 

He took my head in his hands and caressed my hair as I deep-throated him. I know how much he loves to push himself into my mouth and make me gag. Whenever I do it he stops me in short order to fuck me before he cums in my mouth, but this morning he just fucked my mouth and emptied his balls directly into my stomach. I choked down his semen with tears in my eyes but I didn’t push him away. He was holding my head so tight to his crotch that I doubt I could have done much anyway. He held me firm to the base of his dick and I licked his balls as best I could.

“God, that was hot,” he said as he released me from his grip. “I had no idea you were so good at that or I would have done it sooner.” It was the first time Tyler came in my mouth. I had a strong feeling it wouldn’t be the last.

“I just want to be the best damn whore I can be for you, sir,” I said as I flopped back on my pillow. “Tipping is highly encouraged at this establishment, you know.” 

“You can have every dollar in my wallet.” He was still panting, which I really loved. Then he looked at me and said, “Why don’t you think about moving in with me.” 

I was shocked. We’d never even talked about cohabitating even though I was spending more and more nights with him. “Where did that come from?” 

“That place of yours is a dump, and so inconvenient. Why not get rid of it?”

“I like my little dump. It keeps me grounded.” Not to mention independent, which I really need at this point in my life. Was this a ploy to get Brett out of my life? “And what about you? Don’t you enjoy having women come stay with you so you can fuck them? Having a roommate would probably cramp your style.”

“After last night, not to mention this morning, I’m thinking about getting off the Airbnb site.” 

“Well, you are just full of surprises, aren’t you?” I rolled out of bed and walked to the bathroom. “I’d love to talk more, but I need to get to work early today.” I turned on the shower and climbed in. Tyler’s building is a pre-war rehab, but they kept the original fixtures, like the cast iron, clawfoot bathtub with a wraparound shower curtain. I called out to Tyler over the sound of the water, “What did you do last night while I was entertaining my first guest?”

He walked into the bathroom and leaned against the vintage pedestal sink. “I used my recruiting chip.” 

I poked my head out from behind the translucent shower curtain. “What’s that?”

“I got a free hour with anyone in the hotel for bringing you in. I took advantage of it to fuck a woman I’d had my eye on for a while.”

I couldn’t believe it. “And you’re just mentioning it now?”

“Jealous?” 

“No,” I lied. “I just would have like to know you were compensated for my work. You get that, don’t you?”

“I guess so.” He pulled stood up and I realized he’d brought his wallet into the bathroom with him. As he stood naked in front of me, he pulled out all the cash in it and tossed it on the counter. “This should more than make up for it, don’t you think?” Then he walked out and closed the door.

I stared at the pile of bills which looked like a whole mess of benjamins. I was enraged and turned on at the same time. 

Looks like my life as a whore is just beginning.




~~~
~~~



Work was tough. I need more sleep than I got last night to function properly at my job. It’s not that demanding - I work as a graphic designer on Madison Avenue. I like the work, my office, my boss and the people I work with. It’s a good job, the one I always wanted, but today it’s a bit more than I can handle. Late in the day, I texted Tyler to let him know I’m going back to my inconvenient dump to catch up on my sleep. He didn’t respond. 

I drag myself out to Brooklyn at rush hour and remember one of the reasons I love staying at Tyler’s place. The subway is jammed and it broke down twice, turning my forty-minute commute into an hour and a half. I was thoroughly exhausted by the time I opened the three locks on my door and stumbled inside. 

My place is a bit of a dump, but I love it. It’s the first place I’ve ever really had to myself. I grew up with three sisters and not enough bedrooms to go around. I always had roommates in college and moved in with William right out of college. So this is my first solo attempt at life.

I flopped on the bed and kicked off my shoes. I have a few things at Tyler’s place, but most of my clothes are here in Bensonhurst. I think about Tyler’s suggestion this morning about giving up my apartment, but now that the commute is behind me and all I have to do tonight is relax and enjoy my own company, I feel pretty sure I’m going to turn him down. I’ve only been a short while on my own and I need more time. 

My phone buzzes on my nightstand. It’s Brett. His bar is across the street from my building and I wonder if he was looking for me or just happened to see me come home. I decide I’m too tired to ask.

“Hey, good-looking,” he says before I can say anything. “What’s a nice girl like you doing in a neighborhood like this?” He always asks me the same dumb question, but I always smile.

“Trying to recover from a long night.” 

“Burning that candle at both ends again, are you?” He’s a font of old-timey expressions, but with his laid-back hipster vibe, man bun and killer smile, it works for him. Or it works for me.

“Not my typical night for sure, but I guess, yeah, I was.” 

“Why don’t you get a little shut-eye and then swing by the bar. I’ll fix you some dinner and we can talk.” I smile again. Brett almost never wants to just talk. 

“See you in an hour or two.” I click off and close my eyes. The phone buzzes again. I assume it’s Tyler but am surprised to see Andy’s name on the screen. 

“Brianna, luv,” he says in his posh British accent. “I’m having a little thing this weekend, only my closest friends, and wanted to reserve you for the weekend. Will that be doable?” 

“Hi to you too, Andrew.” I love poking him. He gets so flustered.

“Yes, sorry. How are you today?” 

“I’m fine, just tired. I’m going to bed early tonight.” 

“Already? It’s just half past six.” 

“I didn’t mean now.” 

“Oh, right. Well, how does the weekend sound?”

“How many friends are you inviting over?” Andy’s parties are infamous in a town known for its excesses.

“A dozen, maybe two is all. Do say you’ll come. I’ll have the chopper pick you up at noon.” 

His odd use of American slang, like ‘chopper’, always makes me smile. I love the beach and it is July, so what the hell.

“I’ll be there.” I click off and close my eyes for the third time. And of course, my phone buzzes. Again. 

Tyler this time. I let it go to voicemail. The message is short and I can’t stand not knowing why he called, so I listen to it as soon as the notice appears on the screen. 

“Just calling to make sure you give some serious consideration to what I mentioned this morning. I want you to live with me, at least for now. I can’t promise anything more than that, but I won’t rule it out. Let me know what you think as soon as possible.” 

I stare at the phone in disbelief. Was that a roundabout, backhanded marriage proposal? From a guy who pimped me out last night, who I’ve known for all of two months? I tossed the phone on the nightstand and closed my eyes for the last time. I tried not to think about any of it and I was asleep in no time. 




~~~
~~~



I startled awake around eight and looked at my phone. No more messages, thank god. I changed into a sexy little dress and pulled on my most comfortable heels. I was suddenly ravenous, but I dress to impress when I go to Brett’s bar. He’s always so appreciative and I’m a pushover for a well-intentioned compliment, so much as I’d prefer to schlep over in yoga pants and a tank top, I make the extra effort. Including fresh lipstick.

I check myself in the almost-full-length mirror on the back of my apartment door and decide that Brett won’t be disappointed. I’m out the door and across the street before the sun has a chance to set on a cool summer evening. The street is alive with people of all types and colors, and music is spilling out from at least a dozen windows. I love New York.

Brett must have really been looking for me this time because he greeted me at the door with a quick peck on my cheek. None of his staff is on to us, at least that’s what I think. I guess if they were, I wouldn’t hear about it. I wonder sometimes if I’m the only good-looking woman he brings upstairs from the bar. 

“Tough day, huh?” he asks as we make our way through the already-crowded scene. 

“You have no idea.” He brings me to a pair of prime seats at the bar that were obviously saved for us. It’s good to know the owner. Even better to fuck him. I study him as he sits down next to me and motions to the bartender for our usual. 

“So, tell me about it.” 

“Brace yourself.” I hang my purse on the back of the bar chair. He grabs it and puts in on the bar. 

“Can’t be too careful these days.”

“Thanks.” Brett is easily the most thoughtful man I’ve ever known. “So, have you ever heard of the Penthouse Hotel?” 

A cloud comes over Brett’s smile. “I have.” 

“Do you know what goes on there?” 

“I do.” His face went from partly cloudy to a gathering thunderstorm. I wondered if I should continue, but I figured it’s too late to turn back now.

“Well, I’m officially a hospitality specialist as of last night.”

He didn’t even try to disguise his distaste. I knew I’d made a big mistake. 

“Who’s idea was that?” He fought to control his facial muscles.

“It was Tyler’s.” 

“Manhattan apartment, Airbnb?” 

“The one and only.”

Brett turned away from me to talk to the bartender. I couldn’t hear what they were talking about over the crowd noise, but it didn’t sound all that important. When he turned back to me he was his old laid-back self. Mostly.

“So how’d you like it.” 

“You mean whoring? It was okay.” He raised an eyebrow at me. “Okay, it was great.”

“You thinking of making a career change?”

“What? No! I just thought I’d try it out, see what it was like. I’m not quitting my job if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Okay, no worries, I was just asking. But you know, if you really wanted to do that, you can always work out of here.” 

“Seriously? Isn’t that risky for you?” I wanted to ask about a dozen other questions but I held back. 

“I guess, but we can work it out if that’s what you want to do.”

“I’m surprised to hear you say that. Let me give it some thought.” I didn’t know what else to say. 

We sat quietly for a while lost in our own thoughts. I slammed half my beer and motioned to the bartender for a menu. The alcohol was hitting my empty stomach pretty hard.

Brett finally asked, “How much do they charge across the river?” 

“It’s up to me. I went low-end to start - $500 an hour.”

“What’s the high end?” 

“A grand.” 

Brett whistled. “That’s pretty pricey.”

“But you’re sure I’m worth it, right?” 

He smiled at me and waved off the menus when they appeared. “I’ll cook for you.” He left me sitting at the bar, lost in my regrets. 
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Chapter 3
~~~



The ride to Andy’s beach mansion took the usual hour, not counting the time it took me to get into Manhattan to catch the flight. I usually stay at Tyler’s place the night before a trip to visit Andy (I know, I know, I’m such a slut) but I’ve been avoiding Tyler’s calls all week. That meant I had to make the trek into the city on Saturday morning, which is less stressful but still no fun. Not that I’m complaining - a two hour total is way better than the six it would take on the LIE at peak summer traffic time. Not that I’ve ever even been on the L.I.E.

“You look smashing, as always,” Andy said as I climbed out of the ‘chopper’ in his backyard. I’m still amazed that he’s able to have helicopters land on his property. You’d think the city might have a problem, but I guess if you have enough money, you don’t have to worry about problems. 

“Thanks,” I said as we ducked out of the wind as the chopper took off. “And thanks again for the invitation.”

“You’re welcome anytime, and you know I really mean it.” Andy was overdressed, as usual. He doesn’t seem to have a casual mode he can slip into when the circumstances dictate. I feel slightly underdressed in a light cotton shift over my bikini until I see the other guests for the weekend on the patio by the pool. All thoughts of what I’m wearing vanish as they are definitely not what I expected.

“Brianna, this is Dawn and Luther.” I shook their hands as they both gave me a thorough once-over. Dawn was an older, more sophisticated, and way-better-looking version of me - longer blonde hair, bigger boobs, nicer ass, higher cheekbones, and three inches taller. I hated her without hesitation. Luther was an even greater shock - he looked like an ebony god. Did I mention I’ve never been with a black man in my life? Now would be a good time to mention that. I wished I’d mentioned it to Andy. 

“So pleased to make your acquaintance,” Luther said in a voice so deep I almost wet my bikini bottoms. Dawn just smiled in a totally dismissive way that made me mad and self-conscious at the same time. We strolled into the house as Andy took over as the host for the weekend.

“We’ve got at least a half dozen invitations to parties tonight, but I was non-committal on all of them. We can do a quick flyby or ignore them all if you’ve got a mind to do so.” It was so unusual to meet our sexual partners on my arrival, and another couple at that, not to mention both of them so outside my comfort zone. I’m sure Andy sensed my distress and was overcompensating, which only made things worse.
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I met Andy, oddly enough, at Brett’s bar. He picked me up (I know, I know) one night when the place was hopping and Brett was swamped, to his eternal chagrin. I never let him forget that if he had been paying proper attention to me, the bazillionaire from Great Britain wouldn’t have even met me. He smiles and grits his teeth every time I mention it, which is often.

Andy dazzled me with his low-key British humor and by downplaying his wealth until it was time to go. I could tell he wasn’t from the neighborhood just by looking at him in his way-too-expensive Burberry coat and Saville Row suit. We actually have a few Brits around Bensonhurst, but they all sound more like Adele than Hugh Grant. Andy talks like he’s royalty even though he’s from Manchester. His parents did well enough to send him to Eton and Oxford, where he traded his cockney accent for the plummy tones of the cricket and high-tea set. 

That first night, after he had thoroughly charmed me out of my panties (I know, I know), he took me to most lavish suite imaginable at the Plaza Hotel. For a girl from Pittsburgh, it was pretty damned impressive, especially when breakfast showed up on a sterling silver tray, with champagne and caviar. I skipped the onions and fucked him twice more before we checked out. 

That was just his opening salvo in the war to impress his newest conquest. I asked him once how many wide-eyed hicks with tearaway knickers he’s discarded over the years, but he swore I was one of only a handful. Given the difference in our ages, I took that as a good sign. Or a hopeful sign. Or some kind of sign. 

Not that I had any real designs on Andy. He was charming and fun, rich and willing to spend it on the most frivolous things, but he really didn’t have it where it counted, at least for me. He was very nice in bed. Too nice. Polite, even. Not my cup of, ahem, tea. But the sex was good enough, and he found me absolutely intoxicating (his words!) so I was fine with trading a little tit for tat. 

Then he told me about that app for threesomes. It’s apparently all the rage at the beach, and he gets extra bonus points for showing my picture (face blurred, of course) on the site but with my body on full display. I accused him of dating me just for the bragging rights but he insists that he’s perfectly content to fuck me all on his own. I really enjoy the men (and women) he invites to our bedroom, so I only made that accusation once. 

He even takes suggestions. I told him, almost against my better judgment (but what the hell!) that I kind of really go for bad boys, with long hair and a ton of tattoos. It’s not actually true but I wanted to send a message if you get my drift. Andy took no offense at all and I don’t know how he found them, but we had a parade of biker types marching through his mansion and landing between my legs for the rest of the summer. It was pretty fucking hot!

On the female side of the equation, I told Andy that I liked them dark and sultry, with plenty of smoldering passion. He did not disappoint on that score either. We fucked a muscle-bound hard body on Saturday night and entertained a latin beauty with luscious lips and a killer set of ta-tas on Sunday night. I didn’t even know I was bi until I met Andy, but there is no doubt in my mind now.
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“Mind if I go for a swim before lunch?” Dawn asked Andy. I’m famished so I secretly hope he’ll say no, but I know he won’t. Andy is polite to a fault, which is usually wonderful, but not at this moment. 

“Of course, enjoy,” Andy replies too enthusiastically for my taste. “I’ll tell John to hold off for a few.” Dawn and Andy walk away leaving me alone with Luther. I can feel him looking at me so I look at him. Much to my surprise, he’s smiling at me and not in a comforting way.

I decide to get right to it. “Are you and Dawn married?” 

He doesn’t bat an eye or try to cover the fact that he mentally undressed me when I got off the helicopter. “No, I met her last week.”

Woah. “Really? You two look so good together.” 

He’s still molesting me with his eyes. “She’s a total bitch, but she’s loaded and a pretty good fuck, so no complaints.”

Double whoa. “Do you have some kind of arrangement?” Why hold back? I have no shame.

“She pays me by the week.” He told me this tidbit without shame himself. “What about you?”

I looked at him for a long moment. “I’m not getting paid cash if that’s what you’re asking.”

He smirked. “Come on. You tellin’ me you’re with that guy because he’s great between the sheets?” The ghetto version of Luther’s speaking voice seemed to be more noticeable the longer we were alone. 

“I’m not sure I like your implication,” I said as I walked toward the kitchen to find Andy. “Excuse me.”

I found Andy badgering his cook like an overwrought housewife. “We need to talk,” I interrupted and the cook shot me a thankful glance.

“Problem?” 

“More than one.” I put my hands on my hips and glared at him. “I don’t remember you mentioning anything about a foursome this weekend, and where did you get the idea to invite a black guy? I thought we had an understanding.”

Andy feigned surprise but then he turned and walked me into the dining room. “Please, not in front of Marcel.”

“Why do you give a fuck what he thinks? Besides, I’m not sure his English is all that good.”

“Regardless, we don’t discuss private matters in the presence of the help.” He kept walking me through the dining room and into the study where he closed the doors.

“And did you know he’s being paid to be here?”

Andy smiled a bit. “I didn’t know, but I’m not surprised. Dawn is a challenging woman from all I’ve seen of her. Her husband is in Europe for the summer, if that tells you anything.”

I tried to digest that new tidbit while I continued to focus on Luther. “I’m still not at all comfortable with fucking a black guy, regardless. I told you I like long hair and tattoos. I didn’t think I needed to specify color as well.”

“I’m quite familiar with your racist tendencies, Brianna, believe me.” I opened my mouth to protest but he cut me off, which is not like Andy at all. “Don’t even start. I’ve accommodated your interests for over two months now. It’s time to give me what I want for a change.”

“And what is it that you want?” Here I thought I knew the guy.

He smiled again, fully this time. “What do I want? Let me tell you. I want to fuck Dawn, for starters. I want to watch Luther fuck Dawn. And I want to watch Luther fuck you, too.” He was looking off into the corner of the room as if I wasn’t there anymore. “And I want to watch you and Dawn make love to each other. I’m sure that will be most satisfactory to all parties.”

“And you and Luther? Do you see that happening, too?”

“I do not. I have no interest in being with another man. I thought I made that abundantly clear two weeks ago.” 

“Well, I just thought I’d ask and see if anything had changed.”

“That will never change.” He walked to the doors of the study and paused to look back at me. “Do we understand each other?”

I made him wait for it but then nodded. 

“Good. Now let’s have lunch.”
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Lunch was served informally around the pool. The four of us swam and ate and sunbathed on a gorgeous Saturday afternoon in one of the most beautiful settings on the planet. It was hard to stay angry, and we all got along surprisingly well for the group we are. The fact that the food was exquisite didn’t hurt - Marcel might struggle with English but he’s a master chef.

Luther was floating on a raft at the other end of the pool and Andy went inside to bother Marcel about something when Dawn sat down on the edge of my chaise. I’d had my hat over my eyes so I didn’t see her coming until I felt her presence just before she gave me a nudge to make room for her. I scooted over and she proceeded to lie next to me and drape her arm across my body.

“Andy tells me you’re more than open to this kind of thing,” she said as she nuzzled my neck. Her breasts pressed against my arm and side as she slid her lips down to my shoulder. I contained my surprise and let myself drink in her beauty, not to mention her interest in me. She was even more stunning up close than I realized earlier, although my hormones might be influencing my thought process at this point. 

Then she slid her hand under my bikini bottoms and her fingers quickly found my clit. I quickly realized that there’s nothing better than being manipulated by someone who understands exactly how things work down there. I was panting in no time and she seemed intent on making me come as quickly as possible. I was intent on letting her.

“Isn’t this a sight?” Luther stood at the foot of the chaise, breaking my momentum. I shielded my eyes from the sun and squinted at him. He was naked. He had his cock in his hand and it was so massive that I sucked in a breath just as Dawn pushed me over the top. It was one of the most satisfying yet unusual orgasms I’d ever experienced. 

“Mind if I cut in?” Luther asked as he climbed on top of me without waiting for an answer. He untied the side of my bikini bottoms and slid the small triangle of cloth aside as Dawn pulled my bikini top down and began sucking my breast. I just let them take me. Luther lifted my leg to his shoulder and positioned the head of his cock against my labia, now wet with the nectar of my first orgasm as Dawn fondled my other nipple. My head was about to explode when Luther plunged into my pussy without hesitating. The size of him overwhelmed me and I quickly climaxed again. I gasped and clutched the chaise cushion for dear life.

As my second orgasm subsided, Luther kept his cock fully thrust against my cervix but completely still in my cunt, allowing me to grip him as tightly as I’ve ever imagined such a thing. He filled me so completely. He kept himself elevated above me with his arm as Dawn finally released my nipples and slid off the chaise. Luther shifted me into the center of the cushion and then lifted my other leg to his shoulder, bending me in two and giving him even deeper access to my womb. He began fucking me in earnest, but slowly at first, and with shallow strokes to allow my vagina to expand for him. I have to be honest - I didn’t think I could take all of him. I looked down and saw half of his massive cock outside of me as the head pushed against my cervix. I raised my arms to hold him at bay when Dawn grabbed my wrists and pinned my hands over my head. I was helpless to resist.

“Relax, baby,” Luther said. “Let me in.” I tried to relax but his cock was so massive and his angle of penetration was so severe that I was sure he was going to split me in two. I danced on the edge between pleasure and pain as he plunged deeper into me with every thrust. Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more of him, his cock swelled inside of me and I cried out. He moaned above me and let my legs slip from his shoulders, just allowing me to take his last irresistible plunge deep into me. 

“Oh, shit,’ Luther moaned. “Oh, shit. Oh, shit.” His seed filled my pussy to overflowing. I felt his cum wash up into my cervix with a force I’d never known before. His black seed. In my white cunt. I felt so dirty, so violated, so...fucked. 
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We spent the rest of the weekend fucking. Andy was content to mostly watch. Luther carried almost the entire load and he did so without missing a beat. He fucked Dawn soon after he fucked me on the chaise and filled her pussy just like he filled mine. I enjoyed watching him plow her without remorse. He was relentless. He was tireless. He was stunningly magnificent. 

We skipped all the parties. Marcel kept us well-fed and Andy played host to the longest, most incredible threesome imaginable. I left on Monday morning complete drained. And completely satisfied. 

“Forgive me?” Andy said as he walked me to the chopper. 

“For what?”

“For getting you out of your comfort zone without prior warning.”

“I forgive you.” 

Much to my surprise and delight, Dawn and I rode back to the city together. I hadn’t had a moment alone with her all weekend except for that first few minutes on the chaise. 

“Where did you find Luther?” I asked as soon as we were airborne.

“He’s something, isn’t he?” She was all decked out in a suit and heels, which made me feel like a complete schlub in my drab work clothes. I’d be heading straight to the office when we landed but clearly, my work environment and Dawn’s were worlds apart. “I found him at the Penthouse Hotel.” 

I was stunned but had enough presence of mind to play dumb. “How does that work?”

Dawn told me the entire story of the hotel but from the point of view of a female guest. There is quite a demand for studs as well as whores.

“What did the week with Luther cost you?” 

“The quoted rate was $20,000, but I added a sizeable tip on top of that.” 

“That’s quite an expensive week,” I said as I did the calculations in my head. “What do you do for a living?”

“I’m a tax lawyer. It’s boring but pays very well, so I can spend to keep myself entertained.”

“Have you been with Luther before?” 

Dawn smiled at me. “Oh, yes. I always take them for a short test drive before I book a cross-country trip.” 

I was fascinated. “How long have you been using the hotel’s, uh, services?”

“About two years. It’s been a godsend. I hated dating, mostly because I had no interest in a relationship, and you’d be surprised at how many men hate that. I tried sport-fucking, but I always seemed to intimidate the poor dears with my lifestyle and earning power.” 

“How did they find out you’re rich?”

“I can’t hide it. I like the finer things and they figure it out. I got so tired of feeling sorry for them, so when the Penthouse opened, I was one of the first to take the plunge.”

I studied her for a few seconds, wondering if I should share my recent adventure with her. I decided against it. Finally, she asked, “And what about you? Andy can’t be the only man in your life.” I told her about Tyler and Brett. “Any of them pressing you for a commitment?”

“All of them, but only for my time.”

“Yes, they hate to share, don’t they? It’s fine for them to be players, but turnabout is most definitely not fair play in their minds, is it?”

I shook my head. “I’m not ready to settle, down or otherwise.”

“Nor should you be.” She checked with the pilot and gathered up her bags. “I’m getting off at LaGuardia to catch a flight to LA.” 

I regretted not having the whole flight to spend with her. I asked for her number but she just smiled at me as the helicopter landed. 

“I’m not in the habit of sharing that with strangers, no matter how luscious they are in bed.” I must have pouted just enough for she reconsidered. “I’ll be back in a week, and we can go to the Penthouse together. I’ll show you my side of the equation and you can show me yours.”

Dawn’s surprises just kept on coming. “So you knew all along?”

“Of course, darling. I’m the most connected gal you’ll ever meet. Nothing happens that I don’t hear about it.” She hopped out of the chopper into the gale from the blades and called back to me over her shoulder. “Give Luther a call. He’s interesting, and not just in bed.”
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Luther met me at the hotel after work a few days later. I’d kept ignoring the messages from Tyler and declined Brett’s offers to go up to his apartment above his bar, so I’d been celibate since our weekend together. That was not by design, I just needed to give my poor pussy a break because Luther almost broke it. I refuse to listen to the little voice in the back of my head that keeps telling me I’m actually saving myself for that big black cock.

“Brianna, you looking good, girl,” Luther shouts at me across the room at the hotel. I figured meeting him there would be the easiest way to go and had no thoughts of renting a room. Truly, I didn’t! But one look at his gorgeous body and his million-watt smile left my knees and willpower quivering. 

“You look good, too, Luther. Thanks for seeing me.” He kisses me on the cheek and his hot breath nearly melts the panties I’m not wearing.

“Anytime. Seriously. I enjoyed you so much at Andy’s place I think you may have spoiled me for this line of work, which I seriously cannot afford.”

“How long have you been with the hotel?” I waived at the bartender. 

“Since they opened. My cousin in Atlanta gave me the heads-up when they were under renovation and I was one of the first to sign on. I’m part of the original cast, as we like to say.”

“So, obviously you like the work.” 

“What’s not to like. I don’t always get to fuck women as attractive as yourself, but it beats diggin’ ditches, that’s certain.”

The bartender served us and I took a long drink of my martini. “I got a lot of info from Dawn on the flight back to the city. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Nothing to hide here.” He sipped his iced tea.

“That was quite a payday for you. Is that common in your world?”

“Both of our worlds. It’s as common as you want it to be. Why? You thinking about a career change?”

I shook my head. “No, I love my job. I’ll do a bit of this on the side from time to time, but I can’t see myself blowing up my career for this.” 

“I get that. I didn’t have much of a career to blow up, so it was an easy call.”

“What did you do before this?” 

“Mostly construction, but a lot of drinking as well.” He raised his iced tea and smiled. “Been sober for 26 months next week.”

“Good for you. I’m impressed you can stick with it in this environment.” 

“I hit bottom just hard enough to learn I can’t drink. Which is fine. The booze was not good for my performance if you catch my drift.” He winked at me. I swear to god he did.

We talked about his life at the hotel and on the road, which he said took up about half his time. He enjoyed seeing new places and the pay for traveling was miles ahead of hanging around the hotel, just like the week in the Hamptons with Dawn. 

“So you do pretty well?” I felt myself saying it almost against my will. 

“I do very well. I just missed seven figures last year. This year I’ll get there by Halloween.”

I must have gone wide-eyed because he busted out laughing. “That’s a lot more than I would have guessed,” I said with a sheepish grin.

“Starting to reconsider?” He downed the rest of his drink. “Tell you what. Let me call a friend of mine. He’s always interested in new, white talent, and he’s semi-retired so I know he can be here in an hour or so. He’ll give you a much clearer idea of what you’re missing.” 

I wanted to say no, I really did. I thought about my friends at work, my boss, my clients, and the fact that I got a lot of satisfaction from working. I never saw myself as a working girl, never once. But the thought of all the fun Luther, Dawn, and I had this weekend left me in quite a pickle. 

“Let me ask you something, but you don’t have to answer if you don’t want to.” 

“Like I said, nothing to hide.” 

“Uh, your friend, who’s semi-retired. Is he…” 

Luther smiled and patted my hand. “Black as the ace of spades and hung like a stallion. You won’t regret it.”

“Okay, then.” I picked up the check but he snatched it out of my hand. 

“I’ve got this.” He held up his phone as if to ask if he should make the call. 

I nodded, and then I blushed like a whore in church.
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James stepped off the elevator less than twenty minutes after Luther called him. He was a smaller but more elegant version of Luther in many ways. Older as well. He looked like a black version of Tyler, only more successful. I was excited.

After introductions were made, Luther asked me, “Given the way things went over the weekend, would you be up for an afternoon of extra attention?”

At first, I was a bit stumped and I’m sure I looked like a slack-jawed fool for a second, because as soon as he explained I blushed again, even harder than the first time. Since Andy hadn’t joined in with Luther and me at the beach house, he was offering a true MMF threesome. I thanked him but politely declined. James looked somewhat relieved as we left to get a room.

“I can’t believe that nigger,” James said once we were alone in the elevator. “I mean, I appreciate him calling me and all because you look fine as hell. But then he tries to invite himself into the mix? Fuck him.”

I smiled and turned to James. “Yeah, fuck him.” I loosened his tie and leaned in to kiss him. He took the bait and crushed his lips against mine as he wrapped his arms around my waist and pressed his erection against my belly. It felt huge, even bigger than Luther’s. I wondered again if the stereotype was true in every instance while also asking myself why I’d waited so long to find out.

As the elevator doors opened and we untangled ourselves to walk into the lobby, I asked, “Are you staying the night?”

“If that works for you, I’m more than willing.” We walked hand in hand like a couple in love through the lobby and I got my first taste of racist backlash. I’d never given it much thought, what with living in New York for the past couple of years, where interracial couples seemed pretty common. But the looks I got, from white men and black women, surprised me. When one asshole in backward cap and baggy shorts actually sneered at us, James got right in his face.

“Is there a problem here?” He almost butted chests with the guy, who raised his hands and backed away without another word. I was impressed and mortified. Now everyone was staring at us. James wrapped his arm around my waist and escorted me to the front desk. 

“Are you hungry?” James asked after we received our room keycard. 

“I wouldn’t mind some room service,” I whispered in his ear. “You know, in an hour or two?” 

He smiled. “You read my mind.” 

We rode the elevator amidst a crowd heading for the penthouse, so we had to excuse ourselves to exit on our floor. I thought I heard a snicker from someone so I decided to give them a little show - before the doors closed I kissed James, deeply, and grabbed his ass. He got it immediately and stuck his hand under my dress just as the doors closed to the sounds of gasps and chuckles. At least a few people had a sense of humor. 

James didn’t stop once we were alone in the hallway. He pulled me to the side and stuck his tongue down my throat and two fingers into my vagina. I moaned and rubbed his crotch. We stumbled down the hallway, still groping each other, only pausing long enough to unlock the door. Once inside, clothes flew in all directions and we fell unto the bed in a frenzy. 

James was indeed larger than Luther, but I was so wet and ready for him, he didn’t pause at all before plunging into me. He fucked me hard until I came, then he flipped me over and fucked me from behind until I came again. His control was impressive as he continued to fuck me for what seemed like an hour without pausing. If he was twenty years my senior as I first guessed at first glance in the bar, he didn’t show it. Not at all.

After two more orgasms (mine, not his) I asked for a break. He stopped immediately and went to the minibar for bottled water. We reclined and replenished as the sunset.

“Do you mind a few questions?” he asked me after a while.

“Not at all, but I’m not promising complete answers in every case.”

He propped himself on an elbow and drained his water. “You’re new at this, correct?”

“Did Luther give me up, or am I that obvious?” 

“No, Luther didn’t say a word about that. He just said I needed to get over here for the best thing he’d found in a while, which for that dog is saying something.” He leaned back and put the empty bottle on the nightstand. “No, you don’t come across as anything but a complete professional.” Then he gave me a crooked smile. “No offense intended.”

“None taken. So what clued you in that I’m new at the Penthouse Hotel?”

“I’ve been a regular here since it opened, like I mentioned. I know all the girls, if not by name at least by their appearance on the review board.”

“There’s a review board?”

“Sure, but it’s secured. You need a registered ID and all that to get into the site.”

“But it has pictures?” 

“Only if you want it to. A lot of girls tell me that good reviews are worth thousands of dollars to them. Of course, there are exceptions. With your looks and figure, you could just show up on any given night and fill your dance card, no questions asked.”

I’m sure I blushed at that. Imagine, a blushing whore. I would have never guessed. “So how many girls work here?”

“I’d ballpark it at a thousand at any given time. We lose some to circumstances, but new ones always fill in the gaps.”

“Gaps?” 

“Management will discourage older women if they see too many, or fatties. Some guys go for the junk-in-the-trunk look, but most prefer your classic lines.”

I was fascinated. “Are you telling me that the hotel culls the herd?”

James snorted. “Did you grow up on a ranch?”

“Sort of. I’m from Pittsburgh, but my aunt and uncle run livestock on their farm in Missouri. I spent a few summers in the country.” 

“You pick up any other traits in ‘Massoura’?” 

“Like what?”

“Like, don’t you dare talk to the niggers, Brianna, if you know what’s good for you.”

I pushed him away from me, playfully, but a little harder than I should have. “It wasn’t like that at all.” It was exactly like that.

“Uh, huh. I’m guessing Pittsburgh was a place of real racial harmony and understanding as well.”

Now I was getting more than a little uncomfortable. “Do you like fucking racist white women?” I regretted the words as soon as they left my mouth.

He gave me the strangest smile. “I’ve never fucked a white woman who wasn’t racist on some level. Even the ones who professed total compassion for the terrible plight of the black man got a little extra kick out of fucking one to prove it.” He rolled out of bed and went back to the minibar for a couple of baby bottles of scotch. He mixed two drinks and handed me one. “The full-blown racists just enjoyed going ghetto and sticking it to their husbands or their fathers, or maybe themselves.” He took a long drink. “Which one are you, Brianna?”

I restrained my impulse to let him have it with both barrels and remembered he was paying me a shit-ton of money to fuck me tonight. Not to mention, he’d already made me cum, hard, more than a few times. “Which one do you want me to be, James?”

He smiled and put down his glass. “Why don’t we find out?”
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Three days later I finally called Tyler back. I’ve got to give him props, though - he never gave up on me, as my long list of texts and voicemails will attest.

“I can’t believe my ears,” he said when I called. “To what do I owe this completely-deserved honor?”

“I needed a break to sort through some things. That was some bombshell you threw at me last week.”

He sighed into the phone. “I know, and I guess I was a little heavy-handed.”

“You think?” I restrained myself. “To say you threw me for a loop is to vastly understate the reality of the situation.”

“Okay, okay. I get it.” He paused for several beats. “Can we move on? Forget it ever happened?”

I let the silence hang for an even longer time. “I guess so.” I was feeling aggressive, though, and decided to see what I could throw at Tyler. “Or we could try something I’ve been contemplating.”

“Like what?” He sounded intrigued but skeptical.

“You want more of me? I’ll give you what you want, but you give me what I want.” 

Pause. “Which is?”

“I’m in charge.”

Longer pause. “What does that mean?”

“I run the show, I call the shots. I keep my place in Bensonhurst. I show up at your apartment whenever I want. I see other men. You don’t see other women.” I couldn’t believe I said that last item. I didn’t even know that was something I wanted, it just popped out of my mouth. 

“Why would I agree to that?” He didn’t sound angry yet but in the vicinity.

“Because you want me. Because you want me really bad, and those are my terms.”

“So you want to be the guy in this relationship. Is that it?”

Now it was my turn to pause. I’d never thought of it that way, but it appealed to me. I’d been treated like shit by enough guys to know exactly what he was talking about. It appealed to me so much, my pussy got wet just thinking about it.

“Who said anything about a relationship?”




~~~
~~~



My conversation with Tyler inspired me to try a similar tactic with Brett. I dressed up after work and went over to his bar. He was there, as always, and seemed very glad to see me walk through the door. The place was packed and he appeared to be short-handed.

“Where you been, Bri?” He was mixing drinks when I sat down but he finished quickly and gave me his undivided attention. 

“Busy, but I wanted to run something by you if you have a minute.” 

“Do we need to go upstairs to discuss something?” He was so predictable. 

“We do.” I decided on the spot to be unpredictable. In every other instance that I’d wound up in his bed, he spent hours coaxing and convincing me before I acquiesced. The look of surprise on his face confirmed that he expected another tug-of-war. I might have even sensed a hint of disappointment, not with me, but with the ease of the chase.

“Maggie, I’m out of pocket for a while,” he said to his other bartender as he came around the bar to escort me away from the noise and controlled chaos. Maggie, his best barkeep, shot him a withering look but said nothing. 

“We won’t be long,” I called out to Maggie. She didn’t care for me, but I understood her position. I would have been put out had I been in her position the past few months. 

“What’d you tell her that for?” Brett asked as we climbed the back stairs to his apartment. “I thought you hate being rushed.”

“We’re not having sex tonight. I really need to talk to you, in private.” His face dropped. “It’s not that serious. Well, it is, but I’m not leaving or anything like that. Just an adjustment to our relationship.”

He gave me a look. “You call what we’ve been doing a relationship?”

“That’s a fair point.” He unlocked the door to his place and we walked inside. He’s anything but a neat freak and the place is its usual mess. He clears a space on the sofa and we sit. 

“So, lay it on me.” He’s expecting the worst, so I feel bold. With a low bar set, I’m sure I can sail over it. 

“As I said before, I’m not leaving. I’ve been thinking about us and what we have going on here and I wanted to let you know where I’m coming from. You can decide if you want to continue.”

He gave me a look but said, “Okay, continue.”

“So, you know about the other men in my life,” I said. I wanted to ease him into my new way of looking at things, but for some reason, I just jumped right to it. “I’ve decided that I want control of all of these relationships. I want to run the show. I call the shots.” 

“What exactly does that mean?” Just like Tyler. I decided to go with it the same way.

“I want to be the guy.” 

“I’m not following.” 

“I see you when I want. If I come calling, you drop everything for me and give me what I want.”

“You mean sexually?” I swear his pupils dilated when he said that.

“Yes, but not just sexually. If I need you to do something for me, you do it, no questions asked.”

“What’s in it for me?” Blunt. I like that.

“This.” I stood up and lifted my skirt. I wasn’t wearing panties. I slowly gyrated my hips just enough to get Brett’s attention. The growing bulge in his pants told me I’d struck paydirt. I dropped my skirt.

“One more thing. You don’t see other women.”

His gaze had stayed on my crotch, but now he opened his eyes wide and raised them to mine. “That sounds a little harsh, coming from a whore.”

“You’re absolutely right, and if you tell me to go take a flying leap, I’ll understand. But those are my terms, take them or leave them.”

He stood up and came close but didn’t touch me. He just leaned into my space and breathed on me. He always smelled good and tonight was no exception. He knew it, too. He was testing me.

“And if I leave them?” 

“You’ll never see me again.”

He narrowed his eyes and stared me down for what seemed like an eternity. I wondered if I’d gone too far. I liked Brett. I enjoyed having sex with him and I enjoyed spending time with him. I liked his bar. I’d miss both if he said no, but I waited. 

He finally looked away from me. “Okay, we’ll do it your way for a while.”




~~~
~~~



Andy was next. I called him and told him to meet me at the main bar in the lobby of the Plaza Hotel after work. He spent the entire summer in the Hamptons, so it would be a pretty big inconvenience for him, which is precisely what I had in mind. I also had little doubt he would show up. I was not disappointed.

“Can I take you to dinner?” he asked as he kissed my cheek. “Or perhaps, upstairs?”

“No, thank you. This won’t take long.” I gave him the same speech I’d given Tyler and Brett. He smiled when I laid the ultimatum on him.

“Of course, you could have said all this to me over the phone.”

“Of course.” 

“But that wouldn’t do, not with your new persona.” 

“No, it wouldn’t.”

“And your other friends? Are they being offered the same deal?” Andy was at least ten years older than both Tyler and Brett, so of course, he asked that question. Although I’d be hard pressed to say whether it was out of insecurity or experience.

“They were offered the same deal.”

“Did they accept?”

I paused. “Does that matter?”

“No, not really. I was just curious.” He stood up and pushed his barstool against the bar as if to signal our meeting was over. I wondered again if I’d gone too far. I really liked Andy’s beach house.

“So?,” I asked. “What do you say?”

He kissed me on my cheek. “I say, of course, I accept. I’m surprised you thought you needed to ask.”




~~~
~~~



That left only James. I mulled it over for a long time before I decided to make the same offer to my newest lover. The fact that I thought of him as a lover and not just a client surprised me. I imagine it would have surprised James as well.

I really had no standing to demand anything of James. We’d been together once. Granted, it was a long and satisfying experience, for both of us. His parting comment to me the next morning as we left the hotel made me think I had a shot of getting him to agree to my demands. I knew I wanted him to agree. I just didn’t know if I wanted him to agree so much that I wouldn’t balk if he turned me down. I decided I’d cross that bridge if I came to it. I had him meet me at the Penthouse Hotel, upstairs in the bar where we first met not that long ago.

He looked even better than I remembered him when he strode off the elevator. “I’ve been to this place a hundred times in the past two years, but this is the first time I’ve ever been summoned.” He sat next to me and motioned to the bartender for what I imagined was his usual. 

I explained again what I wanted. He listened to me go through my whole speech without asking any questions. When I’d finished, he drained his glass and stood up without looking at me.

“Not a chance.” He didn’t hesitate at all. Then he just turned around and walked away.










~~~
Chapter 6
~~~



Six months later…

My new lifestyle has exceeded all of my expectations. All three of my ‘boyfriends’ are still on board with my original demands, and I am amazed at how wonderful it is to have complete control of my life. Especially my sex life. 

Things have fallen into a bit of a pattern, but it’s not so repetitive as to be boring. Quite the contrary, it’s predictable in just the right way - when I want something or someone, I get what I want. What a concept! 

Last night was a perfect example. I was stressed after work so I texted Brett that I needed a quick massage before dinner. When I arrived at his apartment (I now have my own key) he had his new massage table out and ready for me. The lights were low and he had some relaxing music playing for me. Now, I know what you’re thinking - there are a million places in the city that can provide the same service for a nominal fee. Well, not exactly. Brett worked my shoulders and neck for a good hour to great effect. He’s taking massage therapy lessons, at my suggestion, and he’s really getting good at it. But the real attraction is the happy ending. I’m sure there’s a massage parlor out there somewhere that caters to women, but I have no patience to look for it. No need, either. Brett has a magic tongue to compliment his magic fingers. After he licked my clit to orgasm, I let him fuck me. 

My Manhattan guy, Tyler, has been a perfect host for my weekday requirements, both sleeping and otherwise. He’s stopped renting out the spare bedroom, so I can crash at his place on a whim, without prior notice, and he seems absolutely grateful when I show up. As well he should be - I usually let him fuck the shit out me before and after he takes me to dinner, usually at a really expensive restaurant in his neighborhood. I don’t know if his salary can handle all the extra costs, given his lack of side income from his old Airbnb operation, but, you know what? I could give a shit. I’m only interested in my happiness, not his bank account. And if he’s got a problem, he’s been silent on the issue. Just like I told him I expected.

Quite the bitch, aren’t I? I would never have believed I had it in me, but turns out, I do. It also turns out that it turns me on.

After I left Brett, I showed up unannounced at Tyler’s apartment. He was waiting for me. I told him if he wasn’t there when I showed up, I would be very upset. I didn’t tell him what the consequences of upsetting me would be, but I didn’t have to. He was always there, waiting for me, whether I showed up every night for a week or not at all for a month. He was always waiting for me. 

“How was your day?” he asked as I arrived. He jumped up from the sofa and nearly sprinted to the bar to fix me a drink. I kicked off my shoes as I walked to the same sofa and spread out across the entire length of it. He picked up my shoes on the way back from the bar and handed me my drink, then he went into the bedroom to put my shoes away in his closet. 

“Can I get you anything?” Tyler asked as I watched TV. 

“Yeah, come here.” I knew I still reeked of Brett, but I wanted Tyler to know where I’d been. He kissed me and then he gave me a look. “That’s right,” I whispered to him. “No cleanup. Wanna fuck?” Tyler loves to fuck me when I’m full of another man’s sperm.

And the end of September, that was great, too. I told Andy I wanted to spend as much time as possible at the beach before the warm weather ended. Although the traditional season is over, the weather is still good enough, so he flew me out on a Friday night. I also told him that I was in the mood for Caribbean company. He had two black stallions already at his place when I arrived and I spent the weekend getting plowed by two of the best black cocks in the Western hemisphere. 

Not that it didn’t take a little effort to train my boys. Andy was the toughest, probably because he seems to have the least interest in me sexually, at least directly. He’s always more than happy to do whatever I ask, which I find frustrating. I’ve discovered that I really do get off on tormenting all of my boys, so Andy presents a challenge in that regard. He’s so damned accommodating!

But I realized how to get to him soon enough. Andy is British, so even though he likes to pretend otherwise, he’s really class conscious. When he was lining up our ‘guests’ for the weekend, he always made fun of their background if they were less than blue-bloods, which most of them were. So I started insisting on having him invite the kinds of people he normally wouldn’t be caught dead associating with - lowlifes who embarrass the shit out of him. And I insisted we all go out to make sure we were seen by all the people Andy hated to be seen by. There was nothing funnier than watching Andy introduce some street punk or drug dealer to his hoity-toity neighbors and friends. 

The best part was how much fun it was to fuck those lowlifes. Take last weekend, for example. I told Andy about this guy I knew who was running numbers and dealing crack in Harlem. I told him I’d be bringing him along for the weekend to the Hamptons. Now, I didn’t really know the guy - I’d just picked him up in some bar on the edge of kinda-safe-for-white-girls territory. But he really does, for all I know, run numbers and deal crack in Harlem. He looks the part. Which was exactly what I wanted him to do. Well, that and a few other things as well. 

We arrived at Andy’s beach house and Marshon was impressed but not intimidated. I can’t say the same for Andy.

“Pleased to meet you,” Andy said as he greeted us at the door. For a second, I wasn’t sure if he would let us in. Marshon didn’t change (at my insistence) before we flew to the Hamptons. He was decked out in full gangsta regalia, complete with massive gold chains and a gold grill. The look on Andy’s face as he stepped aside was priceless. As was the look he gave me when Marshon sauntered deep into his mansion like he owned the place.

“This all yours, man?” Marshon was surveying the place without pretense. I could tell the only thing that might prevent him from coming back to rob Andy was the long drive. That fact was not lost on our host. 

“A little dangerous, don’t you think?” Andy whispered to me as Marshon ventured further into the place, touching the art and flipping every switch he came across. 

“He’ll be fine, you wait and see.” I knew how to control guys like Marshon. I’d been doing it for months now, but I will admit our latest guest might be a step beyond. Or two.

“Do you want to go for a swim, Marshon?” I dropped my overnight bag by the stairs. 

“Nah, I don’t like to get wet. Where’s the bedroom?” He gave me a filthy look. “Let’s fuck. He wanna watch?” 

“Probably, if that’s okay with you.” I held out my hand to lead Marshon up to the master bedroom.

“Don’t matter to me, just so he don’t get involved, you feel me?” He took my hand and we started to climb the stairs.

“You won’t even know he’s there,” I whispered in Marshon’s ear before I looked back down the stairs. “Isn’t that right, Andy?” He just raised his hands as if he was surrendering. Which in a way, he was.

When we got to Andy’s bedroom, Marshon pulled me to him and kissed me. He smelled of cheap booze and weed, but he felt like he could tear me apart if he chose to. I enjoy men of all colors, shapes, and sizes, but I like my black men large and meaty. Marshon fit the bill. 

Marshon wasted no time sticking his tongue down my throat and feeling up my ass and tits. He nearly ripped my top and shorts off before he stripped out of his city clothes. He was impressively endowed. I fell to my knees and took his black cock into my mouth as Andy entered the bedroom and closed the door. 

“You just watching,” Marshon said to Andy. “Sit over there and don’t be making no noises.”

Marshon grabbed the back of my head and proceeded to fuck my mouth. I pressed my hands against his thighs but he grabbed my wrists with his free hand and pinned them behind my back. Once he had me virtually helpless, he jammed his cock deep into my throat and I gagged, or tried to. He was stronger than he looked and he looked strong as hell. I began to twist my head away from him but he stopped me.

“No you don’t, you fucking white-ass whore. You want the full ghetto-nigga treatment, you’re going to get it.” He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I gasped for air. He dragged me across the floor by my hair to the bed. He pinned my head against the mattress and began fucking my throat again. I pushed against him with my free hand but now he had leverage and I was once again gagging on his huge cock. He kept at it until I nearly blacked out. 

Then he picked me up and threw me on the bed. He spread my legs and fingered me without remorse. I knew that bringing Marshon to Andy’s for precisely this purpose was a risk, but I was suddenly certain I’d made a huge mistake. 

“Hey, wait a minute,” I said as he jammed two and then three hard black fingers into my pussy. “Slow down, baby.” 

“Fuck that shit.” He pushed me further onto the mattress, then he climbed on top of me and plunged his cock balls deep into my cunt. He was hard and huge, bigger than any cock I’d ever felt. It was great, but I still worried about losing control of the situation. 

Who am I kidding? I’d already lost complete control. Marshon had his way with me the entire weekend.




~~~
~~~



Life was good. So why was it that I couldn’t stop thinking about James, the one who turned me down. I picked up the phone to call him a dozen times but never actually pressed the button to place the call. 

Then one day he called me.

He didn’t even say hello. “I’ve been thinking about the last time we talked.” 

“What about it?” Two could play that game.

“You still seeing those other dudes?” Such an Oreo. 

“Yes.” I waited. “So?”

“Are you still working at the hotel?” 

“I haven’t pulled a shift there in months. Why?”

Another long pause. “I want you to meet me there this Saturday night, in their theatre.”

“Why would I do that?” I was going to say I already have plans, but I didn’t.

“Eight o’clock.” 

“You’re kidding, right?” 

“I’ll see you there.” He clicked off.




~~~
~~~



Against my better judgment, I canceled all my plans for the weekend and arrived at the Penthouse Hotel just before eight. I didn’t even realize they had a theatre in the hotel. It didn’t take me long to figure out why. The place was a deep, dark secret, not open to the public. I had to prove who I was and that I’d been working at the hotel for at least a year before I was allowed downstairs. 

James met me at the door. He was with a woman, and not just any woman. She was stunning. I’m not really interested in women sexually, but I’d make an exception for this one. She was tall. She was elegant. She was dressed as if she belonged on the red carpet, with jewels and a plunging neckline and a slit up to her waist in her floor-length gown, which was jet-black and obviously cost a fortune. I was both confused and excited. 

James said, “Brianna, this is Julia.” We nodded politely but she didn’t smile. I didn’t either. I guess she was as pleased to see me as I was to see her. We looked at James to explain. He turned to me and said, “I’ve been seeing Julia since you and I broke up.” News to me that we broke up. I didn’t really think we had any formal relationship, but whatever. 

James didn’t explain my presence to Julia and she didn’t seem to mind. She looked very distracted. Then James explained that as well.

“Julia is tonight’s entertainment.” He opened the door to the theatre and I was surprised to see the place was already full. James led us to the front row and I noticed a wooden structure on the raised stage. I looked both odd and vaguely familiar, like something from a workshop. 

“Please, have a seat,” James said to me as he motioned to the two empty seats in the front row. “I’ll be right back.”

As I took my seat, James walked Julia up the small staircase onto the stage. He then held her hand and smiled at the crowd. Julia did not smile.

“Thank you all for coming tonight. I know you want to get right to it, so without further ado, I give you my good friend, Julia.” With that, James left the stage and sat down next to me. Julia just stood in front of the crowd with her eyes downcast. I wondered if she might cry.

Then two men emerged from the side of the stage just as slow, seductive music began to play. The men were tall, black, half-naked and gorgeous. They walked to where Julia stood and gently led her over to the wooden structure. She hiked up her dress and kneeled on a small platform before she leaned forward. The men helped her lie down on the bench and placed her hands on two long padded planks. The men then strapped her arms to the planks, locking them in place. Then the used the same types of leather straps to secure her legs. Finally, they looped a wide leather strap around her waist and pulled it tight before buckling it firmly in place. Once Julia was completely immobilized, the two men stepped away from the bench.

Four additional men then walked onto the stage. They were just as black, gorgeous and ripped as the first two. They walked over to Julia and stood around her. They lowered their pants and exposed four big black cocks. One cock was positioned at Julia’s mouth, one at her vagina, and she grasped the other two with her hands. The men moved their hips in sync with the music which slowly increased in tempo. Then the stage began to revolve slowly.

I was mesmerized. I tore my eyes away from the stage long enough to look around at the rest of the audience and quickly saw that I was not alone in my astonishment. Then I looked at James. He smiled at me. 

“That can be you, Brianna. Just give yourself to me and I’ll make it happen.”







~~~
~~~
~~~
.
Thank you for reading - please leave a review. I'd love to hear from you so email me at lenawhitegirl@gmail.com and check out my blog at blackownedwhitegirl.blogspot.com
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