

I was raised in a small rural town in Alabama. If I told you the population of the town, it would be difficult to believe. My home consisted of a two-bedroom, single-wide trailer in the middle of nowhere. I didn’t attend school because I was home-schooled, at least until my mom left.

“Where’s momma?” I asked.

“She ain’t coming back. You’re the woman of the house now. Don’t ever mention her again,” he responded while drinking a beer.

I won’t refer to him as my father because no father would do that to a child. No sane man would ever think about doing what he did to me, let alone do what he did to me. He wasn’t a father, and he wasn’t a man. He was a sick fuck, and that’s how I will always refer to him. 

Within days of my mother leaving, the sick fuck entered my room with the usual smell of alcohol and liquor on his body and breath and told me to undress. He posed me like a doll while taking photographs of me.

When I asked him why my mother had left, he slapped me so hard across my face that I saw stars. “I told you never to mention her again!” he shouted as I cried on the floor.

The sick fuck couldn’t have been more serious about me becoming the woman of the house. It was like from the moment she left, I took her place. Mental abuse joined the physical abuse, and then sexual abuse joined the party.

“I put clothes on your back, food in your belly, and keep a roof over your head. You should love me for that.”

“I do.”

“Show Daddy how much you love him and appreciate him for what he does for you.”

I was too young and too sheltered to know what was truly happening to me. We didn’t have a television, and I was allowed to listen to the radio only when the sick fuck was home. Every so often, he would bring me a magazine or book, but only when I was a good girl.

Being a good girl meant that I was to cook, clean, and do whatever he wanted me to do and not to cry when he did what he wanted to do to me. I did my best to be a good girl because if I weren’t, he would beat me and then do what he wanted anyway.

We never had visitors, so I was confused when someone knocked on the door, and the sick fuck smiled. It didn’t take me long to discover why we had a visitor that night. That fucker did what the sick fuck did to me most of the time. That fucker returned every so often, and then other fuckers began visiting.

Fuckers visiting became the new normal. Then fuckers visiting me together became the new normal. It had been a while since the sick fuck had brought anything home for me to read. The sick fuck tossed the magazine to me as if I were a dog playing fetch. In the sick fuck’s mind, I had been a good girl long enough to deserve a treat.

I tore the article from the magazine and hid it in my room. I read it over and over, and it made me realize that what was happening to me was far from normal. That article made me yearn for what I read.

The older I became, the more I learned. I learned that I could say things to the sick fuck and the fuckers to make them do what I wanted. I learned that education was important, and the only way I could educate myself was by the sick fuck bringing me what I needed. I learned that money was important and that I needed to get my hands on as much money as possible.

I catered to the sick fuck as if I were truly the woman of the house. I gave him massages and thanked him for what he did for me. I cooked his favorite meals, and when I saw that look in his eyes, I initiated sex before he did.

The sick fuck brought me the dictionary and penmanship book that I asked him for. The fuckers gave me money and kept it between us. If the sick fuck knew the fuckers were tipping me, he would have taken the money. I would have them leave it for me under a rock at the side of the trailer and retrieve it when the sick fuck passed out.

There was one fucker, Lucifer, who came to see me more often than the others. He was short, obese, bald, and old. He was the only fucker who the sick fuck allowed to spend the night with me.

Referring to Lucifer as my love made my stomach churn, but when I began referring to him that way without him needing to ask me, Lucifer loved it, and the amount of money he tipped me increased with each visit and overnight stay.

“Baby girl, I feel like you were put on Earth for me.”

I giggled and responded, “I feel the same way about you, my love. You’re the only man with whom I enjoy spending time. I wish you were the only man I needed to see.”

“Did you mean that?”

“With all my heart, my love,” I responded and cried.

I had practiced making myself cry whenever I wanted, and it wasn’t difficult for me to have the waterworks begin. All I needed to do was to think about how badly I wanted what was happening to me to end.

“Please don’t cry, baby girl.”

“I don’t want to do this anymore. I want to be with you and you only. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. If Poppa were to find out, he would kill me.”

“You can trust me, baby girl. I love you.”

“Please don’t say that.”

“It’s true. I love you, baby girl, and I would do anything for you.”

“Don’t say that if you don’t mean it. My heart won’t be able to take it,” I responded and kissed Lucifer’s lips.

My skin crawled as he caressed my body and kissed my shoulder. “I wouldn’t say that I love you and would do anything for you if I didn’t mean it.”

“If you truly love me, you would want me only for yourself. You would take away from this so we can be together forever.”

“That’s what I want, baby girl, but I’ll need time to get things in order for you.”

“You’re just saying that.”

“I promise that we will be together.”

“When?”

“As soon as I get things in order.”

“What about Poppa? He’ll find me, and when he does, he’ll take me from you.”

“I’ll think of something.”

With each of the fucker’s visits, he updated me on his progress. When he did, I pretended that I didn’t believe him. The tone of his voice told me that I was getting closer and closer to escaping. “Get your things ready, baby girl. I’ll be coming to get you next week on Tuesday.”

“My love. I can’t wait for us to be together.”

I had no idea where Lucifer would take me, but dealing with one fucker was better than dealing with the sick fuck and other fuckers. Being anywhere with Lucifer would be a better life than the life I had been living. It felt like an eternity as I waited for the next Tuesday to arrive. I didn’t know why Lucifer had decided on that date and time, but there had to be a reason.

It was early morning on the next Tuesday. After showing the sick fuck my appreciation for all that he did for me, he left the trailer. When I heard the engine of his pickup truck turn on and heard him drive down the dirt and gravel driveway, I hoped that Lucifer would arrive when he told me he would.

I threw the little clothes I had into a garbage bag and grabbed all the money that I had from under my mattress. I went into the sick fuck’s bedroom and took all the money that the sick fuck had stashed in a shoe box inside the closet. I paced as I looked at the time and waited for Lucifer.

I cried when I saw Lucifer’s pickup truck drive down the driveway. I almost couldn’t believe he was there until he stopped his truck and got out. It was happening. Lucifer was taking me with him, and although I knew who I was leaving with, I was happy.

“You have your things, baby girl?”

“Yeah,” I responded and pointed to the garbage bag.

“Let’s go.”

“Give me five minutes.”

“Five minutes, but no more,” he responded.

Lucifer grabbed the garbage bag and got into his truck. I wanted to burn the trailer to the ground, but I didn’t. I opened the refrigerator, opened every can of beer inside, and poured the beers down the sink. I did the same with every bottle of liquor. I stuck a knife into the couch and tore the cushions apart. I did the same to my mattress and the sick fuck’s mattress. I grabbed a baseball bat from the closet and smashed every window.

I got into Lucifer’s truck, and we drove off. I was overcome with emotion as Lucifer drove us out of the town. It had been the only time in my life that I had been off the property where the trailer stood, let alone seen the tiny town.

“What’s that?” I asked Lucifer as we drove.

“That’s my GPS,” he responded and explained how it worked.

I didn’t truly understand how depraved and sick Lucifer was until I realized that every time he came to the trailer to see me, he had driven over seven hours each way. He held my hand as we drove and quizzed me on our cover story.

Our cover story was that he was my grandfather, and I was living with him because my parents had divorced. I couldn’t choose between living with my father and mother, so I chose to live with him. “Open the glove box,” he said with a huge smile.

I opened the glove box and grabbed the only thing inside. It was a large envelope. I opened the envelope that contained a fake Tennessee state identification card that stated I was eighteen and a fake high school diploma.

“Do you think I can pass for eighteen?” I questioned.

“Yeah, and that identification card is all the proof you need, but the diploma can’t hurt.”

“How did you get this?”

“I have my ways.”

At the midway point between Alabma and where he was taking me in Tennessee, we stopped at a highway rest stop. I was astonished. I’d seen and heard advertisements for fast-food restaurants but had never seen one. I thought McDonald’s was the most delicious food I could ever eat.

It was late into the afternoon and close to early evening when I arrived at my new home with Lucifer. The apartment complex was the most amazing thing I had ever seen. There was a swimming pool and a hot tub. There were tennis courts and basketball courts. I had only seen those things in pictures. The apartment felt like the most luxurious accommodations that existed.

When Lucifer showed me my bedroom, I cried tears of happiness. My bed was large and soft. My closet was larger than my bedroom in the trailer, and I had a television. My closet was filled with clothes and shoes.

“What do you think, baby girl?”

“I can’t put it into words.”

Lucifer smiled and looked at me as he always did. I knew what it meant and what I needed to do, so I did what I needed to do. Afterward, he showed me how to use the television with the remote control. I didn’t sleep at all that night. I watched television all night long. I felt like I was discovering a new world.

My living conditions with Lucifer were far better than with the sick fuck, and my life with the fucker, Lucifer, was too. I didn’t need to worry about visitors or being beaten any longer. He was sick in the head, but he treated me much better than the sick fuck. I didn't need to show Lucifer how appreciative I was for all that he did for me anywhere close to the sick fuck.

It had been over a month since Lucifer took me from the sick fuck. I was worried about him coming to get me until Lucifer woke me up late in the afternoon to show me how much he loved me.

“What’s wrong, baby girl?”

“Poppa. He’ll come looking for me.”

“Don’t worry about him. Even if he wanted to come looking for you, he can’t.”

“I don’t understand.”

Lucifer smiled and typed on his laptop. He turned the screen toward me, and I watched a video from an Alabama news station. The sick fucker ended his life when the police came to take him into custody.

I knew he was a sick fuck and never considered him to be a father or a man, but I always knew he was a coward. I wished I was there to see the look on his face when he realized I was gone and to see him end his life.

I didn’t need to worry about the sick fuck finding me and taking me back, but I needed to find a way out of my life with Lucifer. Running away wouldn’t have done me good. It's what I wanted to do, but I knew I couldn’t because I wasn’t ready. I was too young, uneducated, and uneducated about the world to make it my own.

I needed Lucifer. I decided I would use him for what I needed, as he was using me for what he wanted. I waited on him hand and foot, so when I asked him for things, he never said no. When I asked him to buy me a laptop, not only did he purchase a laptop for me, but he showed me how to use it and how to type.

Discovering the internet was like discovering a new world. If I wanted to find an answer to a question, all I needed to do was type my question into the search engine. I was confused to see so many different answers to questions, but as time passed, I learned which sources were better.

When I told Lucifer that I wanted to learn how to drive, I wasn’t sure if he would, but he did. The first time he took me driving, it was in an empty parking lot, but within months, I was driving him around town. Months later, I was driving around town on my own.

I was overwhelmed the first time I set foot inside a supermarket, but Lucifer showed me how to shop. He disliked going to the supermarket and doing errands, so when I told him that it would be great for me to get a driver's license, he agreed.

I didn’t know how he did it, but he gave me all the documents I needed under my new identity, Summer Meadow. When I asked him why he chose that name for my identity, he told me that Summer was his favorite time of year. He told me that the most peaceful he could ever be was when in a meadow.

I had a social security card, birth certificate, and a driver's license under my new identity of Summer Meadow. I was no longer who I was when living in a trailer in the middle of nowhere in Alabama. That girl no longer existed.

My new life with Lucifer had been going on for over a year when things changed. I was happy that his need to show me how much he loved me was happening less often. I was happy that he had begun leaving the apartment and that I would be alone for days at a time. I was happy until I realized why.

It was a weekend, and Lucifer had left early in the morning. He left his bedroom door unlocked for the first time when leaving me alone, so I entered his bedroom. What I found made me sick. I didn’t know where he was going, but I knew what he was doing. He was seeing a girl or girls as he had been seeing me.

I needed to do something about it to prevent what had happened and was happening to me. There were girls out there who were undergoing what I had and possibly worse, although I couldn’t think of anything worse than what I had gone through.

Being in his room that night led me to discover the dark web after getting lucky by guessing the password to his computer. I grabbed a notebook and wrote down everything I saw, from web addresses to handles. I discovered how he the fucker was able to obtain the fake documentation for me.

I put a plan together, and it took me months of careful planning. I was going to take every red cent the fucker had and ensure Lucifer would spend the rest of his remaining short life behind bars. It was risky, but I felt it was the right course of action.

I opened a post office box and used the connection that Henry had made on the dark web to create a new identity. I received everything that was promised, but I needed to find out if the identity was valid.

I was scared shitless when I went shopping at a department store and applied for a store credit card. I provided my Georgia state driver's license to the clerk and entered the new social security number into the keypad.

“I’m sorry. Things have been running slow today,” the man behind the counter said while my heart pounded.

“You’ve been approved,” he said.

“I wasn’t worried. I have excellent credit,” I responded.

It was official. I was no longer the person I was when living in the trailer in Alabama, and I was no longer Summer Meadow. I was twenty-one-year-old Carol Francis. Henry had his reasons for choosing my name, and I had my reason for selecting that name.

The name Carol means free woman, and the name Francis means free man. By becoming Carol Francis, I would be free, and it meant that Lucifer would no longer be free. I took all the credit card cash advances that Summer Meadow could take and put the money into my new account under my new identity, Carol Francis.

I paid cash for a late-model and low-mileage car and parked it a few miles from the apartment. When Lucifer left the apartment to have his fun time, I grabbed a few checks from the back of his checkbook and wrote the checks to Summer Meadow. I withdrew the cash and deposited it into my account.

After months and months of careful planning, I couldn’t believe how much money I had. All I needed to do was to get Lucifer to where he belonged. All of my important documents were inside my care, and it made me nervous. Lucifer was home and asleep, so I went to check on my car.

My car was parked where I had parked it, and all of my documents were inside. All that was left for me to do was to decide where I would live and to fuck Lucifer worse than he had ever fucked me. My plan stopped when I walked back to the apartment building.

The complex was filled with police cars and unmarked police vehicles. I stood outside the complex and watched a handcuffed Lucifer being placed into the back of a police vehicle as news vans arrived. Everything that I owned was inside the apartment, and I knew that trying to get inside the apartment wasn’t a good idea. 

I knew the authorities would stop me and take me into custody, and there was nothing inside the apartment that I couldn’t replace. I was close to legally being an adult and had identification that said I was an adult. Lucifer was going where I had planned for him to go, and it made me so happy that I jumped with joy.

I walked back to my car and entered feeling truly free. The only thing that separated me from where I wanted to go was nine hours of driving. I was heading to New York City, which was called the city so nice that it was named twice, among other things. It was the city that never slept and the city where a person who made it there could make it anywhere.

I needed a place to live, but I figured I could take care of that when I got there. I thought I knew everything I needed to know on my own, but I didn’t because I was young and dumb. Within days of arriving, I knew I was in over my head. I was living in a motel in a shit area and was scared.

I’d been alone before but had never been truly alone. It never crossed my mind that I needed references and a job to lease an apartment. It never crossed my mind that in order to get a job, I needed work experience. I was twenty-one on paper, but a twenty-one-year-old without a college degree and work experience wasn’t ideal for gaining employment.

I needed a job, and in order to get a job, I needed to dress for success and to look my best, according to the numerous online articles I had read. I went on a shopping spree and then went to a salon to get my hair done.

“Who in the hell has been doing your hair, girl?” the woman asked.

“What’s wrong with my hair?”

“A girl as pretty as you needs to show her face. Why do you wear your hair this way?”

Before I could respond, she said, “I’ve got you, girl.”

My hair was long and covered my face for a reason. I never thought about it until that day, and not thinking about it made me feel angry. Three hours and four hundred dollars later, Shantell finished, and I liked the results.

My long black hair was shoulder length and no longer covered my face. My entirely black hair was no longer entirely black due to the blond highlights. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but you look fine, girl!” Shanice said.

I laughed and responded, “I hope I look good enough to get hired somewhere.”

“What type of job are you looking for?”

“Anything that pays, okay.”

“What do you know how to do?”

“Serve people,” I said without thinking.

“If you’re a waitress, I know the spot for you.”

“I don’t have experience on paper.”

She laughed and responded, “Experience doesn’t matter. You have the looks and the body, girl. I know someone who knows someone who can get you in.”

“Where?”

“The restaurant where pretty white girls with bodies like yours do well. Knockers.”

Knockers was a British-themed restaurant that had the same theme as the other chain restaurants of young and scantily clothed young women who waited on drunk men. I entered the restaurant and was greeted by a girl who made my body feel warm.

I couldn’t think straight as I stood looking at her. Her lips moved, but I didn’t hear a word she said. All I could think about was what her tits looked like under her shirt. “May I help you?!” she shouted when I snapped out of my trance.

“I’m here to interview,” I said.

She smiled and responded, “Don’t sweat it. You’re hired.”

“I am?”

“You will be as soon as he sees you.”

“Great.”

“I’m Sharon, by the way.”

“Carol,” I responded.

“Nice to meet you, Carol, and I look forward to working with you,” she responded when a man approached me.

“Are you Carol?” he asked.

I nodded, and he said, “I’m Tim. Follow me, please.”

I followed Tim into a small office at the back of the restaurant and sat down when he asked me to sit. He sat across from me and asked, “How old are you?”

“Twenty-one.”

“You look young, but whatever. When can you start?”

“Whenever you need me to start.”

“Tomorrow night. Here’s a menu. Please do your best to memorize it as best as you can between now and then. I need you to complete this paperwork, and while you do that, I’ll get your uniform.”

“Don’t you need to know what size I wear?”

“Nope,” he responded and exited the office.

I completed the one-page onboarding form by the time he returned. “Here you go, Carol. I’ll give you your schedule tomorrow. Welcome aboard.”

“Thank you.”

I tried the uniform on as soon as I arrived at my motel room. The shirt felt and looked like it was two sizes too small, as were the shorts. I did as I was told and did my best to memorize the menu, and although I knew I didn’t know it all, I felt confident enough that I could get by.

When I arrived for my first-ever shift at the restaurant early for training, I was more overwhelmed than when I entered a supermarket for the first time. Never in my life had I been around so many girls, let alone so many girls in tight-fitting uniforms.

I didn’t know what was happening to me. All I could think about were tits and asses. A girl named Toni did her best to train me and showed me how to use the ordering system, but all I could concentrate on were her lips when she spoke.

It was no better when my shift was about to start. Tim introduced me to the staff, and although every girl told me their name, I didn’t remember any of their names. Thankfully, we had name tags.

I was out of sorts when I approached my first-ever table. How the men looked at me was different from how the sick fuck and fuckers looked at me, but not by much. “Welcome to Knockers. My name is Carol, and I’ll be your server.”

“Are you from Tennessee?” one of the men asked.

My mind went blank for a moment as I wondered why the man asked me the question. Was it obvious that I had lived in Tennessee? I smiled and responded, “No, I’m from Georgia.”

“My bad. I thought you were from Tennessee because you’re the only ten I see here.”

I couldn’t prevent myself from laughing because I thought what the man said was the funniest thing anyone had ever said to me. I don’t know what came over me when I said, “I can be from anywhere you like, depending on how big of a tip you give me.”

“How much of a tip can you handle?”

“The bigger, the better.”

I was naïve and had no social skills, but it worked in my favor. During my time dealing with fuckers speaking sexually to men had become second nature. I earned the most tip money out of all the servers that night. I earned over two dollars in tips and couldn’t have been happier.

Night after night, I earned the most in tips. The more tips I earned, the less friendly the girls were to me, not that it mattered much. Within months, I became one of the most tenured servers at the restaurant because most of the girls couldn’t deal with the sexual harassment they received from the patrons.

Being sexually harassed wasn’t easy for me to deal with either, but I needed the job, and I was good at it. I had spoken to a real estate agent who told me that if I could provide six months' worth of paystubs, he would be able to find an apartment to lease, and I was laser-focused on achieving that goal.

Most of the girls I worked with didn’t like me, and I didn’t understand why. I felt like crying when I overheard a few of them talking about me. “You look like you’re about to cry,” Tim said to me.

“Why doesn’t anyone here like me, Tim?”

He laughed and then looked at me with confusion. “You must be used to this by now?”

“Used to what by when?”

“You must be shitting me.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Are you from Georgia or another planet?”

“Georgia.”

He laughed and responded, “Do I need to explain this to you?”

“Please do.”

“Hang back. I’m going to close this place for the night, and then you and I can have a chat.”

“Okay.”

Tim and I were the only people in the restaurant. He walked behind the bar and asked me if I wanted to have a drink. I almost told him that I had never drunk alcohol and wasn’t old enough to drink, but I shook my head instead.

“Many girls live to tear other girls down, and believe me, I know. I have a teenage daughter.”

“Why?”

“Jealousy.”

“Why would anyone be jealous of me?”

“Night after night, you earn the most in tips.”

“I’m good at what I do,” I immediately responded.

“I hate to bust your bubble, but you’re one of the worst servers I’ve had in my over twenty-five years in this business. You earn the most tip money because you’re ridiculously hot and play along with customers. That’s why most of the girls don’t like you, Carol.”

Of all the beatings I received in my life, Tim’s words were somehow worse. I wasn’t good at my job. I was good at being sexually harassed, letting it roll off my back, and playing along. I earned the most tips on a nightly basis because of that and how I looked. That was the worst part of what he said.

When I looked in the mirror, all I saw was me. All I saw was the abused and damaged girl with no family, no friends, and who didn’t have anyone who cared about her. I didn’t see what others saw because I never looked at myself in that way.

The more I thought about it, the more I believed that Tim might be right about my looks. There was a reason why the sick fuck did what he did to me. There was a reason why fuckers like Lucifer drove hours to spend time with me. Was it more than my age? Was it my age combined with my appearance?

When I arrived at my motel room that night, I thought long and hard. Shanice, the hairdresser, told me that girls who looked like me and had the body that I did would do well working at the restaurant. When I arrived for my interview, Sharon told me as soon as Tim saw me that he would hire me, and he did.

Tim told me that I was ridiculously hot to my face, and how most of the patrons looked at me told me that I was more attractive than most girls. It was a bitter pill to swallow, but I had no choice but to swallow it. Being at work became more difficult after that conversation with Tim, but I pushed forward.

I reached out to the real estate agent as soon as I had accumulated six months’ worth of paystubs. I had excellent credit, pay stubs, and plenty of cash in the bank. Harold, the real estate agent, showed me apartments, but I didn’t like any of them. I wanted an apartment that had the amenities of the apartment I lived in with Lucifer, and I told Harold what I wanted.

When Harold told me that he couldn’t help me, I decided to find an apartment on my own. I went online, searched, and inquired. As soon as I entered the apartment, I wanted it. I didn’t care about the rent. After what I had gone through, I felt I deserved to have it.

I completed an application, and the rental manager told me that he would get back to me in a few days. He called me a week later and told me that because of my lack of work history, I would need to pay six months' rent in advance plus a security deposit. I agreed on the phone and signed the lease a day later.

I didn’t realize how expensive it would be to furnish the apartment. After paying what amounted to seven months of rent and furnishing the apartment, I spent most of what I had saved, but I still had money in the bank and a job. I had my first taste of alcohol when my apartment was fully furnished on my birthday.

I purchased a bottle of champagne, stepped onto my balcony, and opened the bottle. I sang Happy Birthday to myself and then drank champagne from the bottle as I looked at the city skyline. I loved how I felt and became sexually aroused while thinking about my coworker Liv.

Liv was one of the few girls at work who were friendly toward me, and I couldn’t get her out of my mind. I masturbated for the first time in my life that night and had an orgasm that didn’t make me want to puke by watching lesbian porn on my laptop. I purposely selected a video where one of the girls resembled Liv and touched myself as I imagined I was the girl going down on her.

That time in my life was the most normal time I had in my life. I had an amazing home to call my own and a job that paid well. I worked out in the fitness center, went to work, and came home. I’d watch movies and shows and occasionally treat myself to dinner or a movie in a movie theatre.

I’d been living in my apartment for almost two months. I had overslept and wasn’t able to get in my normal workout. I had become accustomed to my routine and didn’t feel normal since I wasn’t able to get in my morning workout. After work, I decided to get a quick workout in.

I exited my apartment and took the elevator down to the fitness center. There were so many more people inside the fitness center than there were during the mornings. I got onto an elliptical machine and began my workout. I was a few minutes into my workout when I watched a sexy woman come into my line of sight.

The woman had long blonde hair, the face of a goddess, and the body of a demon. She got onto the treadmill in front of me and began running. I stared at her ass the entire time while having sexual thoughts about her. I completed my elliptical workout, but since she was still running, I continued. When I saw her stop running and get off the machine, I stopped my extended workout and got off the elliptical.

We locked eyes for a moment as she walked toward me to exit the gym. The woman looked at my tits, then at my face, and smiled. I smiled because it was obvious the woman had checked me out and liked what she saw.

I decided to change my workout routine and began going to the fitness center in the evening instead of the morning with the hope of seeing her again, but I didn’t see her again until a week later. It was the same as the first time we saw each other. I ogled her as she worked out in front of me, and then she looked at me sexually afterward.

It was the same the next two times I saw her, but it was different when I saw her for the fifth time. I was standing on the elliptical machine and didn’t get off. I was cooling down when the woman stopped beside me. I removed my earbud and looked at her.

“Will you be at the rooftop lounge party on Saturday night?”

“I didn’t know there was a party on Saturday night.”

“Are you new to the building?”

I nodded and responded, “I’ve only been here for a few months.”

“It’s a yearly tradition to kick off the summer, and it’s usually a good time. I hope to see you there.”

“Does it normally run late?”

“I’m sorry, but I didn’t get your name.”

“Carol.”

“Allison,” she replied and continued, “The party normally wraps up between one and two in the morning.”

I got off the machine and watched her walk toward the elevator with my eyes glued on her ass. Before getting into the elevator, she looked at me from over her shoulder and smiled. I wanted to go to the party badly, but I had an issue. I was working the dinner shift at the restaurant and wouldn’t get off until midnight.

There would be no way for me to attend the party and see Allison. By the time I left work, arrived home, showered, and dressed, the party would be over. I had never called in sick, and it wouldn’t have been a good idea to call in sick for a Saturday night shift. When I asked Tim if I could take the night off, he told me that I couldn’t.

“I haven’t missed a shift since I started working here.”

“I know, but you know that Saturday night is our busiest night. We need all hands on deck. If you had asked me sooner, I would have been able to accommodate you, but not with one night's notice.”

“What if I can find someone to cover my shift?”

“Then you can have the night off.”

I looked at the schedule to see who was on the schedule for Saturday night and then scanned the restaurant. There were only two girls at the restaurant who weren’t on the schedule for Saturday night, Dawn and Tara, neither of who liked me.

When I approached Dawn and asked if she could cover my shift, she immediately responded no. She didn’t even ask me why I was asking her to cover my shift. I approached Tara in the kitchen while we waited for our orders and asked if she could cover my shift.

“Hell no.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s Saturday night, and I’m going the fuck out. Ask Dawn.”

“I already did, and she said no.”

“Same as me.”

“Please, Tara. I’m desperate.”

“Why?”

“There’s a party at the building I moved into, and I want to meet someone there.”

“Oh, so you want the night off so you can get laid.”

“Yeah.”

“How desperate are you?”

“Extremely.”

“I’ll cover your shift if you make it worth my while,” she responded while rubbing her fingers together.

“One hundred dollars?”

“Nope.”

“One hundred fifty?”

“Keep going.”

“Two hundred?”

“Two hundred fifty, and you have a deal.”

“That’s probably more than I’ll make tonight.”

“The choice is yours.”

“Fine. I’ll pay you on Monday.”

“Yeah, right. Money upfront or no deal.”

“Okay.”

I made one hundred eight dollars in tips that night and gave it to Tara along with sixty dollars from my purse. “I’ll let Tim know you’re covering my shift.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll tell Tim for you.”

“Okay, thanks, Tara.”

“You’re welcome, Carol.”

I was excited about seeing Allison at the party. The party started at seven, but I didn’t want to seem overeager and decided I would go around eight-thirty. I showered, dressed in a cute outfit, and exited my apartment.

I arrived at the party, and it seemed like almost every tenant was there except for Allison. “You’re the new girl in 12A, right?” a man asked.

“Yeah.”

“I’m Travis, Welcome.”

“I’m Carol. Thank you.”

“Let’s get a drink in your hand.”

I felt comfortable with Travis. He was one of the few men who I interacted with that didn’t look at me like he wanted to fuck me. It was obvious why when I met his boyfriend, Steven. I had only drunk alcohol once before, but I was enjoying the Pina Colada I was drinking while chatting with Steven and Travis.

I’d been at the party for over an hour and met a few other tenants but felt out of place while waiting and hoping for Allison to arrive. The few people I met had high-paying careers, and I felt like they looked down on me because of what I did and where I worked.

It was over two hours into the party, and Allison still hadn’t arrived. When I finished my third Pina Colada of the night, I decided to leave. I was walking toward the exit when Allison entered. We looked at one another and smiled.

“Were you leaving?”

“I was about to.”

“I’m glad you didn’t. Let’s have a drink.”

“Okay.”

Allision and I drank and talked for over an hour. It was basic small talk at the start of our conversation that turned into Allison being flirtatious with me and me with her. I thought it was clear that Allison and I were on the same page until a handsome man arrived and greeted her with a kiss.

“Hey, baby,” Allison said after he kissed her.

“Carol, this is my husband, Luke. Luke, this is Carol.”

He looked at me sexually and said, “It’s great to meet you. How do you like living here so far?”

“It’s been great.”

“Al and I are going to miss it here. We’re out of here next week, and California bound.”

The three of us talked while drinking, and the more we drank, the more flirtatious Allison became. She was flirting with me in front of her husband, and he didn’t seem to mind, which confused me. “I’m going to relieve myself,” Luke said, leaving to use the bathroom.

“What do you think about going back to my place? You, Luke, and I can get to know each other so much better,” Allison said while playing with my hair.

I wasn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer, but I knew what she meant by the three of us getting to know each other so much better. I wanted to be with her, but I wasn’t sure about being with Luke.

“I don’t know,” I responded.

“I promise that we’ll have a lot of fun. My husband is extremely talented.”

“Is this something you two do often?”

“We’ve never, but it’s something we’ve wanted to do for a long time.”

I didn’t know if I would ever have another opportunity to be with a woman who looked like Allison. I was a done deal as long as I could be able to have sex with Luke. When Luke returned, I looked at him for a while. He was handsome, and if I went through with it, Luke would become the only man I had sex with that I didn’t need to. It was my choice to make, and I made the decision.

“Are we ready to leave?” I asked Allison.

“Absolutely.”

The three of us left the party and went to Allison and Luke’s apartment. There were packed boxes throughout the apartment, with a stack of boxes that leaned against the wall and would be filled.

“Please, excuse the mess,” Luke said as we removed our shoes.

I smiled and followed them into the bedroom. Allison sat on the foot of the bed, I sat beside her, and Luke sat beside me. Allison gently placed her hand beneath my chin and turned my head toward her.

Allison kissed my lips and then kissed me with her tongue. I quickly became aroused as we kissed. When she stopped kissing me, I turned my head and looked at Luke. Luke and I kissed as Allison ran her hands over my tits over my shirt.

When Luke and I stopped kissing, Allison grabbed my hand and pulled me up and off the bed. She again kissed me with her tongue as Luka placed himself behind me. As Allison and I continued kissing, Luke pulled my shorts and panties down to my ankles.

Allison stopped kissing me and removed my shirt as Luke unhooked my bra. Allison removed my bra and began licking and kissing my nipples when Luka began eating my pussy from behind me. Allison stopped licking and kissing my nipples and undressed as Luke continued going down on me.

Allison’s nude body looked amazing. Her tits were large, and her nipples were small and hard. Luke stopped eating my pussy as Allision looked at me with lust. I got onto the bed and placed myself in the middle. When Allison placed herself over my mouth, I placed my hands on her hips.

I guided Allison closer to my mouth and tasted her. Allison began riding my face and mouth as my face became drenched in her juices. Luke went down on me as Allison moaned and said how good I was making her feel. Luke went down on me for a little while and then placed himself inside me.

Allison wasn’t lying when she told me that Luke was talented. He was good at eating my pussy and better at pounding my pussy. Luke played with my clitoris as he fucked me while Allison continued to ride my face and mouth. “I’m going to cum! I’m close. Oh fuck!” Allison shouted and then orgasmed while riding my face.

She removed herself from over my face as Luke continued to pound my pussy while playing with my clitoris. I was close to orgasm when Luke removed himself from inside of me and spewed on my stomach and crotch. As soon as Luke shot his load, Allison cleaned his semen from my body with her tongue and then went on me.

My eyes rolled to the back of my head as Allison ate my pussy and then began finger fucking me. I began to pant and felt myself getting closer to orgasm when Allison began nibbling and sucking on my clitoris. “Oh fuck!” I shouted and had the best orgasm of my life.

Allison stopped finger fucking me and sucking on my clitoris after making me cum. Luke and I switched places on the bed, and I watched Allison place his soft cock into her mouth. She sucked Luke’s dick hard, held it in her hand, and looked at me. I placed myself beside Allison, who then placed the head of Luke’s dick against my lips.

Allison and I took turns sucking Luke’s dick for a little while when Allison guided him inside of her. She rode him while I placed myself over Luke’s face but facing Allison. Allison and I kissed as I rode Luke’s face, and she rode his cock, and then Allison and I switched places.

It was so hot to ride Luke’s dick while kissing Allison as she rode his face. When Luke tapped my ass, I got off him and watched him finish inside Allison’s mouth. The three of us weren’t close to being finished for the night.

Luke and I went down on Allison at the same time and made her cum, and my favorite part of our sexual encounter happened when Allison ate my ass while Luke ate my pussy after making Allison cum. The night came to an end when Luke fucked my ass while Allison played with my pussy.

“I’m going to get going.”

“You’re welcome to stay the night,” Allison replied.

“Thanks, but I need a shower and need to work tomorrow.”

After I dressed, Allison and Luke walked me to the door. I kissed them both goodnight and exited their apartment. I went to my apartment, showered, and got into bed. The threesome I had with Allison and Luke made me realize three things.

The first thing I realized was that I loved having sex with a woman. The second thing I realized was that I was capable of having sex with a man and enjoying it. The last thing I realized was that I was bisexual and had no doubt about it.

The most amazing night of my life was replaced with one of the worst afternoons of my life when I arrived at work. As soon as I arrived, Liv told me that Tim wanted to speak to me in his office. I went into his office and sat down.

“I hope whatever you did last night was worth you losing your job.”

“What?! Why?!”

“You know the rules. It’s a one-strike policy. Anyone who does not show up for a shift without calling is out. It makes it worse that I denied your day off request, and you took the night off anyway. Here’s your last check.”

“I’ve never missed a shift and wouldn’t. Tara was supposed to cover my shift. I even paid her to work for me, Tim.”

“If that’s true, why didn’t you tell me that she was supposed to cover your shift?”

“Tara told me that she was going to tell you.”

“Well, she didn’t, and since it was your shift, it was your responsibility to tell me.”

“Tim, please don’t fire me. I need this job.”

“I’m not firing you. You fired yourself.”

“Please, Tim. Please give me a second chance. It won’t ever happen again.”

“Rules are made for a reason, Carol. How would I look to everyone else if I gave you a second chance?"

“I understand that, but the turnover here is insane. Please, give me a second chance, Tim.”

“I don’t know,” he responded.

Tim got up from his chair, walked to his office door, and then closed and locked it. He sat on his desk in front of me and said, “If I’m going to look weak in front of the staff for giving you a second chance, I need to get something out of it.”

“Like what?”

“You’re a beautiful woman, Carol,” he said with that all too familiar look in his eyes that I’d seen too many times before.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. Tim had always been so nice and respectful toward me. He had been married for a long time, and his teenage daughter was closer to my age than he knew. I wanted to be wrong about what was happening, so I said, “What do you have in mind?”

“I want you to suck me hard and then drop those tight shorts so I can put it in your ass,” he responded with that look in his eyes and then licked his lips.

“Is this the only way I can keep my job?”

“It is Carol,” he responded with a smirk. What do you want to do?”

I did what I wanted to do. I got up from my seat, smiled, and then punched Tim in the face as hard as I could. He got off the table and held his nose. “You crazy bitch! Get the fuck out of my office!”

I unlocked his office door and began crying as I walked through the restaurant and toward the exit. “What happened?!” Liv shouted as I walked out of the restaurant.

I stopped walking and paced on the corner as Liv came running out of the restaurant and then ran to me. “What happened, Carol?”

Through tears, I responded, “Tara fucked me, and Tim wanted to fuck me for me to keep my job. I punched him in the face.”

“You should call the police.”

“There’s no point. I assaulted Tim.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

“Call me if you need anything,” Liv said and gave me her cell phone number.

I shouldn’t have done it. I should have said no and left instead of punching Tim in the face. My hand was swollen, and my wrist hurt so bad I thought I broke it. I went to the hospital, and luckily, I didn’t break my wrist but had sprained it badly. Without insurance, the hospital bill put a sizeable dent in my finances.

I was jobless and eating away at my savings. I thought I had a server job at a competing restaurant, but they ran a background check and discovered that I had worked at Knockers. They contacted Knockers and were told that I was fired. Since I had lied about my application, I didn’t get the job.

I applied at another competitor and was honest about what happened at Knockers. I thought honesty would get me the job, but it didn’t. I could get a server job at a diner, but I knew I wouldn’t earn anywhere near what I had been earning. I was running out of money and needed to do something, so I took what I could get and was hired at a diner not too far from my apartment.

I was working double shifts and wasn’t earning close to what I had been earning at Knockers. I was getting desperate and thought I knew how I could earn as much money as I had been earning at Knockers. I applied online and was called to interview.

I was hired and became a topless dancer at a gentleman’s club called the Kitty Cat Lounge. It was humiliating, and the money I was earning was far less than what I had thought I would earn. I worked four shifts during my first week and earned a total of five hundred dollars. I cried after my first shift because I had only made thirty dollars for the afternoon.

“What’s wrong?” a dancer named Amelia asked.

“This sucks is what’s wrong,” I responded.

“It’ll get better with time and extras.”

“Extra’s?”

“No one told you about extras?”

“No.”

“I’ll explain how it works,” she said and invited me to her apartment.

Amelia told me how much money she had earned. She told me to get the men into the VIP room and to get them as worked up as possible. “Don’t ever ask if they want anything more than a dance. If you get them worked up enough, the men will tell you want they want.”

“All you do are hand jobs and covered blow jobs?”

“Inside the club. Anything else is too risky to do inside the club, but I earn way more by meeting up outside the club.”

“You have sex with customers outside of the club?”

“Not as much as I’d like, but five hundred dollars for an hour is a great living.”

“How many times per week do you do it?”

“During a bad week, one to two times. During a great week over six, but it’s normally in between, around four men on average.”

I appreciated Amelia for telling me how to earn as much money as she was earning, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I kept holding out while watching my finances dwindle. I felt that I didn’t have a choice. If I kept going as I had been, I wouldn’t be able to afford my rent, so I did what I felt I needed to do.

There was a younger guy who was throwing around money without an issue, and the money he threw was more than a dollar bill. He had his eyes on me for most of the night but didn’t ask me or any other girls for a dance.

It was close to closing when I went into the locker room and changed into my clothes. When I exited the club, the guy was leaning against the wall and smoking a cigarette. “Hey, hottie.”

“Hey.”

“Where are you heading?”

“Home.”

“How as your night?”

“Not good.”

“How about instead of going home, we hang out.”

“What do you have in mind?”

The guy smiled and pulled out a stack of cash from his pocket. He pulled out three hundred dollars in hundred dollar bills and put the rest of the cash back into his pocket. I shook my head and responded, “That’s not enough.”

“I can double it without a problem.”

“Okay.”

I got into his car, and he began driving. “What’s your real name, hottie, or do you prefer me to call you by your stage name?”

“Stage name.”

“Okay, Scarlett, it is. I’m Dean.”

“Where are you taking me, Dean?”

“Motel,” he responded.

I don’t know what the chances were that Dean would take me to the motel where I once lived, but that’s where he took me. He checked into the motel, and I followed him into the room. Dean handed me six hundred dollars and said, “One hour, Scarlett. I don’t play that one nut and done shit.”

“Fine.”

Dean removed two condoms from his wallet and smiled at me. I undressed and stood before him in the nude. Dean undressed and then sucked and licked my nipples. As he licked and sucked my nipples, he began playing with my pussy until I was wet. “Hand and knees, Scarlett.”

I got onto the bed with my hands and knees, and Dean placed himself behind me. I looked over my shoulder to make sure that he was putting on a condom, and he did. Dean slowly entered me and then placed his hands on my shoulders. I closed my eyes as Dean pounded me fast and hard. It took him less than five minutes to cum.

I laid beside Dean and ran my fingers over his cock and balls for a while when he said, “Scarlett, suck my dick.”

“Not without a condom.”

“I’m clean, and I’ll give you another two hundred.”

I sighed and did what he wanted me to do, and he finished in my mouth. I swallowed his hot and salty cum and smiled at him. “Are we done here?”

“You’re still mine until the hour is up.”

I played with his cock and balls for a little while and then sucked him hard. He put on a condom, and I rode him until he had his third and final orgasm. Dean paid me the extra two hundred dollars for sucking his dick without a condom and dropped me off at the club so I could get my car.

“I’ll see you soon, Scarlett,” he said.

I arrived home and placed the eight hundred dollars on my kitchen counter. I stared at the money, removed it from the counter, and began sobbing. I needed the money and did what I felt I needed to do, but I didn’t think I would feel as horrible as I did. It didn’t stop me from doing it twice more with Dean and three other men.

Between hand jobs, covered blow jobs inside the club, and having sex with Dean and the three other men, I was easily able to pay my bills and save money. It wasn’t the life that I wanted, and I decided that New York was no longer the place for me. I couldn’t make it there, but I could make it somewhere.

I carefully researched the states that had the most available hospitality jobs and a decent to low cost of living. I decided that Florida would be my next destination. I continued working at the club and doing what I needed to do. With two months remaining on my lease, I sold off my furniture. When my lease expired, I packed my bags and drove from New York to Orlando.

I learned from the mistakes I had made when I left Tennessee for New York. I had a furnished apartment to call home and a job to go to as a waitress at a restaurant. I had a decent amount of money saved and did my best to settle into a normal life.

Orlando was probably the worst place for me to be in at that time. It was mostly a tourist town, and seeing happy married couples with their smiling children was a constant reminder of the life that I had wanted as a child but didn’t have. Being in Orlando made me angrier than ever about my mom. I didn’t understand why she left with me the fucker when she could have taken me with her.

It was worse to see little girls walking with their fathers and being held in their fathers’ arms. Whenever I saw a father holding his little girl and giving her hugs and kisses, I would come close to crying and often did. I’d been in Orlando for three months, and it wasn't easy.

The money I earned from my waitressing job was enough to cover my rent, car insurance, and necessities, but that was it. If I wanted to go out, it meant that I ate into my savings, so I didn’t go out much. I went to work, worked out, and went home as I had been doing for a while when I lived in New York.

Life in Orlando was difficult, but for the first time in my life, I had made a friend in Sue, who worked with me at the restaurant. She, too, was a waitress, and we had the same schedule. We hit it off on the first day we met.

“You must be Carol. I’m Sue.”

“I am Carol, and it’s nice to meet you, Sue.”

She introduced me to the kitchen staff, showed me hot to use the POS system, and told me how friendly everyone was. Sue was an Orlando native who was a recent college graduate. Her parents helped her out as much as they could with college, but it wasn’t much. She was drowning in student loan debt.

Sue was an extremely pretty girl. She was close to my height of 5'5" with shoulder-length black hair and light brown eyes. Sue was physically fit and had a great body. She was friendly, outgoing, talkative, funny, and was normally in a good mood.

Sue and I had completely different upbringings for obvious reasons, but we had a lot in common. I had difficulty making friends because of my looks, and she did too. We enjoyed the same genres of music and movies, and we both loved to read.

When I was in a bad mood or feeling down, being around her would change my mood for the better. Having the same work schedule meant we had the same days off. We hung out at my place, the beach, drove around while talking, and worked out together. We would go to the park with our books and read beside each other.

Sue and I had gone to the beach, and it was close to dinner time when Sue answered her cell phone. “Yeah, Mom,” followed by “I’m with Carol.”

Sue couldn’t have looked more annoyed when she said, “Fine!” and ended the call.

“Can you give me a ride home? My mom is bitching about me coming home for dinner.”

“Yeah, not a problem.”

I drove Sue home and brought my car to a stop. “My dad is grilling. Come in.”

“No, it’s okay.”

“Please, Carol.”

“Sure.”

Sue’s mom, Kate, and father, Gregg, couldn’t have been nicer or more welcoming. Kate told me that she had heard a lot about me and was happy to meet me finally. When Gregg asked me if I wanted an alcoholic beverage, and I declined because I was driving, he complimented me by saying how responsible I was.

Sue didn’t know how lucky she was to have two loving parents and siblings who loved her. She took them for granted, and it made me upset. When she walked me back to my car and bitched about her parents, I lost it.

“I can’t wait to get my life together so I can the fuck out of here.”

“Why would you want to leave?”

“They’re constantly up my ass. If my mom isn’t calling me to find out where I am, my dad is. I’m surprised they aren’t tracking me on my cell phone. I’m a fucking adult.”

“I wish I had anyone in my life who gave a fuck about me!

“I give a fuck about you.”

“Not how they give a fuck about you! If you knew half the things that you don’t know, you wouldn’t be my friend!”

“That’s not true.”

“My mom walked out on me when I was a little girl, and instead of taking me with her, she left with one the vilest people to walk the Earth! You have no clue about what I’ve been through, and you have no idea how lucky you are!” I shouted and began crying.

I got into my car, and Sue said, “You shouldn’t be driving like this.”

“I’m fine!” I responded and drove off.

I felt bad about yelling at Sue and saying what I did. I knew Sue would have questions about what I shouted at her, and I felt that if I told her the truth, it would result in her no longer being my friend. I went to the liquor store and returned home. I began drinking while sitting in my living room when I heard a knock on my door.

I opened the door and looked at Sue. “What are you doing here?”

“I was worried about you getting home safe. I needed to know that you’re okay.”

“You could have texted or called instead of driving coming all the way here.”

I know, but I didn’t think you would talk to me on the phone or return my text.”

“I’m sorry for losing it how I did. I didn’t mean it.”

“You did mean it, and that’s okay, but are you okay?”

“I’m the same as always.”

“I need you to know that you can talk to me about anything.”

I looked away from her when she said, “Carol, I’m serious.”

Sue entered my apartment, and I closed the door. We sat beside each other on my sofa, and I continued to drink. “I’m worried that if I tell you the truth about me, you won’t want to be around me anymore. You’re the best friend I’ve ever had.”

Sue smiled and responded, “I had a friend, Brenda, who I thought would be in my life forever. We were different people, but we were more like sisters than friends because I had known her for most of my life. She and her family moved to Texas the summer between our second and third year of high school. We talked and texted all the time, but I was so lonely and missed her so much.

I went to visit her the next summer, and she came to visit me. We continued to stay in touch, and when she told me that it would be great for us to go to college together, it became what I wanted to do. It would have made much more sense for me to attend college here in Florida then to go to college in Texas with Brenda and pay out-of-state tuition, but my parents understood and supported my decision.

I thought I couldn’t have made a better decision. I didn’t think Brenda and I could become closer than we had been, but we did. At the start of my second year of college, I met Taylor. He was so gorgeous that I thought he was out of my league. I couldn’t believe that someone who looked like him would want to be with me, but he did. We became exclusive within months.

Something felt off with Brenda during the summer between my third and last year of college. We weren’t texting as much, and our conversations were shorter than usual. I attributed it to her break up with a guy named Mike and figured things would go back to normal when I went back to school.

I knew something was wrong when I returned to school. I knew Brenda long enough to know when she felt that she needed to tell me something and didn’t know how to bring it up. When I questioned Brenda, she told me that everything was fine, but I wouldn’t leave it alone. She began crying and then told me that she’d been sleeping with Taylor.

I didn’t want to believe it, but it was true. Taylor didn’t deny it when I confronted him. Taylor confessed that he and Brenda had started sleeping together long before school ended. It felt like my heart was ripped from my chest when he told me that he and Taylor were in love and were together. I don’t have a boyfriend that you can fuck, and that would be the only thing you could tell me that would make me not want to be your friend anymore.”

For the first time, I talked to someone about the life that I had lived, but I left out a lot of the facts. I told her about what the sick fuck did to me, about the fuckers, and how I ran away with the fucker Lucifer. I told Sue how I had lost my job and that I became a stripper and prostitute and then relocated to Orlando.

At that moment, I knew that Sue was someone I could trust and that she was truly my friend. Sue didn’t judge me. She cried as I told her my story and hugged me tightly when I finished telling her as I cried on her shoulder.

“Has it helped to talk to me?”

“It has.”

“I know your financial situation, but there are support groups that you can attend to help deal with all of this.”

“I don’t think sitting in a room full of strangers and talking about all of this will help.”

“If you change your mind, I’ll go with you.”

“Thank you, Sue.”

I did feel better after talking to Sue about my past, but I’d be lying if I stated that I wasn’t worried that our friendship would change for the worse. It didn’t. A girl I had only known for a few months became the only person who truly gave a fuck about me.

Becoming close to Sue was what made me want to stay in Orlando, which is why I renewed my lease seven months later. Sue and I were young and enjoyed going out from time to time, but we began going out a lot. Each time I went out, it resulted in me dipping into my savings.

Leaving the restaurant where I worked to become a server at another restaurant wouldn’t have changed my financial situation for the better. Besides, I enjoyed working at the restaurant. I was treated well, and best of all, I worked with Sue.

I needed to earn more money, so I began researching side hustles. I became an Uber driver at night a few nights per week, but that only lasted for about a month. The best-paying nights were driving drunk people home from bars. People puking inside my car, drunk guys hitting on me, the wear and tear on my car, and what I earned after paying for gas and taxes wasn’t worth the effort.

After driving for Uber, I decided to try the food delivery side hustle. I signed up with DoorDash and soon realized the money was worse than driving for Uber. I continued driving for DoorDash while searching for a better side hustle. I stumbled upon a side hustle out of frustration when I typed the search term side hustle for hot girls into the search engine.

I clicked on the Reddit link and began reading. I read a comment form a girl who posted that money was tight for her and her boyfriend and that she had found a website where she sold her worn panties for fifty dollars a pair. The girl posted that she was earning over five hundred dollars per month wearing panties for a day, selling them off, and that demand was growing.

I researched websites where I could sell my worn panties and settled on a certain website. I opened a profile, took a few provocative photographs of myself, and uploaded the photographs to my profile. Three days later, I made my first sale. A day later, I made another sale, and three days later, I made two sales on the same day.

I earned two hundred dollars in less than a week by doing nothing more than posting and selling my worn panties online. I decided to add a few addons like wearing my panties for two days, filming myself working out in them, and filming myself masturbating in them.

Guys were purchasing the add-on services, and my demand was growing. I earned over four hundred dollars in my first month, over six hundred dollars in my second month, and then my growth stopped. I was stuck at making a little over eight hundred dollars for the next two months.

The panty-selling side hustle was easy. The extra money was great for the little amount of work I was doing. Combining that money with what I was earning from DoorDash, I was earning almost half of the income I earned from my job at the restaurant. I was adding to my savings for the first time since I arrived in Orlando, but I should have known that something would go wrong.

I was on my way home after a night of food deliveries. I was on the highway traveling over seventy miles per hour when I heard a loud noise, and the temperature gauge on my dashboard went as far as it could go to the right. I needed to pull over to the side of the road, but it took me a while to pull onto the shoulder.

I pulled my car onto the shoulder when my car turned off. I got out of my car, and smoke came from underneath the hood. The long story short was that my radiator exploded, and it took me too long to pull my car onto the shoulder, causing the engine to cease. My car was dead. The car was too old to be worth fixing, even if I had the money to fix it.

I couldn’t afford to purchase another car. I found it ironic that I needed to rely on Uber to get me to work and home. Without a car, I could no longer deliver food, and the cost of getting to work was eating away at the extra money I was earning from selling my panties online.

I was beyond frustrated. It seemed like no matter what I did, a black cloud hung over my head that wouldn’t allow me to get ahead. When the site where I was selling my worn panties emailed me to notify me that private camera services were available, I thought long and hard about it.

I knew I could make money by becoming a cameragirl model. That side hustle had always been an option, but it wasn’t something I was motivated to do. I felt uncomfortable about possibly hundreds of guys looking at my nude body for free while a few guys paid me to do more, but I had never thought about doing private shows.

I thought about it for over a week and decided to pull the trigger. I made the option available on my profile, and a few of my regular customers who were purchasing my panties paid for private shows. It was an amazing side hustle. I didn’t have an issue doing what my customers wanted me to do during our private shows.

Offering private web shows on my profile led to new customers. I was earning over two thousand dollars in extra income per month. I could go out with Sue and save money at the same time.

“I’ve got it, Sue.”

“Let me pay at least half.”

“I’ve got it. Use the money for your student loans.”

“How do you have it?”

“I found a lucrative side hustle,” I responded and explained what I had been doing.

Sue told me that she could never do it, but as long as I was comfortable doing it, she wouldn’t have an issue with it. She sighed and then told me that she needed to tell me something. I couldn’t have been more upset inside, but I didn’t show her that I was upset on the outside. Sue was my friend, and as her friend, I needed to be happy for her.    

“It was only a matter of time before you landed a job in your field. I’m so happy for you.”

“I wish the job wasn’t in Connecticut.”

“Me too, but you would be insane if you didn’t take it.”

“You should come with me, Carol.”

“What would I do there?”

“The same things you’re doing here.”

“Connecticut is too close to New York, and the weather is worse.”

“Will you come to visit me?”

“Whenever you invite me, Sue.”

“It’s an open invitation. Whenever you want to come and visit, all you need to do is show up.”

“Don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine.”

Sue smiled, but I could see the concern she had for me about leaving Orlando for Connecticut in her expression and demeanor. I reassured her that I would be fine, although I didn’t know if I would be fine without her.

I had many horrible days in my life, but one of the worst days of my life was saying goodbye to Sue. She stopped at my apartment before leaving for the airport. We held each other and cried, and I didn’t want to let go of her. It took Sue’s father. Gregg, to pry us apart for us to let go of one another.

I knew my life wouldn’t be the same with Sue being so far away from me, but I didn’t realize how badly her leaving would fuck me up. I was lonelier than I’d ever been. I had become accustomed to seeing Sue at work and hanging out with her on our off days. Texting and talking to her on the phone wasn’t the same.

It was like Sue knew what I was going though without her, which made her check on me a lot. It made me feel bad that when Sue should have been embracing the start of her career and new life, she was worried about me. I felt like a burden and pulled back from her.

I stopped texting and calling as often as I had been, which resulted in her texting and calling less than she had been. I wasn’t mad at her. I knew that when I pulled back, Sue would feel that I was okay. Sue had been the only reason why I had remained in Orlando and renewed my lease. Without her there, there was no reason for me to be there. It was time for me to move on.

My earnings from doing private cam shows and selling my worn panties had surpassed what I was earning at the restaurant. I didn’t need to waitress anymore and didn’t want to be in Orlando anymore, but I liked the weather in Florida. I didn’t know if I would remain in Florida or not, but it took one Craigslist listing job post to help me make my decision.

I went onto Craigslist and saw the job title, “EARN $500+ PER WEEKEND!” I clicked on the link. The job posting was for a bar in Miami Beach that was looking to hire shot girls. The job posting was so sexist that I was stunned that it hadn’t been flagged, but I was intrigued.

The only requirements for the position were to be young, hot, and know how to sell to men. I fit the criteria and replied with a photograph of myself as the posting required. I received an email response the next day requesting a video conference interview. I scheduled a time for later that day and was hired after less than five minutes.

My only issue was that I needed a place to live. Apartments in Miami that were close to the bar were extremely expensive. I had learned my lesson in New York, but I was in an entirely different financial position. I could afford a nice place to live, and even if the job paid half of what it was supposed to pay, I would be okay. I didn’t need to worry about selling off furniture as I did when I decided to move from New York to Orlando. All I needed to do was find a place to live, pack my bags, and get there. It was like I was destined to be in Miami when I found an unbelievably affordable apartment within walking distance of the bar. It was a studio apartment, but it was too good of a price to pass on.

I packed my bags and rented a car, and I was off to Miami. I arrived at my apartment, placed my bags inside, and returned the rental car. I walked back to my apartment and unpacked. The next day, I walked around the city and liked what I saw. I went to the bar to meet my new employer and to pick up my uniform. My uniform was tighter and shorter than my uniform at Knockers, but I was told I was free to wear what I wanted.

One of the girls told me the shot girls who dressed in bikinis earned more money. As a shot girl, I would be working solely on tips, so I decided that my standard uniform would consist of a string bikini and high heels.

Being a shot girl was a sales job. It was my job to sell the customer's shots, and I was good at it. Working at the bar was similar to working as a stripper, except for the obvious. The hours were long. I was only working the weekend, but each shift was twenty hours. It was on par with working a full week in only two days.

The bar was consistently busy, but my earnings varied greatly. I never took home less than two hundred dollars after a shift and made as much as five hundred dollars for a shift. On average, I earned eight hundred dollars per weekend, which worked out to twenty dollars per hour.

Between my job, selling my worn panties, and doing private cam shows, I was doing well financially. After being in Miami for three months, I purchased a new car that I financed. For the first time in my life, I felt like I was making it and on the right path, but I should have known better. I should have known that the black cloud would eventually be over my head again.

The website where I had been selling my worn panties and doing private cam shows was seized by the U.S. Government. I didn’t know why, but it didn’t matter why. I was stiffed out of over two thousand dollars, and my revenue stream was no longer. I opened an account on another website so I could sell my worn panties, but the results weren’t good, and neither was my service offer of doing private cam shows.

My sole source of income was working as a shot girl, and I again found myself needing to dip into my savings to pay my rent and bills. I began looking for a waitressing job and applied to a few, but a requirement for those jobs was that I work weekend shifts.

The hours at the bar were long, and the customers could be creepy and sometimes physical, but the money was good. I wasn’t going to leave the bar to go back to working as a full-time waitress. I was back to looking for a lucrative side hustle, but I had already tried the most lucrative side hustles by driving for Uber and working for DoorDash.

I was dipping into my savings, but I wasn’t too worried. I had enough money in the bank to sustain myself for a while until I could figure out what my next move would be. I’d been in Miami for a little over six months. I was working at the bar, and there was a large group of guys having a bachelor party. I liked it when guys had bachelor parties inside the bar because I normally made more in tips than usual. Guys becoming physical didn’t happen often, but when it happened, security was always great at handling the situation. 

The bachelor party consisted of over thirty guys, all drinking heavily. The more they drank, the rowdier they became. My tray consisted of fifteen shots, and they purchased the entire tray. I went back to the bar to refill my tray when another shot girl approached them. They purchased her tray, but as she was walking away, I clearly saw a guy grab her ass, but to her credit she didn’t freak out.

I watched her walk to one of the security guys and saw her say something to him, but he didn’t move a muscle. I saw him look at the owner, Marcus, and then Marcus shook his head. Afte refilling my tray, I went back to the table. They again purchased my tray, and as I was walking away from the table, a guy grabbed my ass. I didn’t know who did it and was pissed off.

I walked to the security guy and said, “I saw one of the guys grab Tiffany’s ass, and one of the guys did the same thing to me. You need to do something.”

“I’ll handle it,” he responded but didn’t move a muscle.

I went back to the bar and refilled my shot tray, but I had no intention of going back to the table. A few of the guys began waving me over, but I still had no intention of serving them. Marcus walked to me and said, “Do your job, Carol.”

“They’re obviously drunk and shouldn’t be served anymore. Some of the guys are getting touchy, and I don’t feel comfortable serving them.”

“Do your job, Carol,” he repeated.

I walked to the bachelor party table, and a few of the guys purchased shots of me. “Pour it down my throat!” one of the guys shouted. I poured the shot down his throat, and then he put his hands on my tits.

I looked at the guy and couldn’t believe that his hands were on my tits and security wasn’t doing anything about it. I slapped his hands off my chest and looked at him with fury. I looked at the security guy and waved to him, but he didn’t move.

I was in disbelief and furious, and when I began to walk away from the table with my tray, a guy grabbed my ass. Unlike before, I saw who did it. I turned around and looked at the guy who had a huge smile on his face and was holding a twenty-dollar bill. When the guy attempted to hand the money to me, I slapped his hand away, and then he called me a cock teasing bitch.

Security wasn’t doing anything, and neither was Marcus. They entire time I had been working as a stripper, a customer never treated me that way, and I wasn’t going to be treated like that inside the bar. I smiled at the guy and then smacked him. When I smacked him, the guy lunged at me.

A few guys who had been drinking at the table across from the bachelor party table ran to the guy who I had slapped and who had lunged at me with bad intentions. A few of the guys at the bachelor party table got up and ran toward the guys from the other table with bad intentions.

When they began fighting, other people began fighting, and all hell broke loose. Glasses and chairs were flying around the bar, and people were getting trampled. I ran behind the bar, as did a few of the other girls. There wasn’t enough security staff working, and the situation became worse by the second. The chaos ended when the police arrived.

“Is your name Carol Francis?” an officer asked.

“Yes.”

“I need you to turn around and place your hands behind your back.”

“Why?!”

The officer repeated his command, and I did what he said. When he handcuffed me, the officer told me that I was being arrested for assault.

“He touched me sexually!”

“Your lawyer will need to sort it out.”

I was arrested, booked, and then interviewed by the police. I was arraigned that night and released on my own recognizance. To make matters worse, I was denied a public defender and needed to hire an attorney to represent me at my next court appearance, who charged me five thousand dollars.

Marcus fired me because he blamed me for the fight happening, but at least I beat the charge. I was five thousand dollars poorer and no longer had an income. Sue wanted me to leave Miami and stay with her for a while, but I couldn’t. I didn’t have enough money in the bank to cover the remaining term of my lease, and I needed to make a car payment.

Earning an income was better than not earning an income, so I went back to being a server. The only server position I could find was at a diner, and it was the least amount of money I’d ever earned as a sever.  I was working sixteen hours per day and earning less than two hundred dollars a day between tips and salary before taxes.

I was frustrated and felt defeated. It seemed like whenever I took a step forward, it resulted in me taking three steps backward. I was lonely, miserable, and broke, and I began drinking to numb my pain, which didn’t help my finances. I was constantly exhausted from working so many hours at the diner, and although having a day off meant that I wouldn’t be earning money, I needed a day off.

I talked to Sue in the morning, went to the gym, and then went home. I grabbed a sheet and a towel, put on a bathing suit, and went to the beach with a book. I sat on the beach, read for a while, and decided to head home.

I stood up and was about to remove my sheet from the sane when a guy stopped in front of me and asked, “Do you need help?”

I looked at him with annoyance and responded, “I’m fine.”

“You certainly are fine. I’m Nick.”

“I’m not interested,” I replied and placed my sheet into my beach bag.

“Ouch,” he said and placed his hand over his heart and pretended that he was having a heart attack while staring at my tits.

I rolled my eyes and began walking off the beach as Nick walked behind me. I stopped walking and asked, “Why are you following me?”

“Have a drink with me.”

“No, thank you.”

“Have one drink with me at the beach bar over there,” he responded.

Nick was cute, and I felt that I needed a drink, so I said, “One drink.”

“Great.”

Nick and I walked to the beach bar and sat at a small table outside. We ordered drinks and began talking. “What’s your name, beautiful?”

“Scarlett,” I responded.

I had no intention of doing anything more than having a drink with Nick, which is why I gave him my former stage name at the strip club instead of Carol. “That’s a beautiful name.”

I flashed a smile when Nick asked, “I find your accent extremely sexy. Where are you from?”

“Georgia, how about you?”

“Jersey. I’m here on business,” he responded as I finished my drink.

Nick waived the server over and ordered another round of drinks. The server brought the drinks to the table, and Nick and I continued talking. “What do you do, Scarlett?”

“I’m in between jobs at the moment.”

“What is that you normally do when between jobs?”

“What does it matter, Nick?”

“I’m trying to get to know you better, is all.”

I rolled my eyes and looked at Nick. “You’re from New Jersey and here on business. The only reason you’re buying me drinks and pretending that you have any interest in getting to know me is because you want to fuck me.”

He laughed and responded, “Guilty as charged, but I do want to get to know you better. How about I take you out for dinner tonight?”

“How about you but me another drink instead?” I said and finished my second drink.

Nick finished his drink and ordered another round. “Let me take you to dinner, Scarlett.”

“Where would you take me?”

Nick responded with one of the most expensive restaurants in Miami, so I replied, “That restaurant is one of the most expensive restaurants in town.”

“I can afford it, and I think you’re worth it.”

“So, you’ll take me to dinner there. We’ll have a few drinks, and then you’ll ask me to go back to your place so you can fuck me after spending upward of six hundred dollars.”

“Guilty as charged again.”

I said what I said next jokingly when I said, “Why not skip the dinner and drinks, take me to your place, and give me the money you would have spent on dinner and drinks to fuck me?”

“I’m good with that if you are.”

I truthfully didn’t think Nick was serious until he went into his pocket and removed his wallet. He opened his wallet, removed money, and I watched him count to seven hundred. He folded the money and placed it on the table.

“My place is less than a five-minute walk from here.”

I stared at the money, looked at Nick, and then stared at the money again as I sipped my drink. “Should I close my tab?”

I finished my drink, grabbed the money, and put the money into my beach bag. Nick closed the tab, paid the bill, and we left the beach bar. We walked to his place in silence and entered. “Nice place.”

“I usually stay here when I’m in my town when it’s available. Can I get you something?”

“A condom,” I responded.

“The bedroom is that way,” he responded.

Nick and I entered the bedroom and got down to business. I removed my bathing suit and got onto the bed. Nick removed his swim trunks and joined me. As Nick licked and kissed my nipples, I stroked his semi-erect cock.

Nick placed his hand between my legs and began to play with my pussy while continuing to concentrate on my nipples. He played with my pussy until I was wet, and I asked him for the condom. Nick handed me the condom. I opened the wrapper, removed the condom, and unrolled it onto his erect penis.

“How do you want me?”

“Ride me.”

I placed myself over Nick’s cock, held it, and guided his rock-hard manhood into my pussy. I sat on his cock and began riding him. “Oh, baby. You feel so fucking good.”

I wanted the encounter to be over as fast as possible, so I began riding him hard and fast. As I rode him, Nick placed his hands on my tits and closed his eyes which led me to believe that he was getting close to orgasm. I rode him as hard and fast as I could when he grunted, and felt him throb inside me.

As soon as Nick shot his load, I got off his dick and off the bed. “Nice doing business with you,” I said as I put my bathing suit back on. “Likewise, Scarlett. Can I have your number?”

“Why do you want my number?”

“I’m in Miami a lot on business, and you can become part of the business I conduct here.”

“Give me your number, and I’ll text you my number when I get home.”

Nick removed the condom, tossed it into the trash can, and wrote his number on the inside cover of a book of matches. I took the book of matches, placed it into my beach bag, and said, “See you next time.”

“Yeah, you will.”

I left Nick’s place and returned to the beach bar. I sat at the bar and ordered a drink. I didn’t feel like crying, and I didn’t feel as dirty or used as I did when I was in New York. I felt numb as I sipped my drink when the realization of who and what I was came over me.

I wasn’t Carol Francis any more than I was Summer Meadow. I was a fucked in the head individual with no family, no one who loved me other than Sue, no education, and living a lie. It was like I was running from a past I would never be able to escape.

All I was and would ever be was someone to be used for the sexual pleasure of others. It was what I had always been. Being a human fuck doll was what I knew best and what I was best at doing. No matter how hard I tried to live a normal life, I couldn’t because I wasn’t a normal person.

As I sat at the beach bar, sipping my drink, I no longer felt numb because I accepted who and what I was for the first time. My days of attempting to live a normal life were over. I was tired of trying and failing over and over, and I didn’t want to try any longer. It was time for me to embrace the person I’d always been and stop pretending that I could ever be more than I had always been.

On that day, I decided that I would remain Carol Francis on paper. Still, I would embrace the most financially successful and best version of myself and become Scarlett Divine in every aspect of my life moving forward. I felt Scarlett was who I had always been destined to be, and I would embrace my destiny.

There would be no more black clouds hanging over my head. There would be no trying and failing and no more roller coaster of emotions. Becoming Scarlett would ensure that those things would never happen again, or so I hoped. Most importantly, there would be no more financial struggles.

I went home and, after researching escort service websites, settled on one of the most expensive and most trafficked websites. I sat down with my laptop and typed the profile description that read, “I’m Scarlett, your sophisticated and elegant companion. At 23 years old, I bring a perfect blend of youthful exuberance and mature charm to our encounters. I stand at 5'6" with a curvy yet slender figure that turns heads wherever I go. My long, silky black hair cascades down my back, complementing my deep, dark blue eyes.

My personality is engaging, warm, and vibrant. My personality and genuine interest in people make me a delightful companion for any event. Whether it’s an intimate dinner, a quiet evening indoors, or a night on the town, I bring a sense of excitement and relaxation to our time together, whether you’re a man, woman, or couple. My rates reflect the quality and exclusivity of the experience I provide.”

I didn’t want to price myself out of the market, but I decided to base my rates on the higher end. I wanted to make the most of the amount of money I could, but I also didn’t want to spend six nights per week with a random guy inside me. I posted my rate at nine hundred dollars an hour with an overnight rate of two thousand dollars.

I knew by asking for those rates that taking photographs of myself with my cell phone or laptop wouldn’t cut it. It was risky to spend as much money as I did by hiring a professional boudoir photographer, but it was an investment in my new career. I spent three hundred dollars as a retainer and three thousand dollars to have the photographs taken.

After the costs to list on the escort website, the photographs, registering a domain name and web hosting, and purchasing clothes and shoes, my credit card was almost maxed out, but I wasn’t worried. I only had enough money in the bank to cover my expenses for two months, but I wasn’t worried.

There was a reason why the sick fuck did what he did to me and why the perverted and sick fuckers drove hours to see me in that trailer in Alabama. There was a reason why I was able to talk Lucifer into taking me with him. There was a reason why I was hired on the spot to work at Knockers. There was a reason why I had a threesome with Luke and Allison and why I was also hired on the spot to work at Kitty Cat Loung.

There was a reason why men paid me to jerk them off, give them covered blow jobs inside of the club, and why they paid me to fuck them outside of the club. There was a reason why men purchased my worn panties and paid for additional services and also paid me for private cam shows. There was a reason why I was hired at Wave Breakers and earned what I did. There was a reason why Nick happily paid me seven hundred dollars to ride him and wanted to see me again.

When I looked in the mirror in the past, all I saw was me. All I saw was the damaged and abused girl with no family, no friends, and who didn’t have anyone who cared about her. I didn’t see how others saw me because I never looked at myself how others saw me.

When I decided to become an escort and looked at myself in the mirror, I was still the damaged and abused girl I’d always been, and I still didn’t have a family, but I had Sue. Sue loved and cared about me, and I finally saw myself as everyone else had seen me.

I was young and more beautiful than most women, and I had a body that was fitter, firmer, and more curvaceous than most women. Being more attractive than most women as a teenager was why I was able to make it as far as I had and why I felt that embracing who and what I had always been as a legal adult by becoming Scarlett would lead me to financial success.

I didn’t hide what I was going to do from Sue. I told her after making my escort listing and website live what I would be doing. She begged me and cried for me not to go through it, but there was nothing she could say to make me change my mind.

“Carol, please don’t go through with this,” Sue cried.

“It’s who I am and who I’ve always been. I’m embracing it for the first time in my life, and my life will be the best it’s ever been.”

“Don’t do this! I’m begging you, Carol! Please don’t do this! Fuck Miami! Come stay with me, and we can figure things out together!”

“You’re doing amazing, Sue. I have a black cloud that has followed me, and I don’t want that black cloud to follow me so your life can become as fucked up as mine has always been.”

“I’m worried about you!”

“I know, and I hate that you worry about me as much as you do, but I promise that is the right thing for me to do.”

“Your feet are stuck in the sand, and I get it. My open invitation stands and always will. If things don’t turn out how you think, they will come here.”

“I know things will turn out as I think they will, but I’ll still come to see you because I miss you.”

“I miss you too, Carol, and I love you.”

“I love you too, Sue. I’ll see you sooner than later.”

I booked three dates with three different clients a week after making my escort listing live. All of them booked me for an hour, and all three of them finished with me in under an hour. I earned twenty-seven hundred dollars for less than an hour of being fucked.

I earned close to twelve thousand dollars in my first month of becoming Scarlett. It was the least number of hours I’d ever worked in a month while also being the most lucrative month of my life. Taking the money from the fuckers hands was as easy as stealing candy from a baby.

My second month was more lucrative than my first month, and my third month was as lucrative as my second month. Most of my clients were wealthy married men who hired me to get what they couldn’t get at home from their wives.

It was almost unbelievable to know that so many women could be married to wealthy men and wouldn’t suck dick, give up their asses, or both. It was why most of my encounters with clients consisted of blow jobs and anal sex and why it was rare for a client to fuck my pussy. 

It wasn’t until my fifth month that I was booked to spend time with a couple and for an overnight stay. When I spoke to the client on the phone and told him that my standard overnight fee was for one person and that I would need to charge an additional thousand dollars for a couple, he immediately agreed. 

I’d never seen or been in such a luxurious home before. When I arrived, the client told me that his wife was extremely nervous but was waiting for me in their bedroom. I didn’t expect his wife to be blindfolded, nude, and tied up when I entered their bedroom, but that’s how she was. I expected him to fuck me, but that didn’t happen.

The wife appeared to be somewhere in her late to early forties, and she was a bigger woman, but I had an amazing time with her. All it took for me was to go down on her and to make her cum for her to let go of her inhibitions and fuck me better than Allison had fucked me.

Her husband watched us fuck for a while, and when he joined, it was only with is wife. It was the most fun and best experience I had as an escort up until that time, and I was tipped a thousand dollars in the morning when I left.

I felt that becoming Scarlett would be financially rewarding, but I’d been lying if I said that I expected to make as much money as I had and for things to go as well as they were going. I made more money in six months of being an escort than I had in a year of working normally.

I earned well over a hundred thousand dollars in my first year as Scarlett the escort. I paid off my car and credit card and had the most money I ever had in my savings account, but I wasn’t happy. I thought that money would equate to happiness, but it didn’t. 

It didn’t matter if I had sixty thousand dollars in the bank or a million dollars in the bank. All the money in the world wouldn’t have done anything to eliminate the loneliness that I felt. I hadn’t seen Sue in person since she left Orlando, so I decided to surprise her.

When I arrived at the airport, I changed into my outfit of baggy jeans, a baggy shirt, an oversized jacket, and a baseball cap. I rented a car and stopped so I could purchase a pizza. Then, I drove to Sue’s apartment.

Sue was living on the first floor of a duplex, and I expected her not to recognize me when she opened the door. I should have known better. As soon as she opened the door, she recognized me and lost her shit.

“Carol!” she exclaimed and the began crying.

Seeing Sue so happy and excited and crying because I was there made me cry. Sue grabbed the pizza box from my hands and asked, “Meat lovers?”

“Duh,” I responded with laugher and then entered her apartment.

Sue’s apartment was a mess, and she looked different from how she had looked when she had left Orlando. She had put on a noticeable amount of weight but still looked beautiful. “I’m calling in sick,” she said, then did.

We ate and talked, but the mess in her apartment bothered me. I had become a neat freak since I went out on my own, and Sue’s apartment triggered the neat freak inside of me. “I work a lot, and it’s hard to keep up,” she said while smiling.

“This is out of control!” I responded and grabbed a handful of garbage bags from beneath her sink.

“Fuck, I’ve missed you, Carol. How long are you staying?”

“I don’t know. I’m not in a rush to get back, so I’ll say undecided.”

“I can’t believe you’re here.”

“I’m sorry. I should have come sooner, but business has been fucking amazing, and no pun intended.”

“You look and sound amazing. I’m sorry we haven’t been able to talk as much as usual, but work has been nuts.”

“We’ve both been busy and haven’t talked in too long, so let’s talk.”

“It’ll be more fun if we get fucked up and talked.”

“Let’s do it!”

“I’m dry, but that can easily be solved with a quick run.”

Sue and I exited her apartment, and I was stunned when she pressed the button on her key fob. “This cannot be your car.”

“It’s not, but it’s mine for this week. Connor took my car to the airport and left me with his car.”

“What happened to it’s that serious?”

“Shit changed.”

Connor was a writer for the show that Sue was working for. Sue didn’t want to mix business with pleasure and didn’t want to shit where she ate, but she gave in. Sue told me that it wasn’t serious, but things had dramatically changed since my last conversation with her about him.

The girl was in love but wouldn’t admit it until we had drunk five shots and two beers each after our booze run. “I never thought I could ever feel this way about anyone again, but I do, Carol.”

“Does he feel the same about you?”

Sue nodded and responded, “He said the words to me, and I said the words back.”

“I’m so happy for you!” I responded with drunken laughter.

“I can’t wait for you to meet him.”

“I can’t wait to meet him, either.”

It was like no time had passed since Sue and I had seen each other. Spending that week with Sue cured my loneliness and put me into an amazing mental state. Sue couldn’t have been busier with work, but I couldn’t leave until I met Connor.

I immediately disliked Connor as soon as I met him. He was a decent-looking guy, but Connor carried himself as if he were a male model. He was arrogant and crass, and I had no idea what Sue saw in him, but I was familiar with the term that love was blind.

Connor made my skin crawl, and it was because he looked at me how the sick fuck and the fuckers looked at me. He looked and stared at me that way all night long as I waited for us to part ways.

“I have a long day tomorrow. You’re not working, and it would be great for you to show Carol around a town.”

“A town is a town, and I’ve seen enough of the town.”

Connor and Sue ignored my statement, and it resulted in Connor coming to Sue’s apartment the next morning to give me a tour of the town. Connor made his intentions clear, saying that he had no intention of giving me a tour of the town.

“Carol. You are a fucking smoke show. I’ve never been in the presence of such hotness.”

“Yeah, you have. Your girlfriend, Sue.”

“Sue has fallen off big time. She’s put on a lot of weight since we’ve gotten together.”

“The weight gain is understandable. Sue works insane hours and doesn’t have the time to work out as she did, but she’s still beautiful.”

“I know what you do for a living.”

“What does that have to do with anything?”

“I’ll double your overnight fee to spend the morning and afternoon with me,” Connor responded.

I couldn’t have been more pissed off. Sue loved him, and he supposedly felt the same about her, yet he was offering me four thousand dollars to fuck him. What pissed me off even more was that Connor believed I would do something with him while knowing that I knew how Sue felt about him.

“Talk is cheap, and money talks. We have nothing further to discuss unless you have the money with you.”

“I have twenty-five hundred on me, but I can Zelle you the rest later.”

“Zelle me the money now, and you can pay me the cash when we’re done.”

“Done deal,” he responded.

The stupid fucker sent me a Zelle payment of fifteen hundred dollars, and that was all the proof that I needed, but I wanted more proof of how big of a piece of shit Connor was. I smiled and asked, “Where do you want to do it?”

“For what I’m paying, I don’t want to waste a second traveling. There is no better place than when we’re at.”

“Go into the bedroom and get ready for me, baby. I want you rock hard by the time I go inside.”

Connor licked his lips and touched my ass as he walked past me into Sue’s bedroom. I waited a few minutes and then entered Sue’s bedroom while holding my cell phone. Connor was nude and on Sue’s bed. His dick was erect and resting against his stomach.

“You ready for me, baby?”

“Oh, fuck yes.”

I smiled, giggled, snapped a few photographs of Connor, and took off running out of the apartment. I got into my rental car and drove off. I didn’t want to call Sue to tell her what happened because she was at work, and I didn’t want to ruin her day. I texted her and told her to meet me for drinks at a bar that wasn’t too far from her apartment.

Telling Sue that the man she loved and saw a future with had propositioned me was one of the hardest things I’d ever done. When Sue met me at the bar, I explained what happened and showed her the Zelle payment that Connor had sent me. I told her about the photographs, but she didn’t want to see them.

“I’m sorry that my black cloud ruined your relationship, Sue. If I hadn’t come to visit, this wouldn’t have happened.”

Through tears, Sue responded, “That’s not true. If Connor was willing to cheat on me knowing how close we are, I don’t doubt that he would cheat with someone else if he hasn’t already.”

“You’ll find someone who deserves to be with you.”

“I know, and you will, too.”

I laughed and responded, “I don’t think so, Sue.”

I didn’t have a formal education, but I wasn’t stupid. I wanted to fall in love and have someone fall in love with me, but it would have been not very reasonable for me to believe that it was possible. No one in their right mind would ever want to be with a girl like me. It was something that I had come to terms with long ago.

I returned home to Miami after spending another week with Sue. I arrived late at night and entered my apartment. I unpacked my bags, showered, and was about to go online to make my escort listing live when my door bell rang. It was after eleven, I didn’t have any friends, and it was too late for a delivery had I ordered anything. I looked through my peephole and saw a woman standing outside.     

When I opened the door, the woman smiled and said, “Hi, Carol. My name is Brianna. I’ve been trying to get in touch with you.”

“About?”

“Business.”

“What kind of business?” I inquired when she handed me a business card.

The business card read Elite Companions with the name of Brianna Rogers as CEO. “May I come in?” she asked.

“Sure.”

Brianna appeared to be in her early to mid-forties. She was beautiful, and everything about her was flawless. Her outfit was immaculate, as were her shoes, hair, and makeup. “How do you know my name?”

She smiled, winked, and replied, “I have my ways.” Then, she asked, “How was your trip?”

“I came here last week, and your neighbor said that you were away.”

“What do you want to talk to me about?”

“I’ve been keeping my eye on you. Not many girls who enter the career last very long, and you’ve been in for a year. I’ll assume you don’t have immediate plans to exit the industry.”

“I don’t.”

“If you don’t mind me asking, how well are you doing financially?”

“I do mind you asking.”

Brianna laughed and responded, “I want you to work for me.”

“If I wanted to work for an agency, I would have when I entered the industry. I’m independent for a reason.”

“I can assure you that if you come to work for me, you will earn double what you earn now.”

I laughed and replied, “I’m earning six figures.”

“Not over two hundred thousand, though.”

“Two hundred thousand?!”

“On the low end, Carol.”

“Why do you want me to work for you?”

“One of my top girls has called it quits. You’ve been independent for a year. You have no plans to exit the industry anytime soon, and I need someone who looks like you to replace her.

“Why did she leave if she was earning that much money?”

“After six years of working for me, she accumulated the finances to move on to bigger and better things.”

“What about my steady clients?”

“You can still see them, but they’ll need to book through my office so there aren’t any scheduling conflicts: your clients, your money. I don’t expect an answer tonight. Do your due diligence, and if you’re interested in learning more, call me, and we’ll meet again.”

“I can do that.”

“Great. I hope to hear from you soon.”

I couldn’t wrap my head around how much money Brianna told me I would earn by working for her. It sounded too good to be true, but my curiosity had been peaked. I went online and visited the company website. The website was extremely professional, but there weren’t any photographs of the escorts who worked for the company. I was intrigued, so I called Brianna the next afternoon and met with her that night for dinner and drinks.

“What’s the most important aspect of your career, Carol?”

“Discretion,” I responded.

“Very good. My clientele requires the utmost discretion. They’re extremely wealthy, and many are in powerful positions. The men you will be seeing will consist of athletes, actors, musicians, and politicians, among others. You’ll be required to travel, but you’ll be flying first class, so you don’t need to worry about making travel plans. My office will handle everything. All you need to do is what you’ve been doing.”

“How would my compensation work?”

“You’ll be paid twelve hundred dollars per hour with a three-hour minimum. Any client that goes over three hours pays for an overnight stay whether you spend the night or not. In that case, you’ll be paid seven thousand five hundred dollars.

When you’re booked for a weekend, you’ll be paid fifteen thousand dollars. Expect a lot of overnight stays and about two weekends per month. I will pay you as an employee weekly by direct deposit and withhold taxes. You’ll need to turn off your online marketing.”

“Anything else?”

“I’m glad you asked. You aren’t allowed to have unprotected vaginal or anal intercourse. You’ll go to the doctor monthly for standard check-ups and drug tests. Anything other than alcohol, marijuana, and cocaine that show up in a drug test will result in us parting ways.”

“I only drink. I don’t do drugs.”

“Not yet, anyway. You’ll also be expected to continue to keep your body physically fit.”

“That’s not an issue.”

“Do you have any other questions or concerns?”

“Any women clients?”

“Here and there, but usually as part of a couple. It’s rare for women to book.”

“What if a couple books me?”

“Two people are twice the price.”

“Are you shitting me?!”

Brianna laughed and responded, “No, I’m not.”

“When do I start?”

“My office will schedule a checkup for you. If everything comes back clean, I expect you’ll start next week.”

“How many clients should I expect to see per week?”

“Two to three with couples mixed in from time to time. Stay with me long enough, and you will become an extremely wealthy woman.”

“What about time off?”

“Give me two weeks' notice, but please do your best not to take off more than two weeks at a time. I’d prefer that you take a month off instead of two weeks every other month, but I’m flexible.”

“I look forward to working for you, Brianna.”

“Likewise, Scarlett,” she said with a wink and a smile.

I was skeptical that I would be able to earn that much money by working for Brianna, but I had nothing to lose. I could keep seeing my steady clients, like Nick, and work for Brianna to see how things would go. If things didn’t work out, I could always go back to being independent.

I earned over twenty thousand dollars in my first week of working for Brianna and hadn’t left Miami to see any of the clients. The following week, I traveled to Houston for an overnight stay and then flew to Phoenix to meet with a couple for an overnight stay. From Phoenix, I went back to Texas but to Dallas to see a client.

I earned over forty thousand dollars in two weeks, and after my first month, I had earned over seventy thousand dollars. Brianna wasn’t lying when she told me that if I worked for her long enough, I would become an extremely wealthy woman. I had earned almost as much money working for Brianna in one month than I had in a year working independently.

Month after month, the money kept rolling into my bank account. I was traveling so much that I didn’t have time to spend much of anything. I kept living as I had been living. I remained in my apartment and kept the car that I had purchased. I was addicted to the money, but it wouldn’t be the only thing that I would eventually become addicted to.

Brianna had a New Year’s Eve Party at one of her homes in Los Angeles. It was the first time I met others who worked for Brianna. There was an instant sexual chemistry between me and a woman named Debra. She was in her mid-twenties, tall, fit, and a bombshell.

She was by far one of the most attractive women I had ever seen in person. We drank champagne while talking, and when we rang in the New Year, Debra and I wound up making out. I wanted her badly as she wanted me as badly as I wanted her.

Debra and I went into the bedroom where she was staying with a bottle of champagne. She opened the drawer of the night stand, grabbed a small plastic baggie, and poured the white powder onto the night stand. She cut the powder with a razor blade and then used a rolled-up dollar bill to sniff a line.

“There in nothing like fucking while high on coke,” she said and handed me the dollar bill.

I snorted my first-ever line of cocaine that night. I felt a burning sensation in my nose and a horrible taste in my throat. Within minutes, my heart was pounding, and I felt amazing. Debra and I drank like fishes while snorting lines of cocaine, and there was nothing like fucking while high on cocaine. It was amazing.

Debra and I fucked for hours while sniffing cocaine off each other’s bodies while making each other cum over and over. It was the most intense sexual encounter that I ever had, but I never felt as horrible as I did the next day. My nose was clogged, and it felt like I was drunk and hungover at the same time.

I believed I would never do coke again after that night with Debra, but I did a few months later with a client. He snorted cocaine off my ass and the fucked me for over twenty minutes before he finally shot his load. After he fucked me, I snorted a few lines, and he fucked me again. After fucking for the second time, he sniffed so much coke that he couldn’t get his dick hard again.

A few months after that night, I was booked, along with Debra, for an overnight stay on a yacht with six men. When the yacht anchored about five miles offshore, the party began. Champagne bottles popped open, and mounds of cocaine appeared.

Debra and I were nude and walking around the yacht while drinking and snorting cocaine while the men threw money at us to perform sex acts with each other. Debra and I fucked in front of the men for about an hour.

After Debra and I fucked, we slit up. She went off with three men, and I did the same. It was the first time I had three cocks at the same time. At the onset, I had a dick in my mouth, a dick in my pussy, and a dick in my ass at the same time. The guys kept switching positions, and later on that night, I wound up taking two dicks in my pussy at the same time while also taking a dick in my ass. To make it worse, I was so high and drunk that condoms weren’t used. The three guys fucked me without protection and also came inside me.

During the entire time I had become Scarlett and entered the industry, I had never felt that horrible physically and mentally. My jaw was sore, as was my asshole and pussy. It hurt to walk, and although I had been through what I had, I never felt that used and abused before. The twenty-five grand that I earned for that night didn’t make me feel any better.

I took time off for the first time since I began working for Debra and was relieved when I had my period and didn’t test positive for any sexually transmitted diseases. After that night, I began doing cocaine on a semi-regular basis. It wasn’t difficult for me to get my hands on cocaine, considering I lived in Miami and cocaine in the state of Florida was readily available.

After being gangbanged on that yacht, being an escort was no longer the same. The money kept rolling in, but I felt horrible after being with every male client. A few lines of cocaine helped me cope. At that point in time, I was only snorting cocaine after having sex with a client, but as the months passed, I began snorting when I wasn’t with a client.

Doing cocaine made me able to look at myself in the mirror without feeling like I was the biggest whore walking the Earth. My usage slowly increased and got to the point where I was doing an eight-ball of coke every two to three days and spending about fifteen hundred dollars per week.

It was getting to be an extremely pricey habit, but I was making so much money that it didn’t put a dent in my finances. All it took was one overnight client per month to support my habit. In my head, I believed I could stop whenever I wanted to until I tried to stop.

I felt tired and uncomfortable. I was restless, and my appetite was off the charts. I was binge eating and worried about my weight but not overly concerned since I had lost so much weight. I had vivid nightmares of being back in the trailer with the sick fuck and having fuckers coming to see me. Three days later, I began doing cocaine again.

As the months passed, I tried and failed to quit my habit. My longest streak had been five days, but after being booked on the yacht and getting gangbanged again, I went back to using and realized that I was addicted. I couldn’t cope with being used as a human fuck doll without cocaine, and being used as a human fuck doll was what I did and who I was.

“Hey, Brianna. What are you doing here?”

She walked past me and into my apartment and didn’t look happy. “Do you have any idea how much coke you have in your system?!”

“So what? Testing positive for cocaine is okay unless something has changed.”

“Recreational use is okay, and you’re way beyond recreational use. To make things worse, you look like shit, Carol.”

I rolled my eyes, let out a short laugh, and responded, “I’m still hotter than most women, and clients haven’t complained. Besides, all they want me for is my mouth, pussy and ass.”

“Get your shit together, and when you do, call me, and I’ll start booking you again.”

“You’re not booking me anymore?!”

“I can’t book you anymore like this. You know what the standards are, and you no longer meet the standards.”

“After all the money I’ve made for you, this is how you’re treating me?!”

“I’ve kept my end of our business relationship, and you haven’t. I’ve paid you extremely well, and you should have plenty of money to take enough time off to kick your habit.”

“I don’t have fucking habit, Brianna! I can quit whenever I want!”

“That’s great. You shouldn’t need much time off then.”

“Fuck you!”

“I would if you weren’t so fucking strung out. Get your shit together and call me when you do. Good luck.”

“Get the fuck out of my apartment and stay the fuck out of my life, you ungrateful cunt!”

I couldn’t have been angrier with Brianna. I felt betrayed and also felt that I no longer needed her. I had hundreds of thousands of dollars in the bank and investment accounts and could sit on my ass for as long as I wanted, but I needed to prove her wrong. My problem was that I couldn’t. I tried for weeks, but I couldn’t do it, and it disgusted me.

I was disgusted by all the things I had done while working for Brianna and disgusted by my drug addiction. It felt that all the money I had earned didn’t matter anymore. I’d always been a whore, but the realization that I was a drug-addicted whore made me feel worse than I’d ever felt about myself. I never felt so worthless and alone.

I purchased an eight-ball and a bottle of Tequila. I sat in my living room sniffing lines and drinking shots when I thought about killing myself for the first time in my life. The more I thought about it while sniffing lines and drinking shots, the more appealing it became.

I went online to check my account balances and transferred everything I could into my checking accounts. I wrote checks to Sue and then added her to my investment accounts online. I went into my bathroom and began filling up the bathtub. I went into my kitchen and grabbed a knife.

I went back into my bathroom, placed the knife down, and undressed. I exited the bathroom and went into the living room. I sniffed two more lines, drank a shot, grabbed my cell phone, and went back into the bathroom. I turned the water off, grabbed the knife, and placed it on the front of the bathtub. I got into the bathtub with my cell phone and sat there alone and in silence for a while.

I sent Sue a Zelle for thirty-five hundred dollars and knew she would call when she received the text notification. “Hey, Sue.”

“How drunk are you right now?”

“Half of a bottle of tequila drunk.”

“Why did you send me thirty-five hundred dollars?”

“I wanted to be cremated. Please take my ashes to the beach and spread my ashes on the beach. I can’t think of a better place to spend eternity than at the beach.”

“What the fuck are you talking about, Carol?!”

“The money I sent should cover the cost to have me cremated. I have a lot of money in the back and an investment account. It’s all yours. I want you to pay off your student loans and then do whatever you want with the money.”

“Carol, you’re scaring the shit out of me!”

“I need you to know how much your friendship has meant to me. You’re the only true friend I’ve ever had, and I love you, Sue. I’m sorry I’ve been a shitty friend.”

“You haven’t been a shitty friend. I know we don’t get to see each other much and talk as much as we used to, but I need you in my life. Carol, please. Whatever it is you’re thinking about doing, don’t.”

“My mind is made up, and you know how stubborn I am. I wanted to say goodbye and let you know what I need you to do for me.”

“Carol! Please do not hang up on me! Stay on the phone with me!”

“Goodbye, Sue,” I responded and ended the call.

I remained in the bathtub while looking at the knife. All I needed to do was to take hold of the knife, slit my wrists, and it would be over. I was about to grab the knife when Debra popped into my head. I felt the need to hear her voice, so I called her.

“I’m in Atlanta, so no bootie call for you,” she answered my call.

I couldn’t prevent myself from laughing and responded, “You’re the best sex I’ve ever had.”

“I’ve had years of practice, but thank you. You’re not too shabby either.”

As I spoke to Debra, Sue kept calling me, but I didn’t answer. “Hey, Deb. How long will you keep doing this?”

“My goal is two more years, and then I’m out.”

“What will you do when you stop?”

“I want to open a coffee shop somewhere nice in suburbia, then have a hot, broken-hearted widower fall in love with me. That’s far-fetched, but the coffee shop isn’t.”

“Why not a broken-hearted widow?”

“I love fucking women, but I could never be in a relationship with a woman.”

“What guy in his right mind would want to be with girls like us?”

“I don’t think there are many, but honesty isn’t the best policy. I’ll find some hot guy to fall for me, marry me, and give me a family. He won’t have a fucking clue about how I earned my money.”

“How would you explain it?”

I don’t remember how long I was on the phone with Debra, but I do know that it was a long time because I felt the need to do another line as we spoke, but I was too tired to get out of the bathtub. After speaking to Debra, I felt bad about what I said to Brianna. I didn’t know or think she would answer my call, but I decided to call her.

“Are you ready to come back to work, Carol?” she asked as Sue continued calling.

“Nope,” I laughed and continued, “Those days are over for me. I’m a fucking addict, Brianna. I can’t kick it, and I’m done trying.”

“Sixty days in an in-patient rehab program, and you’ll be okay. I’ll spit the cost with you, and when you show me that you’ve kicked the habit, I’ll cover the rest.”

“Why would you do that for me?”

“You’re my friend.”

“I was never anything more than your employee Brianna.”

“You don’t consider me a friend?”

“I never thought about it.”

“Think about it now, then.”

I thought for a moment and realized that Brianna was a friend. She checked in on me all the time and cared enough about me to stop booking me. If Brianna weren’t a friend, why would Brianna have offered to split the cost of an in-patient rehabilitation program with me? If she weren’t a friend, she wouldn’t have offered to pay for my portion once I had proved that I had kicked my habit.

“You are my friend. I’ll miss our dinners and talks and hope that you won’t miss me too much.”

“Going somewhere?”

“Yeah, and permanently. I called to apologize about what I said to you a few weeks back.”

“Apology accepted, but where are you going?”

“My friend Sue is going to spread my ashes on the beach.”

“Is that right?”

“Yeah. I spoke to Sue earlier.”

“Are you home?”

“I am. Home sweet home for a little longer, at least.”

“How will you do it?”

“I’m in my bathtub. I’m going to slit my wrists and then fade to black.”

“You’re an intelligent and beautiful young woman, Carol. You have more money than many people dream about having. Why now?”

“I can’t live with myself anymore, Brianna,” I cried.

“You’ve hit the wall. You don’t need to work in the industry anymore. You can do anything you want.”

“All I’ve been good as is being fucked!”

“That was then, and this is now. You have the resources to do something different.”

“It won’t change the fact that I’m a fucking addict!”

“I will help you, Carol.”

“No one can help me. I’m a lost cause,” I sobbed.

“I will help you. I need you to get out of the bathtub and open your door.”

“Why?”

“Open your door before I kick the fucking door in! Do it now!”

I got out of the bathtub and wrapped a towel around my body. I opened my door and looked at Brianna. “I’m sorry,” I cried.

Brianna wrapped her arms around me and entered my apartment. She closed the door with her foot and walked me to the sofa. We sat down with her arms still around me as I cried how I never cried before. She didn’t say a word. Brianna kept her arms around me and rocked me as if I were a child and she was my mother.

I heard my name shouted from a distance and outside and continued to hear my name shouted but closer each time. I watched as my apartment door swung open, and Sue entered in a panic. “Carol.”

“Sue?! How are you here?!”

“I was at my parent's house,” she said while crying and attempting to catch her breath.

I was going to do it. Had Brianna not been so close by, I would have. The only reason Brianna had been so close by was because Debra texted her and said that she was worried about me because she knew I was high and drunk and didn’t sound normal.

I told Debra I was home while we spoke, and Brianna was on her way to my apartment when I called her. Brianna kept me on the phone long enough to get to my apartment before I ended my life. Brianna had saved my life, but if she had not, Sue would have. Brianna had only been in my apartment for about ten minutes when Sue came running in.

It had been a while since I had spoken to Sue. It had been so long that I didn’t know that the show she’d been working for in Connecticut had been canceled, resulting in her coming back to Orlando. Sue had been back in Orlando for over a week when I called her.

They tried to talk me into entering an in-patient rehabilitation program, but I didn’t want to because I knew I wouldn’t be able to do it. I wouldn’t have been able to talk to a room full of strangers about my past, why I became an escort, and how I developed my addiction to cocaine.

Brianna convinced me to move in with her at her Los Angeles house, but only because Sue would be coming and doing the same. Brianna normally bounced around from one house in a different city and state to another but would be staying at her Los Angeles home until I kicked my habit.

Withdrawing from my addiction was horrible, and I felt that I would die if I didn’t get my hands on coke and up my nose. I was in Los Angeles, and cocaine could be found if I was able to leave the house. It was impossible, and I know it was impossible because I tried to leave repeatedly but failed.

The longest time I had lasted when trying to kick my habit on my own was five days, and it had been a long time since I had lasted that long. Brianna hired private security to keep me in the house. Private security’s only purpose was to keep me from leaving the house and property.

They took their job seriously and were good at what they did. Every time I attempted to sneak out of the house, I was caught. I believed that if I offered sex to the right security guy, I would be let out of the house, but I was wrong.

The withdrawal period was horrible. I couldn’t sleep, and my lack of sleep, combined with the craving, made me suicidal.

“Fucking, kill me, Sue! I can’t do this!” I shrieked.

“You’ll be okay.”

“If you don’t have the guts to help me, let me do it. All I need is a knife or bottle of prescription sleeping pills.”

“You’ll be okay.”

“How can you see me this fucked up and not help me?! I fucking hate you! I should have fucked Connor!”

I said more horrible things to Sue and also said horrible things to Brianna. I thought if I kept saying malicious things to them, they would give up and let me leave, but they wouldn’t. There was nothing I could say or do to let them let me leave the house.

When I was able to sleep, the sick fuck haunted my dreams. The dreams felt so real that when I woke up, I felt that I needed to get high. The fact that I couldn’t get high made me irritable and angry.  It felt like the longest two months of my life.

I began eating constantly and was putting on weight. Weeks later, I was the heaviest I had ever been and felt disgusted. “I’m a fucking whale, Sue.”

“You’re not that bad. How about we go back to being work out buddies?”

“I would love that.”

Sue and I began working out together every morning and then began having a second workout in the evenings. I had forgotten what it felt like not to have cocaine in my bloodstream, and I liked how I felt. The suicidal thoughts left me, and I was back to eating normally, but the nightmares wouldn’t stop.

“You’ve grown into the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever seen.”

“I was a child! I was a fucking child, you sick fuck! How could you do that to me?! I was your daughter!”

“You’ll always be my daughter. Your momma left because of you, and when she left, you became the woman of the house. It’s okay to admit that you enjoyed it.”

“I didn’t enjoy it! I didn’t enjoy a second of any of it!”

“No one will ever fuck you better than I did. I know you miss me. Show me how much you miss me.”

“I don’t miss you! I hope that you eternally burn, you sick fuck!”

“I miss this. You want me to take it.”

The sick fuck grabbed my arm, and when he did, the nightmare came to an end, but now how I felt while having the nightmare. It was like I could feel his hand on my arm, and I let out a blood-curdling scream.

“You sick fuck! Leave me alone! You’re fucking dead, but you still won’t leave me alone!” I shrieked.

I was trembling and crying when Brianna ran into my bedroom. For the second time in my life, I told my story. I told Brianna my story as I had Sue years prior. Brianna cried as Sue had cried when she said, “It’s not the same, but I know what that’s like.”

Brianna shared her story with me, and it was horrible. It was difficult to imagine what she had gone through as she told me her story, but it made me feel so much better and so much closer to her as we continued talking. Brianna was as damaged as I was.

“How do you cope?”

“It wasn’t easy, but it became less difficult over time. What happened to me doesn’t define who I am any longer. It’s something that is in my past. When I realized that there was nothing I could ever do to change the past, I began living, and I have done so since. Look at me now.”

“All of us in the industry are fucked in the head, aren’t we?”

“Not all, but most. Some worse than others.”

“Why did you choose to open your business after going through what you have and knowing what you know?”

“Had I not opened my business, there wouldn’t be over fifteen girls who have a life now that they never imagined. It may not seem like a lot, but it’s why I do what I do and why I’ll continue. I’ve failed more than I’ve succeeded, but I can only do so much.”

“What happened to the girl who left that made you recruit me?”

“Her name is Beth, and she’s doing amazing. She’s living in Italy with her husband.”

“She got married?!”

“To her male counterpart. Marcelo will always hold a special place in my heart. I knew he had it in him, and when I saw him with her, I knew that I saved two people.”

“Men work for you?”

“Fucked up shit happens to them too.”

“You’re a good person, Brianna. I will forever be grateful for your friendship and everything you’re doing for me. I don’t know what my future holds, but I wouldn’t have a future if it weren’t for you. There is no way I can ever repay you.”

“Yeah, there is. You can become number sixteen.”

I lived in Brianna’s house with her, Sue, and countless private security guys for another four months before Brianna allowed me to leave the house for the first time. I was scared and worried that I would relapse as soon as I pulled out of her driveway. I drove around Los Angeles from the morning until late at night when I stopped to get a drink.

It was a dive bar in a shit area of the city. I was sitting at the bar when an older guy with a much younger girl poured coke onto the bar. I watched and listened to the guy tell the girl to join him in doing lines. I could see and feel how conflicted she felt.

I sipped my drink and said, “It’s not worth it.”

“Mind your fucking business bitch!” the guy yelled.

“I should mind my business, sir.”

“Sir?”

“Dude, you’re old as fuck. She’s probably half your age, if not younger, and you’re pressuring her into doing a line?”

“I’m not pressuring her!”

I looked at the girl and asked, “What’s your name?”

“Emma.”

“Is he your boyfriend, Emma?”

“No.”

I chuckled and said, “Money isn’t everything.”

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?!” the guy shouted.

I ignored him and said to Emma, “If I were you, I would leave.”

Emma left the bar, and the guy looked at me as if he wanted to cause me physical harm. “Cock blocking bitch,” he said while sipping his beer.

“You like them young, huh?”

“I’m a middle-aged man with a dick. What do you think?”

“I think you would gladly pay to fuck me in the back of this bar.”

He smiled at me, got up from his stool, and sat on the stool beside me. “Are you open for business?”

“Three holes, but the price is different depending on the hole?”

“I want that pussy.”

“Money talks and bullshit walks.”

“Two bills?”

“Do you have a condom?”

“Always.”

“Let’s go, stud.”

He said his name, but I didn’t care. I didn’t care about the money or about what I was about to do. I needed to find out if I was truly over my addiction. “Take her out back,” the bartender said.

I went out the door and entered a small yard that smelled horrible. “You need to lick it before you stick it,” I said.

“Bitch, I ain’t doing that. I don’t know where the fuck you’ve been.”

“Deal off then.”

“I don’ think so. You’re giving up that pussy.”

I knew I was in trouble when the bartender joined us outside. They had that fucker look in their eyes. It was going to happen whether I wanted it to happen or not. At that moment, I felt that two were better than one for my purpose, and I had planned it to happen anyway.

I looked at the middle-aged man and said, “A stud like you must have more than one condom.”

“You know it bitch.”

The middle-aged man looked at the much older bartender and said, “Do you believe this bitch wanted me to eat that kitty?”

“I’ll eat that kitty.”

“Yeah, bro?”

I removed my shoes, jeans, and panties. I stood in that back yard of the bar bottomless and waited for the bartender to go down on me. The bartender was awful at eating my pussy, but he managed to get me wet. I didn’t know if the middle-aged guy would put a condom on, but when he did, I pushed the bartended away from my pussy.

I placed my hands on the wall and bent over. They both fucked me, and it was over in under ten minutes. I put my panties and jeans back on and then my shoes. The bartender opened the door, and the three of us went back inside. The middle-aged man said, “Here you go,” and handed me money.

“Keep it. That was on me,” I said as I stared at the cocaine on the bar.

“You want a taste?”

“No,” I responded.

I unlocked the door, got into Brianna’s car, and cried my eyes out. I accomplished what I needed to accomplish. I let two fuckers use me and felt that I needed cocaine to numb the pain. I knew my days of fucking men for money was over. I could no longer fuck men for money because if I did, I would relapse.

I arrived at Brianna’s and took a shower. I washed myself over and over again, but it felt like no matter how long I washed myself, I couldn’t get the feeling of being unclean off me. I cried as I showered. I cried after showering and cried as I got into bed. I cried myself to sleep, but at least I didn’t want to off myself and didn’t want to snort cocaine.

“I don’t need coke anymore, but I can’t go back to work,” I told Sue and Brianna.

“What’s next?” Sue questioned.

“I don’t know, but I do know that being in Los Angeles isn’t good for me right now. I need time away, alone and somewhere else.”

“I know where you should go. I own a beach house in South Carolina. You love the beach, and the house is on the beach. Go there and relax. Stay as long as you want.”

“I should get back home.”

Brianna and Sue looked at one another and then at me. “What?”

“You don’t live there anymore,” Sue said.

“I’m fucking homeless?!”

“You’ll always have a place to call home, Carol, but it won’t be in Miami. Your things are in storage here in Los Angeles, and your car is in my garage,” Brianna responded.

Two weeks later, I decided to head to Brianna’s beach house in South Carolina. Brianna had pulled a few strings and was able to get Sue an interview. Sue nailed her interview and was hired. Sue was working full-time, and Brianna needed to get back to her normal life. It felt like the right time to leave, so I did.

I was in an okay mental place before I arrived, but being at that beach house put me in the best mental place I think I’d ever been in. There was something about the smell of the air and the sound of the waves that made me feel peaceful. There was something about the tiny house that made it feel like home.

It was a tourist town, and there weren’t any tourists when I arrived because it was winter. The people of the town couldn’t have been friendlier or more welcoming. I spent my mornings jogging on the beach and my afternoons reading. I spent most of my nights sitting on the deck and looking up at the moon while smelling the air and listening to the waves.

“Brie, I love it here.”

“I knew you would.”

“How much do you want for it?”

“It’s not for sale, Carol. I’ll sell every other property I own before I sell that place.”

“I understand. It’s doing for me what it did for you.”

“Call it home for as long as you want. I know it’s in good hands.”

“Thank you, Brie.”

“You’re welcome, sixteen.”

“Please don’t call me that.”

“I’m sorry, and I won’t again.”

I knew what that beach house meant to me and what it meant to Brianna. It was old and in desperate need of repair. I decided that I could thank her by renovating the place. “I know the person you need to call,” Mrs. Beatrix, the owner of the local bakery, told me.

“Does he do good work?”

“He built this bakery with his team. He’s getting on in years, but he will do the right thing.”

I called the number she gave me and left a message with the address, my name, and a brief description of the work that I needed to have done. I was expecting an older man to knock on my door. He was muscular, tall, handsome, and smelled great.

“You’re David Smith?” I asked.

“I am but David Smith junior.”

I’d never looked at a guy the way I looked at David that morning or had the thoughts that went through my mind about a guy before. I could tell that David was attracted to me by how he looked at me, but it was different from how any other guy had looked at me before. There was an innocence about him that I found sexy.

“I’ll put an estimate together and call you to schedule a time for us to meet again.”

“I’m always home, so drop by whenever you like.”

“I can do that,” he responded with a smile.

I found myself looking forward to David coming back with his estimate. I was sitting outside and reading when David appeared. He smiled at me shyly as he walked up the stairs, and I returned his smile.

“What am I looking at?”

He removed his baseball cap, wiped his sweat, and handed me an estimate. I looked at the estimate and said, “I’ll write you a check. When can you start?”

David looked surprised and replied, “Right away.”

“Great. How long do you think it’ll take to get everything completed.”

“A month and a half to two months.”

“Works for me. I have nothing but time on my hands.”

“For what this project is costing, you’d almost be better off knocking the house down and rebuilding it.”

“It’s my friend’s house. I’m doing this as a gift to her.”

“I wish I had friends like you.”

I hired David’s company to renovate the kitchen and bathroom, install new floors and windows, paint the interior and exterior of the house, and install a new heating and cooling system. David and I began spending a lot of time together shopping for fixtures, cabinets, countertops, and other things. I wasn’t concerned with the cost. If I liked something, I purchased it, and every time I did, David looked surprised and curious.

The more time David and I spent together, the more we talked and the better I got to know him. David had no intention of taking over his father’s business but needed to step in when his father’s health took a turn for the worse. David told me that he needed to complete a few large projects to ensure that his parents would be financially stable.

David was on his way to becoming a sports journalist in Philadelphia, and I admire that he put his life on hold to take care of his parent's financial situation. He was born and raised in South Carolina, in the town where Brianna’s beach house was located, and he attended college in New Jersey on a full academic scholarship.

Once he had solidified his parent’s financial situation, he planned on attempting to get back to his sports journalism career but didn’t know where. He told me once he was closer to achieving his goal, he would try to get a job in his field, no matter where the position was located. I lied my ass when it came to David getting to know me.

I told David that I was born and raised in Georgia, attended college in Texas, majored in restaurant management and hospitality, and after college, moved to Florida to live with my best friend, Sue. I also told David that I worked as a restaurant manager in Florida and that after my grandparents passed away within months of each other, I inherited a substantial amount of money. I told David that I was staying at the beach house until I figured out what to do next.

I enjoyed spending time with David. I knew if I had been honest with him, he would have looked at me entirely differently and wouldn’t have wanted to spend time with me or have anything to do with me. David and I would sit on the beach and talk for hours about movies, music, and books that we had both read.

He told me about growing up in South Carolina, his friends, and how a girl in college broke his heart. I lied about growing up in Georgia and told him that it had always been difficult for me to make friends, but I told him about Brianna and Sue. I didn’t tell him that Brianna owned an escort agency but told him all about Sue and how much she meant to me.

I was sexually attracted to David, and I felt that he was sexually attracted to me as well, but I was confused about why he wouldn’t make a move on me. I did my best to show him that I wanted him to make a move, but I was either not doing a good job or completely wrong about him liking me.

The house renovation took two and a half months to complete, and I was sad because I knew that I wouldn’t be seeing David any longer. I wrote a check for the final balance and handed it to him. “Thank you so much. Brianna will be so happy with how his place turned out.”

“I’m happy that you’re happy.”

“I know you are starting another project soon, but I’m always home, so if you’re ever in the area, stop by.”

“Yeah.”

“You also have my number, so if you ever want to talk, feel free to call me.”

“Yeah,” he responded again.

As David looked at me, I knew I wasn’t wrong about his feelings toward me. David looked like he wanted to kiss me, and I wanted him to kiss me. “I should get going. I’ll see you around, Carol.”

As David walked toward the door, I said, “David.”

He stopped walking and turned around. “Yes, Carol.”

“Do you like me or not?”

David was blushing, and I found it adorable. It made me want him so much more. He smiled and nodded. “Why haven’t you made a move?”

“You’re a client, and mixing business and pleasure isn’t a good idea.”

“I’m not your client anymore.”

He smiled. I smiled and quickly walked to him. David ran his fingers through the side of my hair and then kissed me. I never felt how I did when he kissed me. My body tingled, and it felt like I had butterflies inside my stomach.

As we kissed, he picked me up and carried me toward the kitchen counter. He sat me on the counter, and we stopped kissing. We locked eyes, and I said, “I want you,” and then kissed him.

David removed me from the kitchen counter, and I again wrapped my legs around him as we kissed. David carried me into the bedroom and onto the bed. We stopped kissing, and I reached for his belt.

David got onto his knees, unhooked his belt, and removed his jeans and briefs as I removed my shorts and panties. David placed himself on top of me and between my legs. The feeling of his hard and erect cock against my pussy made me excited, and when he entered me, I moaned.

David moved slowly inside me as we kissed. Sex never felt that way before, and it wasn’t because I hadn’t had sex in so long. It was different because I never had feelings for anyone that I had sex with before. We stopped kissing, and when he looked into my eyes, it was like he was looking into my soul.

After a few minutes, he removed himself from inside me, and I never had a guy shoot such a forceful load. His sperm landed on my shirt just below my breast, my stomach, and onto my crotch. David collapsed beside me as we both breathed heavily. I placed my head onto his muscular chest, and he gently stroked my hair.

“I didn’t except that to happen.”

“Me neither,” I said with laughter and began running my fingers across his dick.

I removed my head from his chest and then kneeled over him. I removed my shirt and bra, and when he looked at my bare tits, he said, “Holy crap.”

I took hold of his hands and placed them on my tits, and rubbed myself across his semi-erect cock. “You so beautiful,” he said as I smiled.

I stopped rubbing myself across his dick and walked on my knees down the bed. I stroked his cock and then placed it into my mouth. “Oh my God!” he exclaimed as his semi-erect cock became fully erect in my mouth. I sucked David's cock so deep that I felt the head of his cock enter my throat.

I removed his manhood from my mouth, and the paced myself over David. I took hold of his cock, guided him into my wet pussy, and sat. I placed my hands on his muscular chest and began riding him hard and fast. David placed his hands on my hips as I continued to ride him fast and hard.

I was getting close to orgasm when David tapped my leg. “Not yet!” I exclaimed.

“Carol!”

“I’m so fucking close!”

“I’m going to!”

“I don’t fucking care!” I responded.

I felt David throb inside of me, and that’s what brought me over the edge. I had a loud, amazing, and intense orgasm. I got off David’s dick and collapsed onto the bed beside him. David looked at me with worry when I said, “Don’t worry about it. It’ll be fine.”

“I’m starving. How about we go back to my place, and I make us dinner?”

“You’re going to cook for me?”

“Grill if that’s okay?”

“Sounds good to me.”

David’s place was similar to Brianna’s beach house and only a few miles away. The house belonged to one of David’s friends from high school, and it was where he’d been staying since coming home to South Carolina.

David fired up the grill and threw burger patties and a few hot dogs onto the grill. “Burn two dogs for me, please.”

“That’s how I like my hot dogs, burnt to a crisp.”

David and I ate while talking and smiling at one another. David had drunk two beers and opened a third. “You need to drive me back home.”

“Spend the night with me, Carol.”

“David, I like you. I like you a lot, but I shouldn’t spend the night with you. Let's keep things casual between us.”

“I understand, but it’s one night. Besides, I’m a responsible person, and I’ve had too much to drink already.”

“You’ve had two beers.”

David pounded his third beer, opened another, and smiled. I laughed and wound up spending the night with David. We had sex that night and again in the morning. David dropped me off at Brianna’s beach house, and I felt like I was floating on air as I entered the house.

I called Sue and said, “I fucked the contractor.”

“You did not!”

“Technically, we fucked each other.”

“How was it.”

“Amazing.”

“So, what now, Carol?”

“I don’t know. I guess we’ll keep seeing each other for a while, and that’ll be it.”

I wanted to keep things casual for a reason. Practically everything I told David about myself was fictitious, but the more time we spent together, the more I liked him and wanted to be with him. I never felt how I did toward David about anyone before.

It took me all of three months of sleeping with David to know that I had fallen for him. I was in love for the first time in my life. David and I had been sleeping together for almost four months when he told me that he wanted to introduce me to his parents.

“Why do you want to introduce me to your parents?”

“Because I love you, Carol.”

“I love you too, David,” I responded with tears.

David’s parents may have been the sweetest and kindest people I’d ever met. David’s mother had countless photo albums that she showed me. The albums were filled with baby pictures of David at different stages in his life. After meeting David’s parents, I began to imagine a future with him.

“Carol, you cannot base a relationship on lies,” Sue said.

“After everything I’ve gone through in my life, don’t I deserve to be happy?”

“Of course you do, but not like this. It’s wrong.”

“I know it is, but I love him, Sue.”

The following months were the best months of my life. David and I were in love. His parents liked me, and his high school friends did, too. David couldn’t have been happier or more excited when he was hired to construct a new home. When that project was completed, it meant that his parent’s financial situation would be resolved.

“Love, it’s happening.”

“Your unofficial college reunion is happening?”

“Steve rented the huge beach house that’s close to where you’ve been living. Not everyone can make it, but most will be coming.”

“Have a great time.”

“I will because you’ll be there.”

“I thought it was guys only.”

“It was supposed to be, but Steve, Mark, and Johnny changed it. It was the only way they’d be able to come, so girlfriends, fiancés, and wives will be in attendance.”

“Okay.”

As that weekend approached, David couldn’t have been more excited. He saw a few of his college friends here and there over the years, but they hadn’t had such a large group get-together since they had graduated.

As I watched David interact with the friends who had arrived, I wondered what my life would have been like if I had a normal life. I had Sue and Brianna, but David had made life long friends while away at college. It was something that would bond them forever.

As the day progressed, more people arrived. The larger the group became, the more out of my element I felt. I didn’t say much, which made the girlfriends, wives, and fiancés in attendance feel that I was better than them. It was getting late, and I was tired, but since “The Wild Man.” was on his way, David didn’t want to leave.

“The Wild Man” was a nickname for one of their friends that had earned the nickname because he partied like a wild man in college, did the same after college, and allegedly stuck his dick into anything that moved.

I heard whistles and cheers erupt from the front of the beach house while I remained sitting on the deck at the back of the house. “Love, this is the Wild Man. Nick, this is my girlfriend Carol.”

When Nick and I locked eyes, I didn’t know what to say or do. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Nick,” I said.

He smirked at me and responded, “The pleasure is all mine, Carol.”

As the night progressed, I felt more panic. I needed to get Nick alone, but I didn’t know how. Thankfully, I got the opportunity I wanted when most people left the house for the beach below, leaving Nick and me alone sitting on the deck.

Nick poured two shots and slid one across the table. “Here’s to old friends reuniting, Scarlett,” he said and downed his shot.

I drank my shot, and Nick said, “It’s been a while.”

“It has been Nick, and I’m not the same person anymore.”

“There is no such thing as a reformed whore. Once a whore, always a whore.”

“Nick, please don’t tell David about my past.”

He poured himself another shot, drank it, and shook his head. “Bros before hoes,” Nick responded and walked away from me.

I watched as Nick walked down the stairs of the deck and onto the beach. I ran down the stairs of the deck and sprinted toward Brianna’s beach house while crying. I entered the house and sat on the couch. It was only a matter of time before David entered, but it felt like time was frozen as I waited.

David entered the house holding a six-pack of beer cans with a can of beer in his hand. “We need to talk outside.”

I nodded and went out onto the deck with David. He finished the can of beer, crushed it, and tossed it to the floor. He ripped a beer from the six-pack and placed the remaining beers onto the railing of the deck. David opened the beer and took a large drink.

“How long did you do it for, Scarlett?”

“A few years.”

“That’s why you have so much money, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“Did you attend college in Texas?”

I shook my head while crying when David asked, “Is anything that you told me true?”

“No,” I sobbed.

“How many men have you been with?”

“I don’t know.”

“Give me a fucking range, Carol!”

“Over a hundred,” I cried.

David laughed and took a drink from his beer can. “I wanted you to be my wife and the mother of my children. I wanted to spend my life with you.”

“David, please. I know it was wrong, but I’m not that person anymore!”

“Everything you’ve ever told me has been a fucking lie! All of it!”

“I know, but I’ll tell you everything!”

“I know all I need to know, but at least I didn’t need to pay for it. I can’t believe that I fell in love with someone like you. I feel disgusted. Have a nice life,” David said, grabbed the rest of the beers, and walked away.

I went inside the house and cried myself to sleep. I broke David’s heart and made a fool of him, so I wasn’t angry about what he did. If I had been in his shoes, I would have done the same thing. It was a small town, and all David needed to do was tell a few people that we had broken up and why. Within days, most of the town knew about my past, and it was time for me to leave.

My relationship with David made me realize that I had been right all along. No one in their right mind would ever want to be with me. I would be alone for the rest of my life, and I deserved it. I didn’t have control over what happened to me in that trailer in Alabama, but everything I did after was the decisions that I made and would need to live with for the rest of my life.

When I called Sue and told her what had happened, she told me to stay with her in Los Angeles. I packed my bags and left South Carolina to stay with Sue at her apartment in Los Angeles. I’d been staying with Sue for a few weeks when she came home in a panic.

She placed her laptop on the coffee table and said, “Please tell me this isn’t you!”

It was a porn website, and I was mortified. It was me. It was clearly me with the fucker Lucifer, and there was more than one video with titles of “Horny Teen Lusts for Grandfather” and “Teen Makes Old Guy Happy.” I began crying and told Sue that it was me, but I never agreed to be filmed.

“There’s more,” Sue said and typed in the domain name for another porn site. There were dozens of videos of me with Lucifer. He had been recording us the entire time. I felt sick and then became sick. I ran into the bathroom and puked until I was vomiting bile. 

After getting myself together, Sue and I began researching how to get the videos removed, but we were way over heads. I located a lawyer, filled out a contact form, and scheduled a video call for that afternoon in the morning.

I explained to the attorney that I hadn’t consented to filming the videos and that I needed them to be removed. He explained how the online porn industry worked and that he would need a retainer in order to work on my behalf. He sent me a retainer agreement, and I sent him a five-thousand-dollar retainer. It took the attorney over two weeks to give me news.

“I apologize for taking so long to get back to you, but it took me longer than I thought to locate the production company, and then it took them a while to get the paperwork I requested. It also took me a bit of time do put everything together. Do you know someone named Henry Richardson?”

“I did, but not anymore.”

“Mr. Richardson owned the company that sold the rights to videos to a production company in Brazil. They provided me with the contract as well as an agreement between you and Mr. Richardson, Ms. Meadow, showing that he paid you a sum of five thousand dollars to film the videos in question.”

“I didn’t sign an agreement or receive compensation.”

“I have a copy of a signed and notarized agreement stating otherwise in addition to a copy of your driver’s license showing you were of legal age to partake in the filming of said videos. It would be easy to have the videos removed if Mr. Richardson admitted that he committed fraud, but that can’t happen.”

“Why can’t that happen?”

“The man is deceased. He was murdered in prison after being sentenced to a lengthy term for a variety of sexual felonies regarding minors. Not surprising. People like him tend not to do well in prison.”

“Is there anything that can be done?”

“The company paid for the rights to the content, and they claim to have your notarized wet signature, so you would need to prove that the signature doesn’t belong to you.”

“How much would that cost me?”

“A handwriting expert would cost between fifteen hundred dollars to twenty-four hundred dollars here in the states but probably less in Brazil. Are you sure that you never signed the document?”

“I don’t know. The fucker had me sign all sorts of documents. It’s possible that I signed the agreement without knowing what I was signing.”

“This is what I suggest we do. I have your signature on the retainer agreement and a copy of your signature on the document. Let’s have a handwriting expert take a look at it and take it from there.”

I spent another eighteen hundred dollars to hire a handwriting expert to find out if my fear was correct. It was my signature. I wasn’t legally able to enter into a contract, but Summer Meadow was, and I had been Summer Meadow before I became Carol Francis. I thought I had stolen the money from Lucifer when the reality was that the money rightfully belonged to me.

Knowing the videos of me with Lucifer were online and being viewed made me disgusted and lit a fire in me. I needed to get the videos removed, and there had to be a way for me to get them removed. I began heavily researching the online porn industry.

Sue was able to help because the job that Brianna got her an interview for was working as a production assistant and video editor for a porn production company. I took notes on the earnings of the actors and actresses and the cost of producing the content. Sue was able to corroborate the information I found online, which led me to believe that much of the information available online was accurate.

What I found was shocking and disturbing. New female performers were paid as little as three hundred dollars for a scene with a man. The female performers paid for their outfits, hair, and makeup. The male performers earned less per scene but made more money on average because they didn’t have the expenses that the female performers had.

Even the female performers who were more well-known weren’t paid all too well. I had earned more money working for Brianna for a three-hour booking than most girls earned to be recorded fucking on camera and having it permanently on the internet. I didn’t think the cost of producing adult content was too expensive until I looked at how the production companies earned money.

What I discovered was that most of the production companies earned the bulk of their money from advertising, but it wasn’t that much money. I crunched numbers over and over based on the views of my videos with Lucifer and arrived at a figure that I could live with.

I hired a lawyer in Brazil to negotiate with the production company. I was way off on my numbers, and it cost me over one hundred and fifty thousand dollars to get the videos removed and to purchase the rights.

I still had plenty of money remaining after paying the company, but I couldn’t live on that money for the rest of my life. It was like a lightbulb went off in my head. I needed to earn income and add to the money, and I believed I knew how to do it.

As soon as Sue arrived home from work, I said, “I want to get into the porn industry.”

“You spent most of your money to get your videos off the internet, and now you want to make porn?!”

“Yeah.”

“Are you using again?!”

“No, Sue. I’m clean and am thinking clearly, but I need your help.”

“Forget it! I want no part of it!”

“I’m thinking partnership.”

“I’m thinking that you’ve lost your fucking mind!”

“Sue, please relax. You’ve been in the industry for a while. You know how it works, and I do, too. There’s a niche that can make us so wealthy that we can fucking retire before we’re in our thirties, and you know the niche.

“We’re both pushing thirty.”

I almost slipped and responded that she was pushing thirty, and I wasn’t. “What’s the niche?”

“I have no idea.”

“Yeah, you do.”

“There isn’t a niche in the industry. It’s called exclusive content.”

“No shit, Sue, but there must be something that would make people want to pay for exclusive content. There must be something that no one else is doing.”

“It’s all been done before, Carol.”

“All we need to do is do it better. Think.”

“The issue with the industry is that it’s all fake. Unless you and I can think of a way to make real porn, there’s no point.”

“Amateur porn is real porn.”

“That’s true, but when amateurs make more than one video, they go from amateur to professional.”

“The most popular search terms seem to be lesbian porn,” I responded.

“Lesbian porn is a huge and saturated market.”

“There must be a niche in the lesbian porn market.”

“There is, but it would take getting girls who’ve never had sex with a girl before to allow themselves to be filmed while fucking another girl.”

“That’s the niche, Sue!”

“If it were easy, everyone would be doing it. Getting two girls who never had lesbian sex before to have lesbian sex on camera would be an impossible mission.”

“We only need one girl at a time.”

It was like a lightbulb when off in Sue’s head as she looked at me. “It’s a risky business.”

“I’m all about risky business.”

“You could go broke.”

“I could, but if we do this right, I won’t.”

“I know what I’m thinking, but what are you thinking?”

Sue and I broke the night talking and formulating the business plan. “Are we really going to try and do this?” she questioned.

“I’m in, but I understand if you’re not comfortable doing it.”

“I wouldn’t say I’m comfortable with it, but it’s what makes the most sense to keep costs down. I’m in.”

Sue and I agreed to create Curious Kitty Productions. I would again become Scarlett Divine but a different version of Scarlett. The original Scarlett had been a stripper who sold her body on the side. The second version of Scarlett was an escort. The third Version of Scarlett would hopefully become a lesbian porn star.

Sue and I needed to keep costs down and wanted the videos to look as amateur as possible, so we decided to record using a decent-quality and low-cost body camera and a cell phone. I purchased decent quality and low-cost Bluetooth microphones as well.

I created X, Instagram, and TikTok accounts for Scarlett Divine and Curious Kitty Productions. I did the same thing I did when creating my escort website. I invested in a professional photographer to take photographs of me. Sue’s cousin was a web developer, and he charged me less than half what it would have cost me to hire a company to create the website that we needed.

I began posting the provocative photographs that I paid to have taken on my Instagram account, and Sue recorded videos of me on TikTok dancing as I once did when a stripper and doing things that were sexual, like eating a banana and eating yogurt so I could lick yogurt off my lips.

Sue and I created teaser videos and posted those links on X that pointed to the TikTok videos. The TikTok videos steered people to the website. It was hard work, but after three months, I had over a thousand engaged followers on TikTok, Instagram, and X. Best of all, I had over two hundred people who prepaid for a discounted account for the content that Sue and I hadn’t created yet on the website.

When I posted, “The time has CUM!” on X, it resulted in more followers and prepaid subscribers to the website.

It was time, but Sue and I had no idea if all the hard work we had done up until that point in time would result in anything. Sue and I packed our bags and drove from her apartment in Los Angeles to the hotel in Santa Barbara. We checked into our rooms on a Wednesday night and then recorded the last teaser video.

“This is Scarlett Divine, and I checked into my hotel room. I will have my first curious kitty on the bed with her legs spread for me to lick and enjoy while you enjoy watching. My first ever curios kitty will be posted this Saturday night. If you haven’t taken advantage of my discounted offer by now, do so before it’s too late.”

Sue uploaded the video to TikTok, and it exploded. The post was repeatedly shared, and it resulted in close to a hundred new discounted subscribers to our website and more followers on X. We arrived on campus the next afternoon.

I had never approached girls before, and I didn’t feel too confident, but I was confident in our business plan. I walked around campus holding a microphone and approached groups of girls to interview them.

I asked how long the girls had been attending the college and what they would be doing that night. After having my questions answered, I began asking questions like who has a boyfriend or a girlfriend, how long or why not? The more groups of girls I approached, the more my confidence grew.

My confidence grew to the point that I was able to ask the one question that I needed to know. “Who hasn’t been with a girl, has a curious kitty, and wants me to lick the itch?”

The answers varied from nope, hell no, and possibly if I were drunk enough, but not one of the girls had answered yes. I could tell that Sue was worried, and I was worried, although I did my best to pretend that I wasn’t.

I had promised content that I didn’t know if I could deliver on, and if I didn’t deliver the business, it would be over before it got started.  Sue and I stood outside of the popular bars that night, but the girls who answered yes were drunk. The fact those girls were drunk eliminated them.

The bars were closing as Sue and I sat on a bench. “We tried. We knew that this more likely to fail than succeed.”

“I’m sorry, Sue.”

“Don’t be. It is what it is. You ready to head back?”

“Yeah,” I responded in defeat.

Sue and I were about to get up from the bench and head back to the hotel when an extremely drunk and barefoot girl approached us. “You’re the hot lesbo who’s been looking for a bitch to fuck, right?”

“Yeah,” I replied.

“Fuck my friend.”

Sue and I looked at one another and then looked at the drunk girl. “Who is your friend?” Sue questioned.

“The scared-to-death nervous bitch leaning against the wall.”

“Is she drunk?”

“She doesn’t drink. Riley! Come here now!”

Sue and I watched the girl remover herself from against the wall and then slowly walk toward us. The girl was extremely nervous, cute, and had huge tits. I smiled at Sue, and when I did, Sue pulled the girl aside and talked to her.

The likelihood that it would happen was slim. It was hard enough to find a sober girl who wanted to have her first lesbian experience, and Riley was sober but needed to agree to all the terms. After Riley nodded, Sue quickly walked back to me.

“She’s in.”

“She’s in?”

“That’s what I said. Riley will drive us back to the hotel.”

“Let’s go.”

Riley was shaking like a leaf as she drove Sue and me back to the hotel. I did my best to calm her nerves by telling her that nothing needed to happen. “I need it to happen, and you’re so fucking hot. I’m just nervous, is all.”

We arrived at the hotel, and Sue had her sign the paperwork we needed and snapped a photograph of her identification. I showered as Sue interviewed her on camera and exited the bathroom nude. Riley looked at me with her eyes and mouth wide open as she walked past me and into the bathroom to shower.

“Is this actually happening?”

“It’s happening,” Sue responded as she started at my tits for a moment and then looked away.

“You can position your phone and go to your room.”

“It’s too risky. I’m okay.”

“Are you sure?”

“Sure enough.”

Riley exited the bathroom nude and couldn’t have looked more nervous. She sat on the foot of the bed, and I sat beside her. “My face won’t be in the video, right?”

“Right,” I responded as she stared at my tits.

“Touch me anywhere you want,” I said.

Her hands shook as she placed her hand on my right breast. I placed my hand on top of hers and moved it to my left breast. “Is it okay if I kiss you?” I asked.

She nodded, and as soon as I kissed Riley, her hand stopped shaking. We kissed for a little while, and then she stopped kissing me. She moved herself from the side of the bed to the middle of the beg and spread her legs.

I placed myself on top of her and between her legs. I kissed her lips and then nibbled on her earlobe. I kissed and sucked her nipples and then licked down her stomach. I wasn’t sure if she would let me go down on her until she placed her hand on my head and pushed me downward.

I ate that girl’s pussy how I never ate pussy before, which isn’t saying much since I had eaten much pussy in my life. I wanted to give Riley the best first-time experience of her life, and I knew I had when I made her cum while sucking on her clitoris while finger fucking her.

What followed as close to two hours of sex. Riley went down on me and made me cum. After making me cum Riley asked me to eat her ass, and I did. After eating her ass, I fucked her pussy and ass with a strap-on. Riley and I went into the shower together, where she went down on me again and then ate my ass.

After showering, Riley and I made each other orgasm in a sixty-nine. We were incapable of doing more, so Sue did the exit interview. The sex was good, and the girl thanked me before she left. I was exhausted and sexually satisfied. I could hardly move and closed my eyes.

Sue shook me awake to let me know that we needed to check out. Sue looked like she hadn’t slept at all because she hadn’t. The only sleep Sue had was on the drive from Santa Barbara back to her apartment in Los Angeles.

As soon as we arrived at her apartment, she went back to work and didn’t stop. Sue didn’t even stop to eat. She was operating on coffee and energy drinks from Friday morning until Saturday evening. She was so tired that it wasn’t easy to understand when Sue said that she needed to sleep, and she passed out.

Sue had gone above and beyond. She created an introduction video that she uploaded to various porn websites. Sue posted the video on Instagram and TikTok and used my encounter with Riley to create different videos.

I thought I knew how talented Sue was, but she was more talented than I could have imagined. That one night with Riley was enough content to post a new weekly video for the next five weeks.

Going to Santa Barbara and getting lucky was a learning experience. We made mistakes but learned from our mistakes. Promising content that we hadn’t recorded yet was a mistake that we wouldn’t repeat. Sue and I were doing it. As the weeks passed, our followers and website subscribers grew.

Giving college girls their first lesbian experience was far different from how I felt as an escort. I didn’t feel dirty, used, or ashamed. It felt amazing and made me feel like I had a purpose in life in helping girls come to terms with their sexuality. It made me understand why Brianna did what she did.

Six months after officially launching, I began doing the YouTube podcast circuit of women haters. The more podcasts I did, the more money Sue and I earned. It wasn’t easy to put myself out there, but I did. When I made an appearance on the most popular women’s hater podcast, FitandFitter, I thought I was prepared. I wasn’t, but I held my own.

“Our guest today is the co-founder of Curious Kitty Productions. The one and only Scarlett Divine. Welcome.”

“Thanks for having me.”

“How much would it cost for us to have you?”

“That would depend on how long you want me for. It would be much more than it would have been in the past because we’re dealing with inflation, but I don’t do that anymore. I’ve moved on.”

“Yeah, you have. You’ve moved on to exploiting curious college girls. How does that make you feel?”

“I don’t exploit anyone. There are no names and no faces.”

“You seduce teenage girls.”

“Neither of you are subscribers. If either of you two were subscribers, you would know that I’ve never seduced a girl. All I do is offer an opportunity, and the choice of what will happen is always in their hands.”

“How does it make you feel when people refer to a whore?”

“It doesn’t affect me. The term and label are subjective.”

“You’ve been paid to fuck men, women, and couples, and now you fuck random college girls. How are you not a whore?”

“As I stated, it’s subjective, and the term doesn’t affect me.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“I am,” I responded when a voice recording began to play.

I immediately recognized the voice. It was David’s voice. It had been a while since I heard his voice. The anger and hurt in his voice were obvious. Hearing David call me a whore made me want to cry and leave the set, but I didn’t.

“Do you recognize that voice?”

I nodded and was asked, “How does hearing him say those words make you feel?”

“It’s the truth, and sometimes the truth hurts to her,” I admitted.

“So, hearing him calling you a whore affects you?”

I nodded and struggled not to cry. I took a deep breath and responded, “Hearing him call me a whore affected me. I lied to him from the start of our relationship, and he’s within his right to say the things he said about me.”

“This is why you can’t trust women,” Fitter said.

I rolled my eyes and responded, “I don’t represent all women. There are a lot of women who can be trusted, and there are some women who shouldn’t be trusted, but the same can be said about men.”

Fit and Fitter both looked at me as if I were insane. “Please expand,” Fit stated.

“I made a lot of money in my previous profession, and most of my clients were married men with children. Those men booked me because their wives didn’t perform oral or give up the backside as if that magically stopped happening when they walked down the aisle.

Let me beat you two to the punch. Many of those men were taken care of by their wives. Those women married those men out of love and not for monetary gain. Those men had no issue using their spouse’s money to spend time with me. The wives trusted their husbands. Some women shouldn’t be trusted the same as some men shouldn’t be trusted.”

“What do you to say to those you feel that you’re causing harm to these girls?”

“Opinions are like ass holes. Everyone has one,” I said, resulting in Fit and Fitter laughing.

“In all seriousness, I’m helping these girls. Sexuality doesn’t define who we are as people, but it certainly affects how people live their lives. Many people live their lives while questioning their sexuality, which in many cases has a negative effect on their mental health.”

“Aren’t you helping yourself as well through monetary gain?”

“We all need to make a living. I earn a living doing what I do, and you two make a living brainwashing impressionable teenage boys and young adults to think that all women are trash,” I said with a smile.

They both laughed, and I asked, “What do you say to those who feel that you’re causing harm to boys and men with this show?”

Fit responded, “All we do here is spit facts and look out for our brothers. As you stated earlier, sometimes the truth hurts to hear.”

“Stereotyping all women as backstabbing, conniving, untrustworthy, gold-digging sluts isn’t the truth. It’s a one side opinion about a small segment of the female population.”

“We’re not talking about all women, just those women,” Fitter responded and said, “Do you have time for a viewer question before we wrap up?”

“Sure.”

“I’m a twenty-four-year-old male who has been in a year-long relationship with a twenty-five-year-old female. My girl is the total package, and I love her, but I’m having an issue dealing with her body count. I’m the fourth guy she’s been with, and it makes me upset that she was with three other guys before me. I don’t know what to do.”

“This is an easy one. Your girl has been run though. Kick that girl to the curb and move on,” Fit said.

“That’s terrible advice,” I said with annoyance.

“What’s your answer, Scarlett?” Fitter asked.

“If he’s been with her for a year and she’s twenty-five now, that means he began dating her when she was twenty-four. The average age for boys and girls is seventeen when becoming sexually active. I hate to make assumptions, but I need to.

Let’s say his girlfriend became sexually active when she was seventeen. That’s seven years between when she became sexually active and when she started dating him. That’s only three other sexual partners over seven years and far from run-through.

She may have become sexually active younger or older, but a girl having three sexual partners at the age of twenty-five is far from being run through. I’ve been run through. I’ve had sex with three different men during a bad week. My advice is to get over it.”

Appearing on that podcast resulted in surprising things. My appearance on the podcast was one of the most highly viewed episodes of Fit and Fitter ever. They asked me to become a semi-regular on the show, and I accepted. I had a few female followers on social media, but my appearance on the podcast resulted in an influx of new female social media followers.

I began receiving inquiries through my website from girls and older women wanting to explore their sexuality with me. I sat on my laptop reading the inquires and came across one that I kept reading over and again.

“My name is Mary. I’m thirty-six and a divorced mother of two. I saw you on the FitandFitter podcast. I agree that you’re helping the girls you’ve been with. I’ve questioned my sexuality since I was a teenager, and I think it’s one of the many reasons why my marriage failed.

I don’t know how to approach women, and it’s been a long time since a woman approached me.  Most of the escorts who I found attractive stated they catered to women but didn’t. I did come close to hiring an escort, but I lost my nerves. Also, the thought of needing to pay a woman to have sex with me made me feel desperate and ashamed.

I would love to have my first sexual experience with you, but understand if it’s something you’re unwilling to do. In the unlikely event that this is something you’re willing to help me with, please call me, and we can make arrangements. Thank you for your time,” the inquiry read with the woman’s cell phone number at the bottom.

I called Mary, and we talked for about twenty minutes. We scheduled a date and time for the following night, and Mary told me that she would text me the hotel's address and room number. I could hear the nervousness in her voice when we spoke, and I wasn’t sure if I would receive a text message from her, but I did later that night. “We’re going to San Diego,” I said to Sue.

“When?”

“Tomorrow.”

“Why San Diego, of all places?”

I handed her Mary’s inquiries, which I had printed, and Sue read them. “This could take us in an entirely different direction.”

“I know.”

“San Diego, here we come.”

Mary had a few extra pounds on her, but I found her to be attractive. Her hair was wet, and she was wearing a robe.

“You’re so much more beautiful in person,” she said when Sue and I entered her hotel room.

“Thank you.”

“I know you’ve driven a long way, but I understand if you don’t like what you see and want to leave.”

“I have driven a long way, but I did because I’m here to help you, and I like what I see. This is my partner and camera person Suzanne. She’s going to have you fill out some paperwork and do a short interview while I shower.”

Mary nodded, and I went into the bathroom to shower. I took a quick shower, dried off, and, as usual, exited the bathroom nude. Mary looked at my nude body and smiled as she stood beside the bed.

I walked to her, smiled, and untied her robe. I slowly removed her robe and looked at her nude body. Mary had huge tits and bare pussy. I gently ran my fingers through her damp hair and kissed her. After I kissed her, Mary asked, “Is it okay if I touch your body?”

“You don’t need to ask me.”

Mary caressed my tits and then kissed and licked my nipples. I did the same to her afterward, and we got onto the bed. Mary placed herself on top of me and then quickly placed herself between my legs. She kissed my pussy and the hesitated for a moment before going down on me. For a woman who had never eaten pussy before, she was good.

Mary stopped going down on me and asked me to sit over her face. I sat over her face as she ate my pussy while I played with and fingered her pussy. I made her cum while sitting over her face, and then I had on orgasm while riding her face. I made her cum again by going down on her while also finger fucking her pussy. I made her cum for a third time by fucking her with a strap-on from behind while rubbing her pussy.

“Oh, fuck that was amazing, Scarlett,” she said with gratitude at the end of our encounter.

Unbelievably, the videos that Sue recorded of me and Mary having sex became the most popular videos. Apparently, there was a niche for older mothers having their first lesbian experience. After Sue posted the first video, the inquiries we received exploded, and the business was taken to another level.

We no longer needed to travel to college campuses and bars to pick up girls. They were coming to us. It was a mix of young, middle-aged, and much older women. One of my most popular videos was of me having sex with a widowed grandmother in her mid-sixties. I’d never been dominated how that woman dominated me. She took out over forty years of feeling the need to be with a woman out on me. 

When my X, Instagram, and TikTok subscriber base went over a million, the money came pouring in through sponsorship deals. When I opened my OnlyFans account, more money was poured in. Sue and I had done it. We were earning more money than we had dreamed about.

Sue quit her job, paid off her student loans, and we went in together on a four-bedroom luxury condominium. We purchased luxury cars and took expensive vacations, which resulted in me leaving the country for the first time. It was because of one of our vacations that Sue met Kevin.

It was wild that Kevin lived less than fifteen minutes from Sue and me, but neither of us had ever seen or met him before and wouldn’t have met him had he not been in Aruba when we were. Within months of Kevin and Sue meeting and dating, they fell for each other. I liked Kevin. He was a great guy who loved her, treated her well, and earned a substantial income as a house flipper.

I was happy for Sue and Kevin, but I’d be lying if I said that being around two people who were so deeply in love was easy for me to deal with. I had come to terms that I would spend my life alone, but it didn’t mean that was what I wanted. I wanted to have what Sue and Kevin had. I wanted someone to love and for someone to love me.

Oscar Wilde wrote that imitation is the sincerest form of flattery, but I didn’t agree with this. Sue and I knew it was only a matter of time before others followed in our footsteps, and they did. After three years of starting Curious Kitty Productions and going live, we lost subscribers to the website for the first time.

What others were doing wasn’t the same as what Sue and I were doing, but it was growing in popularity. The major difference between what Sue and I were doing and what others did was not show faces. Sue would mostly film their bodies, and when a woman’s face was recorded, Sue blurred it out. We even sometimes change the woman’s voice if the woman is concerned about someone recognizing her voice. Sue and I didn’t want to change how we’d been operating the business, so we continued doing what we had been doing.

I was doing an appearance and the FitandFitter podcast when former porn star Emmalicious, Emily Evans, was making an appearance. She had entered the industry when she was eighteen, worked in the industry for seven years, and retired at twenty-five and two years prior to her appearance on the show.

I was a fan of Emily’s and not only because of her work in the adult industry. When Emily retired from the industry, she started a nonprofit organization for physically abused women. She housed women needing to leave their situations in an apartment she purchased for that purpose in Los Angeles. She did the same in London, where she was raised.

Emily was articulate and stunningly beautiful. There was something about her British accent that I found sexy. I didn’t know that Emily was appearing when I arrived for the podcast because she had run late. I knew who she was, but I had no idea that she knew who I was. Fit and Fitter knew that I was a fan of Emily’s and that she was my fan, so they decided to have us appear on the show at the same time so we could meet.

Emily took a seat beside me when she arrived and put on her headphones. She looked at me and smiled, and I smiled at her. After Fitter introduced us, they asked her how she was, what was new, and how things were going with her organization.

Emily answered that she was great, busy, and happy to announce that she had purchased another building in Los Angeles that was in the process of being renovated so she could help more women. I told her how much I admired her for what she was doing, and she told me the same.

“There’s a big difference between what I do and what you do.”

“We both help woman, hottie.”

All it took was for Emily to call me a hottie for me to blush.”

“Emily, in your previous career, you’ve worked with many women, but you’ve never spoken about your sexuality. Is there a reason why?”

“I never felt it was anyone’s business to know what I prefer in my personal life.”

“How do you feel about that now?”

“I was always straight for pay when I was in the industry, darling,” she responded with laughter.

“Everyone had a type. What’s your type, Emily?”

“5'6" with a slender yet curvy figure. Long black hair and dark blue eyes,” Emily responded while looking at me sexually.

I giggled like an idiot because Emily had described me when Fit asked, “What’s your type, Scarlett?”

“Late twenties, blonde hair, gray eyes with a great body,” I responded, describing Emily.

“Is it me, or does there seem to be a mutual interest here in the studio?”

Emily and I smiled at one another, and everyone in the studio could feel the sexual tension between us. “You have great lips,” Emily said.

“You do, too.”

“May I kiss, darling?”

“You may.”

Emily and I had a short kiss as Fit, Fitter, the camera guy, and the director clapped and whistled.

“I know I arrived late, but I unfortunately need to leave shortly,” Emily said, handing me her cell phone.

I entered my cell phone number into my phone and texted her so she could store my number. “One for the road?” she asked when I handed Emily her cell phone.

“Two for the road would be better.”

Emily and I gave each other two pecks on the lips, and then she exited the studio. I finished the episode, and I said goodbye to Fitter and Fit. “You’re welcome,” Fit said, and Fitter said, “Keep us posted.”

It was a first-time experience for me, and I didn’t know what to do. I had sex with Debra, but it was spontaneous. I’d never had a woman’s phone number or given my number to a woman for a hookup before, but I had Emily’s number.

“Sue, I’m freaking out. Do I call her or wait for her to call her? Do I text her or wait for her to text me? If I should wait, how long should I wait?”

Kevin laughed and said, “Give it a day or two. If you call too soon, you’ll seem desperate, and if you wait longer than two days, she’ll probably think you’re not too interested.”

Emily called me later that night to find out if I was available to meet her for drinks. When I told her that I didn’t have plans, she invited me to her place. Emily lived in a small one-bedroom apartment that was so clean that I would have felt comfortable eating off the floor.

“Nice apartment.”

“Thank you, but this place is shit. Most of my money is wrapped up in my organization,” Emily told me.

“I used to live in a place like this in Florida. Two places, actually.”

“Where in Florida?”

“Orlando and then Miami.”

“I love Miami. I lived there for a short time, but I got too involved in the party scene. I was spending too much time and money with Charlie.”

“Charlie?”

“Little white lines, darling.”

“I know what you mean. I had a difficult time with Charlie myself.”

“Was it bad?”

“It could have been worse, but it was bad. I’ve been clean for over four years.”

“Five for myself.”

“How did you kick the habit?”

“I want into an impatient program. It was while I was there that I had the idea to start my organization. It may sound bonkers, but developing a cocaine habit was the best thing that happened to me.

“I wish I could say the same. It nearly killed me.”

“What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger, love.”

“Can you please not call me love? My ex used to call me that.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s fine. It’s not like you knew.”

“Man or woman?”

“Man. I met him while I was living in South Carolina. It wasn’t supposed to be anything serious, but it turned serious.”

“What happened?”

“I lied to him about my past. One of his friends was a former escort client of mine. When he found it was over.”

“Did you love him?”

“Yeah, a lot, but it was a long time ago. Have you ever been in love?”

“No, and I gave up trying a long time ago. Having someone to love and love you back is a privilege and hard to find for women like us.”

“I agree.”

The only other person I’d ever felt that comfortable with so fast was Sue. Emily had invited me over to her place for drinks, but we didn’t drink a drop of alcohol. We drank water all night long while talking. When I told her how much I admired her for what she was doing through her organization, Emily invited me to check out the building.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t expect to wind up in bed with Emily, but that didn’t happen. I left her apartment after midnight, went home, and met her the next afternoon at the building where she operated her foundation and housed the women she helped.

My admiration for Emily increased after spending time with her at the building that afternoon. The building had a total of thirty units, but there were more than fifty women there, many of whom had children. Emily fed them, clothed them, and provided counseling and group therapy for the women.

I met an eighteen-year-old girl named Courtney there. She reminded me a lot of myself when I was her age. The girl had the same pain in her eyes that I saw in my eyes when looking in the mirror. I talked to Courtney for over an hour that afternoon. Her story was extremely similar to mine, and she couldn’t have been more appreciative of what Emily was doing for her and the others.

I was extremely emotional after speaking with Courtney. I cried, professing my admiration for Emily and what she was doing to help the women. “How can I help?”

“The best way you can help is by doing what you did with Courtney today. The women don’t get many visitors because most of them don’t have anyone in their lives to visit them. It would be great for me to come by and talk.”

“I can do that.”

“I’ll get you an identification card so you can enter whenever you want.”

Emily had security make me an identification card. I had dinner with Emily that night, and we went to my place after dinner. “This place is amazing. I used to live in a place like this at the height of my earning power.”

“Where?”

“New York.”

“You lived in New York?”

“New York was home. I loved it there, but I was never home, and when I was, it was only for a few days at a time before I needed to fly out here to film. I do miss it sometimes.”

“Do you think you’ll ever go back to live?”

“No, but maybe I’ll go for a visit at some point.”

Emily and I again spent the entire night talking. It was eerie to have so much in common with Emily. I was in the porn industry, and she had been in the porn industry. I lived in Miami, New York, and Los Angeles, and she did too. When she first began working in the adult industry, she also worked as a stripper and then as an escort, as I had.

When Emily was about to leave, I told her to wait for a minute. I went into my home office and wrote a check to her organization. I smiled and handed her the check. Her eyes and mouth opened wide as she looked at the check.

“Carol, this is too generous of you.”

“It’s not nearly enough.”

“Are you sure about this?”

“I’ve never been surer about anything in my life.”

“Thank you. You have much this check helps.”

“You’re welcome.”

There was an obvious mutual sexual chemistry and tension between Emily and me, but it was like she was waiting for me to make a move, and I was waiting for her to make a move. “It’s late. I should get going. Thank you again for the check.”

I walked to her to the door, and we hugged goodnight. As we pulled away from each other, we locked eyes. It was like Emily, and I made a move at the same time. We kissed with our tongues and groped each other while standing at my front door.

We continued kissing and groping one another while making our way to my bedroom. It was the fastest I’d ever undressed, and I never saw anyone undress as fast as Emily. Her body was by far the best I’d ever seen in person. It was like Emily and I could read each other’s minds and knew what each other wanted to do and have done.

Emily and I began in a sixty-nine. For the first time, I had an orgasm by being eaten out without being finger fucked. Emily made me cum only using her mouth, but I needed to finger fuck her while eating her out to make her cum.

She ate my ass while I touched myself until I had another orgasm, and I did the same to her until she, too, had another orgasm. We took a quick break to catch our breath and get water, and then we went back to it. I fucked her pussy with my strap-on, and then she fucked my pussy with the strap-on.

After Emily fucked my pussy with a strap-on, I again fucked her pussy with a strap-on while also fucking her ass with a dildo. Emily did the same to me after I finished doing it to her. We ended the encounter how we had begun the encounter, except I was on top instead of on the bottom as we ate each other’s pussies. Emily and I had sucked and fucked each other for over two hours. It was the longest and most pleasurable sexual experience of my life.   

Emily set the alarm on her cell phone, and we fell asleep while kissing and cuddling. When her alarm sounded, she was already out of bed and getting dressed. “I’m sorry. I thought, turned that off.”

“You weren’t going to leave without saying goodbye, were you?”

Emily shook her head and kissed me good morning. “I need to head to London for a week, but I’d like to see you again when I return.”

“I would like that too.”

“Great.”

I put on a robe and walked Emily out of my bedroom. Sue and Kevin were sitting in the living room, drinking coffee, so I introduced Emily to them. Kevin had a deer-in-the-headlights look when he talked to Emily.

“I’ll see you next week, darling,” Emily said.

She kissed me goodbye and exited my apartment. Sue looked at Kevin and said, “Seriously. I’m sitting right here.”

“What did I do?”

“You know what you did.”

“I’m out of here,” Kevin responded.

When he tried to kiss her goodbye, she turned her head, and Kevin kissed her cheek. “See you later, Carol.”

“Much later,” Sue said with annoyance.

“I would ask you how it was, but I heard most of it. Could you two have been any louder?”

“Sorry, I didn’t know you were home. Why are you upset with Kevin?”

“Did you see how Kevin looked at Emily?”

“I wasn’t paying attention.”

“He was so turned on by hearing you two that I needed to put out, and I wasn’t even in the mood.”

“Was it good?”

“That’s beside the point. So, what’s the deal with you and Emily?”

“We’re getting to know each other.”

Sue laughed and responded, “That normally happens before sex, but whatever.”

Emily and I talked every day that she was in London and multiple times per day. When we weren’t talking on the phone, we texted, and I was so excited about seeing her again that I picked her up from the airport.

We went from the airport to her apartment, and as soon as we arrived, Emily attacked me like an uncaged wild animal. She pushed me against the wall, pulled my shorts and panties down to my ankles, dropped to her knees, and devoured my pussy so good that I had my first ever multiple orgasms. “I love eating your pussy,” she said while standing up and wiping her face.

“I love how you eat my pussy, but it’s my turn.”

“I need a shower.”

“I can use a shower myself.”

Having shower sex with Emily was the best shower sex I ever had. Emly was an amazing kisser and amazing in the bedroom and the bathroom. She was amazing on the floor, on the sofa, and her kitchen table.

From the time Emily arrived home from London to when she left for London again two months later, we had seen each other every day. We didn’t spend one night sleeping apart. If I didn’t stay at her place, Emily stayed at my place. While Emily was in London, I visited Courtney.

I couldn’t say no when Courtney asked me to attend a group therapy session with her. I sat and listened without saying a word during the group therapy session. It wasn't easy to hear the stories of the women attending group therapy for the first time.

Some of the stories were similar, and some were far different, but all the stories were horrible. It had been a while since I had a nightmare, but I had a vivid nightmare of being in that fucking trailer in Alabama with the sick fuck. It shook me to my core, and it was hard for me to function normally that day because the nightmare was all I could think about.

“Carol. We’re almost out of content. We need to get back to filming soon.”

“How are we almost of content already?”

“Already? It’s been over two months since we’ve filmed.”

“Has it really?”

“No, I’m bullshitting you.”

“When do I need to start filming again?”

“Two weeks at most.”

“Alright.”

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fine.”

“You don’t look fine.”

“I’m fine, Sue.”

I was the furthest thing from fine. I couldn’t stop thinking about my recent nightmare featuring the sick fuck or the stories I heard during the group therapy session. I was also worried about telling Emily that I needed to film new content because I didn’t know how she would react.

I picked Emily up at the airport and drove her home. When we arrived, I told Emily what Sue had told me. “Back to business.”

“Are you okay with it?”

“I knew the business you were in before we became involved.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

“Would it matter if I weren’t?”

“Yeah…no…I mean…I don’t know.”

“A girl needs to make a living, right?”

“Right.”

“Carol, I have a splitting head ache. I need to lay down.”

“Oh, okay. Should I come back later?”

“No. I’ll see you tomorrow if anything.”

“Okay.”

Emily and I had been sleeping together for over two months, but we didn’t have a title or anything. We hadn’t discussed what we were or what we wanted. She knew what I did for a living and that I would need to get back to work at some point, but she was upset for a reason.

As soon as I arrived home, Sue said, “Let’s go.”

“Go where?”

“To film. The woman is local. We can be there is ten minutes, do what we need to do, and be back before nine.”

“Okay. Let me get my bag of toys, and we can go.”

I went into my bedroom, grabbed my small suitcase containing the sex toys that I used to film, and left with Sue. As we drove to the location, I told Sue about my conversation with Emily and that Emily was upset.

“How would you feel if she came out of retirement and went back into the industry?”

“Emily wouldn’t do that.”

“It’s a hypothetical question.”

“I wouldn’t be happy, but I think I would understand.”

“Think or know?”

“I don’t know, Sue.”

“What if Emily decides that she doesn’t want to see you anymore?”

“I don’t want to think about that!”

“Why not?”

“I just don’t, okay?! In fact, I don’t want to talk about it at all! Let’s get this over with!”

Sue pulled into the hotel parking lot and then parked her car. She got out and opened her trunk. I grabbed my suitcase of toys and began walking behind Sue toward the hotel lobby entrance. Sue was about to walk through the doors when I shouted, “Wait!” and stopped walking.

Sue stopped walking and turned around. “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t want to do this?”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want to have sex with anyone other than Emily?”

“Why?”

“I don’t know.”

“Yeah, you do, and it’s okay to admit it.”

“I’m scared, Sue.”

“Don’t be scared. It's what you’ve always wanted.”

“Why if she doesn’t feel the same way about me?”

“How do you feel about her, Carol?”

“I love her.”

“She loves you too.”

“How do you know when I don’t.”

“Emily is upset for a reason. Let’s get the fuck out of here.”

“We just can bail on the women. That would be fucked up.”

“It would be fucked up if a woman was waiting on us.”

“You bitch,” I said with relief.

Sue chuckled and responded, “I’ll drop you off at Emily’s.” 

“No, take me home. We need to talk.”

“We don’t have anything to discuss.”

“Yeah, we do. We need to talk about what we’re going to do about our business.”

“No, we don’t. I don’t want to do this anymore, either. I don’t want to watch and record you fucking random girls anymore. I want to create magic and tell stories that mean something. I don’t want to be in the porn industry anymore, and I haven’t for a while.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t know how.”

“Please, drop me off at Emily’s place. We’ll talk more about this some other time.”

Sue dropped me off at Emily’s building, and it felt like the elevator was moving slower than usual. I exited the elevator and knocked on Emily’s door, but she didn’t answer. I knocked again, but she didn’t answer. I was going to call her when I realized that I left my cell phone at home. I began pounding on the door and shouting her name when the door opened.

“Why are you pounding like a door like a fucking lunatic.”

“I need to talk to you, and it can’t wait.”

“Alright. Come in.”

I entered Emily’s apartment, and she closed the door.

“I’m retiring.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want to do it anymore.”

“You decided to retire from the time you left here and came back?”

“I did.”

“Have you been thinking about retiring?”

“No.”

“Why now?”

“I don’t want to have sex with anyone else, and I don’t want you to have sex with anyone else either.”

Emily looked at me with confusion. “I’m in love with you, Emily.”

Emily placed her hand over her mouth and looked at me with tears in her eyes.”

She slowly removed her hand from over her mouth and responded, “Are you sure?”

I nodded, grabbed Emily, and pulled her into me. I kissed her and said, “I love you.”

Emily kissed me and responded, “I love you too, Carol.”

My relationship with David began with a lie, and I wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice. I needed to tell Emily the truth and not hold anything back. It was time to tell my story in full for the first time in my life.

“Do you have a liquor?”

“I always have liquor.”

“I need a drink, and then I’m going to tell you something that I’ve never told anyone before.”

Emily went into the kitchen and removed a bottle of vodka from the freezer and two shot glasses from the cabinet. She entered the living room, poured two shots, and sat beside me on the sofa. We drank the shots, and after I poured two more shots, we drank.

I told Emily my story, but unlike when I told my story to Sue and Brianna, I told the entire story. I told Emily my true age when the abuse began in the trailer in Alabama, my true age of twenty-five, and my true identity, Samantha Higgins.

“Most of my life has been a lie, Emily, but I don’t want to lie to you about anything.”

“My God, Carol.”

“Samantha, but I love it when you call me darling. Can you please refer me that way?”

“Of course, darling. You must have family somewhere.”

“You know as well as I do what the statistics are. My mother was probably used to being abused physically, mentally, and sexually, which is why she stayed as long as she did. The sick fuck was probably a victim himself. If I do have family out there, it’s no one I want to have anything do with.”

“I understand what you’re saying, but there’s a reason why you were home-schooled and why you never left the property. It’s like your mum and the sick fuck were hiding you and hiding you for a reason.”

“Yeah, so the suck fuck could do what he did to me.”

“That didn’t start until after your mother left.”

“I told you that I stepped in for my mother as the woman of the house.”

“It doesn’t make sense to me. If your mum were abused and put up with your father’s abuse because she was accustomed to being abused, she would have taken you with her. She dared to flee, but her fleeing and not taking you with her doesn’t make sense to me. Your mum would have wanted to end the cycle.”

“If that’s true, then why didn’t she take me with her?”

“You told me that your father beat your mum so horribly at times that she couldn’t get out of bed. Perhaps he beat her too badly. Maybe your mum didn’t leave you. Maybe your mum was taken from you.”

The thought that the sick fuck may have taken my mother from me had never crossed my mind, and it made me feel dumb. I admitted how I felt to Emily. She told me that I wasn’t dumb and that if she had gone through what I had and hadn’t lived the life that she did, she wouldn’t have thought about it either.

“Neither of us is dumb, darling, but three heads are better than two. I think it would be best for us to tell Sue about what we’ve been discussing.”

“I know Sue better than I know anyone. If I tell her my story the same way I did to you, she’ll be beyond angry with me. I can’t her lose her.”

“Why didn’t you tell her the story the same way you told me?”

“I trusted her, but it was not enough to tell her everything. I wanted to, but then too much time passed, so I didn’t, and then time continued to pass.”

“She’ll understand. Let’s go to your place.”

“I should tell her alone, and the three of us put our heads together tomorrow.”

Emily tolled her eyes and asked with an annoyed tone, “Why does Sue care so much that her boyfriend used to wank to me?”

“She’s the jealous type.”

“She needs to get over it. I’ll order an Uber.”

“I love how you say Uber.”

“You must love me because most find it annoying.”

When Emily and I arrived at my place, Sue was watching television with Kevin in the living room. Sue looked at Emily and Kevin and said, “Time to go home, babe.”

Kevin shook his head and said, “This is so fucking stupid. I don’t want Emily. I love you, and you’re the only woman I want.”

“You didn’t have a poster hanging next to your bed of me that you used to look at and fantasize about while pleasuring yourself, did you?”

“Which poster, Kevin?” Emily asked, with Sue looking at her with a death stare.

“It doesn’t matter, Emily! Kevin, go home now!”

“I’m tired of this shit, Suzanne!”

“Bye, Kevin,” Sue responded.

“Keep this shit up, and it’ll be goodbye for good,” Kevin said with seriousness and left.

Sue rolled her eyes, stood up, and asked, “What’s the story, girls? Is it finally official?”

“Yeah,” I responded with a smile and then kissed Emily.

“You and I need to eventually discuss your issue with your boyfriend wanking at me but not tonight. I’m going to make myself a drink and go outside so you and your bestie can have a chat, hotness.”

“Hotness?!” I exclaimed.

Emily chuckled, made herself a drink, and went outside onto the rooftop deck. “Sue, I love you. You’ll have every right to be angry with me when I tell you what I need to tell you. I hope that when I tell you what I need to tell you, it won’t end our friendship.”

“Did you fuck, Kevin?”

“No, and I would never.”

It was the second time that night that I felt dumb. Sue and I had long established that the only thing I could ever do was to fuck her boyfriend for our friendship to end. I told my story to Sue as I should have years ago and explained why I hadn’t. I told Sue what Emily told me earlier in the night.

“Emily is right. It doesn’t make sense to me either,” she responded when Emily entered.

“Emily. We do need to have as discussion about Kevin, but not tonight. Tonight, we’re going to put our heads together and figure this shit out for your girl and my best friend for life.”

“Let’s do it, hottie,” Emily said.

“Don’t call her that!” I shouted.

“It’s no wonder why you two are besties,” Emily said through laughter.

It had been an extremely long night for all of us, especially. Emily. We decided to call it a night and reconvene in the morning. Sue went to her bedroom, and Emily and I went into my bedroom minutes later.

“You must be exhausted.”

“I’m tired but okay. I slept on the flight, but I need to tell you something.”

“Okay.”

“I was so bloody angry with you earlier today. It would have been over between you and me had you gone back to filming. It would have broken my heart, but it’s the truth.”

“I wasn’t supposed to film for two more weeks, but why didn’t you tell me that you didn’t want me to film content.”

“You are supposed to read my mind.”

“I didn’t think I could ever feel about anyone as I felt toward David, and I was right. I love you more than I ever loved him.”

“You don’t need to sweet-talk me to get between my legs.”

“I’m not sweet-talking you, Emily. It’s the truth.”

“Olivia,” she responded.

“Your name isn’t Emily?”

“Emilicious sounded better than Olivialicious to me when I entered the industry. When I moved to the states, I began using my middle name. My real name is Olivia Emily Evans, but I prefer to be called Emily.”

“Please tell me your story, Emily.”

“You’ve never asked me before. Why tonight?”

“I told you my story, and I want to know your story.”

I cried as Emily told me her story. Our stories were eerily similar, and despite what I had gone through, I felt what she had gone through was more horrific. Olivia had known what it was like to have a loving home. She had a mother and father who loved her and were good parents until circumstances changed when her father passed away in a car accident.

She and her mother struggled financially until her mother began dating the monster. Emily’s mother and the monster were engaged when Emily’s mother was diagnosed with cancer. They were financially dependent on the monster, and he wouldn’t help with the medical bills unless Emily did what he wanted her to do. The monster did to Emily what the sick fuck did to me.

Emily’s mother walked on the monster, forcing himself on Emily. Emily’s mother attacked the monster. He fought Emily’s mother off and pushed her hard across the room, resulting in Emily's mother striking her head on the edge of a table, ending her life.

The monster was taken into custody, and Emily was placed into foster care. Emily has been a citizen of the UK and the USA since she was born in London, and her father was a US citizen. When she turned eighteen, she received her US passport and went to the states with a few hundred dollars in her pocket and did what she needed to do to survive.  

Sue, Emily, and I reconvened in the morning. All we had was a theory, and we didn’t know where to begin. Before fleeing the trailer with Lucifer, I tore the place apart, looking for my documents, but I didn’t find anything. I didn’t have a birth certificate or social security number and didn’t know if I had been born in Alabama. The sick fuck was deceased, and I didn’t know my mother's first name. She never told me her name and the sick fuck never referred to her other than bitch, slut, whore, and good for nothing.

I called Brianna to tell her that I was attempting to locate my mother but didn’t know where to start. Brianna told me that I needed a professional investigator and knew one that might be able to help me. She gave me the man’s contact information and told me to tell him that she had referred me.

His name was Max Phillips, a retired FBI Special Agent located in Los Angeles and not too far from my home. After a brief phone conversation, I went to his office to meet Max and hire him. He was in his early sixties with thin, neatly combed thin white hair. The office was small, but there were pictures of his family all over the walls. Max had trusting eyes, and I felt comfortable with him when I arrived.

“Welcome, Ms. Francis.”

“Please call me, Carol. Do you think you can help me?”

“If anyone can help you, it’s me, but I’ll be honest with you. Based on the information you provided during our phone conversation, it won’t be easy.”

“I need to know if she’s out there and why she left me.”

“Since Brianna referred you, I’ll charge you half of my usual hourly fee, but you’ll need to reimburse me for my travel expenses, lodging, and vehicle rental, as well as pay a per diem for meals. It will be expensive.”

“I don’t care about the money. I need to know if my mother is out there or not.”

“I need to be clear on how I work and what to expect. I will not provide updates. It will do you no good for me to update you on the information that I find. It will only get your hopes up. When I connect all the dots, I will debrief you at that time.”

“You won’t give me any updates?”

“No, I won’t, but feel free to call me. When you do, I will say that I’m working on it, and I will be. I only work with one client at a time.”

“When can you start?”

“As soon as you hire me.”

“You’re hired.”

“There is no guarantee that I’ll be able to give you what you want.”

“I know.”

“Let’s begin.”

I gave Max all the information I could, but it wasn’t much more than what I’d given him during our phone conversation. I never thought I would ever say the sick fucks name out loud again, but I did when I told Max his name. The name of the town in Alabama came out of my mouth without thought. The name of that town was forever burned into my memory, as was the location of the trailer.

I told Max that the sick fuck had committed suicide because of Lucifer and that I had known it to be true because of the online news video that Lucifer showed me when I was in Tennessee with him.

I told Max my true identity and explained that I didn’t have a birth certificate or social security card or know if I was born in Alabama or not. Max wiped the inside of my mouth with a cotton swab, placed the cotton swab into a small plastic bag, and sealed it.

“What’s that for?” I asked.

“DNA.”

“What do you need my DNA for?”

“Leads.”

“Care to expand.”

“No.”

I tried my best not to think about what information Max had found and tried my best not to call him. When I called him, Max said that he was working on it as he had told me he would. “Give me something, Max!”

“I’m going to visit one of my daughters next weekend. I haven’t met my granddaughter yet, and I’m excited. Don’t worry, I’m visiting her because I’ll be in town working on your case.”

“How old is your granddaughter?”

“Seven months old. Her name is Gabrielle.”

“What’s your daughter’s name?”

“Ashley.”

“Is she married?”

“Her husband’s name is Walter. He’s a good guy, but I love busting his balls.”

As the weeks turned into months, Max and I developed a friendship. He loved his children and grandchildren more than anything. I learned that Max opened his private investigation business when his wife passed away.

“I needed to do something to occupy my time. My daughters and son offered to have me live with them, but they’re living their lives as me and my wife, Rachel, wanted them to.”    

Max was a good man. He had been a loving husband and was still a loving father and grandfather. It was because of my developing friendship with Max that made me want to share the article with Emily. I went into my closet, opened the shoe box, and handed the folded article to her.

“What’s this?”

“It’s an article from a magazine that the sick fuck gave to me. It’s what made me realize that what was happening to me wasn’t normal and gave me the courage to flee with Lucifer.”

Emily read the article and looked at me with sadness. “What’s on your mind, honey.”

“My dad.”

“You can talk to me about him. It won’t make me feel any type of way.”

“I miss him,” she cried.

I held Emily in my arms and said, “Tell me about him.”

“My dad loved me and my mum so much. He was an amazing dad. It didn’t matter how tired he was from working. He would have tea parties with me and read bedtime stories whenever I asked. I loved it when he combed my hair. He was gentler than my mum when he combed my hair.

If he weren’t taken from us, me and my mum’s life would have been different. I would have been normal. I would have gone to university. I would have been there for him and him for me when my mum became ill, and she may have made it. My mum was doing so well.”

“No matter how much you and I want to change the past, we can’t.”

“I know. I think about how things would be different, but even if I could change the past, I wouldn’t.”

“Why?”

“Because I wouldn’t have you in my life. I love you, and I can’t imagine a life without having you in it. I want to spend my life with you until death does us part.”

“Are you proposing?” I asked jokingly.

Emily smiled and kissed me. She got out of bed and opened the bag she had packed to spend the weekend with me. I was in shock and disbelief when I saw Emily remove the small jewelry box and drop to a knee beside my bed.

“I was going to ask you tomorrow after our date night. I had it planned out, but I don’t want to wait. I never thought I would ever find true love, but I know I’ve found it with you. Samantha, Summer, Carol, Scarlett, marry me.”

“Yes!” I screamed with happiness.

Emily placed the ring on my finger, and I cried as I looked at it. “I know it’s not much.”

“I love it, and I love you!” I shouted with glee.

I grabbed Emily and pulled her onto the bed. I placed myself on top of her and spent the night showing Emily how much I loved her while pleasuring myself as I did. “Are you ready to go again?” I asked while on top of her, staring into her eyes and kissing her lips.

“I’m good, and I can’t move.”

“You don’t need to move. All you need to do is enjoy.”

Emily kissed my lips and smiled. “I’ll enjoy cuddling.”

I giggled, rolled off her, and placed my head on her stomach. As Emily stroked my hair, I felt the most peaceful and happy I’d ever felt. When we awoke in the morning, we told Sue and Kevin that Emily and I were engaged. They congratulated us, but Emily looked upset. She alternated between looking at Emily and Kevin while smiling.

The next night, I boarded a plane with Emily and flew to London for the first time. It was like Emily was a different person. I had never seen her smile, laugh, or be so carefree before as she showed me around London.

We spent two weeks in London and stayed at the building where Emily operated her nonprofit organization. The room was tiny and only consisted of a Queen-size bed, but that was all we needed. The women who Emily helped there were the same as the women in Los Angeles.

They were so appreciative and thankful for what Emily was doing for them. When Emily told them that we were engaged, the women and children threw us an engagement party the next night. It was an amazing night and couldn’t have been more fun.

It had been seven months since I hired Max to find my mother, and a lot happened during that time beyond me becoming engaged. Sue and I shut down the website and entered into a license agreement with a porn website for what had been exclusive content only available to our subscribers.

Emily moved into the condominium, and she was able to mostly resolve Sue’s jealousy about Kevin masturbating to her content and posters in the past. I began helping Emily with her organization on a full-time basis. I was still earing an amazing living due to the license agreement and my OnlyFans account.

I was in the new building, helping Emily and the staff put the final touches on the place, when Max called me. It wasn’t uncommon for Max to call me to find out how I was doing, so I never expected him to tell me what he did that evening.

“I need to see you first thing tomorrow morning. I’ll be at your place at nine sharp.”

“What do you need to see me about?”

“My investigation is complete. I’ll debrief you tomorrow.”

“Did you find her?”

“I have, and I’ll tell you everything tomorrow morning. I need to board my flight,” Max responded and ended the call.

I began shaking when Emily entered the office. “Max is finished. He’s coming to the condo tomorrow morning at nine.”

“Did he tell you anything?”

“He found her.”

It was the most restless and sleepless night of my life. I stared at the time, my mind racing, and was finally able to fall asleep. I woke up when Emily shook me awake to tell me that Max was waiting for me in the living room. I exited the bedroom with Emily and went into the living room to find Max sitting on the sofa while Sue handed him a cup of coffee.

“Coffee, Carol?” Sue asked.

I shook my head and greeted Max with a tight hug. “I’m ready, Max.”

“A lot of what I’m going to tell you won’t be easy to hear. After I debrief you, I will give you all the documentation that I accumulated during my investigation.”

“Okay,” I responded as the four of us sat, and Max began.

“The man you knew as Mark Higgins isn’t your biological father. He assumed the identity of Mark Higgins. His true identity was Earl William Montogomery. Mark Higgins had been Earl's former cellmate. When Earl was released from prison, he assumed Mark’s identity. From what I gathered, there were two reasons for Earl to assume Mark’s identity.

Mark Higgins is serving a life sentence and has no living relatives. As such, no one would come looking for him, and also because of the property in Alabama that Mark owned. In exchange for Earl using Mark’s identity and property, Earl made sure to keep money in Mark’s commissary account.

As a convicted felon, Earl Montgomery’s DNA is on file. I compared your DNA to Earl’s, and there wasn’t a match. I hoped that perhaps since Earl was a convicted felon, there was a chance that your mother may have been as well. I ran your DNA through The Federal DNA Database Unit and The Combined DNA Index System but received no hits.

I figured that, in such a small town, everyone would know everyone, but I was wrong. I talked to everyone in town, but no one I spoke to remembered Mark Higgins, a woman or a child. I was at a dead end until I stopped to grab lunch a town over. I showed the owner of the place the photograph of Earl and the sketch of your mother that I had made from your description of her. He remembered your mother because he used to see her get mail from the general store in town.

I went to the general store and spoke to a woman who was working there. I showed her the sketch of your mother. The woman told me that your mother used to come by once per week for mail but stopped coming. However, she did have mail for your mother that was never retrieved. There was a ton of mail, and Dorothy Webster's name was on all of the letters.

I went through all the mail and found an envelope with a hand written last name of Sampson and the return address for an apartment in Michigan. I opened the envelope and inside was five hundred dollars in cash inside a blank piece of paper. I ran the address online and found that Sampson's last name was still attached to the address. I left Alabama and went to Michigan, but when I arrived at the address, Sampson wasn’t living there.

The guy who lived in the apartment told me that he had been living there for years but knew that the former tenant, Glenda Sampson, had passed away. He also told me he knew that Glenda was somehow related to the superintendent of the building but couldn’t remember how. I went to the superintendent’s apartment, introduced myself, and showed him your mother's sketch. He told me that your mother was his former sister-in-law, Nadine Pearce, and that he hadn’t seen Nadine of heard from her since she and his brother divorced.

He gave me his brother’s name and phone number and told me that he would text his brother to let me know that I would be calling. I called the brother, Scott Sampson, that night and explained what I was attempting to do. She wasn’t your mother.”

“What do you mean she wasn’t my mother?!”

“Nadine and Scott divorced a few years after they learned that Nadine was incapable of having children. Scott told me when she found out that she couldn’t give birth, she took it extremely hard and wanted to adopt a child. Scott told me that they couldn’t afford to adopt, and even if they could, he didn’t want to. It resulted in their divorce. Scott told me that after they divorced, Nadine moved to Ohio, and they lost touch, but he had an address for a place where she had been living.

I went from Michigan to the address in Ohio. The woman who lived there, Sarah, told me that she and Nadine had been friends since they were teenagers because they lived in the same foster home and that Nadine had stayed with her after Nadine and Scott divorced for about a year. Sarah knew Earl. When Sarah and Nadine were foster kids in Texas, Nadine’s boyfriend was Earl William Montgomery. He was a piece of shit back then, but Sarah told me that Nadine felt that Earl was the only person who had ever truly loved her.

Sarah told me that Nadine found out that Earl was in prison through a mutual friend and that Nadine and Earl began writing to each other. Then Nadine began visiting him in prison. When Earl was released, Nadine moved out of Sarah’s apartment and in with Earl. Sarah told me the relationship was toxic, but Nadine refused to leave him. Sarah told me that her friendship with Nadine ended because of Earl, and they lost touch. 

“She knew who and what the sick fuck was and left me there with him! Where the fuck is she, Max?!

“A cemetery in Mississippi. Nadine’s remains were found by a river two years ago by a group of men who were hunting. The coroner listed her death as a homicide. Nadine’s homicide is still a cold case in Mississippi, but I think it’s safe to say that Earl had something to do with it.”

“Who the fuck am I, Max?”

Max took hold of my hand and responded, “Your name is Jamie Miller. You were a few weeks past your first birthday when you were abducted in Ohio. Your grandmother babysat you, and your mother was on her way home after picking you up. A vehicle passed her on the left, cut her off, and sped away.

There was a blind curve about a half mile down the road. Your mother crashed into the vehicle because it had stopped at that blind curve. The airbag deployed, causing her to lose consciousness. A passerby called 911, and when the paramedics pulled your mother out of her car,  you were gone. The vehicle that your mother crashed into was stolen, and the police didn’t find any fingerprints inside the vehicle.

Police were informed during their investigation that another vehicle was seen on the road shortly after the accident. They were able to locate that vehicle, which had also been stolen and abandoned, in the parking lot of a strip mall in Cincinnati. Again, no prints, and the security cameras were too grainy and distorted to identify the man and woman exiting the vehicle with a small child.”

“Why me?! Why did they take me?!”

“Nadine Pearce worked as a receptionist at a pediatrician’s office for Dr. Rubenstein. Dr. Rubenstein was your family’s pediatrician. Nadine must have felt that you looked similar enough to her that no one would question if she was your mother. She was never a suspect. Nadine continued working for Dr. Rubenstein for another month, gave her two weeks’ notice, left Ohio, and fell off the grid.”

“My family’s pediatrician?”

“You are the youngest of three. You have two older sisters, Monica, who is three years older than you, and Lynn, who is six years older than you. Monica lives in Cincinnati, and Lynn lives in Indian River, a few blocks away from your parents.”

“My parents,” I responded in a low tone and began crying.

“Angela and Sean Miller. Your father is a self-employed certified public accountant, and your mother is a real estate broker and a volunteer for an organization that provides counseling for the parents of missing children. Your sisters and parents are wonderful people, and they can’t wait to see you.”

“You’ve met them?”

“I met your parents twice. I met with your parents in order to tell them that I believed that you were their daughter, to collect DNA samples, and to share the results of the DNA reports yesterday when I also met your sisters. The family resemblance is strong.”

“I’m confused, Max. If Carol, I mean Jamie, has been missing for two decades and is as visible as she is on social media and online, how wasn’t she found?” Emily questioned.

“There are hundreds of millions of people in this country. Over half a million people go missing each year. Even with all Sean and Angela did to find Jamie, the longer she was missing, the less likely Jamie was to be found.”

“What did they do?” Sue asked.

“They had age progression images done every year and posted on social media, but it’s an imperfect science. It’s subject to error, and Jamie’s age progression images were not close to being accurate.”

“I’ve been missing for over two decades! If they can’t wait to see me, then why didn’t my family come here with you?!” I asked.

“Your sisters have careers and responsibilities and couldn’t fly across the country at the drop of a hat. They stayed back to notify the rest of your family that you’ve been found, but all you need to do is tell me that you want to see your parents, and you will.”

“Oh my God! Are they here?”

“Close by.”

“Yes, I want to see them, Max! Wait. Do they know what I’ve been through?”

“It wasn’t my place to tell them. I shared what I felt comfortable sharing, but it wasn’t much.”

“Okay. I want to meet my parents.”

Max kissed my hand, let go of it, grabbed his cell phone, and sent a text message. “Five minutes,” he said.

“It’s time for me to go. I took the liberty of placing all the documents and photographs accumulated during my investigation in your office. Stay in touch, Jamie.”

Sue called down to the front desk and asked them to send my parents up. I cried and hugged Max goodbye while thanking him over and over again. “What’s next for you, Max?”

“Retirement. I’m too old for this shit. I’m going to spend some time visiting my children and grandchildren and take it from there.”

“Max, there is no way I can ever repay you for what you’ve done for me.”

“I’m fine with the balance on my final invoice,” he responded with laughter.

Sue walked Max out of our condo and remained outside to wait for my parents. My heart pounded, and my pulse raced as I waited while holding Emily’s hand. I let go of Emily’s hand and walked slowly toward the door when I heard a woman’s voice scream, “Jamie!”

I sprinted toward the door and watched it open. I ran toward my mother as she ran toward me. We embraced, and both cried hysterically. “My baby!” she sobbed while repeatedly kissing my forehead.

It was the most surreal moment of my life to look into my mother’s eyes and to see my own. She was beautiful, and I saw myself in her, but it was the same when I met my father. He looked at me with tears in his eyes and grabbed me. He hugged me so tightly that I could hardly breathe.

“Mom and Dad. That is my best friend and business partner, Sue,” I said as Sue rolled two pieces of luggage into our home when Emily coughed.

“This is my fiancé, Emily.”

“Fiancé?” my mom responded.

I nodded as my father looked at Emily and said, “You look so familiar?” with a smile.

“Do I?” Emily replied as my father’s smile disappeared.

“Hey, Em,” Sue said while nodding toward the front door.

“I’m sure you all have a lot of catching up to do. Sue and I are going to see you all a bit later on. Cheerio.”

My mother waited until Sue and Emily exited the condo to say, “I’ve always had a thing for a British accent.”

“Me too,” I said with laughter.

My parents had multiple photo albums and videos to show me. Max wasn’t kidding when he told me that the family resemblance was strong. I saw myself in my mother and father, but my sisters and I couldn’t have had a stronger resemblance.

“When we told Monica and Lynn that I was pregnant with you, Lynn was ecstatic, and Monica cried. I have a video of it at home,” my mom said.

It was a lot to take in for one day. I learned that morning that I had a family and was hosting my parents. I learned that I had a huge family. I had grandparents on my mother and father’s side to go along with uncles, aunts, and cousins.

Sue and Kevin cooked dinner that night, and Emily was her usual charming self during dinner. After dinner, my father looked like he would fall asleep. Emily convinced him to call it a night. My father went to bed, Kevin and Emily went to Kevin’s place, and Emily went to the second building location to onboard a new woman seeking help.

My mom and I opened a bottle of wine, sat outside, and talked. “What has life been like for you?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer but decided that being completely honest was the right thing to do. I thought it would be better to tell my mother and father my life story at the same time. When I told my mother how I felt, she told me that she would relay our conversation to my father.

I told my mother my story as she drank a glass of wine after another. I told her what my life had been like in the trailer in Alabama and what had been done to me by the sick fuck and the fuckers. I told her that I had fled with Lucifer to Tennessee and that I had fled Lucifer by going to New York.

I told her about my life in New York, Orlando and Miami. I told my mother about my addiction and how I kicked it. I told her about my time in South Carolina, about my relationship with David, how it ended, and that it resulted in me moving back to Los Angeles to live with Sue. I told my mother how I earned the money that allowed me to purchase the condominium with Sue. I was about to tell her how I met Emily when she began hysterically crying.

“This is all my fault, Jamie! I’m so sorry!” she cried when my father came outside onto the balcony.

“Angie! What are you doing?! You know better!” he shouted.

“I’m having wine with our daughter, Sean!” she screamed while sobbing.

“Babe, please, stop. It’s time for bed.”

My father pulled my mother up from her chair and carried her into the house. I left the balcony, stood in the living room, and watched my father carry her into the bedroom. I went back outside onto the balcony and sat alone for a few minutes when my father joined me.

He sighed, sat, and said, “I should have told you that your mother shouldn’t be drinking. She had been sober for over fifteen years.”

I never thought about how my abduction affected my family until my father told me their story. My father told me that my mother had blamed herself for me being taken. She had never been much of a drinker but began drinking more as the likelihood I would be found lessened.

My mother became an alcoholic and had gone into rehabilitation programs. It became a cycle of her being sober for a while and then relapsing, usually around my birthdays or the anniversary date of my abduction.

By the time the third anniversary arrived, my mother attempted to take her life for the first time. It would be the first attempt of many over the years. She spent time in mental health facilities, and when she came out, she would drink herself into oblivion and attempt to take her life again.

My father explained that it took my sisters’ telling our mother that she was being selfish and still had two daughters who needed her to snap her out of the vicious cycle she had been in. She had been sober and doing well until that night on the balcony with me.

My father further explained that when it came to my sisters, my mother was extremely overprotective. She wouldn’t allow them to sleep over at friend's houses and tracked their movements through their cell phones. My father told me that Monica and Lynn loved my mother, but they also resented her for the years that my mother spent not thinking about them and doing what she had done.

My mother and father spent three days with me and, during those days, made plans for a family reunion to take place at their home the following week. The excitement I had about meeting my sisters and other family members was replaced with anxiousness, nervousness, and fear. I would be a stranger to them and them to me. What if they didn’t like me? What if my sisters wanted nothing to do with me? What if meeting them somehow ruined their family dynamic?

I would be spending a week at my parents' house and wanted Emily to come with me, but I understood why she didn’t want to. She was busy with the organization and felt it would be best for my family to meet them at a later date in time. Sue thought it would be an amazing idea to have her come with me to record the reunion and to interview family members. I agreed, and so did my parents when I discussed it with them.

Sue and I were expecting my parents to pick us up at the airport, but they didn’t. It was an amazing surprise to have my sister, Monica, get us from the airport. I immediately recognized Monica from the photographs I had seen, and it was the same with her. Monica and I hugged each other tightly and cried in the airport as we held each other.

It was a short drive from the airport to my parents’ house. Monica parked her car outside the house and said, “It’s going to be a long day and probably overwhelming for you.”

“I’m scared, Monica.”

“Don’t be scared. You’ve been a missing piece in our family, and our family is whole now.”

As we sat in the car, I stared at the house that would have been my childhood home. I couldn’t help but think about what my life with my parents and sisters would have been like had I not been abducted. I shook it off, got out of Monica’s car, and followed her into the house.

“Welcome home!” Everyone shouted, followed by clapping and whistling.

It was a long and overwhelming day, but it was one of the happiest days of my life. I had such a large family that it was difficult to remember names. I met my grandparents, cousins, aunts, uncles, and friends of my family.

I thought it was an amazing surprise to have my sister Monica and Sue and me from the airport. It was more of an amazing surprise to meet my sister Lynn’s child, Jessica. Jessica was a year and a half old, and I cried as I held her in my arms. I cried a lot that day. The best part of that night for me was sitting outside with my sisters while drinking hot chocolate and talking.

Listening to Lynn and Monica tell me that the resentment they felt toward our mother was subsiding because of Jessica entering the world was music to my ears. “I wasn’t able to understand why mom did the things she did until I held Jessica in my arms. Each day was a living nightmare for her and would have been for me,” Monica said that night.

I left at the end of the week with a promise to return as soon as I could and for my sisters to visit me in Los Angeles. Monica, Lynn, and I began talking and texting a few days per week, and I spoke to my parents every day for weeks.

After editing the reunion video she recorded, Sue uploaded the video to YouTube, resulting in the media picking up the story. My family and I began receiving requests for interviews and talk show appearances, which none of us wanted anything to do with. It wasn’t a pleasant experience to be followed around town and to see news vans parked outside of my parent’s home on television.

Thankfully, as the months passed, the attention died down, and my relationship with my family became stronger. Monica and Lynn came to stay with me in Los Angeles, and I began traveling to Ohio on a monthly basis. It got to the point where I began to dread leaving Ohio to go back home, and I wasn’t happy when I was home in Los Angeles. I had missed so much time with my family that being home in Los Angeles made me feel that I should spend more time with them instead of at home.

It had been a little over a year since I had reunited with my family. I was in Ohio and was staying with my sister Monica, my brother-in-law, Morgan, and my niece Jessica for a week. Emily wasn’t able to fly out with me but was flying in the next night. My mother arrived at Monica’s house and was overly excited.

“Jamie, sweetie. I listed a house this morning that would be perfect for you. I want to show it to you.”

I went with my mother, Jamie, my father, and Lynn to see the house. The house was within walking distance of my parents and Monica’s house. It was a newer home and was in move-in condition. The house was perfect, and I wanted it. “Take it off the market, Mom! This house is mine!”

I was overjoyed and couldn’t wait to show Emily the house. I picked Emily up from the airport and drove her straight to the house. “What’s this?”

“Our Ohio home!” I answered with joy.

“You bought this house?!”

“Not yet, but I’m going to.”

I gave Emily a tour of the house with excitement, but it was obvious that Emily didn’t share my excitement. “I don’t like this?”

“The house?” I questioned.

“When you’re home, it’s like you don’t want to be home. You’re unhappy, can’t wait to get back here, and now you’re purchasing a home here. I know what will happen. Your one-week monthly visits will become longer and longer, and then you’ll want to move here permanently.”

“You don’t know that.”

“There are a lot of things that I don’t know, but this is not one of them. What I also don’t know is how I fit in?”

“Fit in?! We’re getting married, Emily!”

“Is that what you still want?”

“Of course it is! You’re the love of my life, and I want to spend my life with you! Nothing has changed!

“It’s been changing, and you purchasing this house is a major change, and things are not changing for the better. Los Angeles is home, Jamie.”

“It doesn’t need to be.”

“It does for me. My organization needs me to be there. I have so much more than needs to be done, and I can’t do it from here.”

“I’m not asking you to move here to Ohio.”

“Yet.”

“I promise that I won’t.”

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep.”

I thought Emily was being dramatic, and I didn’t think there was a possibility of Emily being correct about me wanting to call Ohio home, which is why I promised her that I wouldn’t ask her, but she was right.

I purchased the house, and as the months passed, my week-long visits to Ohio turned into ten-day visits. The ten-day visits turned into two-week visits, and then two-week visits became close to a three-week visit and then a three-week visit. Emily and I had our disagreements but never argued until I came home after close to a month-long stay at my house in Ohio.

“Thank you so much for gracing me with your presence! How long will you be visiting this time?!”

“I’m home, Emily!”

“For how long?! A few days?! A week?!”

“I’m home for as long as you want me to be home!”

“I don’t want to force you to be here when you don’t want to be!”

“I’m fucking home, Emily, but you arguing with me makes me not want to be here!”

“You don’t want to be here, Jamie! The only reason that you are here is to appease me, and I’m sick and tired of this!”

“What do you want from me?!”

“I want you, you bloody idiot! I want us to go back to how we were! I don’t want a part-time fiancé! I told you this would happen!”

“The only thing that is happening is you acting insane!”

Emily began crying and responded, “It’s insane of me to want to be with you in our home?! It’s insane of me to become tired of having a relationship with my fiancé over the bloody phone?! It’s insane of me not to want to sleep alone all the time?! It’s insane of me to be lonely, Jamie?!”

“I need you to understand, Emily!”

“I understand that I don’t fit into this new life of yours! What I don’t understand is why we're still together!”

“I love you, Em!”

“If you love me, you wouldn’t be doing this to me!”

“Fuck this! I’m going back home!”

“Home,” she said and began sobbing.

“I didn’t mean that.”

“Yeah, you did.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologize for speaking the truth,” Emily hysterically cried and then said, “Maybe we’ve had our time together.”

“I know this hasn’t been easy for either of us, but I love you, and I want to spend my life with you. I promise I will do better.”

“Another promise you can’t keep, Jamie.”

It was wrong of me to do what I was doing to Emily, and hearing Emily tell me that maybe we had our time together shook me to my core. I loved having the house in Ohio and being so close to my family. I loved the relationship that I had with my family because it was a dream come true, but I loved Emily more than I loved anything or anyone. Promising Emily that I would do better was a promise I had planned to keep, but I didn’t know if I could.

It took that argument with Emily to make me realize that breaking my promise to her would result in my losing her, and that was something I knew I couldn’t do. Having a life without Emily wasn’t a life that I wanted to experience, so I changed my ways, and when I did, my relationship with Emily became stronger than ever.  

“I love you, darling,” Emily said as she placed my pussy into her mouth.

I grabbed two handfuls of the bedsheets and locked my legs across her back. I swayed myself into her mouth and ran my hands across my tits as Emily pleasured me with her fingers and tongue.

“Oh fuck, honey! I’m going to cum!” I shouted.

I placed my hand behind her head and pushed her face deep into me, and then had an intense and loud orgasm. Emily removed her fingers from inside me and her mouth from my pussy. When I unlocked my legs, Emily crawled up my body. I felt euphoric as Emily and I kissed with our tongues.

“My turn, honey.”

“How do you want?”

“I want you on your hands and knees with your ass in the air,” I responded.

Emily positioned herself as I wanted, and I placed myself behind her. I used my tongue like a paintbrush and licked from her pussy to across her asshole and down again. I repeatedly did that before concentrating on devouring her asshole while finger fucking her. “I bloody love that!” she shouted as I pleasured her.

“Fuck me!” she exclaimed.

I got off the bed, grabbed my strap on, put it on, and again placed myself behind her. I fucked her pussy for a couple of minutes when she removed it from inside her and placed the tip of the dildo against her asshole. I penetrated her ass with the dildo and fucker her anally while Emily touched herself.

“Fuck my ass!” she screamed, and I complied by pounding her ass until she had an orgasm.

I removed the strapon, tossed it on the floor, and placed myself beside Emily in bed. We kissed and cuddled and smiled at one another. “Happy anniversary, darling.”

“Happy anniversary, love of my life.

Emily and I have been happily married for ten years and live in the suburbs of Los Angeles. During that time, Emily expanded her foundation from London and Los Angeles to New York. She partnered with similar foundations across the country to provide food, shelter, clothing, and services to abused women. The women we’ve helped and continue to help are an extended family.

I have an amazing relationship with my entire family. I still own the home in Ohio, but it’s my sister Monica’s home. She lives there with her husband, Dillon, and my two nephews, Tommy and Matthew. My sister Lynn has three children now. In addition to Jessica, I have a nephew named Anthony and a niece named Ashley.

My parents continue to reside in the same home. My father still owns his accounting firm and is semi-retired. My mother is no longer a real estate broker. She’s a full-time grandmother and hasn’t had a drop of alcohol since that night on the balcony of the condominium I once owned with Sue.

Sue and Kevin have been married for twelve years and have a son named Alex. They live around the block from Emily and me. Sue told me years ago that she wanted to make magic and tell stories that meant something, and she does. She owns a production company with Kevin as her partner and has made amazing documentaries and films, and she continues to do so.

Brianna and I are still close. She created a nonprofit foundation, and her foundation does what Emily’s foundation does, but for men. As Brianna told me, fucked up things happen to them too. Brianna lives in the house in Los Angeles where she and Sue kept me captive to beat my addiction. She’s single but happy, and we get together once a week for lunch or dinner.

David became a sports journalist as he always wanted and as I knew he would. The only reason I know is because I bumped into him a couple of years ago at the airport in New York during a snowstorm. Flights were delayed, so I decided to get a drink. I sat beside him at the bar without realizing I had, but he immediately recognized me. David and I received the closure we needed that night. We talked for hours and hugged goodbye before parting ways.

I’ll always be a damaged girl. I will always be a recovering drug addict who experienced and did the things that I have. I still have nightmares, but I also have things in life I’ve always dreamt about having that I thought weren’t possible. I have my family and friends who I love and who love me. Most importantly, I have Emily.

I never imagined I would ever find someone I would love who would love and accept me for my past and who I am, but I have in Emily. Emily never imagined she would find someone to love and accept her, but we have each other. We’re two damaged girls who lived the lives that we have, and we couldn’t be more in love. Being damaged isn’t the same as being broken. If you’re damaged, I hope my story gives you hope that you’ll be able to experience the happiness that I do.

A MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR ANTOINETTE SAX

I hope you enjoyed reading “Damaged, Not Broken.” If you want to read more of my stories, you can find them at http://www.AntoinetteSax.info, which will take you to my Amazon Author page, where you can find all my stories.
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