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    Part 1 - What is happening at the Penthouse Hotel? 
 
    When Emily's husband suggested they visit the Hotel to find out, neither of them realized their life together was about to change. Their introduction to high-end prostitution, cuckolding, interracial relationships and domination would be overwhelming, irresistible, and erotically intoxicating. 
 
      
 
    Part 2 - Emily's story continues as she finds herself caught between three worlds - the familiar, with her husband Joe, the fantastic, with her favorite client, Lawrence, and the forbidden, with her first black lover, Darnell. She can't have them all but they all want her. The question she must answer is who will give her what she wants. 
 
      
 
    Part 3 - Emily continues her journey into the world of domination when she travels to the Penthouse Hotel in Atlanta, the city where everything started. She is subjected to a month of training and discipline that is meant to subjugate her. With her body ravaged and her will almost broken, she finds her sense of self has changed forever as she discovers a depth of resolve she never knew she had. 
 
    ~ ~ ~ 
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    I'd love to hear from you so email me at lenawhitegirl@gmail.com and check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com 
 
    Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a free book! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My husband Joe burst through the door so excited he scared me. “Nick told me about this place and we just have to go there and check it out. Go get dressed and make sure you wear something sexy.” 
 
      
 
    “Where are we going and why do I have to look sexy?” 
 
      
 
    “To this bar in a hotel in the city.” Joe started taking off his uniform before he got to our bedroom. Our apartment is tiny but we’re lucky enough to have a separate bedroom. We can barely afford it but we love it. We’d both dreamed of living in New York since we got married, and a basement apartment in Queens still qualified as New York even if it’s a long way from Manhattan. 
 
      
 
    I asked, “You want to go into the city on a Tuesday night?” Joe was not a big fan of crowds or traffic or hotel bars for that matter. “Why?” 
 
      
 
    “Nick told me it’s where all the high-class hookers hang out.” He was already in his party clothes, such as they were, and tying his shoes. “You gonna get dressed?” 
 
      
 
    “Why would I want to go all the way to the city in the middle of the week to see a bunch of whores? And that’s assuming Nick isn’t pulling your leg.” 
 
      
 
    “Come on, you know you’re curious. And who knows, we might get some fresh material for later.” He dragged me into the bedroom and started rummaging through our closet. “Here, put this on.” He picked out my most revealing dress, of course. 
 
      
 
    “Are Nick and Carla going too?” I reluctantly started to change.  
 
      
 
    “They’ll be here to pick us up in ten minutes, so get a move on.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you told Nick about our stories?”  
 
      
 
    “What? Of course not.” 
 
      
 
    “You promise?” 
 
      
 
    “Yep, that’s private. Just between you and me babe.” 
 
      
 
    “Then how did this come up?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re going to put some makeup on, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Joe, how did Nick get it in his head that we’d be interested in going to see a place where prostitutes hang out?” 
 
      
 
    “Here, put these on.” He handed me the three-inch strappy heels he always makes me wear when he tells me a story. While we fuck. Which always makes me come. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Nick and Carla were already in a partying mood when they picked us up. Nick and Joe work together in the service department at a Ford dealership near the racetrack and Carla sells cars there. I find Carla to be loud and intimidating but for some reason, she likes me more than I like her. They are the only real friends we’ve made since moving north from a small town in North Carolina. I’ve been working as a substitute teacher but also writing on the side. I really didn’t expect to catch on full time with any of the local school districts until the fall. 
 
      
 
    “Nick, how did you find out about this place?” I asked. Joe and I are in the back of Nick’s Explorer.  
 
      
 
    “A client of mine told me about it,” Carla said. “He said it’s a real hoot.” Carla is from Georgia and still has a thick southern accent, which I can’t imagine works up here in Yankee country but according to Joe, she’s one of the most successful salespeople at the dealership. I have my doubts. 
 
      
 
    “How in the world did it come up in conversation?” I was really curious. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you know, when you’re driving around you get to talking. The longer you keep them in the car the better the odds they’ll buy the car.” She almost sang it, like a jingle. 
 
      
 
    “You get to talking about whorehouses?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not a whorehouse, it’s a high-end hotel. They just attract a certain clientele and the women follow.” 
 
      
 
    “And they don’t have a problem with that?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what I want to find out, silly. Now have a shot of this.” She handed me a flask. “We need to get a jump on the evening because I’m sure the drinks run a small fortune.” 
 
      
 
    “And parking is not cheap either, I’m guessing,” Joe said. 
 
      
 
    “Parking is on the house, courtesy of my client.” Carla dug around in her purse and pulled out a ticket. She was smiling like the cat that ate the canary. 
 
      
 
    I asked, “Did he spring for rooms as well?” Joe gave me a look. I really wasn’t in the mood for Carla.  
 
      
 
    “The night is young.” She said with a different look. I wondered what she wasn’t telling us. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The hotel was amazing. The bar was actually in the penthouse, which was also the name of the hotel and they went all out making it worthy of its name.  The views were spectacular and the decor was so expensive I could not imagine how it was that we were not in some private club. Carla was right about the price of the drinks, though. We’d been in a few places that were on the high side since we arrived in New York but $25 for a martini was a little outrageous. Luckily, I guess, Carla’s client had alerted the bar that we would be coming and that he would take care of the bill. I didn’t know whether to be impressed or worried. 
 
      
 
    Carla said, “Pretty swank, don’t you think?” She was just eating it up. She loved being the center of attention and this was her dream-come-true. The guys, on the other hand, were just drooling over the women. Who were everywhere. Who were gorgeous.  
 
      
 
    I’ve never been one to downplay my God-given gifts in the looks department -  I know I’m attractive and Joe has never given me any cause to wonder about what attracted him to me. He’s always telling me how good I look and so on and I always appreciated his attention. I can’t remember ever feeling jealous or ignored in his company.  
 
      
 
    Until now. It’s like we walked in on a fashion show or the Miss Universe pageant and I just disappeared. Both Joe and Nick were like a couple of teenagers at their first strip club. They didn’t know where to look first and made no effort to hide their sudden infatuations. I looked at Carla and rolled my eyes. She just smiled at me. Once again I wondered what she knew that she wasn’t sharing. 
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    Chapter 3 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day both Joe and I were pretty hung over. Luckily I didn’t get a call to sub and Joe can go in late if he stays late, so we slept in for a little while. Finally, I got up to brew some coffee and Joe took a quick shower and dressed for work. Then we sat facing each other at the fold-out table in our small kitchen area.  
 
      
 
    “So that was an interesting place,” Joe said a little too innocently.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, about that. Nick had no idea other than what he told you?” I got up to get a couple of aspirin tablets for both of us. “I got the distinct impression that Carla had a lot more background information about that place than she was letting on. And I’m pretty sure if she knew then so did Nick.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s probably a good bet. The woman has never had an unexpressed thought. And Nick says that’s even truer when they’re alone with each other.”  
 
      
 
    “I believe that. I wonder what the deal was with the red scarves all the women were wearing as well.” I refreshed both our coffee cups. “It can’t just be a coincidence that everyone wears the exact same scarf.” 
 
      
 
    Joe was uncharacteristically silent for a time. I almost said something about pot-kettle issues when he chastised Carla on her lack of unexpressed thoughts, but my head hurt too much to poke that bear. “Cat got your tongue?”  
 
      
 
    Joe gave me a sideways look. “I was just thinking that maybe you should, you know…” 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t know. What?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe you should go back.”  
 
      
 
    “Alone?”  
 
      
 
    Joe looked down at his coffee mug. “Well, I have to work today.” 
 
      
 
    “Today?”  
 
      
 
    “Not if you don’t want to.” He looked so embarrassed, but I was pretty shocked at what he was suggesting. “All I’m saying is if you have questions…” 
 
      
 
    Oh, I had questions all right. “So you’re okay with me going back there, today, by myself, to get my questions answered? Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
      
 
    “Only if you feel up to it.” 
 
      
 
    “Only if I feel up to it.”  Joe looked at me. I raised an eyebrow. “You realize I’d have to pay for my own overpriced cocktails if I go back by myself.” 
 
      
 
    Joe smiled. It was the most sheepish smile I’d ever seen from him. “I doubt you’d have to pay for your own martini.” 
 
      
 
    “And you’re okay with someone buying me a drink, in the middle of the day, in a high-class hooker hotel?” Now I could see where this was going. 
 
      
 
    There was a long pause. Then he said, “Yeah, I’m okay with that.” 
 
      
 
    I stood and pulled Joe up from his chair. He wouldn’t look me in the eye. I started undoing his belt. I was still in my bathrobe with nothing on under it. Joe undid the belt to my robe and peeled it off my shoulders. I kneeled down and pulled his uniform pants to the ground. He was already hard when I took his cock in my mouth. He grabbed the back of my head and a fistful of my hair. I jammed his cock deep in my throat even though I’m not fond at all of gagging. After a few quick thrusts, Joe lifted me up and spun me around. He tore off my robe completely and pushed my head down on the table. He entered me from behind and fucked me hard and came almost immediately. I was a little disappointed but I didn’t mind all that much. 
 
      
 
    After all, I was going back to the Penthouse Hotel. 
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    Chapter 4 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After Joe left for work, I sat down to decide why exactly I was going to back to the hotel. It was still pretty early and I didn’t see any point in getting there much before lunch, so I took a long shower and then lay on the bed. I thought about grabbing my vibrator but decided I didn’t want to spoil the mood I was in by having an orgasm. And I have to admit, this was the first time in my life I considered an orgasm as something to be avoided, even for a moment. I’m really not into delayed gratification. 
 
      
 
    I thought about the morning interlude I’d had with Joe. I went over exactly what was said and what wasn’t. We usually have no problem communicating, especially about sex. This morning felt different. 
 
      
 
    I thought about the stories Joe almost always tells me while he’s fucking me. I’ve been into sexy stories during sex for a long time since before I met Joe. I dumped my high school boyfriend because he had no imagination. I love Joe and everything about him, but I would leave him in a New York minute if he ever stopped talking to me during sex. 
 
      
 
    When we first started seeing each other, Joe’s stories were pretty plain, mostly ripoffs of old porn scenarios, with pizza delivery guys and landlords taking advantage of poor little me. The stories did the job, and Joe is really pretty amazing in bed, but after a while, I gently encouraged him to explore other storylines. 
 
      
 
    Over the years we’ve been all over the place, figuratively speaking, from threesomes to lesbian encounters. Lately, Joe’s stories have been in the broad category of sex for sale. Usually, I’m a hooker on a street corner, but just in the last week or so I’ve been a high-end call girl in Paris, sometimes visiting a client in his room, sometimes greeting prospective johns in the parlor of an old-fashioned Parisian whorehouse. I hadn’t connected the change in scenery in his stories to the Penthouse Hotel until just this morning. 
 
      
 
    Finally, I decided to get dressed and go now. With getting a cab to Jamaica to catch a train into the city, I figured it would take a while to get there anyway, so I might as well get a move on. I put some oil in my hair to keep it shiny and applied way too much makeup and put on an even sexier outfit than Joe had me wear last night. I can’t really tell you why.  
 
      
 
    After Ubering to the station and catching a mid-morning train into Manhattan, I called Carla at work. “I want everything you know about the Penthouse and I want it quick.” 
 
      
 
    “Good morning to you too, sunshine,” Carla said. “And how are we feeling this morning? That was quite the bar tab we ran up last night.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, cut the small talk, Carla. I’m on my way to work so I don’t have time to chat.” 
 
      
 
    “I really don’t know that much, other than what we saw last night,” she said. “My client wasn’t too forthcoming on the details, he just thought we’d enjoy ourselves checking out the scene.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh huh. Do you really believe that? Don’t you think there was something else on his mind?” 
 
      
 
    “Like what?” 
 
      
 
    “Like maybe he would see you there at some point? You don’t exactly come off as a naive country girl who’s never been to the big city and all.” 
 
      
 
    Carla was uncharacteristically silent for way too long. “So you think he was recruiting us?” 
 
      
 
    “I never met the guy, so I guess I’m saying he was recruiting you and I just went along for the ride.” 
 
      
 
    “But that makes no sense. If he wanted to fuck me, just buying the car would have…” She stopped abruptly. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I thought so. I told Joe there’s no way you were that good a saleswoman.” Carla was number two in the dealership in less than a year, out of dozens of salespeople, several of whom had been there for many years. I always suspected she was a slut, but I had no way of knowing she was a whore. “Tell me, did this guy just walk in off the street, or did some other John you screwed after a sale refer him to you?” 
 
      
 
    Another long silence. “He was a referral.’’ She sounded defeated. I guess I won. 
 
      
 
    “So are you going back?” 
 
      
 
    “To the hotel? Maybe. You?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I’m not interested in learning about what it takes to be a whore.” 
 
      
 
    I’m such a liar. Not to mention a world-class bitch. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The train ride into the city was uneventful but it seemed to take forever. I really didn’t want to think about what I was doing - it had been easier to just put it in motion and go with the flow. But sitting in the seat, watching the scenery go by with nothing to do but think - well it gives a girl pause. What the hell was I doing? 
 
      
 
    Rather than chew on that question any longer than I already had, I popped in my earbuds and listened to the latest podcast on my list. I couldn’t tell you what I listen to but it did distract me long enough to arrive at Grand Central Terminal with minimal guilt or whatever it was I was feeling.  
 
      
 
    I felt overdressed for a workday morning but in the city; you always just blend in with the crowd. I walked to the hotel and stood outside the door for a few seconds before I screwed up my courage to go inside. Finally, I went through the door. 
 
      
 
    I wondered if this was the way high-end escorts felt as they walked across a hotel lobby on their way to see a client in his hotel room. My heart was racing. I still didn’t know exactly what I was doing here but that didn’t matter as much as the fact that I was doing it. The elevator ride to the penthouse took forever, but suddenly I was there. I walked to the bar and ordered a martini. I don’t usually drink this early or this much, given my still-noticeable hangover from last night, but I wasn’t going to do whatever it was I was here for without a little liquid courage.  
 
      
 
    The bartender was not busy and I had my drink in no time. The place was more crowded than I expected but that made sense with the nature of the place. Sex waits for no one. Is that a saying? It should be. I know, I’m rambling. I looked around, probably a little frantic because the bartender came back over and asked me if I was okay. 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine, thanks.” I took a sip of my drink. It was $25 delicious.  
 
      
 
    “Didn’t I see you here last night?” I was impressed. There had to be at least a couple hundred people in the room last night.  
 
      
 
    “I was. Do you have a photographic memory or something?” I smiled to make sure that didn’t come across to bitchy. 
 
      
 
    He smiled back. Killer smile. “No, but some people are more memorable than others.” How cheesy was that line but it worked. I felt much more relaxed.  
 
      
 
    “Do you get a lot of memorable people here?” Was that just a little stupid? I hadn’t even finished my drink.  
 
      
 
    “A fair number, but I see a lot of regulars most nights. The newbies do tend to stick out.”  
 
      
 
    “Like a sore thumb?” I downed the rest of my martini. He reached to refill it but I covered it with my hand. Nobody was picking up my tab so far. 
 
      
 
    “The next one is on me,” he said. “My name is Jake.” 
 
      
 
    “Emily, so nice to meet you. Can you afford these prices?” 
 
      
 
    “We get an employee discount so it’s not quite so bad.” He had another martini ready in a flash. “Are you staying at the hotel?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I live in Queens.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry for you.” He smiled again, even cuter than the first time. The alcohol was already impairing my judgment.  
 
      
 
    “What about you, you live here in Manhattan?”  
 
      
 
    “I actually stay here at the hotel. They have staff quarters down in the basement.” 
 
      
 
    “Really, like a permanent residence?” 
 
      
 
    “Well you can’t stay for more than a few months but it's part of the gig. They make it easy to come to New York that way.” 
 
      
 
    “Where did you move here from?” I was totally engrossed now.  
 
      
 
    “I’m from a small town in Ohio.” 
 
      
 
    “How did you wind up in the big city?” 
 
      
 
    “I was recruited.” 
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    Chapter 6 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    I stared at Jake the bartender for way too long. I was probably being impolite but I didn’t much care. “This place recruits bartenders? No offense but aren’t bartenders a dime a dozen?” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “I’m sure they are, but I think they were interested in more than my ability to mix drinks and make small talk.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you’re cute as hell, but that’s also easy to find in New York.” 
 
      
 
    “Since I arrived, they’ve been schooling me on customer service. The way they put it is that you can mold a piece of raw clay into a beautiful vase easier than reshaping an ugly one. Lots of uglies around here, let me tell you.” 
 
      
 
    “No doubt about that. I’m still getting used to the New York state of mind after almost a year.” I finished my second martini and it wasn’t even noon yet. “What kind of customer service, exactly?” 
 
      
 
    “This, exactly.” He removed my glass and replaced it with another full one, all freshly made, cold and tempting. “I help with staffing, recruiting employees and new customers. Can’t be too careful about law enforcement, you know.” 
 
      
 
    I took a sip of my third martini, against what was left of my better judgment. “Okay, so you’ve got me interested. How do you land me?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, from the looks of your left ring finger, your wedding ring is either on the dresser back at your apartment or it’s in your purse. Am I right” 
 
      
 
    “You are.” I fished my wedding band out of my purse. “Should I put it back on?” 
 
      
 
    “Might as well. Married women are of special interest here.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? I did not expect you to say that.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah. I’m not judging but there are a lot of surprises around here. I’ve only been on staff for about a month and I’m still amazed almost every damn day.” 
 
      
 
    “By what?” 
 
      
 
    He smiled again. “I’ve said too much. One of the things they really emphasize is to be informative but to try to keep it small. Too much all at once can be disorienting and overwhelming. Scares people off if you overshare.” 
 
      
 
    “So how do we proceed? I’m not ready to sign up yet, though.” 
 
      
 
    “Let me ask you this. Does your husband know you’re here today?” 
 
      
 
    I think I blushed. “Yes, he does,” I said after a long pause. 
 
      
 
    “It’s more common than you think. I won’t try to tell you that it’s the norm - most of the women here are single, and the second biggest group are the ones that are sneaking out or getting ready to leave. But a fair number are here with the full knowledge of their partners or husbands. In fact,” he said and leaned in as if this was the most important thing, “tomorrow night is our monthly Cuck Night.” 
 
      
 
    “What the hell is that?” 
 
      
 
    “Wives bring their husbands, so they can watch.” 
 
      
 
    “Watch what?”  
 
      
 
    “Well, that depends. Some watched as their wives get selected and just go off to a guest’s room, some go with them to the room to watch everything.”  
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding!” I gulped the rest of my martini.  
 
      
 
    “I kid you not. We even have a room in the basement for bigger audiences.” 
 
      
 
    “Does that happen a lot?”  
 
      
 
    “Again, more than you would think.” We had been talking for so long that I almost forgot Jake was actually on duty as a bartender. He finally had to excuse himself and serve another patron at the other end of the bar. I was left to my thoughts, of which I had many. I decided to call my husband.  
 
      
 
    I got his voicemail and left a message. “We don’t have any plans tomorrow night, do we?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I decided I’d better get myself home while I could still walk. I had so much to think about and I needed time alone. Jake was very understanding and gave me a cup of coffee before I left. It didn’t help much but at least I wasn’t driving.  
 
      
 
    I have never cheated on Joe. I’ve never even been tempted to cheat on him and I’m sure he's never cheated on me. But the way his stories had been trending the last few months lead me to believe he knew more than he was letting on about the Penthouse Hotel. I decided to call Carla again to see what she knew.  
 
      
 
    “Are you drunk?” she asked almost before I could say anything. I guess it showed more than I realized.  
 
      
 
    “Cut the crap, Carla. Was last night the first time, you and Nick, at the Penthouse?” 
 
      
 
    “And you’re a schoolteacher?” Carla asked laughing. “I’m guessing you don’t teach English, even as a second language.” 
 
      
 
    “Spill it, girl.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you got me, we’ve been there a couple of times. I haven’t done anything though. Yet.” 
 
      
 
    “Meaning you plan to?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. Nick is pretty understanding but I’m not sure he’s that understanding, you know what I mean?”  
 
      
 
    “How does it work?” I tried not to slur my words but the guy in the seat next to me gave me a look. “Do you know? I tried to get the scoop from one of the bartenders but he's only filled me in so far.” 
 
      
 
    “I have a customer due in for a test drive in a few minutes so let’s talk about it tonight.” 
 
      
 
    So I was still in the dark on the mechanics but I decided I really didn’t need to know the details, I just had to figure out if this was something I wanted to do. And if Joe would be okay with me doing it. I called him again and got voicemail again. I wasn’t too surprised, he’s usually up to his elbows in grease most of the day. I was probably on my own until he got home tonight. 
 
      
 
    I’d been a pretty wild girl in college and I enjoyed the hell out of those years. I’d been with at least a dozen college boys and more than a couple of men, with no real steady boyfriends for more than a few months at a time once in a while. But then I met Joe, and I knew my wild days were over. He made me feel like I never wanted to be with another man again, which was a completely new feeling for me. Even when I was young, I never saw myself as a clone of my mom, with the same man for my whole life. Meeting someone like Joe was not a part of my plan.  
 
      
 
    Not that I can really say what my plan was. I just knew a sexually boring life in western North Carolina was not got to do it for me. My restlessness after college may have been one of the reasons Joe appealed to me so much since he wanted out too. He talked about moving to New York and that really was so unusual in Asheville. I’d just graduated from UNC in Chapel Hill and Asheville seemed so back-country in comparison that I was totally on-board when he suggested we move.  
 
      
 
    That said, New York has not exactly lived up to our expectations. We wanted to live in Manhattan or at least Brooklynn but the rents were way too high. The basement apartment we wound up in was not bad but it sure wasn’t the dream for either of us. Joe kept telling me that we’d be able to move closer to the city at some point but that didn’t seem to be right around the corner. The combined wages of an auto mechanic and a substitute teacher were not going to move the needle for us. 
 
      
 
    But the money was not the issue. The idea of becoming a whore was the issue. Prostitution was not something I ever aspired to, but I really didn’t know much about the profession, especially at the high end. Almost everything I knew about sex for money as from movies like Pretty Woman, TV shows like The Deuce and porn. None of it looked very enticing and I really didn’t need the money and sex was easy to come by so what would have been the point?  
 
      
 
    But the stories Joe had been telling me lately opened my mind to a whole different aspect of the world of sex for sale. For the first time, he made me think about selling my body to a stranger. And the fact that it only happened in my mind, and it happened while I was on the verge of an orgasm, made it pretty damn exciting. And the more I heard about it, under the same perfectly controlled, ideal conditions, the more used to the idea I got.  
 
      
 
    But now it was moving beyond my imagination, at least as a possibility. Now I was contemplating actually going through with it. Wasn’t I? Is that what Joe wanted? Is that why he was telling me the stories, or would he be revolted by the reality of his wife fucking a stranger for money? Whether it was the alcohol or wishful thinking on my part, I really didn’t know. But I was quite sure I wanted to find out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I managed to get home and spent the rest of the afternoon sleeping off my wild morning. Joe woke me up when he got home from work with Nick and Carla in tow. I was disappointed I wouldn’t get a chance to speak with him alone but he had other ideas. 
 
      
 
    “I figured it would make sense for us to get the details together,” Joe said. “That way we can decide if we want to go back.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, fill me in,” I said as we sat in our cramped kitchen. “What’s the story?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, here’s what we know so far,” Carla said. “The scarves you see the women wearing are kind of like price tags. The deeper the shade of red, the more you cost per hour. Also, if you tuck in the ends of your scarf, that signals that you’re not all that interested in being with anyone, but if you have the ends flying loose then you are too.”  
 
      
 
    “What is the pay scale and how do you get paid?” I asked. Joe looked at me. “What? I want to know!” He half smiled and half rolled his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “There are three price points,” Carla continued. “$500, $750 and $1000 per hour. If you wind up staying the night, it’s $3000, $4500 or $6000.”  
 
      
 
    My mouth fell open. “That’s more than we make in a month.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure how often a guest springs for the full night so don’t get too excited. Plus, the hotel takes 10% off the top for their share.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Joe. “What do you think?” He looked somewhat embarrassed. I looked back at Carla. “So you’re still telling me you haven’t signed up for this yet?” She blushed and looked at Nick.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I didn’t want to talk about it at the office as we have zero privacy. But yeah, I’ve done it.”  
 
      
 
    “I knew it!” I said, but actually, I didn’t know it. I was shocked. I sure my eyes must have bugged right out of my head. Now Joe looked even more embarrassed but surprisingly, Nick didn’t. “And you’re okay with this?” I asked him a little more aggressively than I’d intended.  
 
      
 
    “I never told you how we met,” Nick said. He turned to Carla. “Should I tell them or do you want to?” 
 
      
 
    “You tell them. I’ve never heard you tell the story.” 
 
      
 
    Nick leaned back in his chair and looked straight at Joe. “I met Carla at the hotel.” 
 
      
 
    Joe looked like he was going to be sick. He said, “You don’t have to tell us if you don’t want to.” 
 
      
 
    I said, “The hell they don’t!” I turned to Carla. “How long have you been a whore?”  
 
      
 
    “Emily!” Joe looked dazed and confused but I didn’t care.  
 
      
 
    “No, it’s alright.” Carla was more subdued than I’d ever seen her. “I’ve been at the hotel for about 18 months.”  
 
      
 
    “How did you hear about it?”  
 
      
 
    “From the client who I mentioned the other night. He told me about it just like I said, but it was quite a while ago.”  
 
      
 
    “Did he really buy our drinks that night?”  
 
      
 
    “No, that was my treat.” Carla looked a little embarrassed about her white lie. Which I would have thought was hysterical if I’d had time to give it a thought, but I was still trying to digest the enormity of her story. 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” Nick said. “I thought I was telling this story.” Carla nodded and he went on. “So I was working at another dealership at the time and my boss tells me about the hotel. I didn’t believe him so he took me there for a drink. He told me he was paying for everything but not for any time the women, so I was a pure tourist, just like the other night. But I saw Carla that night and I couldn’t get her off my mind. She didn’t look like any hookers I’d ever seen. I went back on my own dime a few times until I saw her again.” 
 
      
 
    Carla said, “I was still relatively new at that time, so I didn’t have a lot of guests pestering me. Some of the girls are just bombarded the moment they walk out on the floor but it takes a while to build up a following.” 
 
      
 
    “How long does it take?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “It depends but a month or two is average.” 
 
      
 
    “How often do you go?” 
 
      
 
    Carla looked at Nick. “I don’t go as often as I used to, but…” 
 
      
 
    Nick said, “She’s there at least twice a week.” 
 
      
 
    “And that’s less than you used to visit? How often were you there before you met Nick?” 
 
      
 
    Carla stared at me for a moment and I wondered if this was a little more invasive than she’d planned. “When I first started, I would go once a week, usually on Saturday night. Then I got more comfortable with the whole scene and I went more often.” 
 
      
 
    “She was living there when we met,” Nick said. “What would you say, you were with about a couple dozen guys a week?” 
 
      
 
    Joe stood up and walked to the kitchen sink. He fumbled with a glass and finally got a drink of water. “You okay Joe?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine. This is just a lot to take in all at once.” 
 
      
 
    I turned back to Carla. “Is that true? You were fucking over twenty guys a week?” 
 
      
 
    Carla shrugged. “I think I averaged less than that but some weeks were better than others.” 
 
      
 
    “Better?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, better. I loved it. I loved the money, I loved the sex, I loved the life,” she said with no obvious remorse. “I still do.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re still going there even though you’re married?” Joe asked. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” Carla said. 
 
      
 
    Nick said, “I knew who I was marrying when I married her. It was one of the main attractions for me.” 
 
      
 
    Joe asked, “It was?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. I was blown away by how much Carla enjoyed sex and how good she was in bed, to be perfectly honest about it. I think a whore makes the perfect wife.”  
 
      
 
    Carla smiled and held out her hand to her husband. “I couldn’t agree more. And Nick is not alone in that. A lot of the girls at the hotel wind up marrying a guest. One of my best friends, when I was living there practically, had two guests fighting over her. It was like a bidding war.” 
 
      
 
    “Did they buy her?” 
 
      
 
    “Just about. She let each one know what she expected from them and wow, did she get what she wanted. A villa in the south of France, a new Mercedes, and best of all, no prenup.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you sign a prenup with Nick?” 
 
      
 
    Carla smiled at me. “I’m worth ten times what Nick’s worth, so no, I didn’t sign a prenup.” 
 
      
 
    “How much did you make there,” I asked. “Sorry if that’s too personal.” 
 
      
 
    Carla and Nick laughed. “Oh, now you’re worried about getting too personal?” Nick asked.  
 
      
 
    Carla said, “I made over $200,000 there last year.”  
 
      
 
    I looked at Joe. I could tell that Carla’s revelation had gotten his attention but I could also tell he was quite conflicted about everything we were hearing. I wondered if I should even bring up the last thing I wanted to ask Carla about, but I decided that we might as well lay all the cards on the table.  
 
      
 
    “Tell me about Cuck Night.” 
 
      
 
    Carla gave me a long look, then glanced at Nick, then Joe. “I forgot that was coming up. It’s tomorrow night, right?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what I was told.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I heard it started down in Atlanta. They’ve been doing it up here for a couple of years but it wasn’t until lately that it really took off.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait a minute,” Joe said. “What are you talking about?”  
 
      
 
    “Give me a second. So Atlanta is where the first Penthouse Hotel was built, by this guy named Rodney Morrow. He’s a legend down there. Got his start running whores in the ghetto but then he branched out and made a fortune offering a stable of married white whores to rich black guys around town. Atlanta is thick with black wealth, even more than here in New York.” 
 
      
 
    “There are a lot of rich blacks in New York?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Oh honey, there are a ton. They keep a pretty low profile here but that is not the case in Atlanta. So Cuck Night started down there and was an immediate hit.” 
 
      
 
    “And again, what is Cuck Night?” Joe asked.  
 
      
 
    “The girls bring their husbands if they’re married, or their boyfriends if they’re involved. The deal is done in plain sight, and then off they go to get laid and paid. Sometimes hubby goes with them to watch. Cuck porn is a huge thing if you weren’t aware.”  
 
      
 
    Joe looked like he would be ill again. “Let me get this straight. The guy is sitting there with his whore wife while she negotiates a session with a john?”  
 
      
 
    “Guest,” Carla said. “We don’t have johns. We have guests.”  
 
      
 
    “Whatever. And sometimes the guy goes with them to the room to watch?” Joe turned to Nick. “You ever do that?”  
 
      
 
    “No, that’s not my thing. I don’t mind sharing but I have no need to be directly involved.” 
 
      
 
    “You know,” Carla said, smiling. “I wouldn’t mind it if you did.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” Nick said. “At the table or in the room?” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever you can handle. The theatre might be fun.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s the theatre?” Joe asked. 
 
      
 
    “Just what it sounds like. A viewing area where a girl can put on a show.” 
 
      
 
    “With a guy?”  
 
      
 
    “Usually more than one guy. Sometimes a lot more than one.” 
 
      
 
    Joe turned to me. “Did you know about this?”  
 
      
 
    I nodded. “I’d heard something about it but not much.” 
 
      
 
    Nick stood up. “We should get going. I have to get in early tomorrow morning.” We all stood up and Carla and Nick put on the coats as we said our goodbyes. 
 
      
 
    “One other thing I should tell you about Cuck Night,” Carla said as they were walking out the door. “Even here in New York, most of the guests are black.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After the door closed, I looked at Joe to see how he reacted to the last bombshell Carla dropped on us. I knew the evening had taken its toll on him but I really wanted to see how he reacted to the fact that most of the guests at Cuck Night were black. He returned my gaze but didn’t say a word. 
 
      
 
    Finally, I broke the silence. “Well, are you still interested in going tomorrow night?” 
 
      
 
    “Are you?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it. There was no doubt in my mind that I was interested. If I was honest with myself, the flutter in my stomach was a pretty dead giveaway that I was extremely interested. But I didn’t want to say anything until I got some indication from Joe that he wouldn’t freak out if I admitted that the idea of getting fucked by a black man was soaking my panties. 
 
      
 
    I asked, “You know I’ve never been with a black guy, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course. And you know how I feel about you fucking a black guy.” 
 
      
 
    “Actually, I don’t. Not really. Lately, you’ve had me fucking nothing but black guys in the stories you tell me while you’re fucking me, but I’m not sure how that translates to reality.” 
 
      
 
    Joe looked away. “I guess I’m not completely sure what I think about it. I’ve seen my share of cuck porn and I have to admit I find it scary as hell but also intriguing. And I noticed that while we’re fucking, whenever I mentioned a black guy fucking you, that got you to the finish line pretty damn quickly. But the idea of it really happening, and while I’m in the room...” 
 
      
 
    “Well, let me stop you right there. I am not at all comfortable with you being in the room with us. I’m not sure I’m even okay with you being at the table in the penthouse when the whole thing gets arranged, but I sure as hell don’t want you watching when it goes down.” 
 
      
 
    He stood up and walked away from me. I couldn’t tell if he was embarrassed or pissed or excited. I just knew he didn’t want me to look at his face at that moment. 
 
      
 
    “I guess I do like the idea of you fucking your first black guy tomorrow night. I’m not sure why, but the raging hard-on I’ve got right now tells me that I want it to happen, even though I really don’t want it to happen. Does that make any sense?” 
 
      
 
    I walked over to him and made him look me in the eyes. “It makes total sense. I’m just as confused by all this as you are, and with that bitch Carla throwing in the racial thing as she’s walking out the door doesn’t help, but I am reacting in the same way you are, so at the very least I want you to rip my clothes off me and fuck my brains out, and right now.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We decided to go to the Penthouse Hotel on Saturday night, needless to say. Carla and Nick joined us for moral support at my insistence. I figured if I was going to go through with this, I wanted someone there who knew the ropes. Little did I realize that Carla was less than forthcoming about how the evening would play out. 
 
      
 
    The penthouse was packed, which really surprised me but came as a relief too. If we’d been the only couples there, I think I would have died. But there were white couples at every table and a ton of black guys walking around, acting like they were so cool and all. Of course, everyone there was gorgeous, not just the black guests but the women and even their husbands, or boyfriends, or whatever the hell they were. I felt like the ugliest girl at the dance.  
 
      
 
    Joe did his best to make me feel like I looked good, but really Nick was the biggest help in that regard. He made a really big deal out of how killer I looked in my come-fuck-me strappy heels and how sexy my dress was. Carla looked good too, but she always looks good and I knew she was just there to watch me and make sure I didn’t play the fool. For some reason, the fact that I knew she wasn’t in competition with me, even though no one else in the place would know that, was strangely comforting. It’s also true what they say; good-looking women like to run in packs. 
 
      
 
    We hadn’t been at our table more than a few minutes when one of the black studs walking around came over and made a big deal about knowing Carla. I sensed it may have been a set-up. 
 
      
 
    Carla said, “Darnell, allow me to introduce Emily. She’s the one I told you about.” I gave her a look. “Oh don’t be a pill, I wanted to make sure you were well taken care of tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Darnell offered his hand and gave me a big smile. “I’m so pleased to meet you, Emily. I know Carla can be prone to exaggeration sometimes, but in this case, her high praises were completely warranted.” He sat down at our table and completely ignored Joe and Nick.  
 
      
 
    I said to Carla, “I didn’t realize you had specifically invited someone tonight,” I said not trying to hide my annoyance. To Darnell, I said, “I hope you know this is all new to me.” I regretted it immediately - I felt like such a newbie. 
 
      
 
    “Everybody has to start somewhere, so no worries, I’ll take excellent care of you.” Our drinks showed up at that moment and I had a chance to really look at Darnell. He was older than us and little out of shape from what I could tell, but he had a great smile and the smoothest, blackest skin. His suit was expensive and his hair was cropped short. He looked damn good. 
 
      
 
    “So has Carla explained how tonight is going to work?” Darnell asked the table, acknowledging Joe and Nick for the first time. I glanced at Joe to see how he was doing. He looked a little shaky but for the most part okay. I’d told him before we left the apartment that if at any point he wanted to end our little adventure I wouldn’t have a problem with it. I lied. I was hoping he held it together, more so now that we were here. 
 
      
 
    “I think we have a general idea of why we’re here,” Joe said. He was trying to be cool but he wasn’t really pulling it off.  
 
      
 
    “No problem. Let me make sure you understand everything. First of all, I’m not a paying guest of the hotel tonight. None of the brothers you see walking around are paying for a room. And none of them are paying for pussy, either.” Darnell motioned to the waitress for a drink without specifying what he wanted. He turned and spoke directly to Joe. “The hotel will still want it’s 10% cut of course, so you’ll be covering that. And you’ll be paying for the room as well.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m paying for the room?” Joe looked so confused, which I totally understood, but I think I was getting to an understanding of the situation a little faster than he was. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. You’re paying for the room and you’re paying for the hotel’s cut. Now I think they will give you a break and assume that the low pricing will apply, but that’s a travesty, I’m here to tell you. This fine wife of yours should be commanding a grand an hour, no doubt about it, just like my girl Carla.” He gave Carla a big smile.  
 
      
 
    The waitress arrived with Darnell’s drink and he took a long sip before continuing. “Now I will stay as long as beautiful Emily wants me to, so if she wants me to spend the night, I’m down with that. Usually, though, an hour or two is good, and then you get to reclaim your wife, which I understand is something white dudes really enjoy doing. I imagine it’s safe to assume you don’t want to be in the room with us, this being your first visit and all.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s correct,” Joe said in a hard voice. 
 
      
 
    “That’s fine, that’s fine. Tell you what though. I have had good luck in the past having audio feedback to you. Makes you feel like you’re in the room without being in the room if you know what I mean. Do you have a Bluetooth?”  
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t.”  
 
      
 
    “I’ve got one,” Carla said. “You can use my phone.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you say, you want to listen in?” Darnell gave Joe another big smile. 
 
      
 
    It seemed like forever, but finally, Joe nodded ever-so-slightly.  
 
      
 
    “Good, that’s settled.” Darnell finished his drink and turned to me. “Emily, shall we?”  
 
      
 
    I took his outstretched hand and he led me from the table. It had all happened so quickly I was in a daze, but I was walking toward the elevator and my first encounter before anyone really had a chance to object.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As we rode the elevator down I turned to Darnell. “We don’t have a room. We didn’t know how it worked so where are we going?” 
 
      
 
    “I expected as much so I arranged with the front desk to save us a room. This place fills up pretty quickly on Cuck Night.” Then he took my shoulders in his hands and pulled me toward him. He kissed me hard and deep. I was a little shocked at the force he used but I went along with it. I decided this was an evening for going along. 
 
      
 
    When he let me up for air I said, “I’ve never been with a black man before.” 
 
      
 
    “I expected that as well. I’m always amazed at the number of white women who have dreamed about going black but never got up the nerve.” He still had his hands on my shoulders and he held me at arm's length. “You wearing panties?”  
 
      
 
    I nodded. I’m sure I blushed. 
 
      
 
    “Give them to me.” 
 
      
 
    I slipped off my panties without hesitation. He really had me. 
 
      
 
    “You won’t be needing these anymore.” He tossed them over his shoulder to the back of the elevator. “In fact, when you get home tomorrow, I want you to get rid of all your panties. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded again. I thought about his request; his order, really. How would he know if I complied? If only I’d known. He lifted up the hem of my dress and reached for my pussy. I backed away from his ever-so-slightly and he slapped my face - not hard but it shocked me. Then he pushed me back against the wall of the elevator. He reached for my pussy again and jammed a finger into my cunt. He was not gentle.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t ever pull away from me again.” He fingered my cunt until the doors of the elevator slid open. An older white couple entered the elevator. They tried to ignore us but it was impossible for them to not know exactly what was going on. The woman kept her eyes from really looking at us but the man looked at me directly. He smiled.  
 
      
 
    I tried to keep myself from leaning away from Darnell but I couldn’t. I was so embarrassed. He pulled me toward him with his finger in my cunt and grabbed me by the throat and kissed me again. He was even rougher than before. Then he turned me slightly so the couple in the elevator could easily see that he was fingering me under my dress. The women kept her eyes firmly on the closed doors but the man just watched me being violated without saying a word. He was no longer smiling.  
 
      
 
    When the doors opened Darnell let go of my pussy and pushed me through them, then took my arm to walk me to the room he’d arranged. He half dragged me into the room and closed and set the chain lock on the door. Then he turned and faced me. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve never been with a black man before so I’ll tell you once how it’s going to go down. You can forget all the white-bread shit you’ve been handed by your husband and all the other white guys you’ve been with. From now on you’re a white whore for black cock, mine tonight but I won’t be the last, not by a long shot. I’m not just here for a quick fuck and that’s all she wrote. I’m here to recruit fresh white pussy.”  
 
      
 
    I must have been cowering again as he reached for my hand and yanked me toward him. He kissed me hard and fingered my cunt again. I was so wet and he could certainly tell. He pushed me away and smiled at me.  
 
      
 
    “Just like a thought, you’re a black cock slut and you’ll make a great white whore for big black cocks.” He started to undo his belt. “Put your hair up in a high knot with this.” He slid a rubber band off his wrist and handed it to me. “I like having a handle. And get on your fucking knees.” 
 
      
 
    I put my hair up and fell to my knees on the carpeted floor as he pulled his massive, already-hard black cock out of his pants. He jammed it into my mouth and grabbed my hair. He fucked my mouth hard and fast and I gagged as the black head of his penis forced itself into the back of my throat. I had trouble breathing around his cock.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly he pulled his cock out of my mouth. “Did you ever call your friend so your husband can listen to this?” I shook my head. He slapped me again, harder than the first time. My cheek felt like it was on fire. “Stupid cunt, call your friend.” 
 
      
 
    I got off my knees and reached for my bag and phone. I dialed Carla while Darnell slipped out of his clothes.  
 
      
 
    “Hey girl, having fun?” Carla asked, laughing. 
 
      
 
    “Put Joe on,” I said in a ragged voice. 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, hon. It’s for you, Joe.” 
 
      
 
    “Emily, are you alright?” Joe asked. 
 
      
 
    “Everything’s fine,” I said. “Darnell wants to talk to you.” I handed my phone over. 
 
      
 
    “Hey Joe, make sure you use Carla’s Bluetooth so you don’t miss anything. I’m going to fuck your wife now and I’m sure she’s going to moan like the whore she was born to be, so pay close attention.” He put the phone on speaker and then put it on the nightstand. He pulled me onto the bed with him. “Hey Joe, your wife is wet for me. I’m fingering her white whore cunt right now and she’s as wet as a slut who loves to fuck black cock. I understand she’s never had black cock before. Well, we’re going to fix that right now.”  
 
      
 
    Darnell rolled me on my stomach and mounted me from behind. I shuddered as his massive cock plunged into my vagina. “Grunt for your husband, Emily, grunt for him like a slut. Let your husband hear just how much you love my black cock.” He pulled my hips up in the air and started pounding me from behind, his hip slamming into my ass and making a slapping sound that Joe had to be hearing. I was so concerned with Joe that I was not really paying attention to how good Darnell’s cock felt in my pussy.  
 
      
 
    “How long do you fuck your wife, Joe? Do you just fuck her for a few minutes before you blow your tiny load in her? I hope you know I’m just getting warmed up.” Darnell pulled me up on my knees and elbows. He kept pounding away at my swollen pussy. He was like a machine.  
 
      
 
    “Just don’t think about how stretched out she’s going to be after I’m through with her Joe. You’re puny little white dick, she won’t even feel it when I’m through with her.” As Darnell fucked me, the motion of his relentless rhythm rubbed my knees and elbows raw against the cover on the bed. He just kept fucking me and fucking me.  
 
      
 
    “This is some fine piece of white ass you got here Joe. It’s really too bad you haven’t been renting her out all this time, she would have made you a fortune by now.” It felt like my knees and elbows had started to bleed on the bedspread.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you should have pimped her out before I got a hold of her, Joe. Now you’re going to have to share her with me. I’m going to pimp her white ass all over Harlem, make me a fortune. She’s a first-class white whore for black cock.” My cunt was so wet. I started moaning and coming. 
 
      
 
    “You hear that, Joe? She’s coming all over my big back cock. You ever make her come just by fucking her, Joe. Or do you have to eat her out to make her come.” My orgasm crashed over me as Darnell continued to fuck me silly.  
 
      
 
    “You ever going to be satisfied with your husband’s little white dick again, Emily?”  
 
      
 
    “No, never.”  
 
      
 
    “Hear that, Joe? That’s it for you. She’ll tolerate your pitiful little white dick for a few months or even a year but you know she’s mine now, don’t you Joe? Here let me show you how she’s mine now.” Darnell pulled out of me and pushed me down on the bed. I could barely move, but I looked up to see him pulling his belt out of his pants. I felt a little panicked as I thought he might beat me.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, Emily, I’m not going to beat you. I’m going to tie you up.” He pinned my arms behind my back and looped his belt around my wrists and forearms. I felt him cinch the belt and buckle it, locking my arms above the small of my back.  Then he flipped me over, spun me around so that my head hung over the edge of the bed. He put a pillow under my shoulders so I didn’t have all my weight on my arms, but it was not the most comfortable position as my head drooped over the edge of the mattress.  
 
      
 
    “Joe, you ever face-fuck Emily until she passed out? Emily, you ever been face-fucked like this before?” I shook my head. “Don’t worry, I won’t cause any permanent damage.”  
 
      
 
    And with that, he pushed his cock into the back of my throat. I tried to resist but he had me pinned against the bed and my arms were locked underneath me.  
 
      
 
    “I won’t make her pass out immediately, I’ll let her breath a bit at first. This is one of my favorite things to do, Joe, and I think Emily is going to enjoy it eventually too. Maybe not tonight, though. The first time is usually a little rough. She won’t know what’s coming, know what I mean?” I struggled to breathe around Darnell’s cock. Then he started pinching my nipples. Hard. I tried to scream but I couldn’t push his cock out of my throat.  
 
      
 
    “God damn, Joe, this wife of yours really puts up a good fight. She’s bucking around like a crazy woman, but she’s really easy to control. You just pinch her nipples and she wouldn’t even think about biting down on my cock, now would you Emily?” 
 
      
 
    The throat fucking went on for some time although I couldn’t tell how long it was. Just as I was about to pass out he would let me breathe for a second before he started again. My nipples were raw as he pinched and squeezed them until I thought they would burst.  
 
      
 
    Finally, I lost consciousness. 
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    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When I came to I was lying in the bed next to Darnell, my head against his chest and his arm around my shoulders. My arms were no longer tied behind my back. He was stroking my face. 
 
      
 
    “You back now, Emily? That’s good.” He turned his head to talk at my phone on the nightstand. “You still with us, Joe? Don’t bother answering, I know you’re there. I’m going to fuck your wife now, real slow and gentle like. That’s what she’s used to, right Joe? You fuck her real tender like, don’t you. I can do that too, I just usually don’t care to, but tonight I’ll be really nice. And I’ll leave a big load of cum in her twat so you can feel it when you come to reclaim her. That’s what cucks love, did you know that Joe? They love to fuck their wives right after she’s been a good whore.” 
 
      
 
    Darnell rolled on top of me and took his cock in his hand and rubbed it across my pussy. It felt so big, so good. I was so wet. I was still reeling from passing out but I didn’t say a word. I was scared of Darnell. I didn’t want to upset him but I did want him to fuck me. I needed his black cock in my white cunt, but he just kept rubbing the head against my clit. I moaned.  
 
      
 
    “You like that, don’t you, you black cock slut. Do you know how many black cocks I’m going to have you fuck for money? You’re going to be the finest white whore wife I ever brought to the hood.” He kept rubbing his cock against my cunt, teasing and teasing. “Do you want me to fuck you, Emily, you white whore? Do you want me to shoot a big load of black cum in your white womb?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, fuck me, Darnell. I want your cock in me.”  
 
      
 
    “Are you going to be a good white whore for Darnell, fuck all his black brotha’s?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’ll fuck all your friends, just fuck me now.” And with that, he plunged his hard black cock deep into my pussy. The next room must have heard me moan I was so loud. He pulled almost all the way out then thrust hard into me again, all the way to my cervix. I have never been so full. I pulled him deep into me, my nails digging into his ass. I ground my clit against him and he met my thrust with his own. My cunt was so full of his black cock.  
 
      
 
    “You like fucking, don’t you, Emily. You’ve always wanted to fuck the black man, you just never had the chance. But now you’re a real black cock whore. You are going to have so much black cock in that tight white whore cunt of yours, you won’t ever be able to walk normal again. You’re going to be sore all the time. I’m going to make sure of that.” 
 
      
 
    With each thrust, I edged closer and closer to the edge. Finally, my orgasm washed over and through me, waves of pleasure consuming me as he thrust his cock deep into my vagina. Just then I thought I couldn’t feel any more full his huge cock, it swelled even more and I knew he was about to shoot his black semen deep into my fertile womb. I moaned and screamed as he grabbed my ass and pressed the head of his cock against my womanhood.  
 
      
 
    “Come in me, Darnell. Come in me!”  
 
      
 
    And he did. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Darnell left me in the bed, my pussy soaked with his cum. I drifted in and out of sleep for a few minutes until suddenly the door burst open and Joe came in. 
 
      
 
    Joe looked at me with contempt. “So, you’ve slept with a black man. Happy?” 
 
      
 
    I sat up in bed. “That’s how you want to do this? Didn’t you agree to this upstairs?” I couldn’t believe his attitude and I was suddenly in no mood for it. 
 
      
 
    “I heard the whole thing,” Joe said, practically screaming at me. “You loved it! You loved the fact that he was big and black and that he treated you like a whore. And you didn’t even get paid!” 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t that what you agreed to? How can you put all the blame on me?” I got out of bed. I stood naked in front of my husband, cum dripping down my legs from my swollen pussy. I felt totally betrayed.  
 
      
 
    We stood staring at each other for far too long. Finally, “I don’t know what I expected,” Joe said at last. “I didn’t expect to feel this bad about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Well it wasn’t exactly what we talked about the last time we were here, but that’s beside the point.” I turned and grabbed the bedspread to cover myself, then I sat on the edge of the bed. “Now we have to decide where we go from here.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, one thing I know for sure is that I don’t want you becoming a whore for that guy. Where the hell did that come from? Where did he get the idea that he was taking over?” 
 
      
 
    “Not from me,” I said unconvincingly. I tried to remember just what I’d said in the throes of whatever it was that I’d just been through, but my mind was still reeling from the whole experience.  
 
      
 
    “The way I heard it, he told you he was going to have all his homey’s pay to fuck you and you said ‘bring it on’.” Joe sat beside me on the bed. 
 
      
 
    I looked at him. He looked miserable. “I don’t know exactly what I said but I’m pretty damn sure I didn’t say that.” 
 
      
 
    “Words to that effect.” Joe was practically mumbling.  
 
      
 
    “Joe, listen to me. Look at me. I love you. You’re my husband. I will not do anything that jeopardizes what we have. If you don’t feel comfortable with anything from now on, I won’t do it. I want you to know that.” 
 
      
 
    Joe nodded. He looked at me for a long time before he leaned in to kiss me. “I can smell him on you.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to take a shower?” I stood up and let the bedspread slip to the floor. “Is that what you want?” 
 
      
 
    I knew it wasn’t what Joe wanted. I knew that Joe was tormented by his conflicting desires - he wanted his wife back but he also wanted to reclaim me. He had told me enough stories for me to know exactly what he wanted. He thought he was telling me what I wanted to hear all those nights when he made me come with his cock and his imagination, but I knew better. Those stories were as much for him as they were for me. I never completely understood it but I knew it was his need, not mine, that fueled whatever fire was burning in him at this moment. He may be unsure about how to express it, but I knew what he wanted. He wanted me, as I was at this moment, drenched in the essence of another man, a black man, the man who had just violated his wife, disrupted his marriage, challenged his manhood. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t say a word, but his eyes never moved from my glistening cunt. 
 
      
 
    I reached for his chin and bent down to kiss him. “Take me, take me now. Reclaim your wife.”  
 
      
 
    And he did.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I might be done teaching.”  
 
      
 
    Joe looked at me. We were in the huge bathroom in front of our own sinks, having just taken a long hot shower after making love again this morning. My comment caught both of us by surprise.  
 
      
 
    “You’re ready to go all in on this? You haven’t even had a paying client yet.” I continued brushing my hair but Joe was just standing stock still, staring at me in the mirror.  
 
      
 
    “I know, it’s a big step,” I said. “I might just take the rest of the spring off, and skip teaching summer school. I think.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe you should hold off doing anything until the dust settles on all this.” 
 
      
 
    I kept brushing my hair and Joe went back to shaving. I looked at him and he smiled at me. “What?” 
 
      
 
    I asked, “What did Darnell say to you last night when he gave you the room key?” 
 
      
 
    Joe stopped smiling. He frowned as he continued shaving, although I was beginning to regret asking such a loaded question while he was attacking his face with a sharp instrument.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, what did he say.”  
 
      
 
    “Nothing much, just that he enjoyed his time with you.” 
 
      
 
    I put the hairbrush down and walked over to my husband. I ran my hand over his penis which had inexplicably come to life again. “I’m not sure I believe you.” 
 
      
 
    Joe put down his razor and splashed water on his face. I continued to stroke him. We were both stark naked.  
 
      
 
    “He said he looked forward to seeing us here again, next month.” 
 
      
 
    “And?”  
 
      
 
    “And he said he wanted to get your number so he could talk to you.”  
 
      
 
    “You didn’t give him my number, did you?” Joe’s cock was fully erect. “You don’t want him whoring me out to his gang, do you?” 
 
      
 
    Joe turned to me and took me by the shoulders, just as Darnell had done in the elevator last night. “I don’t want you seeing him again.”  
 
      
 
    I kept stroking his cock. “Are you sure about that?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure.” Joe looked at me deeply. “I don’t want you seeing him again and I don’t want you fucking any more black men. You got it out of your system and now I want it to be one and done. Understand?” 
 
      
 
    “But I really enjoyed fucking his big black cock, Joe. He’s so much bigger than you, and he’s such a good fuck. I’m not sure I can do what you want me to do, Joe.” I kept stroking his cock. “I just don’t know.” I kept stroking. “And think of all the money I could make. Don’t you want your whore wife to make a lot of money fucking other men, Joe.” I kept stroking. “I want to make a lot of money fucking other men, Joe. I want to make a lot of money fucking black men. Don’t you think you could get used to having your wife fucking rich black men for money? Rich black men with a lot of money and big black cocks.” I kept stroking. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you said if I have a problem with any of this you would stop it.”  
 
      
 
    “I did say that Joe, you’re right.” I kept stroking. “But that was before Darnell fucked me so hard with his huge black cock. He fucked me so hard and so long, I just came and came. And you liked reclaiming me after he shot his black cum in my white cunt, didn’t you Joe? Didn’t you like how silky my pussy felt, all warm and slick with his huge load of thick black cum? Wasn’t that just what you’ve always wanted, Joe?” 
 
      
 
    Finally, Joe eased me down to my knees and put his cock in my mouth. He came almost immediately. I sucked his hot cum until he was drained and swallowed it all. Except for a little that I let dribble down from the corner of my mouth.  
 
      
 
    “I think you really like the idea of black men fucking me for money, Joe. I really  do think you like it.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Joe and I barely spoke on the way home. I received a text from Carla asking me to go to brunch with her and he didn’t even respond when I mentioned it, he just nodded. I was relieved because not only did I want to give him some space to think about what had happened, I had a million questions for Carla. 
 
      
 
    Carla said, “Okay girlfriend, spill it and I want all the juicy details.” We had just sat down in a quiet corner of her favorite brunch spot after the Uber dropped me off on the way to taking Joe back to our apartment. I gave her a quick recap of the evening, and the morning after.  
 
      
 
    “My, oh my, you really know how to put your man on the spot,” she said as our omelets arrived. 
 
      
 
    “Too much?” 
 
      
 
    “That was a lot for him to take in. Was he okay last night?” 
 
      
 
    “He was more than okay. We fucked as soon as he calmed down and he was all about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Meaning what?”  
 
      
 
    I looked down at my food and I’m sure I turned a bright shade of red. “He was extremely eager to have me after Darnell.” A couple at the next table stopped talking suddenly. 
 
      
 
    “This place is a little crowded for this conversation, don’t you think,” Carla said. “We can wait if you like.” 
 
      
 
    “I really don’t care what they think,” I said. “I’m a little worried about Joe but to be honest, I’m more worried about me.”  
 
      
 
    “In what way?” 
 
      
 
    I played with my food while I decided how to put it. “I was blown away by last night. The whole experience was beyond my ability to comprehend.” I looked at the couple again as they motioned for the bill. I guess I wasn’t as fascinating as I thought. “I’ve never been with anyone like Darnell and I’m at a loss for how I feel about it.” 
 
      
 
    “You mean that he’s black?” Carla asked. The couple got up to meet the waiter on the way to the cashier. “I’m so glad they left. So was it his size, stamina, attitude, or what?” 
 
      
 
    “All that and more. I’ve never thought of myself as a racist but I have to admit that when he first kissed me on the elevator, I was shocked and a little disgusted by it. And when that white couple walked in on us, I was absolutely mortified. I couldn’t help but feel like I was being degraded by him, on purpose, and I just wanted it to stop, but I didn’t want it to stop. The feelings of disgust and degradation were so fucking hot, and I felt completely ashamed that I was both embarrassed and turned on by the whole scene.” 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I know exactly how you felt,” Carla said.  
 
      
 
    I could have kissed her. “You do? Did you feel the same when you…”? 
 
      
 
    “Darlin’, the first time a black man sat down and offered to just buy me a drink, I almost vomited. You grew up in North Carolina. I’m from Georgia, and from deep in the backwoods at that, where we still don’t approve of black men and white women. Hell, I never saw a mixed-race couple in the flesh until I moved here.”  
 
      
 
    “So you felt what I felt?” 
 
      
 
    “In spades, Ems, the queen of spades, as they say in some quarters.” She gave me a small grin and leaned in to whisper, “I never dreamed I’d be talking to a nigger, never mind fucking one, when I came north. There’s a part of me that still can’t believe it.” 
 
      
 
    “But you do, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah. I’m as hooked as anyone who ever said ‘Once you go black....’ and all that.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you get a lot of black guests at the hotel, other than Cuck Night?” 
 
      
 
    “We get a fair number, but not enough for my tastes, I’ll be honest with you.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? You wish there were more?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, baby doll, you just told me how one encounter blew your mind, right? Well, I’m not saying their all mind-blowing experiences but…” Carla just looked at me and smiled. “Actually, on second thought, I am saying that.” 
 
      
 
    “Come on, you’ve never been disappointed?” 
 
      
 
    “There’s something about rich black men that, I don’t know, they’ve been through it all and then some to make it in a white world and they don’t take shit from anyone. They know who they are and they know how to take charge and everything that goes with it. And, truth be told, I think they really get off fucking white women, so they always put a little extra effort into it, if you know what I mean.” 
 
      
 
    “I think I do,” I said. “But what am I going to do? I’m not sure Joe is going to let me see black men.” 
 
      
 
    “He’ll come around. You just have to make sure he gets all the benefits of being married to a whore. That’s the whole reason he’s into the hotel in the first place. You know that, right?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure what I know at this point. I just know that I’ve never seen him so riled up as he was last night. Or as depressed as he was this morning.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, he’s going through the same mental process you went through, but he’s going through it all inside his own head. I can’t speak from experience, but I’ll bet that’s a whole lot of confusion to deal with. Think about how confused you are.” 
 
      
 
    I played with what was left of my omelet. “Were you and Nick as confused as we are at first?” 
 
      
 
    “No, we weren’t, but keep in mind I met Nick at the hotel. I was whoring long before I met him so his process was totally different from Joe’s.” 
 
      
 
    “Does he have a problem with you fucking black men?” 
 
      
 
    Carla smiled and motioned to the waiter for the check. Then she turned back to me and said, “I’ve never told him that I do.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Joe and I didn’t speak much for the rest of Sunday. Suddenly our small apartment seemed like it was way too big for us as he stayed in the bedroom and I sat watching TV in the living room. As dinnertime approached I decided our separation needed to end so I marched into the bedroom.  
 
      
 
    “What’s up?” Joe asked without looking up from his phone.  
 
      
 
    “Really? You need to ask?” I couldn’t believe he was going to make me drag it out of him. “Can we talk about last night?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure.” He tossed his phone on the nightstand. “I’ll go first.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not at all comfortable, if that’s even the right word for it, with everything that went on last night.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I got that.”  
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “I don’t think you really do. I tried to tell you this morning and you didn’t want to hear it.” I nodded without comment. “You took advantage of me as well.” 
 
      
 
    “I did what?” 
 
      
 
    “You heard me. I’ll admit there’s a part of me that is turned on by the whole thing. You and Darnell tapped into that last night and then you did again this morning.” Joe stood up and motioned for me to sit on the bed. I sat and waited for him to continue. 
 
      
 
    “Look, I don’t know where these feelings are coming from. I never in a million years thought I’d be okay with having my wife fuck other men, and I’m still not even close to being sure that I am okay with it. Throw that asshole Darnell into the mix, with all that shit he was throwing at me last night, and I’m completely lost about the whole situation.” He sat down next to me and took my hands in his.  
 
      
 
    “The one thing I do know is that I love you and I want what’s best for you and for us. I’m not worried about you so much but I am worried about us. Do I have reason to be?” 
 
      
 
    “I really don’t think so. I love you more than you’ll ever know but I completely understand where you’re coming from.” I kissed him. “Tell you what. Let’s proceed slowly, carefully. I’ll just have Carla take me to the hotel and test out the waters, only with white men. If you’re okay with it, we’ll see about where we go from there. Okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I can live with that.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next night, Carla and I Ubered into the city during rush hour. I was dressed up but I didn’t hold a candle next to Carla. She looked like a million bucks, and I told her so. 
 
      
 
    “Well, now that the cat’s out of the bag as far as the money I make and how I make it, I don’t have play poor anymore.”  
 
      
 
    “What did that outfit cost you, a grand? Fifteen hundred?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh honey, the dress alone was $2200. You’ve got to go all out for these guys or you’re going to get nothing but the dregs.” She smiled at me and looked me up and down. “Not that the dregs are anything to sneeze at. $500 an hour can add up if you keep your legs spread long enough.” 
 
      
 
    I punched her arm. “Speaking of which, who decides how much I’m charging? Me or the hotel management?” 
 
      
 
    “The hotel takes a cut and that’s it. They don’t set prices, terms, anything. It’s your call across the board and if you don’t want to service a guest, you don’t have to, although if you go to the room with them, you should do everything you can to make them happy. It’s just like this deal.” She motioned to the car and driver. “You get reviewed, and if you have too many disgruntled guests and less-than-stellar reviews, well, you know how that works.” 
 
      
 
    We rode in silence for a while. Then I pulled out my phone and texted Carla. I wanted to know if we could trust the driver.  
 
      
 
    “David, my friend here wants to know if we can trust you.”  
 
      
 
    “No problem, Carla. My lips are sealed.” 
 
      
 
    Carla turned back to me. “David is with the hotel. I know this looks like an Uber but it’s really a car service.” She reached into the front seat and patted the driver on the shoulder. “David has been my regular driver for, what, almost a year now isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds about right.” 
 
      
 
    “Ems, you need to get your head around upping your game. I know it’ll take a few visits but as soon as you can afford it, you should go shopping and get something really nice. Then after a few more visits, you can expand your wardrobe. Get used to the finer things in life.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned a bit and she noticed. “I just wonder what I’m getting myself into.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled and patted my knee. “Oh, that’s easy. You’re getting yourself into the oldest profession in the world. And there’s one very good reason it has been around since the dawn of time. It works for everyone involved.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We weren’t at the table more than five minutes before a couple of good looking older gentlemen sat down and introduced themselves. Carla wasted no time making a pointed introduction. 
 
      
 
    “So nice to meet you both. I’m Carla and my friend here is Emily. This is her first time wearing the scarf if that sort of thing is of interest to either of you.” I swear she winked at them. 
 
      
 
    We’d spent just a few minutes in the “Scarf Room” before we sat down at the table. Carla convinced me that starting out at the low end of the scale, which was still $500 an hour keep in mind, was a mistake. She convinced me that I could easily command the high end of a grand an hour for my “whore cherry” which I had no idea was a thing. But sitting with Lawrence and Trey, it was pretty obvious that not only was it a thing, it was a big thing. 
 
      
 
    “Emily,” Trey said, “I must tell you that you look fantastic and I would be honored to be the first to show you just how desirable you are.” He started to stand up when Lawrence put a hand on his shoulder.  
 
      
 
    “Hang on, pal. I’m sitting right here too.” Lawrence turned to me. “I’m happy to offer you a two-fer for the privilege of escorting you to my room.” He turned to Carla. “Does she know what I’m talking about?” 
 
      
 
    Carla smiled and patted his hand while talking to me. “A two-fer is where you get credit for 2 hours even though you’re only contracted for one. Or if you stay for two hours, you’re paid for 4.” She turned back to Lawrence. “Are you willing to go all the way up to an overnight?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” he said as he stood and offered me his hand. “I’m not sure I have an overnight in me but I’m game if you are.” 
 
      
 
    I felt flushed. “I really didn’t expect to spend the night here.” I stood up as he lifted my hand. I looked at Carla and she waved me off. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll let Joe know you may not be home tonight. I’m sure he’ll understand.”  
 
      
 
    And with that, we were off to his room. 
 
      
 
    I took a closer look at Lawrence in the elevator. He was handsome enough, impeccably dressed and the perfect gentleman, a stark contrast to my experience with Darnell. He didn’t say anything until the doors opened on his floor. “After you.” 
 
      
 
    He walked me to the door and ushered me into his room, which was twice the size of the one Darnell had picked for me and Joe. It wasn’t quite a suite but it was a corner room with a gorgeous view of the southern New York skyline with the Statue of Liberty and the Verrazano Bridge in the distance. A bottle of champagne was chilling in an ice bucket with two old-fashioned champagne glasses sparkling in the lights from the floor to ceiling windows. I was very impressed but more than a little nervous. Which surprised me, given my experience just a few nights ago with Darnell. 
 
      
 
    “Would you care for a glass?” Lawrence asked. I nodded. “I’m not sure how long you’d be comfortable in staying but I want to make your first experience as memorable as possible, so don’t feel like you need to rush or linger more than you want. I’m content with whatever you decide.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s very considerate of you. I have to admit I’m a bit on edge.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, this should help.” He handed me a glass and we clinked them before sipping some very expensive wine. “I like a coupe much more than a flute, don’t you?” I nodded even though I had no idea what he meant.  
 
      
 
    “So you’re married,” he said. “And your husband knows you’re here.” It was not a question. “I’m interested if you don’t mind talking about it.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t mind. We just found out about this place last week, through Carla and her husband. Our guys work together.” 
 
      
 
    “And your husband doesn’t mind sharing you?” He put his glass down on the table and ran the back of his hand across my cheek, then through my hair. It felt very sensual. 
 
      
 
    “That’s what he says.” I leaned against his hand. He leaned in and kissed me gently.  
 
      
 
    “I have to say I don’t really understand how anyone could be so open-minded.” He kissed my neck and took my champagne glass from me. “Although I’m very grateful that he’s such a modern and generous man.” I reached behind me to unzip my dress. He undid his tie and started unbuttoning his shirt.  
 
      
 
    “I feel much the same way.” I slipped out of my dress and unbuckled his belt as he took off his shirt. I had worn Joe’s favorite underthings, an old-fashioned garter belt and G-string and a matching, lacy bra. I knew I looked damned good and I could see that Lawrence was pleased with my appearance. I fell to my knees as I reached for his hard cock.  
 
      
 
    “Let me do you first,” Lawrence said as he lifted me to my feet and walked me to the bed. He gently laid me on the bed and finished undressing, then pulled my stockings and undergarments off. I spread my legs and he knelt down and kissed my clit. I could tell instantly that he had no inhibitions about going down on a whore, something Carla had warned me was a possibility but was unlikely.  
 
      
 
    Lawrence reached up and played gently with my nipples as he buried his face in my twat. I held the back of his head and pulled his hair as he brought me closer and closer to a climax. I moaned loudly and he pinched my nipples harder, seeming to read my mind. I shuddered as my orgasm engulfed me. We’d been naked for all of ten minutes.  
 
      
 
    I stayed the night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I rode home the next morning twelve thousand dollars richer and quite confused. I wasn’t sure Carla had contacted Joe and I had turned off my phone on the way to the hotel at her suggestion, so I felt an acute pang of guilt mixed with anxiety about how that would turn out. But I was even more confused about how I felt now that I was a full-fledged, high-class escort. Or whore. Or prostitute. Or slut. 
 
      
 
    Part of me loved it. I couldn’t believe I just made more money in a few hours than I’d made in almost a year of substitute teaching, and I really couldn’t believe how enjoyable it was. Lawrence was an unbelievable lover, with masterful technique, incredible generosity and the stamina of a teenager. We hardly slept at all. Each time he made love to me we dozed for a while and then we made love again. I must have come a dozen times but he held off until the sun was visibly rising. It was one of the longest, most satisfying nights of my life.  
 
      
 
    Which made me feel guilty as hell. I love Joe to my bones but he’s never done to me what I just experienced with a complete stranger, who paid me a small fortune for the privilege. I know I probably just had the best experience I would ever have as a whore - there was no way this was the norm or even close. I fully expected to be used and discarded, not quite in the same way that Darnell had used me but something similar. I was completely unprepared to be transported by the experience.  
 
      
 
    That said, I called Joe. He answered immediately. “Hi,” I said in a very soft voice. 
 
      
 
    “Hi. How was your night?” I couldn’t get a read on his mood.  
 
      
 
    “It was good. Are you home? Did Carla call you last night?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m home and Carla called. She said I probably should expect you in the morning so I told her to tell Nick I’d be late today.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. I can’t wait to see you.”  
 
      
 
    “Why’s that?” Still couldn’t get a read on his mood. 
 
      
 
    “Well, a couple of things. I really wasn’t looking forward to coming home to an empty apartment. And I just want you to hold me.”  
 
      
 
    “Everything okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it’s fine.” I wasn’t sure how much I was allowed to enjoy myself. Best to proceed with caution. “But I’m pretty tired.” 
 
      
 
    “Didn’t get much sleep, huh?” 
 
      
 
    “Not a lot. Is that okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. I imagine you were well paid to not sleep.” There was a bit of a tone that time. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, is that okay? Isn’t that part of why we’re doing this?” 
 
      
 
    “I guess. I’m really not into the money aspect of it. I mean, I’m glad you got paid this time, especially compared to not getting paid by Darnell.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I can understand that.” 
 
      
 
    “The getting paid part is about more than just the money, you know what I mean?” Now we were getting somewhere. 
 
      
 
    “I think so,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want this to ever be just about the money.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you enjoy yourself?”  
 
      
 
    “I did. Is that okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s okay.” 
 
      
 
    “But I want you to know that I still love you, Joe. Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
      
 
    “And Joe?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m almost home. We just passed the White Castle.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay.”  
 
      
 
    “Joe.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t clean up afterward.”  
 
      
 
    There was a long silence. “Okay.”  
 
      
 
    “Joe?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah?”  
 
      
 
    “You want to reclaim me again, right? I really liked it when you did that.” 
 
      
 
    Another long silence. “Yeah. I liked that too.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next couple of weeks were a blur. I turned down all the substitute teaching gigs they called me for and eventually they stopped calling. I went to the hotel almost every day. I went in the morning some days and in the afternoon on others. I didn’t stay the night much, just a couple of times but I never left without at least a thousand dollars credited to my account and often it was quite a bit more. I never had a day, or night, as good as that first one with Lawrence, either money-wise or sex-wise, but I never had a bad time either. A couple of guys were a little fat, or a little ugly, or smelled a little ripe, but nobody ever objected to getting in the shower with me.  
 
      
 
    In short, I was a pretty good whore. 
 
      
 
    Joe seemed to be doing okay with it. I can’t say that he was enjoying it as much as I was but I always took care of him when I got home or when he got home. If he was unhappy about anything, it was spending a few nights alone, but I always made it up to him the next morning.  
 
      
 
    He also started cutting back on his hours at the dealership. He didn’t want to quit outright and they were pretty accommodating about him coming in less often but I wasn’t sure where all that was going. I was really happy that he was home waiting for me whenever I returned from a hotel visit.  
 
      
 
    The money was adding up pretty fast too. In just two weeks I was already ahead about fifty grand. The hotel charged a 10% fee on anything I got paid and there was a charge for the limo service as well, but I didn’t mind paying. As Carla said, it was all about getting used to going, first class. 
 
      
 
    As my third week began, I heard from Lawrence again. He had reached out through the hotel (we never shared our cell numbers with guests) and booked me for another full evening on the following Saturday. I was tempted to say no because Joe and I planned to do something that night but when I told Joe about Lawrence’s request, he insisted I accept. I think he realized how much I enjoyed that first night and didn’t want to stand in the way of another fun evening. The money didn’t hurt either, even if it was just a normal charge instead of a two-fer. 
 
      
 
    I have to hand it to Carla as well. I never would have set my price at $1000 an hour if she hadn’t insisted, both that first night and then afterward as well. I just didn’t see myself as a grand-an-hour whore, but the market seemed to disagree with me. No one balked at the fact that I was always sporting the deepest shade of red scarf at the bar or on the dancefloor. The fact that the ends of my scarf were never tucked in, signaling that I was more than willing to show a guest a great time, didn’t hurt either. My reviews were pretty spectacular (we got to monitor what guests said about us but we couldn’t challenge or change anything) and I guess the word was getting around.  
 
      
 
    I’d upgraded my wardrobe as well. I must have spent about ten thousand dollars on new clothes and shoes. It seemed a shame as I rarely spent more than a few minutes in any of them other than in the limo, but I certainly wasn’t complaining. I went shopping with Carla a few times and once on my own and was getting to enjoy that aspect of going first class. 
 
      
 
    Needless to say, I was having an unbelievable amount of sex as well. Since that night with Lawrence, I didn’t take a day off, so that meant I was getting laid at least twice a day for more than two weeks and sometimes more. Not many guys were as virile as Lawrence that first night, but a few went twice, and one was up (no pun intended) for a third go in two hours. And a couple of times I got to the penthouse in the morning and stayed through dinner, seeing three different men. My poor little pussy was getting one hell of a workout. 
 
      
 
    And of course, there was Joe. He would always be waiting for me when I got home and I barely got through the door that he was attacking me. He insisted that I not clean up after my last client so that he could truly reclaim me. The idea that my husband would not only enjoy but revel in the fact that he was fucking me with another man’s cum in my vagina, well to say it was a surprise is to understate the situation completely. I didn’t understand it at first, still don’t, and Joe can’t explain it either. All he knows is that he wants me full of cum, every time. It makes me wonder if, when I finally take a break, he’ll find fucking my pristine, unfucked pussy to be just a little, well, disappointing. We’ll see. 
 
      
 
    Now you might be wondering about the fact that I’m fucking all these strange men without ever seeing a condom, let alone enduring being fucked by a wrapped penis. Well, one of the attractions of the hotel is the strict adherence to the medical exam on both sides of the sexual equation. The men have to get checked every week and the girls are checked every day. I’ve never given so much blood in my life, one tube at a time. I almost feel anemic.  
 
      
 
    The other day I got a message from the hotel that Lawrence, my first and favorite guest, wanted to know if I’d be available on Saturday for an overnight. I have to admit I got a little flutter in my belly when I heard he was not only back and interested, and for the whole night.  Plenty of good fucking, pussy licking, and bank account depositing. I guess the money is really becoming important to me.  I can’t say I’m surprised. We weren’t poor when I was growing up but we were far from rich. And since the move to New York, Joe and I have been making do, nothing more. To say it’s been a struggle overstates it but not much. To be able to spend without thinking about how we would make the next rent payment is truly a luxury. 
 
      
 
    So needless to say, I was really looking forward to Saturday night. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Saturday came soon enough but I couldn’t stop thinking about Lawrence. I hoped I wasn’t building him up too much in my mind because I really didn’t want to disappoint him, or me. I even closed my eyes a few times while other guests were fucking me to imagine that I was really with Lawrence, something I never did before. 
 
      
 
    When the limo finally arrived to take me to the hotel, I had spent at least a couple of hours getting ready. Luckily Joe was at the dealership so I didn’t have to do any explaining about my extra prep time. I wore a new set of sexy matching underthings and a fresh pair of silk stockings, with seams of course, and a garter belt. The dress was new, my most expensive purchase to date, with the sexiest strappy heels that went all the way up to my knees. I’m sure they are totally out of fashion, given the way the saleswoman tried to talk me out of them, but I just had a feeling that Lawrence would appreciate my choice. I couldn’t wait to see the look on his face. 
 
      
 
    I was early arriving at the hotel and got the same table I met him at just a few weeks ago. I felt like a schoolgirl at her first dance, which was ridiculous given how I’d been spending my days and nights since the last time I saw him. I must have looked pretty damn good as I had to chase off a couple of interlopers before he arrived on the dot of seven.  
 
      
 
    The look on his face was worth every minute I’d spent preparing for the moment. When his eyes met mine from across the room he gave me the biggest, warmest smile I can remember. I stood to embrace him as he walked toward me and he looked me up and down on the way over. He whistled as we embraced and I kissed him with everything I had.  
 
      
 
    “Needless to say…” he whispered.  
 
      
 
    “Say it anyway,” I whispered back. 
 
      
 
    “You are a vision.” He took my shoulders and held me at arm’s length so he could look me up and down again. “I was worried my memory of you might be better than the reality, but I was completely wrong. You look even better than I imagined, and I’ve spent the last few weeks reimagining you a lot.” 
 
      
 
    “I was a little worried as well,” I said, smiling as I look down to emphasize my concern. “I wasn’t sure you’d be as handsome as I remembered, or as interested in me now that I’m no longer a virgin whore.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled again. “I can only imagine that they have kept you busy here.” He motioned for me to sit down. “Drink?” 
 
      
 
    “If you want,” I said, not trying to hide my disappointment that he didn’t want to run, not walk, straight to the room.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, I’m anxious too, but you look so spectacular that I want to sit here for a few minutes and show you off. You are easily the sexiest, most beautiful woman in the room, and that’s saying something in this place.” 
 
      
 
    We ordered and settled in to wait. I said, “I did want to ask you about something. Do you want me to talk about my experiences here for the last few weeks or not mention it at all?” 
 
      
 
    “You can talk about it if you please, or not, your choice. I’ve been following your reviews in any event so I think I’m pretty well up to speed on what a hit you’ve made with the other guests.” 
 
      
 
    I’m sure I blushed. “I just wondered how you felt about it. I don’t have to talk about it, that’s not why I asked. I just wanted to know what the protocol is.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think there is a protocol, per se. I’m guessing some of the other guests don’t want to go into details about what goes on here but I’m fine with talking about it, or just talking about other things.” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s talk about other things,” I said as our drinks arrived. We clinked glasses and sipped our martinis. 
 
      
 
    “Good. I do have some news. I booked a pair of tickets for next weekend in Bermuda and was wondering if your husband can spare you for a couple of days. And nights.” 
 
      
 
    I was surprised, to say the least. I hadn’t even considered the possibility of seeing a guest outside of the hotel and I’m sure my confusion was written all over my face. 
 
      
 
    “The hotel is fine with it as long as they get their cut, which they will. I’ll pay the standard weekend rate, in case you were wondering.”  
 
      
 
    “I didn’t even know there was a weekend rate.” I was truly unaware. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, of course there is. There’s a weekend rate, a weekly rate, monthly and a finders fee for longer-term relationships. I know you’re married so that’s out of the question but I plan to make full use of the entire menu, if that suits you.” 
 
      
 
    My mind was reeling. “I guess so, but I’ll have to run it by my husband, if that’s all right with you.”  
 
      
 
    “Perfectly all right and completely understandable. I don’t want to step on anyone’s toes. I’m new at this overnight thing, but I talked to the staff downstairs and they briefed me about how to make sure everyone is comfortable.” 
 
      
 
    I just sat there thinking about the world that had just opened up to me when my phone buzzed. In my focus on getting ready for Lawrence I’d forgotten to turn it off when I arrived at the hotel. The little voice in my head told me to ignore it but almost as a distraction from the conversation I pulled it out and looked at the text. It was from Darnell. 
 
      
 
    ~ Cuck night this weekend. I trust I’ll see you there. ~ 
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    Chapter 1 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    The text I received from Darnell weighed heavily on my mind as I rode home Sunday morning after spending the night with Lawrence at the hotel. Coming as it did just before Lawrence took me to his room for champagne, great sex, and almost no sleep, I was grateful that Lawrence was a superb partner in bed and I was able to temporarily put Darnell out of my thoughts. But now I was alone in the hotel limo, heading back to my husband Joe, who waited at our tiny apartment in Queens. I was unable to think about anything but Darnell and his hold over me. I knew I should focus on the weekend trip to Bermuda that Lawrence had just booked for us and how I would explain it to Joe. I knew Darnell’s flagrant abuse of my body and my mind should exclude him from any further consideration. I should just ignore him, avoid contact with him and tell the hotel that I no longer wanted anything to do with him. I knew that’s what I should do, but the twinge in my pussy and the gnawing dread in the back of my mind told me that I was in more trouble than I realized. 
 
      
 
    In the light traffic of the early morning, the limo arrived home before I realized how distracted I was. Lawrence had asked me to stay later and have breakfast with him in the room, but I knew that Joe was waiting anxiously to reclaim me after my evening with a paying client. Even though I’d been fucked by hotel guests every day for the past two weeks, Joe always expected me, and I never disappointed my husband. At least so far.  
 
      
 
    I walked around the side of the house and then down the stairs to our basement apartment and opened the door. Joe was sitting at the fold-down table in our little kitchen area. Usually, he’s all over me when I get back from seeing a guest at the hotel but this morning he just sat there. My already anxious state-of-mind ratcheted up another notch.  
 
      
 
    Joe said, “I got a text from Darnell.” My heart sank. “I thought I made it clear to you that I didn’t want you seeing him again.” 
 
      
 
    “You made it very clear, but I can’t control who he texts.” I dropped my bag on the table and sat across from my husband.  
 
      
 
    “Did he text you too?” Joe asked as he drummed his fingers on the formica. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, last night. Just as I was about to go to the room with Lawrence.” Joe knew I was seeing my favorite client last night, my first client, who paid me double the hotel’s top rate for my first night as a whore. “When did he text you?” 
 
      
 
    “This morning, about a half hour ago. He said he didn’t hear back from you so he wanted to check with me to make sure we’d be there Saturday night.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, there you go, he didn’t hear back from me. I didn’t respond because I know you don’t want to see him or go back to Cuck Night either.” 
 
      
 
    “All your clients so far, other than this asshole, have been white, right?” 
 
      
 
    “As you requested, I have not slept with any other black guests at the hotel.”  
 
      
 
    “Or anywhere else, right?” Joe looked at me hard. I was not used to seeing him this upset, not since that first night with Darnell. 
 
      
 
    “Or anywhere else, of course. I haven’t seen anyone outside of the hotel.” 
 
      
 
    “So we’re clear on Darnell, right? No more freebies for that asshole, or his homey’s, or any other niggers.” 
 
      
 
    “Joe, you know how I feel about that word.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah fine, but we’re clear on this, right?” 
 
      
 
    “We are in complete agreement.” I stood up and walked to the sink to brew a pot of coffee. “It was a long night. Do you want to reclaim your wife?” I was too tired for niceties.  
 
      
 
    “Maybe later,” Joe said as he stood up. “I’m going to the dealership this morning.” And he was out the door.  
 
      
 
    I sat down again, the coffee unmade and my mind in turmoil. It’s only been a few weeks, but this is the first time since we’d started this little adventure that Joe was uninterested in reclaiming me after a stranger had fucked me. That was the one constant I’d come to count on, look forward to and enjoy thoroughly after a hard day at my new gig. 
 
      
 
    Not that I wasn’t enjoying the new gig to the hilt. I loved going to the Penthouse Room at the Penthouse Hotel and having men come up to me, offer to buy me a drink, make a little small talk, then whisk me off to their room for an hour or two of fun between the sheets. Less than a month ago I was a substitute teacher, newly arrived in New York from western North Carolina, trying to make it in the Big Apple and not really having much fun at all. Then our friends Carla and Nick introduced us to the hotel and the idea of sex for sale and needless to say, the world changed for Joe and me. Mostly for the better until this morning.  
 
      
 
    I stripped out of my new sexy outfit and took a shower before collapsing on the bed. Lawrence kept me up virtually all night, just like the first time, waking me for another round of sex every time I started to drift off to sleep. For a middle-aged man, he had incredible stamina and impeccable control. Although I orgasmed several times throughout the night, he was able to hold off until dawn. I’d looked forward to last night since I heard from him earlier in the week. He had booked me for an overnight stay at the hotel and he didn’t disappoint in the least. 
 
      
 
    But the text from Darnell, a black man that my friend Carla introduced me to on Cuck Night, and who had fucked me, tied me up, made me pass out by gagging me with his huge cock, and who had taunted my husband Joe over the phone while he was fucking me, that text is all I can think about. Darnell told Joe that he expected to see us back at the next monthly Cuck Night at the hotel. Now he was confirming his desire to see me and Joe again. I couldn’t believe that he’s been able to get my number, let alone Joe’s, but then it dawned on me. Carla must have given him both numbers. I called her at work. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up, Sweet Pea?” Carla said. Carla is from Georgia and really plays it up. 
 
      
 
    “Cut the crap, Carla. Did you give my number to Darnell? And Joe’s number as well?” 
 
      
 
    She giggled. “Guilty as charged. That’s not a problem, is it?” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to throttle her right through the phone. “Yeah it’s a problem, I didn’t want him reaching out to me and I sure as hell didn’t want him contacting Joe. You knew that!” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know how I would have known that, Ems. I thought you guys had a great time last month with Darnell. I know he’s always been great to me.” 
 
      
 
    “Joe was totally pissed at him for treating me like he did, and for rubbing his nose in it. He was a complete jerk and Joe doesn’t want me seeing him again.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s understandable, I guess. Joe was brand new to having another man fuck his wife when you were with Darnell and he didn’t react well to it. I totally get it. But answer me this, Ems. Do you have a problem with seeing Darnell again, or is it just Joe’s problem?” 
 
      
 
    I tried to protest that I was in complete agreement with my husband, I really did try. But the words just would not come out of my mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I thought so.” Carla could be such a bitch. “Take it from one who knows, Emily. You will thank me for this one day. Joe will too.” She clicked off. 
 
      
 
    Fuck. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    The next few days were a blur. I didn’t want Joe to think anything was wrong, so I kept up my normal routine of going to the Penthouse Hotel every day. Thankfully, when I came home the next day after the blow up with Joe over Darnell, he was eager to reclaim me. That was a huge relief. 
 
      
 
    The men I fucked during my visits to the hotel were all of a type. Most of them were at least ten and sometimes twenty years older than me, but I didn’t mind. All of them were superbly dressed, unfailingly polite and, usually, not bad in bed. Sex was largely vanilla, a quick blowjob on arrival at the room, then a lot of missionary position, a little doggie-style or cowgirl, almost always an hour-long session and no more. I found the experiences enjoyable enough and the predictability was still, at least for now, more reassuring than boring. I didn’t know how long that would last, but for now, and especially this week, I was fine with predictable.  
 
      
 
    But I also knew that decision time was coming, and fast. Friday night, I was surprised to find myself with a guest in the same room that Darnell had taken me my first night in the hotel. Well, my first night having sex in the hotel. Carla and Nick had taken me and Joe on an exploratory visit the night before that but that seems so innocent and so long ago. I have come to think of three firsts at the hotel. The visit to the Penthouse room with Carla and Nick, the night Lawrence popped my whore cherry, and that night with Darnell, in this very room.  
 
      
 
    I’m pretty sure I covered up my discomfort at being back in the same room again where Darnell had violated me. At least the guest didn’t say anything and the session was over quickly with no complaints or issues on his part. I was, however, a basket case. While my current client was fucking me, I kept thinking back to that night with Darnell, even though he’d only spent an hour with me. In this very room. On this very bed. 
 
      
 
    Part of the memory was good. No, great. I loved Darnell’s huge black cock. I loved the way he fucked me, long and hard, twice. The first time, he just fucked me without any concern for my wellbeing or pleasure, just pure fucking, not quite a violation but close. The second time he fucked me, he was much more gentle. The second time I felt like we were making love. I came hard when he came in me, my first experience with having a black man come in my pussy. I don’t know why that matters but it did. I felt totally degraded and contemptible, as well as completely satisfied, in a way I’d never felt before, not with Joe, not with any other man. Any white man. 
 
      
 
    The cause of my deep anxiety about my memory of that night concerned the time between those two fuck sessions. After Darnell had nearly abused me, from behind, pounding my pussy for what seemed like forever, he tied me up and propped me on my back so he could abuse my mouth. I can’t describe it any other way. He’d used his belt to tie my arms behind my back before I could protest, so I was powerless to resist him. And he took full advantage of his complete power over me. He fucked my mouth, hard and deep, gagging me and cutting off my air until I passed out. If that’s not abuse, I don’t know what is. 
 
      
 
    And yet it was that part of my time with Darnell that I couldn’t not get out of my mind, especially when I was fantasizing, trying to get to an orgasm, either with a guest or with Lawrence or with Joe. I relished my complete lack of control at that moment, just before I lost consciousness. It was terrifying and degrading. And beyond anything I’d ever experienced, before or since. I was completely overwhelmed and I loved it. Not without reservations, but I loved it. To my bones.  
 
      
 
    And now I had to decide whether I would refuse to see Darnell again because that’s what my husband wanted me to do. I had to decide whether I would skip Cuck Night tomorrow night because Lawrence wanted to fly me to Bermuda for a weekend of sand, sun and great sex. Lawrence was rich enough to pay me double the standard rate for our first night together, a cool twelve grand, so I’m sure the weekend would be an unimaginable orgy of posh accommodations, gourmet food, high-end shopping and luxury on a scale I have never experienced before. And it might just be a one time offer from Lawrence. He seemed totally enamored with me at this moment in his life, but let’s face facts. He’d known me for less than a month. We’d never discussed his experiences at the hotel, or anywhere else for that matter, with other women, whores, wives, girlfriends, or whatever. I could be just his flavor of the month, offered this once in a lifetime chance to experience something I’d never even dreamed of, with no guarantee, or even a likelihood that such an opportunity would ever present itself again. How could I possibly turn it down, turn Lawrence down?    
 
      
 
    How indeed. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    When I finished with my last guest of the week in the same room that Darnell had abused my mouth, I rode the limo home. It was getting very close to time to decide what I was going to do tomorrow. I felt sure I would do the prudent thing and go with Lawrence but I wasn’t sure. It made no sense to even consider going to Cuck Night, but the knot in my stomach told me that I was considering doing exactly that.  
 
      
 
    Joe wasn’t home when I arrived at the apartment. I was a little surprised but Fridays are tough for him to get off work early. I figured he’d be home late as the shop is always busy getting cars repaired before the weekend. I settled in for a quiet evening alone with my thoughts.  
 
      
 
    My ringing phone put an end to my quiet time. I expected it to be either Joe letting me know his ETA or Carla calling to bug me about my decision. My heart sank when I looked and saw neither of their names come up, but instead a number I didn’t recognize. I answered without thinking that I should probably let it go to voicemail.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, beautiful. Remember me?” It was Darnell. Of course it was. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Darnell.” 
 
      
 
    “So I’ll be at the hotel tomorrow at 6, just like last time. Is Joe coming again?” I could hear him smiling through the phone.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think Joe’s going to make it, Darnell. If fact, he doesn’t want me to go either.” 
 
      
 
    There was a brief pause before he said, “I don’t give a fuck what your HUSBAND wants Emily. I expect you to be there tomorrow. Don’t disappoint me.” 
 
      
 
    “I won’t Darnell. I’ll be there.” I wasn’t sure I would but I couldn’t tell him otherwise. I don’t know why but I just couldn’t. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you will, Emily. I’m really looking forward to seeing you again, and I know you can’t wait to see me, isn’t that right?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m really looking forward to seeing you, Darnell.” I must have sounded like a zombie because that’s exactly what I felt like. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve been thinking about our first time, haven’t you? You’re thinking about getting face-fucked again, aren’t you, Emily.”  
 
      
 
    “I kind of wish you wouldn’t do that Darnell. I really didn’t like that.”  
 
      
 
    “Bullshit, you can’t fool me. You’ve been thinking about little else since I gagged you into unconsciousness. I know that for a fact.” 
 
      
 
    “I have been thinking about it, Darnell, but I still wish you wouldn't do that again. I didn’t like it at all.” 
 
      
 
    “Still lying to me, huh? Let me put it this way, Emily. I’m guessing you didn’t like it the first time your husband Joe fucked you in the ass with that little white dick of his, did you? But you got used to it and now you like it. Hell, maybe you even love it. Do you love it, Emily? Do you love it when your husband Joe fucks you in the ass?” 
 
      
 
    I know I was blushing now, and I really didn’t want to say what I said next, but I was helpless. “Joe has never fucked my ass.” I really didn’t want to say that. 
 
      
 
    “Do tell, Ems. Got a virgin ass, do you, or just Joe has never fucked your ass?” 
 
      
 
    “Nobody has.” I really, REALLY didn’t want to tell him that. 
 
      
 
    “That so? Well now we’ve got a couple of things to look forward to tomorrow night, don’t we Emily. This is turning out to be an even better weekend than I figured.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure I can make it, Darnell. Joe doesn’t want me to.” 
 
      
 
    “Emily, listen to me. From now on you’re mine. You do what I tell you to do. You don’t listen to your husband anymore, not where I’m concerned. If he wants you to wash his socks or fuck his buddies, I don’t give a shit, you do what you want. But when I tell you to do something, that’s what you’re going to do, understand me, Emily?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Darnell.”  
 
      
 
    “And tell you what. Since Joe likely won’t be joining us at the hotel tomorrow night, I’m going to set up a poker game. I’m going to take you to one of Darnell’s world-famous high-stakes poker games so you can provide the entertainment. I got a half dozen brothers that will get a big kick out of you. See you at six.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Joe didn’t come home Friday night. I was frantic worrying if something had happened to him as it got later and later. I finally called Carla around ten.  
 
      
 
    “Oh Nick and Joe drove down to Atlantic City after work,” Carla said as if it was the most natural thing in the world. “I thought you knew.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I didn’t. Joe didn’t say anything about Atlantic City.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I know you’ve got a big day tomorrow so I figured you should have some time to yourself, you know?”  
 
      
 
    I was incensed. “Why are you doing this to me, you fucking bitch!” I was ready to drive over to her house and pull her hair out by the roots. 
 
      
 
    “I told you, you’ll thank me in the long run. I had a feeling you’re still trying to figure out what to do, so I just thought getting Joe out of your hair for the day would give you a chance to really concentrate.” 
 
      
 
    “Carla, I mean it, stay out of this. I don’t need your help and I really don’t need you meddling in our lives.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you do need me. You’re still trying to decide whether to listen to your head or your heart or your twat. Well, I’m here to tell you that you need to hand that cunt of yours over to Darnell. Ain’t nothing like a good black bull to take charge of a white whore-wife pussy to make your life miserable and wonderful, all at the same time.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean, ‘take charge’?”  
 
      
 
    “Ems, this is just the first step. Pretty soon you’ll be taking orders from Darnell on who to fuck, when to fuck and where to fuck. The only thing you won’t be asking is how much to fuck, because if you think you’ve been busy this last month, you ain’t seen nothing, girlfriend.” 
 
      
 
    “And you know this from experience, Carla?”  
 
      
 
    “Damn straight, hon. I haven’t been to the hotel in a while. I quit the dealership yesterday too. Darnell’s got me so busy, and sore, I don’t know which end is up.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s pimping for you?” I was floored. 
 
      
 
    “Full on and then some. I can’t believe how many big black cocks I’ve had in me since last we talked, but it’s off the hook. In fact, we’ve got to wrap this up or I’m going to be late.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re going out now?” 
 
      
 
    “The evening is young, sweetie and I’ve got a lot of cock to go before I rest.” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I spent a restless night alone in our bed, alone for the first time since we’d been married. Obviously, I’d left Joe alone in our bed often enough in the last few weeks, but I’ve never been the one left behind, at least until now. I wondered if this was a portent of things to come. 
 
      
 
    I also wondered what kind of outing Nick had in mind with my husband. Was it just a night of drinking and gambling? Or were hookers going to be involved as well. I almost laughed when that thought occurred to me. Hookers. Jesus! After the last few weeks, where did I come off wondering how I felt about my husband spending time with a hooker. 
 
      
 
    But I didn’t have to wonder; I knew. I didn’t like it. The thought of Joe fucking some two-bit streetwalker in scuzzy Atlantic City was disgusting. I know, I know, where do I get off? Well, I can’t explain it, I just know that the thought of it was quite upsetting. Lord knows why.  
 
      
 
    And Lord knows why I assumed he’d be with a streetwalker, Pretty Woman style. Given that Nick met Carla at the Penthouse Hotel, odds were pretty good that Nick was more than familiar with the brothel situation in AC. Joe was more than likely fucking some $500 an hour escort in a nice hotel room, assuming there were any nice hotels left in that cesspool of a city. There wasn’t a Penthouse Hotel in Atlantic City, of that I’m sure. I checked. 
 
      
 
    All of which was a nice distraction for me. The clock was ticking on my big decision, but in my heart, I knew what I was going to do. Carla had played me just right, knowing that with Joe out of the way for the day, it would be easier for me to go to Darnell. All I had to decide now was whether to call Lawrence or just blow him off. I knew I should call him but I didn’t want to. So I didn’t. What a bitch. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I dressed in my cheapest outfit and shoes for Darnell. I decided he didn’t really notice what I was wearing anyway, and I was pretty sure his buddies would only see my white skin and little else. My phone rang as I was climbing into the limo. It was Lawrence. I turned my phone off.  
 
      
 
    Once I arrived at the hotel my anxiety level shot through the roof. I forced myself to walk through the lobby to the elevators and rode with a group of people up to the penthouse. Most of them were white couples who, I imagined, we're here for Cuck Night. I guess some of them had no clue what they were in for. Kind of like me in a way.  
 
      
 
    I sat at the bar as the tables were all full. The place was even more crowded than the last Cuck Night four weeks ago. It seemed like a lifetime for me, and in a way it was. A month ago I was still a substitute teacher who had no clue about what went on at the Penthouse Hotel. The woman I was then, the wife I was then, was apparently gone forever.  
 
      
 
    But the more I thought about it, sitting at the bar waiting for service, the more I became convinced that I really didn’t want to go back to being naive and boring. I’d had more fun in the past 28 days than in my entire life, and I was sitting at this bar, in this hotel, on pins and needles for what was to come. 
 
      
 
    “Hey gorgeous,” a familiar voice interrupted my thoughts. It was Jake the Bartender. “You’re here alone tonight?” He looked even better than the last time I’d seen him, which was a while ago. 
 
      
 
    “I am. Where have you been? I haven’t seen you in weeks.”  
 
      
 
    “I spent a couple of weeks at the mothership in Atlanta. Dry martini, right?” He started mixing my drink before I could answer. 
 
      
 
    “What did you learn in Georgia?” 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t know where to begin. It’s one hell of an operation down there. I’ll fill you in when I have more time, this place is crazy right now.” He placed my drink on a napkin in front of me and made his way down the bar to serve a pair of white couples.  
 
      
 
    I watched the couples as Jake took their orders as I sipped my martini. The guys were focused on getting the drink orders in while their wives (or girlfriends) were rubbernecking the crowd. They looked excited and nervous. The taller one pointed to a table that looked like it was opening up but just then a couple of black guys walked over to them and introduced themselves. It was quite a sight - what they were here for, but now that the moment of truth was upon them, the girls looked like deer caught in the headlights and their guys looked lost. The black dudes did a masterful job of smoothing over everyone’s obvious discomfort and taking charge of the situation. Seeing it all go down from a distance was fascinating. 
 
      
 
    “Hey there.” I felt a tap on my shoulder. My own moment had arrived. 
 
      
 
    Darnell looked even more intimidating than I remembered him.  He was smiling broadly and dressed to kill. I felt a little embarrassed that I’d opted to dress down, but he didn’t seem to notice. 
 
      
 
    “Looking good, Emily, looking real good.” He motioned to the bartender and as I turned to see who it was, I was surprised that I hoped it wasn’t Jake. But of course it was. “Two more of these,” Darnell said.  
 
      
 
    “Coming right up,” Jake said without looking at me. Why did I feel embarrassed? Why did I care what Jake thought?  
 
      
 
    “So you ready for the evening of your life?” Darnell asked. He took my arm and pulled me in for a kiss. I remembered how badly he reacted a month ago in the elevator when I resisted him, so I just let him kiss me. He made it clear that he didn’t give a damn that we were in a crowded bar, or that I might have not wanted to be quite so sexual in public. The feelings of embarrassment and helplessness, tinged with a hint of the same disgust I felt in the elevator at being soul-kissed by a black man, almost overwhelmed me. But I fought to not disappoint him. Clearly, I wanted to please him. Why else would I be here? 
 
      
 
    “The poker game doesn’t start for a couple of hours, so I figured we could get a room and have some fun before we head over to my place.” Just then another black man grabbed Darnell’s arm from behind him and spun him around, then he made a big show of how happy he was to see him. They hugged and laughed and said how great life was and how long it had been and all. I locked eyes with the woman who accompanied Darnell’s friend. She was tall, blonde, gorgeous, dressed to kill, and even more embarrassed than me, if that was possible. We both waited in silence for our men to finish their reunion. 
 
      
 
    “And who do we have here?” the friend asked. Darnell grabbed my arm and engulfed my shoulders with his other hand and arm, bringing me into the conversation.  
 
      
 
    “This is Emily. And yours?”  
 
      
 
    “Natale, say hello to Darnell. We go way back, don’t we Darnell.”  
 
      
 
    “Too far,” Darnell said. “Natale, you look great. What the hell are you doing with this piece of shit? Here, take my card, and when you get tired of being pimped by a two-bit amateur, give me a call.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, fuck you, man. What the hell you think you doing?” 
 
      
 
    “Come on Reggie, you know you are in way over your head with this fine piece of white ass here. Natale, when you’re ready for some proper management, you give me a call.” And with that Darnell turned away from his ‘friend’. 
 
      
 
    “Mother fucker,” Reggie said as he dragged Natale away from the bar and off into the crowd.  
 
      
 
    “Fucking piker, he’s been trying to crack the big time forever, but he don’t have the first clue.” Darnell drank the rest of his martini and motioned for me to finish mine as he scanned the room.  
 
      
 
    “So this is really a scouting exercise for you, isn’t it?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “The best one I’ve ever seen. We’ve come a long way from the days where we used to stake out the Port Authority.” 
 
      
 
    “Like on The Deuce,” I said as I finished my drink.  
 
      
 
    “A lot of truth to that show. Of course, I’m way too young to know first hand, but there are some old timers who were around back then, or in the nineties, anyway. City was a different place back then.” He waved at the bartender. “Put this on her tab.” He nodded at me, then he grabbed my arm and walked me toward the elevators. “You get us a room?” 
 
      
 
    “I thought we were going to your poker game.”  
 
      
 
    “Don’t think, Emily, just do what I want you to do. I told you last time the place fills up on Cuck Night, so you should have made a reservation. Lord knows you can afford it. Call the front desk.”  
 
      
 
    I made the call and was relieved that they had rooms available. We rode down to the lobby to get the key card.  
 
      
 
    “You get rid of all your panties like I told you to?” Darnell reached under my dress. I hadn’t. What’s worse, I was wearing a pair. I had completely forgotten his instructions all those weeks ago. 
 
      
 
    As soon as he felt the fabric under my dress he grabbed me by the throat and pushed me against the wall of the elevator. Luckily we were alone. He lifted my dress and reached under my panties. He jammed his finger in my pussy.  
 
      
 
    “I catch you wearing these again, I’ll make you sorry you ever owned them in the first place. Now take them off.”  
 
      
 
    I worked around the fact that Darnell kept fingering me while I was trying to step out of my underwear. Finally, I handed the panties to him. He pulled his finger from my vagina and wiped my juices on the cotton undies. Then he stuffed them in my mouth.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t take them out until I tell you too.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Darnell did the talking at the front desk. I tried not to gag and I tried not to let it show, but I’m pretty sure the young lady at the desk knew something was up. I can only imagine what she thought, and that she’d be astonished at the truth. I didn’t get to take my panties out of my mouth until we got back to the room. 
 
      
 
    Once we were alone in the room, Darnell just offered an open hand to me. I assumed he wanted my panties so I took them out of my mouth and tried to hand them to him. He slapped me hard and told me to put the back. Again he offered his hand to me but all I could do was look at him in confusion. 
 
      
 
    “The dress.”  
 
      
 
    I slipped out of my dress and removed my bra. I handed them to Darnell. He tossed them on the chair by the small writing desk. Then he pulled out the chair and motioned for me to sit in it. I sat down and felt him move behind me out of my sight. Then I heard a screeching sound, like tape being pulled rapidly from a dispenser. Which I quickly learned was exactly what happened as Darnell started wrapping scotch tape around my head, sealing my panties inside my mouth. I panicked a little and grabbed the arms of the chair. Darnell ignored my obvious discomfort and continued to seal my mouth shut. Then he came around the chair to face me and pulled me up by my hands. He motioned for me to walk over to the bed then started to unbuckle his belt. I stood at the foot of the bed as he slid his belt out of the loops on his pants. He approached me from behind and I could feel him breathing on my neck.  
 
      
 
    “You know the drill, Emily. Hands behind your back. I was confused because the first time he tied my hands he violated my mouth, which he had just taped shut. But I complied and once again he wrapped his belt around my wrists and forearms, pinning my hands about the small of my back. Once I was completely immobilized, I could hear him undressing. 
 
      
 
    “I guess I’m not surprised you’ve never been ass-fucked, Emily, since other than me, you’ve only been with white guys who don’t know what a woman really wants. Well, you are in for a treat. I’m going to pop your ass-cherry tonight. I’ll make sure you’re all lubed up by fucking that wet white pussy of your first, so it shouldn’t hurt too much. But seeing as this is your first time, I’m going to insist that none of my players fuck you in the ass later tonight. One black dick should be a good start, and we don’t want to do any permanent damage to you back here.”  
 
      
 
    He pushed my head down on the bed and entered my pussy. I was soaking wet but scared to death about what would come next. Joe had never shown any interest in my dark passage and I’d always said no to anyone who had asked in the past. But now I had no choice. And now I also understood why my mouth was taped shut. Pleading with Darnell was obviously out of the question.  
 
      
 
    My fears were quickly overcome by the wonderful sensation of Darnell’s black cock fucking my dripping cunt. He was much gentler with me this time than before. He fucked me as if he was concerned for my pleasure, which was wonderful. His thrusts gained momentum as I orgasmed on his massive erection. But then he withdrew and pressed against my butthole. I tried to scream through the tape and my panties but it was useless. He pressed down on my back and pushed my head into the bed as he worked his cock into my ass. I felt like I was being split in two. 
 
      
 
    Then he was in, up to the hilt. He stayed still for a few seconds as I adjusted to his size. I felt like I had to take a huge dump but was unable to. Slowly he began to rock back and forth, his cock penetrating and withdrawing ever so slightly. The pain began to mix with pleasure as I felt his cock probe deeper into my bowels. I stopped trying to scream and instead began to moan into the panties still locked in my taped mouth. I was being ass-fucked by a black man and I was enjoying it. I never felt so slutty and degraded in my life.  
 
      
 
    Then Darnell’s cock began to stiffen, even more, stretching me to the breaking point. Now the pain returned as he pumped his cock in my ass with a relentlessness that scared me witless. I knew he was about to come and my bowels contracting around him as he violently fucked my ass, no longer concerned in the least for my pleasure or comfort. I screamed soundlessly into my panties as his black cum exploded into me, drenching my innards with his seed. I collapsed on the bed as his body pressed against my back and he stayed in me and fell on top of me. He was spent and I was exhausted. 
 
      
 
    And yet the night was young. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    After we’d cleaned up and dressed, Darnell walked me to the elevator. The elevator was full of couples and black men but they made room for us, barely. My hair was a mess from the tape Darnell had wrapped around my head, my wrists were sore from the strain of being tied behind my back, and my bum was sore from the pounding it had just endured. My panties were in the trash can back in the room and my asshole was still dripping cum down my legs. I felt like a complete whore.  
 
      
 
    We took the limo from the hotel, at my expense, to the outskirts of Harlem just north of Central Park. The driver refused to take us any further even though Darnell argued that Harlem was safer now than it had ever been. Luckily it was a warm evening so we walked the rest of the way. I thought we might see a taxi but no luck. The stares I received from the groups of young black men on the street corners and stoops of the brownstones told me that they knew exactly what was happening. Here was a white whore being paraded uptown by her black pimp for all to see and to be fucked by a lucky few. At least I hoped it was just a lucky few. 
 
      
 
    Finally, we arrived at Darnell’s apartment building. It was surprisingly well-maintained, with late model, high-end cars lining the street. The trees out front were in full bloom. I’d never had the occasion or the nerve to visit Harlem and I was surprised that it was not the ghetto I expected. Darnell walked me up the stairs to the front door of his building and opened the door, ushering me into the entryway.  
 
      
 
    “I own the whole building, just so we’re clear. I keep one room for my games but I don’t live here. My place is downtown. I’ll take you there someday. I grew up across the street so this is definitely my neighborhood.” We walked up the stairs to the second floor and he unlocked the first door to the left of the staircase.  
 
      
 
    The room was full of smoke, mostly weed but some cigar smoke as well. I could make out at least a half dozen players at the poker table in the crowded living room. A flat-screen TV blared and the men at the table, all black, all smoking, were laughing and shouting at each other until they noticed Darnell. And me. 
 
      
 
    “Dee, where you been, we been waiting on you,” the one who was dealing the card said. “Is this the entertainment? Took your damn time about getting her, for sure.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck you and your lame-ass shit, Trevon. Deal the damn cards and shut the fuck up about how late we are.” Darnell walked me into the middle of the room next to Trevon. “What do you say, niggas? Is she as fine as I promised?” He spun me around and lifted my dress to show my naked ass. Which was still leaking Darnell’s cum.  
 
      
 
    “Looks like you didn’t let her clean up, Dee,” said another player. “You been pimping her all over town already? We getting sloppy seconds? Thirds?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh don’t you worry your dumb-ass head about where she’s been, just know that this is some of the finest white ass I’ve ever had, that’s fo’ sure.” 
 
      
 
    “She married?”  
 
      
 
    “Damn right. I picked her up last month, right out from under her limp-dick, white-ass husband’s nose. Classic.”  
 
      
 
    “I still don’t know how you do that, Darnell, I really don’t.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s it to you what I do, Maurice? She’s here, ain’t she? Now, who’s going to be first? We got more than one stop to make tonight.” 
 
      
 
    I had been silent up until this point but against my will and better judgment, I looked at Darnell and started to object. He slapped me hard. The men whooped at my shame and helplessness. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna go first if it suits,” one of the players said. “I got to get home before the missus notices I’ve been gone, and my cards ain’t been worth shit all night.” He stood up and grabbed my hand and started walking me toward the bedroom.  
 
      
 
    “Make it quick. And put a towel on the bed,” someone shouted as the table turned back to their hands.  
 
      
 
    “No back door action, Malik,” Darnell said.  
 
      
 
    “No problem, I like white pussy,” Malik said as he closed the bedroom door.  
 
      
 
    And the night was still young. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    To say that the night seemed to go on forever is an exaggeration. To say that it was not in some ways enjoyable is as well. But the whole experience can’t be summed up in a word or two. Or maybe it can. 
 
      
 
    Gang bang. 
 
      
 
    I never wondered what it would be like to be a whore when I was young, but I did wonder what a gang bang would be like. I wondered if I could endure it, even enjoy it. I wondered under what circumstances I would be able to make it happen. And since Joe started talking about groups of black men having their way with me during our special storytime, I sort of looked forward to it. If I’m completely honest with myself, the prospect of getting gang banged, by a gang of black men, in Harlem no less, was probably the main reason I blew off Lawrence and disobeyed my husband’s wishes to go with Darnell tonight. I really do amaze myself.  
 
      
 
    But...there’s always a but, isn’t there. Well, a gang bang is kind of boring. It’s one thing to get fucked by a great looking guy, who knows what he’s doing, who’s interested in a shared experience and concerned for my pleasure as well as their own. None of that happened tonight. The sex was all very routine, missionary position and doggy style, with men who didn’t smell great, who didn’t give a shit about my pleasure, and who really didn’t know what the fuck they were doing. From those standpoints, it was a bit of a letdown. 
 
      
 
    But...there’s sometimes another but. It was still pretty damn good. All the guys were young enough to be able to get and maintain an erection, something that some older men struggle with, even in the age of Viagra. Not a limp dick in the apartment. Nobody had any problems with sloppy seconds, or thirds, or fourths. Everybody was thrilled with the way I looked and were most complimentary of my body, my good looks and most of all, my lily white pussy. They really got off on fucking a white whore, a married white whore at that. They nearly all mentioned what a lucky man-slash-idiot my husband was. 
 
      
 
    So when the last player shot his second load in my saturated white cunt, I just lay on the bed contemplating the enormity of what had just transpired. A half dozen black men had fucked poor little old Emily, the good girl from Asheville, who never missed church on Sunday, who never fooled around in high school, who everyone thought was going to be just like her older married sister, who had a boring husband, three kids and a picket fence. Poor little Emily, who never quite measured up to her former Miss North Carolina mother in the looks department, and who thought seriously about getting breast implants when she was old enough and rich enough to afford them.  
 
      
 
    I know, I know. Who looks for validation and self-esteem on her back at a ghetto poker game?  
 
      
 
    I guess I do. 
 
      
 
    “Ready to go,” Darnell said as he stuck his head through the bedroom doorway. The apartment was suddenly quite silent, although the music coming up through the floor from the apartment below had an insistent beat. 
 
      
 
    I propped myself up on my elbows. “Can’t I clean up before we leave?”  
 
      
 
    “Nope. To get the full experience, you need to have all ten loads dripping out of you all the way home.” 
 
      
 
    “You cannot be serious.” I really couldn’t believe what Darnell was saying, but I regretted my statement as soon as the words left my mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Watch your tone or I’ll drop you off at the bar down the street and let you find your own way home.”  He walked into the bedroom and picked up my dress off the floor. “Get dressed and let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    I scrambled to find my shoes and was barely in them when Darnell started dragging me out the door. I had to finish putting my bra on in the stairwell. 
 
      
 
    “I want to make one more stop before I let you go for the evening.” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    “Can you tell me where we are going?” I asked. I didn’t want to anger Darnell but I needed to know. If another gang bang was in the cards tonight, I needed to prepare myself mentally. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, no more fucking for you tonight. Unless your husband wants to clean you up.” He chuckled at the thought of my white husband reclaiming me. The thought depressed me even further as I remembered that Joe didn’t want me fucking any more black men and didn’t know that I was doing exactly that this evening.  
 
      
 
    I struggled to keep up with Darnell in my sexy heels on the uneven sidewalks of Harlem. At this time of night, a taxi was out of the question so wherever we were going we were hoofing it. I could feel blisters forming on my toes - these shoes were built for looking at, preferably in a chair or a bed, but they were not made with walking long distances.  
 
      
 
    Finally, we arrived at a good looking brownstone in the middle of a neighborhood that looked like it was gentrifying. Darnell ran up the steps to the unlocked front door and held it open for me as I climbed the stairs more slowly. I looked at him as I walked into the entryway but he ignored my unspoken question. How in the world was the door unlocked, at this time of night, in the middle of Harlem? 
 
      
 
    “Darnell, my man, how are you?” a man asked as he came toward us from another room. The foyer was larger than I expected from looking at the building from the outside and it was quite large by New York standards.  
 
      
 
    “I’m good, Lewis, I’m good. You look great.” Darnell was very deferential, even though the man he addressed was a good ten years younger than him. I had never seen Darnell exhibit anything but alpha-male behavior.  
 
      
 
    “And who it this?” Lewis asked as he took my hands in his. “She’s lovely.” 
 
      
 
    “This is Emily. We just spent the evening at my place off Seventh Avenue.” 
 
      
 
    Lewis took a step back to look me up and down and lifted my hand over my head to spin me around slowly. “Very nice. How many players?” 
 
      
 
    “A half dozen,” Darnell said. 
 
      
 
    “Very nice. Did you enjoy yourself, Emily?” Lewis smiled at me. I couldn’t tell whether he was being polite or ironic. I assumed he was being polite. 
 
      
 
    “I did, thank you.”  
 
      
 
    Lewis let go of my hand and turned to Darnell. “Let’s go upstairs.” 
 
      
 
    My heart sank. Lewis was very good looking but I was exhausted. The last thing I needed was another black cock in me. But he led the way up the beautiful staircase just off the foyer and Darnell fell in behind me. I was powerless to resist, but I knew that when I signed up for this evening. 
 
      
 
    At the top of the staircase was a long narrow room that was absolutely stunning. The room was almost devoid of furniture except for a sofa grouping at the far end. The walls were covered with large pieces of art, each one framed and lit by a dedicated light fixture built into the ceiling. I was reminded again of the fact that the front door was unlocked, and thought Lewis must be very highly respected in the neighborhood. 
 
      
 
    “Would you two like a drink?” Lewis asked as we walked the length of the room. I was mesmerized by the art as we walked. It was clearly museum quality and very carefully selected.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll take a scotch and water,” Darnell said. Lewis walked to the bar next to the sofa grouping and picked up a large towel. He tossed it to Darnell who put in on the sofa for me to sit on. Obviously, they were concerned I was still leaking and didn’t want any damage done to the furniture. 
 
      
 
    “Emily? Drink?” Lewis asked. 
 
      
 
    “A dry martini, if that’s not too much trouble.”  
 
      
 
    “Not at all. Are you hungry? I can have my girl whip up something if you like.” He turned toward the other end of the room and raised his voice slightly, “Deanna.” 
 
      
 
    A white woman emerged from a doorway opposite the staircase. She was white, gorgeous, and very pregnant. “Yes, Lewis?” 
 
      
 
    “Have Marjorie put a cheese plate together for us.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Lewis.” She went back through the same doorway. 
 
      
 
    Darnell asked, “The remodel all finished now?” 
 
      
 
    “It is,” Lewis said as he handed me my drink. “Turned out well, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s great. Amazing.” 
 
      
 
    Lewis turned to me. “I bought the brownstone next door last year and combined the two buildings. This used to be a three-apartment building as was the building next door. Now it’s all mine and all the construction is complete.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s lovely,” I said. “Have you lived here long?” 
 
      
 
    “Just over a year. We love it.” 
 
      
 
    “How’s Deanna’s doing?” Darnell asked. 
 
      
 
    “She’s pretty uncomfortable. The ninth month is tough, home stretch and all.” 
 
      
 
    “Is it yours?” Darnell asked. I looked at him like he had three heads. 
 
      
 
    “Probably not, but you know how that goes. But we’re planning to keep this one.” 
 
      
 
    “This one’s not her first?” Darnell asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, her second. She gave the first one up for adoption.” 
 
      
 
    I tried to hide my surprise but I’m sure I was unsuccessful. 
 
      
 
    Lewis said to me, “Deanna is not my wife, if you were wondering. I was just able to afford to buy her back before I moved up here from Atlanta.” 
 
      
 
    “Buy her back?” I asked, even more dumbfounded.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, and she wasn’t cheap. She was my first whore but I lost her to my mentor because I was very green back then. It was a costly mistake but, you know, live and learn.” 
 
      
 
    Darnell asked, “How many whores do you have here in New York?”  
 
      
 
    Lewis thought for a moment. “I think about a dozen.”  
 
      
 
    “You don’t know exactly?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “It depends on a variety of things as to whether I can really count them as mine or not, but a dozen is a reasonable approximation.” 
 
      
 
    Darnell asked, “And how many in Atlanta?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m completely out of Atlanta now. I sold the last of them back to Rodney. I had to. As I said, buying back Deanna was expensive.” 
 
      
 
    Darnell raised his glass. “Well I’m glad you’re here and everything worked out.”  
 
      
 
    “Me too. It took a long time but it’s all good in the end.” Lewis took a sip of his drink, then turned to me. “So Emily, what do you say about spending a month or two in Atlanta?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I didn’t talk much on the walk back to Central Park, or the cab ride back to the hotel, or the limo ride home. I was in shock, I guess. Darnell must have figured as much since, for once, he just left me to my thoughts. I imagine that the entire evening was pretty choreographed, but I didn’t really care. In fact, that made it all that much more incredible. I felt like a piece of meat, on a meat packing assembly line, in the early stages of being processed, boxed and sold on the open market. I knew I should be incensed, and I should run, not walk, to get out of the situation I was in, or getting into, before I lost all ability to get free.  
 
      
 
    I had so many questions. I wondered if I could ever get any answers without going through the process. I wondered why I cared what the answers might be. Did I really hate myself so much that I would allow whatever was going on at that brownstone in Harlem to happen to me? When did I lose my self-respect? When did I lose my marriage? I knew there was no way I was going to be able to explain this weekend, never mind ‘a month or two in Atlanta’ to Joe. I wouldn’t be surprised if he left me. I’d be more surprised if he didn’t. To quote a thousand country songs, I done him wrong. 
 
      
 
    And then there was Lawrence. I didn’t have the courage to turn on my phone but I’m sure there were a few messages asking what happened. As if I knew. I could be ordering breakfast on a beautiful white beach, with the waves lapping at my feet and the sun beating down on my face, sitting next to a rich guy who really dug me and was more than willing to treat me like the princess I never dreamed I could be. Instead of that, I was riding home in a bedraggled cocktail dress and ruined come-fuck-me shoes, with a small bucket of black semen dried and caked on my thighs. Not to mention my still-sore butthole. I didn’t want to even check how I looked in the mirror. I knew how I looked. I looked as bad as I felt, which was miserable. 
 
      
 
    And yet. I wasn’t running from what I just experienced. I wasn’t appalled, at least not entirely, but what I had just seen. The very idea of Deanna, and I had almost no idea what was going on there, but what I did know was completely beyond my grasp. 
 
      
 
    On the walk out of Harlem, Darnell had said to me, “I don’t want to send you to Atlanta for a while. Lewis gets ahead of himself - he’s forgotten what it was like to be new at this.” I didn’t press him for details and he just left it at that. I wanted to tell him there was no way on God’s green earth I was going to Atlanta for even a day, never mind a month or two, but I didn’t. I didn’t. 
 
      
 
    The limo finally pulled up to our place, Joe and me, but I just sat there, afraid to move. Afraid of the next few minutes, and hours, and days. I wondered if I was overreacting. No, I knew I wasn’t. I was at a crossroads. There were three ways to go, but I didn’t think I had the option of choosing. I didn’t know if Joe would let me choose, or Lawrence either. The smell of burned bridges hung heavy in my mind. 
 
      
 
    “Emily, you okay,” my driver asked. I couldn’t even remember his name.  
 
      
 
    “I’m fine, just give me a minute.” I stared at the path to the side door that led down to our apartment. I wondered if Joe was even home. I decided to check my phone.  
 
      
 
    There were a dozen texts, mostly from Joe but a few from Lawrence. I tried not to look too closely at the summary lines for the last texts from them but the words ‘where’ and ‘why’ were too obvious to ignore. There may have even been a ‘fuck’ in there as well. 
 
      
 
    I tipped the driver in cash, which we’re not supposed to do, and hoisted myself out of the vehicle. I used to be a little embarrassed coming home in such an obvious display of ostentation in our quiet little lower-middle class neighborhood, but today I didn’t care at all. I was numb. I heard footsteps on the cement path and it took me a moment to realize they were mine. I went down the steps to our entrance and tried the door but it was locked. I waited a few seconds, hoping and dreading that Joe would open the door but he clearly wasn’t home. Finally I fished my key out of my clutch and unlocked the door.  
 
      
 
    The apartment was dark and cold. The sun was still a few hours away from rising so I was surprised that Joe wasn’t home from Atlantic City. Then I spotted the note on the kitchen table.  
 
      
 
    “I TOLD YOU NOT TO.” Joe usually writes in all caps with pen and paper, so I didn’t assume that he was yelling at me, but it sure felt like it. I slumped into the chair and reread the note a dozen or more times. The yelling would not stop. 
 
      
 
    I looked around the apartment to see if all signs of Joe were gone. I couldn’t really tell. I would have to check the closet to see if his clothes were still there. I decided that before I did that, I would read the texts in full. At least I could do that sitting down. 
 
      
 
    They were pretty much as expected. Questions at first, from both Joe and Lawrence, then dismay, then anger, then threats. Nothing violent, they weren’t the type, more like ultimatums. Which made sense. Who could blame them? What a fool I am, what a bitch. What a whore.  
 
      
 
    But wait a minute, isn’t that what both of them wanted? Didn’t Joe bring me to the Penthouse Hotel in the first place? Didn’t he suggest I go back? Didn’t he go back with me to the first Cuck Night? True, he said he didn’t want me going to the second one but what the fuck? In for a dime, in for a dollar.  
 
      
 
    And as for Lawrence, he didn’t go to the Penthouse looking for some cotillion ball, stocked with virginal debutantes. He was looking for a woman who would spread her legs for cash, which is what he found. He even paid extra for the privilege of being my first ‘john’ even though the hotel insists we euphemize the term to ‘guest’, as if that changed anything. I was a whore, he was a john, I stood him up, get over it. What the fuck indeed. 
 
      
 
    I decided to get some sleep and deal with the two of them in the morning. 
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    Chapter 8 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I slept until noon. Joe never showed up and I didn’t feel like dealing with either him or Lawrence on the phone, so I took a long, hot shower, threw on some shorts and a tank top and walked up the street to get coffee. Since I started making serious money, I had developed a taste for the local Starbucks knockoff, which I never could justify before. I even sprang for a croissant and sat to decide what to do next while I waited for my order. Carla phoned while I was waiting. That girl seems like she can almost read my mind.  
 
      
 
    “Morning Sunshine, you sore as a rented mule?” she asked in her annoyingly perky tone. 
 
      
 
    “As a matter of fact, I am. Darnell is filling you in on my comings and goings, isn’t he?” 
 
      
 
    “Just every move you make. I hear you met Lewis last night. What’d he say?” 
 
      
 
    “Jesus, why are you asking me? It feels like you were in the room.” 
 
      
 
    “I wish. Spill, girlfriend.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I do have a million questions for you, but the long and the short of it is that he wants me to go to Atlanta for a month. Or two.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re kidding! I’ve never been considered for that high privilege. You must really be on the fast track.” 
 
      
 
    “What fast track? To where, besides Georgia? And why haven’t you been asked?” 
 
      
 
    My order was called and the place was far too busy for this conversation, so I grabbed my coffee and croissant and left for home. 
 
      
 
    “Damned if I know, but my guess is they have a ton of Georgia peaches in Atlanta, no sense in bringing coals to Newcastle.” 
 
      
 
    “But it’s temporary, then I come back, I think.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, Darnell has never brought it up, but it sounds like a grand time. I imagine you get to meet the top dog.” 
 
      
 
    “You mean Rodney?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s the man. The hotels and a lot more all started with him. I wouldn’t mind giving him a tumble, from what I hear.” 
 
      
 
    I tried eating and drinking while I walked back to the apartment, then gave up. I hurried back to my kitchen and put Carla on speaker. “What else do you know about him?” 
 
      
 
    “Just what I told you. He’s not exactly a fixture in the society pages, if you know what I mean.” 
 
      
 
    “I really don’t.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, he’s built an empire on prostitution, which last I checked is still illegal in 49 states, including New York and Georgia. So I don’t think he’s sitting down for interviews with Forbes or CNN.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I really don’t think I want to go. And anyway, Darnell said it wouldn’t be for a while. He can’t afford it. Which I don’t understand either, since he doesn’t get a cut of my hotel earnings and last night was the first time he pimped me out. It’s not like I’m a big part of his income stream, you know?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but I’m sure he’s got big plans for you, otherwise he wouldn’t have taken you to Lewis’s place so quickly. I didn’t meet Lewis for a while after I hitched on with Darnell.” 
 
      
 
    “So you met Lewis?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah, a couple of months ago.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you meet or see Deanna?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I met her.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s the deal with her?” I recounted the strange conversation in Lewis’s living room. 
 
      
 
    “Well, she’s a special case, from what I understand.” 
 
      
 
    “Special how?”  
 
      
 
    “Lewis said he bought her back, right? And she’s pregnant but doesn’t really know or care who the father is, right?” 
 
      
 
    “I guess.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m not sure of the details, but I have a feeling, if you get right down to it, Lewis owns her.” 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure I heard her. “What?” 
 
      
 
    “She’s his property. He owns her.” 
 
      
 
    I stopped and stared at my phone, as if looking at the screen would clear up my confusion. “How can that be? Slavery is against the law, even in Georgia, but especially here in Manhattan.” 
 
      
 
    “Lots of things are against the law, darling, doesn’t mean it stops people from doing what they want to do.” 
 
      
 
    “You mean she’s a willing slave?” 
 
      
 
    “The way I understand it, she’s not a slave at all. They never use that word. Too many issues. She’s just owned. Voluntarily.” 
 
      
 
    “That makes no sense.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, I know. Listen, I’ve never been to the training in Atlanta, so I don’t know first hand, but she has given herself over to Lewis and he’s accepted her. She belongs to him. He owns her.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait, you mean, if I go to Atlanta, they would turn me into whatever Deanna is?” 
 
      
 
    “I would imagine. From what Darnell tells me, you sure don’t need any training on how to be a whore.” 
 
      
 
    “What makes them think I want anything to do with white slavery?” 
 
      
 
    “There you go using that word again. As I said, it’s all voluntary. You don’t want to be owned, you won’t be.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would anyone want that?” 
 
      
 
    “I don't know. Why don’t you go to Atlanta and find out?” 
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    Chapter 9 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Big changes came hot and heavy for me for the next few weeks. I started going out on calls for Darnell in the evening. He usually booked me at upscale hotels around Manhattan, usually for an overnight, which meant I didn’t get a lot of sleep. I’m not sure if I ever realized how energetic black men are, but they never seem to get enough, at least they don’t seem to get enough of me. I usually had to come home to rest up all morning before heading over to the Penthouse for an afternoon shift. 
 
      
 
    Joe never came home. I tried reaching him several times, but as far as I can tell he’s gone, maybe back to North Carolina, maybe somewhere else. He quit his job at the dealership according to Nick and hasn’t contacted him either since that fateful weekend. I kept leaving messages and texting his phone but yesterday I got a message that the number was no longer valid. I miss him. 
 
      
 
    Lawrence is another story. We have exchanged a few texts but he hasn’t been back to the hotel to see me or even taken one of my many calls. I think I might be able to salvage the relationship but I’m not at all certain and that bothers me almost as much as losing Joe. I feel so alone, which is kind of funny since I’m rarely alone at all, especially at night. But fucking is not the same when it’s with a stranger.  
 
      
 
    Take last night for example. I arrived at the Plaza around nine and went right to the room. Even though the gentleman had to be either wealthy or on an expense account, there was no champagne chilling in a bucket like the first night with Lawrence, no roses and candy like my first night with Joe, hardly any small talk and almost no foreplay for that matter. The gentleman was nice enough, handsome and fit, impeccably dressed and very complimentary of my looks and figure, but he was pulling off my clothes and his before I was really inside the suite. He proceeded to fuck me on the couch in the sitting room, in the shower, and in the bed. He must have fucked me a half dozen times in as many different positions before he even asked me about my accent. They always ask me about my accent.  
 
      
 
    We did stop for a quick trip down to the bar off the lobby around midnight. I’d say about half the time I’m with one of Darnell’s clients (funny how I think of them as his clients, not mine) they take me downstairs for a drink, probably to show me off. At least that’s my impression. I think they really get off on being out with a white woman, especially one who is wearing a wedding ring while they never are.  
 
      
 
    Yeah, that’s another thing. Darnell told me that under no circumstances am I to ever go on an appointment with one of his clients without wearing my wedding ring. He said that black men really get off on fucking white women who are married to white men. I asked him why but he said he can’t explain it, it’s just a fact. I didn’t really believe him. Either it wasn’t true or he wasn’t telling me something. 
 
      
 
    We also talked about money. I had a nice balance in my account at the hotel so I wasn’t too concerned, but since he was taking up all my evenings I wanted to know what the price and split was. I assumed it wouldn’t be nearly as favorable as the hotel and it wasn’t.  
 
      
 
    Darnell said, “I keep half. You get a hundred percent of any tips but I get half of the set fee.” 
 
      
 
    “What is the fee?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “Five hundred an hour with a two-hour minimum, or three grand for the night.” 
 
      
 
    “So you’re charging half what the hotel charges and taking half of that as well? I’m getting screwed, and not in a good way.”  
 
      
 
    Darnell said, “I expect that the steady stream of overnight appointments we’ve been getting will continue, and if that’s the case, you’ll actually average more per day than at the hotel, so shut the fuck up about getting fucked. You’re a whore, you’re supposed to get fucked.” 
 
      
 
    “Very funny.” 
 
      
 
    “Plus, you made a great impression at the poker game the other night, which pays you a couple of grand for an hour or two’s work. I should be able to arrange a lot more of those now that the word’s getting out.” 
 
      
 
    “How often do you plan to have me gang banged?” No use mincing words. 
 
      
 
    “I’d say once or twice a week on average. And you’ll probably do those during the day so we can get you an overnight as well.” Darnell started playing with my breast as we were talking which he often did but I sensed he was interested in something more. “By the way, when do you plan on quitting the hotel?” 
 
      
 
    “Is that up to me? I thought you were in charge and would order me to quit at some point.”  
 
      
 
    He squeezed my nipple, not enough to really hurt but enough to get my attention. “Let’s get something straight here. I’m not forcing you to do anything. Everything is of your own accord. You want out, you’re out.” 
 
      
 
    I started to get wet as he continued to play with my nipples. “I sure didn’t feel like anything was voluntary when we started out. What’s changed?” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing much, but I just want to make sure we understand each other going forward.” He gently stroked my hair, and caressed my cheek. “As to the way we started out, do you really think we’d be having this conversation if I hadn’t forced the issue the way I did?”  
 
      
 
    I leaned into his hand and started to unbuckle his belt. “I suppose not.” 
 
      
 
    “Damn straight. You’d still be teaching snot-nosed rugrats and wishing your limp-dick husband would be a man in the sack. Those days are over, am I right?” 
 
      
 
    I unbuttoned his pants and reached inside to stroke his thickening cock. “That seems like a long time ago.” 
 
      
 
    He stood up and I slid his pants down and took his erection in my mouth. “Turns out you like black cock, don’t it, Emily. You could make good money at the hotel but then you’d just be fucking white dick and that’s not enough anymore. You don’t want a steady diet of tiny white dicks when you can get fucked by black cock every night, do you, Emily? You’re a black cock whore, aren’t you, Emily?” He grabbed my shoulders and raised me up and kissed me deeply, then spun me around and bent me over the chair I was just sitting in. He entered my wet pussy and grabbed my hair and fucked me and fucked me and fucked me. I came twice before he did. 
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    Chapter 10 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Lawrence finally showed up at the hotel today. I hadn’t traded texts with him in a few days and had been wondering if he had moved on. I was really glad to see him, but he seemed a bit reserved when he approached me. 
 
      
 
    “How are you?” I asked after we kissed. “How did you know I was here?” 
 
      
 
    Lawrence nodded at Jake the bartender. “I asked him to call me when you dropped by.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m really sorry again about Bermuda.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m okay, don’t worry about the trip. It was only first-class tickets and a great room so it’s not like everything couldn’t be rescheduled.” 
 
      
 
    “So are you asking me again? Do you want to reschedule with me?” I tried not to sound too eager but I couldn’t help myself. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure. You really disappointed me, Emily. I’m not sure I want to go through that again.” 
 
      
 
    I touched his hand. “I understand, I really do. Let’s go up to your room and I’ll prove to you that you can trust me.” 
 
      
 
    “All that will prove is that I can enjoy you. It won’t prove anything about trusting you.” 
 
      
 
    “Well then lets at least go enjoy each other.” I tugged him toward the elevators but he resisted.  
 
      
 
    “I understand that you’ve taken up with Darnell,” he said. “Is that true?” 
 
      
 
    I was surprised he knew Darnell and even more surprised he’s heard of my arrangement with him. I looked at Jake but he wouldn’t look at me. 
 
      
 
    “Well, is that a problem for you, Lawrence? For us?” 
 
      
 
    Lawrence looked away from me. “I don’t know. I didn’t use to think it mattered what you did on your own time, but apparently, I was mistaken.” 
 
      
 
    “How much does it matter? And what exactly is the problem?” 
 
      
 
    He turned back to look me in the eye. “I think you know.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t, Lawrence. Spell it out for me.” I was starting to get angry. 
 
      
 
    He raised his voice a bit. “Do you really want me to say it out loud?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, tell me. Put it into words I can understand.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to share you with a fucking nigger. Is that something you can understand?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I think so,” I said. “I am surprised but I think it’s pretty clear. You’re a fucking racist.” Now I had raised my voice and it got quiet around us at the bar.  
 
      
 
    “I’m not into the whole interracial thing, like your husband apparently was.”  
 
      
 
    Now I was really mad. “Where do you get off talking about my husband? What business is that of yours?” 
 
      
 
    “None at all. I just had an interesting conversation with him the night you ditched me. He was pretty upset with your decision that night, even more so than I was.” 
 
      
 
    “How did you get his number?” I always wondered how Joe found out that I went with Darnell instead of Lawrence. Not that it mattered now.  
 
      
 
    “Everything is for sale in this world, don’t you know that Emily? I would have assumed that you of all people would understand that.” Lawrence downed the last of his drink and stood to leave. “I’m just sorry you decided to throw your life away. We could have had a lot of fun in Bermuda. And that would have just been the start.” And with that, he turned and walked away. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed my pride and ran after him and grabbed his arm. He turned and looked at me. “Lawrence, wait. If I cut my ties with Darnell completely, right now, would that change your mind?” He studied me and I could see the indecision in his face.  
 
      
 
    “How can I trust you?”  
 
      
 
    “Take me now. I have an appointment tonight and I’m sure Darnell will be livid if I miss it. Let’s go to the airport, right now, and to hell with him.” 
 
      
 
    “And when we get back?”  
 
      
 
    “I will do whatever you want. If you want me to stay away from Darnell, I will. I promise.” 
 
      
 
    Lawrence stared at me until I felt completely unnerved. He has a fierce look when the occasion calls for it.  
 
      
 
    “All right. Let’s go. But first, give me your phone.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    There were no seats available for the rest of the day and evening when we arrived at the airport, so Lawrence booked a private jet. I was impressed. He said he didn’t want to risk losing me again, so the cost, which he mentioned was considerable, was worth it. While the jet was being prepared, he took me to a shop in the airport to get a few things since I was completely unprepared for travel. I felt elated and confused all at once. 
 
      
 
    The jet was ready before we could do much shopping other than toiletries and makeup, and then we were off to the gate. The jet was amazing. I’ve never been inside a private aircraft and it was like a flying limo. We were in the air almost immediately and winging our way over the Atlantic as the sun hung low in the sky behind us. I tried not to think about Darnell. 
 
      
 
    Lawrence called ahead for a car and we were met on the runway, something I’d never even known was possible. The sun was setting the over the water as we drove down the western coast of the main island. It was truly amazing. The hotel was elegant and right on the water of course. The suite was huge and the warm breeze blowing in off the bay could not have been more perfect. In just a few hours my world was upended and I was ecstatic. Now if only I could quiet the voice in the back of my head. 
 
      
 
    We made love as soon as the superfluous bellhop left the room. Lawrence hadn’t lost his touch in that department. He was, as before, considerate and generous and everything I could ever ask for in a lover, a man, a lifelong partner. And yet… 
 
      
 
    I brushed aside my concerns and we showered and went to dinner at an amazing restaurant across from the hotel. Lawrence talked about how he was considering moving to France and would I be interested in coming with him. I’d studied French in high school and always wondered if I would ever get to see Paris, nevermind live there among the Parisians. It seemed like a dream come true and almost too perfect, too good for me. And yet… 
 
      
 
    After dinner we walked along the beach in our bare feet and talked about the possibilities of a life together, getting married, having kids, growing old and retiring to the Riviera. I know Lawrence was just trying to overwhelm me with the promise of an ideal existence, more than I would ever need or even want. I smiled and said all the right things, and yet… 
 
      
 
    I tried to put my doubts to rest. I tried to ignore the voices in my head. I tried for the entire week. We explored the entire island with an excellent native guide and saw all the hidden places only the locals knew about, and it was like a dream. But the voices would not quiet themselves and the longer we were there, the more I knew I would have to disappoint Lawrence again. I couldn’t spend the rest of my life with him. I just couldn’t. 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong,” he asked me at dinner on our last night on the island. “You’ve been quiet, even for you.” 
 
      
 
    “I think you know.”  
 
      
 
    He put his fork down on the table and looked at me with the saddest eyes. “Well, at least we figured it out now, before any damage was done.”  
 
      
 
    “I want to thank you for this, it was lovely.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re sure there’s nothing I can do?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure. You are a lovely man and I’m an idiot for not being satisfied with all this. I’m sure you’ll be able to find someone who appreciates it, and you.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled and waved for the check. “I knew it was a long shot, and I guess I’m glad I took it. I would have always wondered if I hadn’t.” 
 
      
 
    “And I’m glad you did too. I didn’t know, I really didn’t, but now I do and that’s always a good thing.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps.” He signed the bill and we rose to leave. “You don’t mind staying with me tonight, do you?”  
 
      
 
    “Mind? I would be devastated if we didn’t have one last night together.” 
 
      
 
    He took my arm and walked me across the dining room. “Let’s make it memorable.”  
 
      
 
    And we did. 
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    “I’m going to have to punish you, you know that, don’t you?”  
 
      
 
    I knew but I wasn’t happy about it. “What kind of punishment?” 
 
      
 
    “Lift your dress.” Darnell unbuckled his belt. “Bend over that chair.”  
 
      
 
    “How many strokes?” I was trembling.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll let you know when I think it’s been enough.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I settled into a routine over the next month. I moved out of the apartment in Queens and took a room in the living quarters in the basement of the hotel. Jake showed me around a bit but he moved out shortly after I moved in. I didn’t spend much time there as Darnell was increasing my clientele dramatically and any extra time I had I spent in the penthouse. Between my hotel earnings and the money Darnell paid me, in cash, it looked like I would be able to retire in a few years.  
 
      
 
    Not that I was anxious to retire. 
 
      
 
    I really was surprised at how much I enjoyed my life as a whore. The contrast between the hotel guests and Darnell’s clients was striking. I loved all the sex of course but I also loved dipping in and out of each world. Between Darnell’s poker parties at least once a week and the steady stream of appointments most afternoons and evenings, I was a busy girl. No longer having to commute out to Queens was a godsend. I’m sure I would have had a breakdown if I was still spending a couple of hours a day in traffic.  
 
      
 
    I was also fucking Darnell on a pretty regular basis, which surprised me. Carla said he never fucked her anymore, not by her choice, he just stopped calling her for that. She was still seeing his clients, but not nearly as many as I was, from what I could tell. I got a distinct feeling of envy the few times we met for drinks. I wondered if I would experience the same feelings when Darnell found a new whore to focus on. But for now, life was pretty damn good.  
 
      
 
    And then Joe called.  
 
      
 
    Of course, he called while I was with a client. He left a message, thankfully, because he called from a new number I wouldn’t have recognized. The message was long and a little bit of a ramble (he might have been a little drunk) but the gist of it was that he made a huge mistake, he missed me and he wanted me back with no preconditions. I thought hard and long about whether to return the call but I decided it was better to talk and put everything on the table. 
 
      
 
    He answered immediately. “Emily?” 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Joe.”  
 
      
 
    “I wasn’t sure you’d call me back.” 
 
      
 
    “Neither was I, but we were both pretty crappy to each other, so here I am.” 
 
      
 
    “How are you?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m good. I moved out of the apartment.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not surprised. You move into the hotel?” 
 
      
 
    “I did, a few weeks ago.” 
 
      
 
    “Still with Darnell?” 
 
      
 
    I paused. “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “Is he treating you well?” 
 
      
 
    “No complaints.” 
 
      
 
    “Emily, obviously you got my message. What do you think about us giving it another try?” 
 
      
 
    I paused again, even longer this time. I knew the question was coming but now that I was talking to Joe, it seemed harder to say what I had to say. “That might be a possibility, Joe. But I’ll have to run it by Darnell.” 
 
      
 
    Now it was his turn to pause. I can only imagine what was going through his mind. “Why is that?” he asked at last. “Does Darnell make all your decisions for you now?” 
 
      
 
    “No, it’s not like that, at least not yet. But I can kind of see where this is going.” No point in beating around the bush. 
 
      
 
    “Really? Is he that important to you now?” Joe was beginning to sound like he would be ill, and I was beginning to regret calling him back. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not naive, Joe, if that’s what you mean. I know I’m not the only woman in his life and I never will be. But I think I might be okay with that. I haven’t decided yet.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t follow. You’re okay being one of a string of whores for a black pimp? Is that what you’re saying.” Now the belligerence I was expecting began to creep into his voice. “Is that how you want to spend your life, as a whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s not forget whose idea it was for me to sell my body in the first place, Joe.”  
 
      
 
    “You didn’t exactly hesitate or…” 
 
      
 
    “No, I didn’t, you’re right about that. But I don’t think I would have ever thought of it, either, so that’s on you, Joe.” I looked at the clock on my nightstand. “Look, I’ve got an appointment in an hour and I’m going to have to fight rush hour traffic to get uptown, so let me think about it, okay.” 
 
      
 
    “Uptown traffic, huh?” A hardness in my husband’s voice now. “Going up to Harlem, Emily?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s right. It’s poker night so I expect I’ll get laid by at least ten guys by the time they’re through with me, and most of them will undoubtedly fuck me twice. Is that what you want to come back to, Joe?” 
 
      
 
    “Probably not but let me think about it.”  
 
      
 
    “Suit yourself. I’ll ask Darnell if he’s okay with it and what the rules will be.” 
 
      
 
    “Rules?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Joe, rules. I’ve moved on with my life and I’m not going back to the way things were before. If you want back into my life, Darnell will let us both know if and how that’s going to work. Now I have to go.” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Darnell always stays with me the whole time when I’m the entertainment for one of his infamous poker parties, especially for the rare evening game. Mostly they were in the afternoon but he said a lot of his buddies from his old neighborhood actually did have jobs and couldn’t attend those events. They were willing to pay extra for the convenience of a nighttime game. The problem with evening games was that there was a lot more drinking and a lot more players. They usually had two tables jammed into the game room while I was entertaining in the bedroom. The evening parties always started around eight and went on into the wee hours. It was a very lucrative, if exhausting, endeavor. Which I always enjoyed thoroughly. 
 
      
 
    “I heard from Joe today,” I said to Darnell in the cab on the way back to the hotel. We still had to walk to Central Park to hail a cab and the hotel limo still refused to pick us up at that time of night in that part of the city. 
 
      
 
    Darnell smiled. “I’m not surprised. Let me guess. He wants to come crawling back to you, right?” 
 
      
 
    “You got it.” 
 
      
 
    “Piece of ass as good as yours, a man doesn’t get that out of his system, not without a lot of turmoil. Especially when that ass used to belong to him.”  
 
      
 
    “Technically, it still does. I’ve never seen any divorce papers.” 
 
      
 
    “And you never will. But if you do, you tear them up, you feel me?” Darnell’s inner ghetto boy came out after an evening back in the old neighborhood. “No divorce.” 
 
      
 
    “Why is that such an issue with you?” I asked. He’d mentioned it before but I never pressed him on it, as I really didn’t expect Joe to file the paperwork. 
 
      
 
    “Emily, you are one fine piece of ass, no doubt about it. And the fact that you’re white is a big part of the deal for all the brothers that I send your way. But another big part of the deal, a huge part, maybe the biggest part, is that you’re married, and that you’re married to a white dude. You understand why that matters?” 
 
      
 
    “I guess. Payback, right?” 
 
      
 
    “That and everything else. There’s something about fucking a married white cunt that’s just sweeter somehow. I’m not sure even we understand it, but we all feel it, we all want it. White pussy is pretty easy to come by if you know where to look. But married white pussy, on demand, guaranteed, is something else. Something good. And I’m not gonna mess with success.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never had anyone ask me for my marriage license, or pictures from my wedding. The ring could just be a ring.” 
 
      
 
    “My clients trust me to deliver the goods, and I’m bound by their trust. There may be no honor among thieves, but there is honor among brothers, at least any brothers associated with the Morrow organization.” 
 
      
 
    “Is that the guy who owns the hotel?” 
 
      
 
    “The one and only. All his, lock, stock and barrel.” 
 
      
 
    “And he’s in Atlanta, right?” 
 
      
 
    “He lives there. Not sure where he is at this moment. What I hear, he’s opening a new hotel damn near every month across the country. Europe too now.” 
 
      
 
    “Impressive,” I said. “But getting back to Joe, what should I tell him?” 
 
      
 
    “What do you want, Emily? Do you want him back in your life?” 
 
      
 
    I did not expect Darnell to let me decide. I had become quite accustomed to being told almost everything in the last few months - where to go, how long to say, who to fuck. About the only decisions left to me was whether or not to spend any time left unscheduled by Darnell up in the Penthouse, and that time was really starting to dwindle down to almost nothing. And I was fine with that. I have to admit, and this was one of the biggest surprises of all in the surprising time, was how much I enjoyed not being in charge of, well, anything. More and more, Darnell ran my life, and it felt warm and safe. Did I want to change all that? 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I do, Darnell. I really don’t think I do.” A part of me felt really sad saying that I didn’t want Joe back. A small part of me. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, then.” Darnell turned and looked at me for the first time since we got in the cab. “I think it’s time we sent you to Atlanta.”
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    Emily at the Whore Hotel - Part 3 
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    By Lena White 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    “Welcome to the Atlanta Penthouse Hotel, Emily,” Courtney said as she walked me to my room. “I’ll let you put your things away and take you into the common room to meet some of the other girls.” I rolled my suitcase down the hallway myself. Bellhops were strictly for guests, or at least that’s what I assumed when I checked in and was just pointed at the elevators. I didn’t have much luggage, so no big deal, but so much for Southern hospitality.  
 
      
 
    Courtney continued as we walked. “We will start you off with a quick orientation in the morning when you receive your formal training itinerary, but the girls will give you the lay of the land this afternoon. You’re on your own until 8 am after that.” 
 
      
 
    The room was similar to the one I had just left at the New York version of the Penthouse Hotel, but I expected better I guess since this was what everyone called the ‘Mothership’, otherwise known as the original Penthouse Hotel. I guess they really want to keep it all pretty conforming, but I was a little disappointed. No windows, not a ton of space and Motel 6 furniture compared to the hotel rooms on the upper floors. I didn’t spend much time in my room at the New York facility and I expected the same would be true here in Atlanta.  
 
      
 
    “Just leave your suitcase and follow me,” Courtney said. “I have another engagement in a few minutes so you can freshen up after I show you to the common room.” We were in and out of my new living quarters in a flash and continued down the hall. Courtney struck me as no-nonsense, professional and drop-dead gorgeous. I wondered if she was strictly management or if she entertained guests of the hotel like the rest of the girls living down in the bowels of the building, me included. I was in Atlanta for a month-long training but I expected to see just as many guests as I saw in New York in a given month. Of course, I didn’t really have a clue, just what Darnell, my sponsor-slash-pimp told me on the way to LaGuardia Airport this morning. 
 
      
 
    The common room was twice the size of the one in New York and was jam-packed with whores. I was surprised at the number and intimidated by their stunning appearance. They all looked like they walked off the set of a made-for-TV movie, beautifully dressed, in full makeup and with their hair ready for the cotillion ball. I felt like an ugly duckling in my travel clothes and unkempt hairdo with hardly any makeup on at all.  
 
      
 
    “Girls, this is Emily, just arrived from our New York hotel. Make her feel at home,” Courtney called out over the clammer and then she was gone. I got a few quick looks from the girls nearest the door but most of the conversations didn’t miss a beat. One girl did come toward me with open arms and a big smile.  
 
      
 
    “Emily, welcome, I’m Molly.” She took me in her arms for a quick hug. Everyone else ignored us. “Are you moving here or just training?” 
 
      
 
    “Training for a month,” I said as she let me go. “Are you a resident or a trainee?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m three weeks into training but I expect to be here longer than a month.” She held me by the hand and walked me to a table that had a couple of open seats. “You don’t sound like a Yankee.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m from North Carolina. I’ve only been in New York for about a year.” We sat down and she smiled at me again. “What about you?” I asked. “You don’t sound like a southern belle exactly.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m from the LA hotel. I’m half expecting to go back home with a full-blown Georgia drawl so I’m glad to hear you say that.” We sat down and Molly rapped on the table with her nails. “Girls, this is Emily, let’s make her feel at home.” 
 
      
 
    The other conversations at the table paused to acknowledge me but they soon resumed as if I wasn’t there. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t mind them,” Molly said to me in a louder than needed voice, “we get a lot of new girls in here each week so their manners are less than ideal.” The girl directly across the table took note of Molly’s disapproving tone.  
 
      
 
    “I’m Hanna, sorry about that, there’s no excuse for being rude,” she said. She went around the table and reeled off everyone’s name, none of which I committed to memory but it was a nice ice-breaker. Suddenly I was the center of attention at the table. 
 
      
 
    “Is everyone here for training?” I asked the group. About half raised their hands. It was at that point I noticed that every woman at the table was wearing a wedding ring. 
 
      
 
    “Jenny just started yesterday,” Molly said pointing at a stunning blonde sitting next to me. All of the women at the table put me to shame but Jenny was almost as beautiful as Courtney. I felt totally overwhelmed.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s get out of here and I’ll let you know what I’ve learned so far,” Jenny said as she stood up and practically lifted me out of my chair. We were at the door before I could say good-bye to anyone. “Follow me.” We turned a couple of quick corners and I wondered if I would find my way back to the common room. 
 
      
 
    “I’m in here,” Jenny said as she unlocked the door. Her room was much like mine except the bed had been slept in. Her small suitcase lay open at the foot of the bed. “I have an appointment in half an hour but you’ll need a heads up about this place.” 
 
      
 
    “You already have an appointment after one day?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, so apparently there’s a whole group of guys who love to fuck new trainees - they call themselves the ‘Welcome Wagon’. You’ll have an appointment with them before long.” She flopped down on the bed and patted the spot next to her. “Are you bi?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not, but thanks.” I was surprised at the question, flattered but surprised. The subject never came up before, certainly not within five minutes of meeting someone.  
 
      
 
    “No worries, but you don’t mind if I get dressed, do you?” Before I could answer she was pulling off her top. She was out of her bra soon after and I couldn’t help but stare.  
 
      
 
    Jenny smiled at me like a little girl. “Magnificent, aren’t they? All mine, too; no help. I expect to ride these beauties to a sweet situation.” She stood up and wiggled out of her skirt and panties and was standing naked in front of me except for the three-inch heels that looked like they cost a fortune. “You sure you’re not bi?” she asked with a sly smile.  
 
      
 
    “Maybe another time, I’m pretty overwhelmed right now.” No lie, truly. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been there, but let me know when you’re up for a little something. You look delicious.” She walked naked across the small room and opened the small wardrobe in the corner of the room and rummaged through the dresses.  
 
      
 
    “Did you bring all of those from…?” I asked before hesitating. “I’m sorry, where did you say you’re from?”  
 
      
 
    “I didn’t, but I’m from down the road in Buckhead.” Jenny pulled out a sleek green silk dress and slipped it on quickly. She skipped the bra and panties and instantly looked like a million bucks.  
 
      
 
    “Are there a lot of locals staying down here in the basement?” 
 
      
 
    “A fair number I think, but most are like you, from out of town.” She sat down at the makeup table and quickly applied lipstick and mascara, then she pinned her hair up in a loose, very fetching bun. I had to admire how fast she improved her already amazing appearance.  
 
      
 
    “So.” She finished at the makeup desk and sat down with me again on the bed. “Here’s what you can expect tomorrow. You’ll get a quick tour of the facility in the morning, including the penthouse and the wardrobe room. Grab as much as you can, especially shoes. You get to keep it all for the month but you only get one shot at everything.” She took her shoes off and reached in the nightstand for a pair of nylons. She pulled them on and attached them to a garter belt that also came out of the drawer. “These, needless to say, are mandatory.”  
 
      
 
    “Same as New York,” I said.  
 
      
 
    “Once you get your closet stocked, you’re off on a tour of the other facilities in the area, which will take most of the day.”  
 
      
 
    “What other facilities? I thought I’d be spending the month here at the hotel.” 
 
      
 
    “No, you’ll be away a lot. Here’s my training schedule.” She handed me a single sheet. “Almost half of our time is at the other places.” 
 
    
I looked at the schedule. “What are these other places?” I saw mention of a stable, a kennel and a mansion. 
 
      
 
    “As I understand it, and obviously I haven’t seen anything yet first hand, they are all self-contained units that are pretty much as the names imply. I’m not sure what the mansion is other than it’s the place Rodney lived when he started the whole operation.”  
 
      
 
    “You mean like the Playboy Mansion with what’s his name and all?” 
 
      
 
    “Hugh Hefner, right. I asked the same thing of the girl who gave me this speech yesterday and all she said was “not even close” so I’m not sure what that means. I’m due to go there later in the week so I’ll let you know if I see you again.” 
 
      
 
    “You mean we might not see each other again?” I was a little heartbroken. I was warming up to the idea of fooling around with my new friend at some point.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, this is only my second day but look at the schedule. There’s not a lot of free time there, as you can see.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the paper again. I tried hard to process everything she was throwing at me but it was a bit more than I could handle. I decided to change the subject. “Do you know anything about Courtney?” I blurted out before I could help myself. 
 
      
 
    Jenny smiled. “Isn’t she something else? I’m not positive but I was told that she’s one of the original three.” 
 
      
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
      
 
    Jenny put her lipstick and key card in her clutch and pulled me up off the bed. “Rodney Morrow, the founder, started the whole operation with three women. Courtney is the only one of the original three who works here at the hotel.” 
 
      
 
    “What happened to the other two?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure but I’m going to find out.” She ushered me out the door and closed it. She led me back to the common room. 
 
      
 
    “Will I see you later tonight?”  
 
      
 
    “From what I understand, the Welcome Wagon will keep me busy pretty much all night. Hopefully, I’ll see you in the morning.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I spent the rest of the evening in my room thinking about everything I’d heard from Jenny. I thought a bit about Darnell, my pimp, and Joe, my husband. Joe had moved out of our apartment a few weeks ago because he didn’t want me seeing Darnell. He didn’t mind the fact that I was a whore - in fact, he suggested it. But fucking white men was all he had in mind. Darnell had other ideas.  
 
      
 
    After Joe left me, Darnell just about wore me out pimping me all across Manhattan and bringing me to his apartment to entertain his black poker buddies. It wasn’t long before he decided to send me to Atlanta for training, although what I was training for was a mystery to me. I didn’t ask too many questions when Darnell told me to do something. None, in fact.  
 
      
 
    Which worried me on the one hand but was surprisingly liberating at the same time. I’d only been whoring for a few months, but I found I was good at it and I enjoyed it. I especially liked fucking Darnell’s black clientele, so when he suggested I spend a month or so in Atlanta, I was curious to find out what the Mothership was all about. I knew from my time at the New York Penthouse Hotel that there were about a dozen of them around the country and a few overseas as well. I didn’t see what more I had to learn about fucking for money but if Darnell thought I needed more training, who was I to argue? 
 
      
 
    I slept soundly in my new room, I guess since it was so similar to my room in New York. Breakfast was served in the employee cafeteria and then I was off to staff meeting room. There were two other girls waiting when I arrived. I assumed they were also trainees but I was mistaken. Courtney came into the room from a separate entrance and strode to the front of the classroom as if she was the principal of a small school. 
 
      
 
    “Ladies, this is Emily. Emily, Katie, and Heather will be your handlers for the month. You will spend a good part of your training time with one or the other of them and they will be responsible for your completion of the course. If you have any questions or issues, they will solve them for you. 
 
      
 
    “I want to make sure you understand that everything here at the Hotel and in all the other facilities you visit are completely voluntary. You are free to leave at any time, but if you choose to leave you will not be permitted to return, either to this facility or any others that we own, and your sponsor will be notified of your departure. Please sign the document in front of you which stipulates your agreement to these terms.” 
 
      
 
    I signed the agreement without reading it. I didn’t think I needed to know what it said. I was committed to completing the training because Darnell told me to. I didn’t see the point of Courtney explaining that everything was voluntary - I didn’t see it as voluntary at all. I guess the hotel had to protect itself legally, but how anything about this place was legal was beyond me. So I signed and as soon as I did Courtney scooped up the paper and said goodbye.  
 
      
 
    Katie and Heather decided that they would forgo most of the tour of the hotel since I worked for the Penthouse in New York, but they did let me pick out my wardrobe. The clothes were fine, not as nice as what I left behind in New York, but I didn’t think it mattered all that much. I was here to learn, or whatever they were doing to me. Impressing the locals didn’t seem all that important. Still, a girl does want to look presentable, so I grabbed as much as I could, just like Jenny had suggested.  
 
      
 
    Once I secured my new wardrobe back in my room, Katie and I headed out for a tour of the outlying facilities. What an eye-opener that turned out to be, but I’ll skip the descriptions of each for now. Suffice it to say that I arrived back at the hotel just before dinnertime with a lot of things to think about. 
 
      
 
    Katie left me in the dining room with instructions to be dressed and ready to entertain guests at eight sharp. I ate with a group of girls who ignored me for the most part and I was back in my room lost in my own thoughts in plenty of time to get showered and dressed. There were no phones in the rooms and we had to surrender our cell phones when we arrived, so there was no way for me to reach out to Darnell. I wanted to talk to him but it seemed pretty unlikely. I had so many questions for him.  
 
      
 
    I put on the first thing that I pulled out of my wardrobe in preparation for heading up to meet with the “Welcome Wagon.” I wondered how many of them I would be fucking this evening. I hadn’t been fucked since I arrived in Atlanta yesterday, so I was actually looking forward to the evening, somewhat to my surprise. I was not used to being unfucked for this long, not since I started at the hotel in New York and certainly not since Darnell took over as my pimp. How my life had changed in the last few months. 
 
      
 
    I rode the elevator up to the penthouse and let the maitre de know I was expected. He acknowledged me without fuss and walked me to a private room in a secluded corner of the penthouse. I was a little on edge, but all the poker parties Darnell subjected me to over the last few weeks were good preparation for an evening of multiple creampies. 
 
      
 
    The noise coming from the private room was a little surprising and more than a little intimidating as we approached the door. It sounded like one hell of a party going on it there and the entertainment - me - hadn’t even arrived yet. Or so I thought. 
 
      
 
    When I walked in, I realized that I was not the only new trainee in the building that night.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    The room was larger than I expected and ringed by chairs pushed up against the four walls, facing the center. Under the chandelier in the center of the room was...something, but I don’t know what. It looked like a cross between a couple of saw horses and a saddle, with some leather straps thrown in as well. But the real eye-opener was the naked woman strapped to the thing, leaning forward as if she was going to dive into a pool but she just hung in the air, supported by the sawhorses, the saddle and pinned down by those wide brown straps. Her head was only a little higher than her torso, but she looked like she was trying to fly, her arms and legs spread out, not quite to their full extension, as if she was caught in mid-flap. Except she wasn’t flying. She was rooted firmly to the earth, mostly by the big black cock in her mouth, the big black cock in each hand, and the big black cocks in her ass and cunt.  
 
      
 
    The five black men surrounding her were working her pretty hard, fucking her with a certain degree of concentration. The black men who sat in the chairs surrounding them were making all the racket, whooping it up and cheering them on. At least they were until I walked into the room, and then they all turned their attention, and their whistles and catcalls on me. 
 
      
 
    “Another one, come on in sweet-cheeks.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, hey, hey, let’s fuck em all!” 
 
      
 
    “It’s gonna be a long night!”  
 
      
 
    “Got any more out in the hall?” 
 
      
 
    “Look at those big brown eyes bugging right out of her head!” 
 
      
 
    I was frozen in place until the maitre de, who I completely forgot about, gently nudged me forward and closed the door. I felt like the last Christian in the lion's’ den. My experience with gang bangs was completely different from this - always just one guy at a time, alone in the bedroom while the rest played cards in another room. This was a shocking sight, and to say that my heart was racing is a vast understatement. 
 
      
 
    The gentleman sitting to my right got out of his chair and put his arm around my shoulder, pulling me toward him gently, more comforting than aggressive. “Tone it down, can’t you see you’re scaring her?” He turned toward me and almost whispered, “Don’t pay these dufuses no never mind, their bark is way worse than their bite.” 
 
      
 
    Which I might have believed but the group at center stage never skipped a beat. Their cocks just kept going at her, and she seemed to be able to handle the whole thing as she didn’t even cast a glance my way.  
 
      
 
    My protector said, “Finish up gentlemen and we will give our new guest a warm ‘Welcome Wagon’ howdy-dee-do!”  
 
      
 
    The man who stood at the front, fucking the girl’s mouth as if he would asphyxiate her any minute, grabbed the back of her head and increased his rhythm to a fever pitch. Just as he started to moan he pulled out of her mouth and shot ropes of cum directly into her face. He drenched her as she moaned in response, although whether she was reacting to the cum in her eyes or the cocks in her cunt and ass, it was impossible to know. I had a fleeting thought that I might ask her later in the evening, but then it occurred to me that I would experience it first-hand soon enough. 
 
      
 
    “What’s your name, sweetheart?” my protector asked, his arm firmly encircling my shoulders. Before I could answer he started tweaking my nipple. “Looks like we got you all excited already.”  
 
      
 
    Out of habit, born of hard-won experience with Darnell, I resisted the urge to push his hand away from my breast. “I’m Emily.”  
 
      
 
    “Emily, that’s a fine name. I’m Roland. We gonna fuck you next Emily, how’s that sound?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s why I’m here, right?” The gentleman at the back of the device began yelling and grunting as he hammered his cock in the nameless girl’s ass. He pushed forward and pulled on her hips, dumping his load deep inside her. The man underneath her started to orgasm a few seconds later and the girl half moaned, half screamed as a result.  
 
      
 
    Roland said, “Get those straps off her and I’ll help Emily here out of her dress.” He turned me around and unzipped my dress. “Hey, nice stockings. Keep those on and the shoes too.” 
 
      
 
    The girl on the contraption hung her head in exhaustion and the guys she had been jerking off started unstrapping her arms and legs. They lifted her up and carried to her to a plush chair at the far end of the room. Roland took my hand and walked me to the back of the device. 
 
      
 
    “Now you just relax and we will lift you into place.” Then he said to the room, “Lend a hand.” 
 
      
 
    Large black hands were all over my body in a flash and I was elevated into the air and I hovered over the contraption. It was a surreal feeling, almost like I levitated. Then they gently lowered me into place. My arms and legs settled onto padded surfaces and I was quickly locked in with the leather straps. They pulled them tight enough to get my attention but not enough to hurt. That said, I was completely immobilized.  
 
      
 
    “Here you go, Emily,” Roland said as he stepped in front of me and offered his massive black cock for me to take into my mouth. Once he impaled my mouth I couldn’t turn my head and could only wonder about what was happening to the rest of my body. Having just witnessed the whole thing, it was pretty easy to figure it out, but not being able to see was a little unnerving to say the least. After lube was applied to my ass and vagina, I was quickly made airtight. Look it up if you have to. 
 
      
 
    For all the gang bangs and client visits I had participated in the last few months, this was my first experience with multiple penetrations. I was overwhelmed. And enthralled. I was never so totally fucked. The sensations were incredible. My crotch was so full I thought I might burst, but the synchronized rhythms between all of the men consumed me.  
 
      
 
    Since I had just watched the last group initiate orgasms from the top down, I assumed that I would have the same experience. But I sensed that the cocks in my cunt and ass were getting ready to explode into me, stretching me to the limit. The urgency increased on all sides of me and soon my body was flooded. Then Roland followed their lead and pulled out of my mouth just in time to douse my face with his cum. Even one of the sidemen released his load and covered my arm and back with his seed. I felt a little disappointed that I wasn’t able to get the fifth cock in the group to give it up for me.  
 
      
 
    I expected that once my group was spent I would be lifted out of the device and the other newbies would be re-strapped in place. It seemed only natural to share the duties and to allow a little rest and recuperation, for as comfortable as the contraption was, there was still a fair amount of muscle control that was required to stay in an optimal position. But my expectations were quickly dashed as another man stepped in from behind Roland and shoved his huge black cock in my mouth before I could object or even react. Two more sidemen wrapped my fingers around their already hard penises and my nether regions were soon filled again, without benefit or need of additional lube. I was a mass of lube.  
 
      
 
    My second round of full-body fucking was a little less enjoyable. My jaw began to tire, my arms began to cramp and my ass was getting quite sore from my first back-to-back, back-door action. Even my pussy felt over-indulged due to what had to have been (remember I couldn’t see anything that was going on down there) the most massive cock I’ve ever experienced, and coming from me, that is saying something. The boys at the poker parties weren’t all huge but a good number of them were, at least I thought they were before now. At this precise moment, it felt like I was being fucked by someone the size of a coke can. And it only got bigger when it was about to shoot its load into me. Which it did, presently. They all did.  
 
      
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I finally went to bed after being fucked silly by the Welcome Wagon around eleven. I was completely exhausted. I was almost too tired to shower, but the idea of crawling between the sheets with umpteen loads of cum on and in me was slightly less appealing than crawling in the shower after a very long day. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Heather knocked on my door while I was still sleeping. I hadn’t been woken up that way since high school. I stumbled naked out of bed to let her in and was inexplicably embarrassed when she looked me up and down before I could grab a robe. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine, Emily, we have a long day ahead. You’ll want to get a good breakfast in you before we head out.” She entered my room and closed the door as I headed for the bathroom.  
 
      
 
    “Should I wear a dress?” I asked as I splashed water on my face. 
 
      
 
    “Do you have anything other than dresses?”  
 
      
 
    “I brought some sweatpants and a sweatshirt from home.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, here in your suitcase, right. I’ll have to confiscate these. You’re not allowed to wear anything other than what we supplied you. And these panties, what were you thinking? Didn’t Darnell talk to you about that?” 
 
      
 
    I poked my head out of the bathroom door. “I didn’t think his prohibition applied down here.” 
 
      
 
    “Where do you think he learned the rule from?” She picked up my panties and bras and threw them out into the hall, then closed the door again. I thought that was a little harsh. 
 
      
 
    “So I don’t get them back?” 
 
      
 
    “You won’t need them. After you are trained, the idea of wearing undergarments of any kind, for any reason, under any circumstances, will be ludicrous to you.” 
 
      
 
    “So you don’t ever wear anything under your clothes?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course not. It’s forbidden.” 
 
      
 
    “Always?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Always.” 
 
      
 
    I closed the door and sat on the toilet. Suddenly the door flew open. “No closing doors when a superior is in the room, either. You’re right to privacy no longer exists.” 
 
      
 
    “All this seems a little much, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t, and by the end of the time with us, you won’t either.” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    After breakfast, we drove out into the Georgia backcountry. The trip was uneventful but I couldn’t concentrate on the scenery. Just before we got in the car, Heather told me I would be spending three days at the kennel instead of the two that had been specified on my training schedule. Given what I saw the day before on the preliminary visit, I was more than a little concerned, and perplexed.  
 
      
 
    “Why the extra day, and whose decision was it?” I was more than a little suspicious of Heather after what transpired in my room.  
 
      
 
    “It was my decision. I want to make sure you come around quickly on your obedience training.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you think that’s a little premature of you to assume that I’ll need extra work in that regard?”  
 
      
 
    She looked at me and smirked. “I think you’ve just answered your own question.” 
 
      
 
    We were silent for the rest of the hour-long drive out to the kennel. 
 
      
 
    When we arrived, I decided to give it my all. I wanted to please Darnell, and I wanted to prove to Heather that she was wrong about me. I didn’t think three days here was necessary, but if it was already decided, then I would be a model trainee.  
 
      
 
    The kennel was an amazing facility. The grounds were manicured and reminded me of the country club we used to drive past in Asheville. The building wasn’t as big but it was just as imposing. Even the fences were impressive, all white and green, freshly painted and stretching to the horizon. The actual kennel was behind the main house and of the same architecture, which can only be described as antebellum on steroids. The columns were imposing, the ornate porch was huge, and the gardens gorgeous.  
 
      
 
    All of which stood in stark contrast to the kennel’s inhabitants. Where the physical presence would conjure images of the opening picnic scene from Gone with the Wind, with the women in frilly hoop skirts and the men attending to them like puppy dogs, this place was exactly the opposite. The women were all naked, the men were all black. The reason it was called a kennel was immediately evident - each girl was collared and on a leash, each leash was handled by a black man who also wielded a short whip in the other hand. Mostly the whips were used to prod the girls at whatever they were doing, but on occasion, a crack could be heard and a yelp soon followed. The girls were on all fours, seemingly at all times, but since the lawns were impeccably maintained, their hands and knees seemed none the worse for wear.  
 
      
 
    I was whisked out of the car and into a small hut near the main training ground. There I was stripped, collared and leashed without having to move a muscle. An imposing black man in riding pants and carrying a whip entered the hut as I was forced to my knees. Heather followed the man into the hut and I shuddered. 
 
      
 
    “She’s going to need an extra day in my opinion. I want you to make sure you accomplish everything we discussed this morning before she returns, so if you need a fourth day, don’t hesitate to let me know. We can push back the rest of her schedule without issue.” 
 
      
 
    “Understood,” my new trainer said. “Are there any restrictions as to damage?” 
 
      
 
    “None. According to Darnell, her sponsor, you can, and I quote, feel free to beat the living hell out of her.” 
 
      
 
    “Has she ever been whipped before?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. Emily, has Darnell ever whipped you? More than just a little to see if you liked it?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head, unable to form the words.  
 
      
 
    “I didn’t notice any scars, so I’m sure she’s telling the truth. I don’t expect that she will ever be top tier, so don’t worry about marking her except on her face.” And with that Heather left the hut. 
 
      
 
    “Emily, my name is Jalen. Present yourself.”  
 
      
 
    I was confused. “What does that mean?”  
 
      
 
    The whip lashed my butt before I could move. The pain was excruciating and completely unexpected. I tried to scramble away from him even though I knew that was only going to make things worse. Jalen yanked hard on the leash and I thought my neck would snap off the rest of my body.  
 
      
 
    “If I need to get a choke collar, I will.” Jalen led me to the door of the hut so I could look outside. “Do you see the blonde over by the gate?” I nodded. “She is presenting. Now you know.” The whip cracked me on the ass again and again the pain was unbelievable. I quickly put my head on the ground between my outstretched arms and lowered my butt as much as possible with my legs folded underneath me. It made perfect sense. I never felt more subservient in my life. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Now sit up.” I raised my head and sat on my heels. “Here.” Jalen fed me a small piece of chocolate. “Now follow me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    The next three days went by at a snail’s pace. Most of what we needed to learn could be explained in an hour or less, but learning to adhere to those instructions took hours upon endless hours of mindless repetition, with the threat of the whip always at hand. We were to act like dogs, pets, animals. No using our hand or fingers as a human would. We had paws, not hands. We ate and drank out of bowls and any girl who was caught using her hands to eat or even wipe her face was made to wear mittens that were rough on the outside.  
 
      
 
    Standing up was not permitted. Dogs would never stand on their hind legs if humans didn’t wrongly encourage them, so we were forbidden to walk upright. No toilets. We relieve ourselves in a corner of the yard so designated. And in a slight reversal of the dominant role our trainers performed, they personally insured that our solid waste was disposed of with a plastic bag, just like at the dog parks back home. 
 
      
 
    When the trainers weren’t running us through our tasks, they often stopped to talk and smoke together in small groups. We were strictly forbidden to speak. I never got to introduce myself to anyone during daylight hours, although the rules were against communicating were not strictly enforced at night. While our trainers talked about the weather or sports, we just sat there, listening in case an order was thrown our way, but otherwise unengaged. It was demeaning, boring, and pretty damn effective.  
 
      
 
    On several occasions, the trainers availed themselves of the implicit invitation that dozens of naked, subservient women presented. The protocol seemed to be a quick glance or a finger pointed at one of the girls by an interested trainer. If the handler who held the leash acquiesced, and as far as I saw they always did, the girl was available for the taking, right there in the yard. And a lot of taking was the order of the day. Our actual training activities could have been accomplished in several hours but did not require a full day’s work, so there was plenty of spare time for random fucking. I’m convinced that most of the time was spent drilling into us the facts that were now so evident - we were not in charge of our bodies. They belonged to others, anyone who asked.  
 
      
 
    It was a lesson that was truly brought home early on my third day. One of the girls, having completed this phase of her training, was about to be transported back to the hotel. As she was stepping into the car, one of the trainers called out to her. She was no longer collared or leashed, and she was dressed for the ride back into town. But the trainer wanted her. She looked at her driver with alarm but the driver, a woman from the hotel, just nodded at the trainer, as if to say “he gets what he wants, there’s nothing either of us can do.” 
 
      
 
    The girl almost broke down in tears as she climbed out of the car and kneeled down on the grass to offer herself to him. He entered her quickly and viciously, as if to emphasize his dominance, but he took his sweet time fucking her and didn’t come for several minutes. We all watched as he finally grunted and wiped his dripping cock on her soaked cunt. Then he stood up and walked around her to offer his cock for her to clean with her mouth, which she did, smearing her freshly applied lipstick. I thought about her having to ride back to the hotel with his cum dripping from her vagina, soiling her dress and the upholstery.  
 
      
 
    Finally, it was time for me to leave. Heather drove up and Jalen removed my leash and collar. I was surprised to find myself already missing him, even though he had treated me like a dog and whipped me mercilessly on several occasions. I was mildly amazed at the change in me in such a short period of time. I’d only been in Atlanta a few days. 
 
      
 
    We drove back to the hotel in silence. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Back at the hotel, Heather told me that I had several appointments scheduled up in the penthouse over the next few nights. Apparently, I’d made a good impression on several of the members of the Welcome Wagon crew and they requested overnights with me. I would be paid the normal rate, less the hotel’s normal 10% cut, so at least I was adding to my account while I was in training. Heather also reminded me that just because I was going to be fully occupied at night didn’t mean I was off the hook for the homework assignments I’d be receiving during the day. I remember my training schedule included several hours of classroom time during the next few days, but I had no idea there would be homework. I felt a little like I was back in high school. 
 
      
 
    Since the third day at the kennel ended late in the afternoon, nothing else was scheduled - I was free until my first appointment at nine o’clock. I went to dinner and ran into Jenny. I grabbed a tray of food and joined her at a table with a couple of other girls to share stories and experiences. 
 
      
 
    After introductions were made, I said, “So I spent the last three days at the kennel. Anyone else been there?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley, a very pretty girl from Seattle, said, “I was there last week. That was quite an experience.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you get out after two days?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, I wound up staying almost a week. I didn’t handle the whole dog routine very well.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m scheduled to go there tomorrow,” Jenny said. “What was your issue?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley answered, “The whole thing was just so demeaning. I mean, eating out of a bowl? Shitting on the lawn, in front of everyone? I didn’t expect that.” 
 
      
 
    I related the story of the last minute fucking just before the ride back that I witnessed.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t have a problem with fucking,” Ashley said. “That’s why I’m here. I love to fuck, and I love not having any choice in the matter. I kept making eyes at the other trainers to entice them. It got to the point where my trainer joked about me being the biggest slut he’d ever trained, which I took as a compliment.” 
 
      
 
    “I just got here this morning,” said Elaine. She was a stunning redhead from Tampa, with huge innocent eyes, full luscious lips and a slim figure. I felt a twinge just looking at her. “I didn’t know about any of that.” I thought she might start to cry. 
 
      
 
    Jenny said, “It’s not so bad, you just have to get in the right mindset. Did you have a dog growing up?” Elaine nodded. “Well just think about your dog and go with it. I kind of enjoyed it, although I will agree that the whole food thing was a little much.” 
 
      
 
    We talked about the absurdity of forcing us to eat out of a bowl for a while and everyone agreed that it didn’t seem to make much sense from the standpoint of being in the prostitution business.  
 
      
 
    Ashley said, “One thing I’ve come to realize over the last couple of weeks is that this training has very little to do with being a better whore.” We all looked at her. 
 
      
 
    “What does it have to do with?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Think about it. The kennel is meant to break us down. I resisted, just because I didn’t see the point, but they broke me down. I got tired of being whipped, and I got tired of being there, but more than anything I just wanted it to end, and after six days I figured out that the only way for it to end was for me to buy into the premise.” 
 
      
 
    “What premise?” Elaine asked. 
 
      
 
    “The premise that we are no longer in charge of our own bodies. That by signing on for this training, and whatever follows when we all go back home, we have given up control. Totally.” 
 
      
 
    We were silent as we contemplated the enormity of her statement. I caught Jenny’s eye and she smiled at me. I took it to mean her offer of a few days ago was still open. 
 
      
 
    I said, “Well, this has been instructive, but I have an overnight at nine, so I think I’m going to go back to my room.” 
 
      
 
    “Alone?” Ashley asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure,” I said looking at Ashley and pointedly not looking at Jenny. “Why do you ask?” 
 
      
 
    “Why do I ask? Do you want me to spell it out for you?” 
 
      
 
    Jenny said, “I tried to entice her the first night she was here. Have you had a change of heart?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Jenny, then back at Ashley. Finally, I looked at beautiful, innocent Elaine. “Looks like we’re going to have a thing this evening? Care to join us?” 
 
      
 
    I swear Elaine blushed as hard as I’ve ever seen. “That sounds like fun,” she said at last. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I decided that for my first lesbian encounter ever, two things. First, wanted to do it in my room so I didn’t feel totally lost. Second, go big or don’t go at all. I invited all three of my dinner companions into my bed. I guess there was a third item as well - I had an appointment upstairs starting in a couple of hours, so there was a time limit on the whole experiment.  
 
      
 
    First, a few more words about my prospective lesbian lovers. I already mentioned Elaine and described her in some detail, but I really didn’t do her justice. She is almost six feet tall, which I didn’t realize until we stood up from the dinner table to head back to my room. Her figure almost defies description - slim waist, curvy butt, bodacious breasts and a long, feminine neck that reminded me of Audrey Hepburn in “Breakfast at Tiffany” my all-time favorite whore-movie. Didn’t realize that she played a prostitute in that movie? Read the book and erase all doubts. 
 
      
 
    Jenny, my first-night guide girl who propositioned me about five minutes after we met, is pretty and inviting, with long dark hair and beautiful eyes. She’s not all that thin but I can’t really say that I am either so I can’t really fault her for carrying a few extra pounds. At least she carries them well. She’s open and direct too, qualities I always relate to, but who knows if that matters while I’m munching her carpet. Or where her carpet might have been - I didn’t see one pubic hair on any of the dozens of girls at the kennel. So much for the so-called au-naturale revival I’d heard about. 
 
      
 
    And then there’s Ashley. She’s blonde, and it looks natural, but who cares? Her hair cascades down almost to her waist in long flowing curls that look like extensions but that would never work in this profession. She’s very attractive but not exactly gorgeous, with a nice body but nothing compared to Elaine. So what is it about her that I can’t stop thinking about? It must have something to do with her attitude, both at the table and apparently at the kennel. I can’t get over the fact that she spent a week there - I was ready to shoot myself going into my third day. She’s an unusual combination of intelligent and snarky, not at all innocent but not too brazen about it either.  
 
      
 
    So as I led this extraordinary trio of woman down the hall to my room, I wondered if I could go through with it. I never experimented in this way, even in college, when dabbling was all the rage. We arrived at my door and I swear I fumbled around in my purse for my key. 
 
      
 
    “Second thoughts?” Ashley asked with a sarcastic tone. Then she wrapped her arms around Elaine’s waist and pulled her close. She kissed her gently at first, with increasing passion, and finally, it was all I could do to stop staring at them and get the door unlocked. I gave Jenny a wry smile and ushered them inside.  
 
      
 
    Ashley kept it up with Elaine, kissing her and fondling her breasts and butt, finally lifting Elaine’s top off and letting her wonderful breasts see the light. Since underwear is strictly forbidden and I’d yet to see a pair of slacks on anyone anywhere, Ashley had easy access to Elaine’s pussy and she made quick use of it. Elaine seemed to be a bit overwhelmed but Ashley was insistent, and soon enough Elaine was moaning almost in spite of herself. I looked at Jenny again and she gave me a warm, inviting smile as she held her arms out to envelop me. She held me close and kissed my neck, then my cheek and finally my lips, gently, so gently, then with a quick deepening that took my breath away. One of her hands found its way to my nipple, then the other, and before I knew it I was taking my top off, then my skirt, then my shoes. We tumbled onto the bed and I wrapped my arms around Jenny’s neck as she kissed me and caressed me. 
 
      
 
    Jenny and I had fallen across the foot of the bed leaving room for Elaine and Ashley up near my pillows. They soon fell into bed with us but we formed two separate masses of naked bodies. We each one of us focused on our initial partners, until some unspoken signal told us to reach for another. Before I knew it, I had Jenny’s hand on my vagina, Ashley’s hand on one of my breasts and Elaine’s tongue down my throat. We tumbled into each other and fumbled into amazing positions, all as if we had choreographed the whole thing, not a limb in the way or an erogenous zone unstimulated.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly, Ashley got up from the bed and peeled Elaine out of our grasp. Jenny and I looked on in envy as Ashley took hold of Elaine’s legs and kissed her inner thighs, climbing ever closer to her pussy. Then she planted her lips on Elaine’s cunt and proceeded to lick a quick, hard orgasm out of our beautiful new friend. I was forced to admit I was jealous, if only for a fleeting moment, of both of them. Jenny pulled me out of my distracted state as she positioned me for the same delightful treatment.  
 
      
 
    This intertwining of bodies and libidos continued for the entire hour until I reluctantly, so reluctantly, had to call it to a halt so I could get up to the penthouse for my appointment. I started for my makeup table, but Ashley grabbed my arm. 
 
      
 
    “If you just tell him why you’re not all put together and what you’ve been doing, I’m sure he’ll have absolutely no problem with it. Take it from me, guys love to hear how we spend our free time, especially if we spend it doing this.” She kissed my mouth and I could taste the juices of Elaine’s pussy, or maybe Jenny’s, or maybe mine. I relented momentarily. 
 
      
 
    Jenny said, “My guess is you can even be a few minutes late if you go upstairs smelling of sex, which you do. We all do.” 
 
      
 
    I said, “I know you’re right, but I’m already in my minder’s bad graces for supposed bad attitude or something.” 
 
      
 
    Then Elaine took my face in her hands and kissed me gently. I hadn’t spent nearly enough time kissing Elaine, or caressing her body, or fingering her cunt. I realized that as much fun as Ashley and Jenny were, I could have happily spent a week with Elaine, just Elaine, trying to get my fill of Elaine and coming up short. I was truly in lust. 
 
      
 
    “I really should go,” I said as I eased Elaine away from me. “Don’t make this any harder than it is.” 
 
      
 
    Elaine pouted the cutest little fake pout imaginable. “I don’t know when we’ll be able to see each other again.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley said, “I’ll make sure we see each other again. Just leave it to me.” 
 
      
 
    “All four of us, together again?” I asked. “You can make that happen?”  
 
      
 
    “If I can’t do it, I will die trying.”  
 
      
 
    I almost believed her. 
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    Chapter 7 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I spent the next few days in classes during the day and with another Welcome Wagon member at night. I regretted making such a good impression on the Wagoneers, as they referred to themselves, as I could have really used a night off, or better still, a night with Elaine. A night with Jenny or Ashley would have been great too, but I really was enamored with Elaine. Something about her just grabbed me and wouldn't let go. Maybe that something was the fact that she looked like a fashion model or a movie star. Or a goddess. 
 
      
 
    During the day, between classes, the four of us sought each other out at meals or in the common room if we had a few minutes to spare. Ashley found a utility closet just off the common room where two or three of us could enjoy ourselves, usually just for a few minutes before one of us had to leave for an appointment or a class. Somehow the too brief snatches of time that we stole enjoying each other were even more intoxicating than the full hour we spent that first time we all had together. Oh who am I kidding? That first time was unforgettable, unbeatable, and so far, unrepeatable. 
 
      
 
    So my days were spent dreaming of women and my nights were spent fucking men. I wondered if maybe I really was a lesbian. I’d never fantasized about women in my life, but now I couldn’t stop thinking about them, thinking about that first night. Not that the time with the men wasn’t good too. They were all very satisfying lovers, much like the overnight clients Darnell arranged for me in New York - vigorous, well-endowed, relentless. I got little sleep, which I was learning to do without. Between the rendezvous in the utility closet, classes and sex-filled all-nighters, my days were not boring. 
 
      
 
    Then the homework assignments started. They were easy at first - talk to a newbie, the way Jenny had with me on my first night; interview a girl who was finishing up her training to find out what she learned and how she thought it would impact her life; work as a bartender up in the penthouse for a few hours to see how things looked from the other side of bar. All interesting but pretty straightforward.  
 
      
 
    Then came the assignments that were anything but straightforward. Find a bartender up in the penthouse that was okay with receiving a blowjob while he was serving people at the bar, paying special attention to how long it would take to make him come in your mouth. They even had a little half-closet built into the bar so the patrons couldn’t really see what was going on. It turns out the toughest part of the assignment was finding a bartender who was willing. For some reason, they were pretty reluctant to participate. I’m not sure if their reluctance was encouraged by the training staff or if the hotel management just resented the intrusion and were worried about their clientele. I had to ask almost a dozen bartenders to allow me to fellate them while they worked. Talk about a strange place, and a strange assignment.  
 
      
 
    Another strange assignment was convincing a male member of the cleaning crew to fuck you. Didn’t matter where or when, as long as it happened in the hotel and within 24 hours of getting the assignment. As with most Penthouse Hotels I’d either experienced first hand or heard about, the cleaning crew was Hispanic, which was a tad outside my comfort zone. Not that I have anything against our Latino brethren, I just hadn’t fucked one of them in my life. Plus, I didn’t speak Spanish. So it was a bit of a comedy trying to convince one of them, and they were mostly older and a little shy, to join me in the utility closet near the common room for a quick romp.  
 
      
 
    The last off-the-wall assignment felt like a complete con job. Heather told me that I had to get Katie, my other trainer, to allow me to lick her pussy and get her to lick mine. It seemed highly unlikely to me that Katie wouldn’t be in on the deal and make it exceedingly difficult for me to complete the assignment, but Heather assured me that Katie was unaware she was my target.  
 
      
 
    I pressed Heather on the issue. “So you’re telling me that this is not something you two do to every trainee that comes to stay here?” 
 
      
 
    “I think we did this once before, but it was with another trainer and it’s not a common assignment. We get to freelance on these assignments so she won’t be expecting you to come on to her. That said, I certainly don’t want you to explain that it IS an assignment, either. I want you to make it seem like your idea.” 
 
      
 
    “So let it happen organically, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Exactly.”  
 
      
 
    I sighed a little too loudly and went off in search of Katie, thinking that this whole thing was still a complete setup and I would be ridiculed and shamed mercilessly for the remainder of my training. But as soon as I found Katie and asked her back to my room on some pretext, she agreed to help me out. Once in the room, I made the most innocuous pass and she didn’t bat an eye before engaging in some great sex with me. After a thoroughly enjoyable and sweaty hour or so of expert orgasm-inducing lesbianism, she confided that the whole thing was a setup, but not to embarrass me. She just wanted me to come on to her and asked Heather to make it happen. Like I said, what a strange place. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    The next day I was off to the stables for a full week of pony training. I actually had some prior experience with this kind of thing. One of my boyfriends in college showed me a couple of videos of girls dressing up in these elaborate horse get-ups: little human-size saddles, bridles, blinders, and feathers sticking up from the headgear. They pranced around outdoors, usually harnessed to a flimsy cart with a guy holding the reins and flicking their asses with a harmless-looking buggy whip. I found the whole thing laughable, something my soon-to-be ex-boyfriend didn’t appreciate when he produced an ornate bridle and bit for me to try on. I passed, and we stopped seeing each other. 
 
      
 
    What I saw at the stables on my orientation tour that first day was somewhat reminiscent of those videos, but also different. The horse-like equipment was a lot less ornate and ridiculous-looking, there were no carts or harnesses that I saw, and the whips were a whole lot more serious-looking. But the biggest difference was the hooves. All the girls I saw had very realistic but sexy-in-a-strange-way hooves on their feet and hands. They didn’t walk around on all-fours like we did at the kennel, but stood upright. The hooves on their feet must have been built like high-heeled shoes, but wrapped in what looked like patent leather. As the girls walked around, virtually naked of course, the hooves gave them the same sexy look as a runway model in 4-inch heels - slimmer calves, more hip movement, shorter steps, and a posture that emphasized the breasts. The hooves on their hands were a lot less bulky but also very sexy in a strange way - the effect was mesmerizing.  
 
      
 
    Other than the hooves there was little else that was similar to those videos saw in college - no saddles, no headgear, no feathers. Except for the tails. My college boyfriend had explained that in the video the tail was attached to the harness each girl wore. But since the girls at the stables were naked from ankles to wrists, I could only assume the tails they wore were attached to butt plugs. I shuddered at the thought.  
 
      
 
    On the ride to the stables, Heather gave me a few words of wisdom. “I can’t tell you much, part of the training this week is having you figure out how things work. But I will tell you two things. First, since you’re here for a week, which is standard, you can expect to lose a little weight. Second thing is that you need to pay very close attention and learn as quickly as you can. The punishments for not learning the rules only gets worse from now on, both here and at the mansion.” 
 
      
 
    I tried to get more information from her but she was adamant about not telling me anymore. We rode in silence for most of the hour-long ride. I thought about spending a week in an environment that appeared even harsher than the kennel and wondered if I would be able to endure. I thought about Darnell and decided that I needed to persevere.  
 
      
 
    As Heather drove the car onto the grounds at the stables, I realized that I had not seen the entire facility on my brief visit during orientation. Behind the barns was a circular corral. Inside was a black stable hand who had the reins attached to a ponygirl in training. She had the hooves on her hands and feet but she also wore a sleek bridle with what looked like a bit in her mouth. The reins were attached to the bridle and she circled the stable hand in what I can only call a full prance. He had a buggy whip in his other hand that he cracked at regular intervals, encouraging her to raise her legs higher as she circled the corral. She was sweating profusely - her skin glistened in the hot Georgia sun.  
 
      
 
    I was still staring at the training session in the coral when my car door suddenly opened and a hand reached in to pull me out. I was barely able to catch my balance when Heather peeled away on the gravel, spraying me with flying pebbles. The hand that was still attached to my wrist belonged to a tall black man in a cowboy outfit, complete with a black cowboy hat, red bandana around his neck and, I kid you not, leather chaps over his blue jeans. I almost laughed out loud, but he was so rough with me, practically dragging me into the big barn, that I controlled myself. 
 
      
 
    Without uttering a word he walked me into the huge structure. I had only seen it from the outside on my first visit, so I was surprised to see that the entire structure was basically one cavernous room with stalls running down the length of each side of the barn. Actual horses were in the stalls on the right side of the barn, but the stalls on the left side appeared empty. My cowboy walked me to the center of the barn, past a wooden platform and then angled toward the empty stalls. As we came to what would be my stall, I could see over the stall doors to either side of my stall that there were ponygirls in each. They were lying down in the straw, naked and smeared with a bit of mud, their long flowing tails on the straw behind them.  
 
      
 
    My silent cowboy opened the door to my stall and walked me inside. He let go of my wrist just long enough to grab a set of hooves from behind the stall door. I looked around the stall for a second before he grabbed my wrist again and shoved my hand into one of the smaller hooves. I watched him work silently as he firmly strapped all four hooves in place. Then he went back behind the stall door and retrieved a huge pair of cutting shears. I stood frozen in place as he lifted the hem of my dress and proceeded to cut it off me, right up to my neck.  
 
      
 
    Once I was naked he spun me around. I noticed the array of tails hanging on the side of the stall. He walked to the far end of the array and grabbed the first tail in the line, then came back behind me and roughly bent me over. I put my front hooves on the ground to balance myself before I fell face-first into the straw. Then I felt him nuzzle the cold hard end of the tail against my butt hole. I braced myself but he almost knocked me over forcing the plug into my ass. It hurt like hell until the plug finally cleared my anus. I felt like I had to take a dump, but then he lifted me back up and the butt plug shifted in my bowels. I felt the hairs of the tail brush up against the backs of my legs. My silent cowboy left me alone in my stall. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I looked around at my surroundings a little more closely. Not that it took long to do so, the stall was about a 12-by-12-foot square, and very sparse. Straw covered the floor, although it was a little thicker in the back corner so I assumed that was the designated bed. There were two small wooden troughs, one dry and the other damp but both empty. The only items of real interest were the array of tails hanging on the wall. Struggling a bit to keep my balance in my new hooves-slash-shoes, I clumped over to inspect them.  
 
      
 
    It didn’t take long to notice that the only real difference among them was the size of the butt plug. The one in my ass was from the far right side of the array and as I moved left the plugs were noticeably larger. The one on the far left was more than intimidating - it was downright scary. I could only hope that the gradual increasing sizes would work their intended magic on my sphincter. 
 
      
 
    I also noted there were 14 of them counting the one I was wearing. I was slated to spend 7 days at the stables, so that seemed pretty easy to figure. I looked a little more closely at the hair of the tails and realized they looked and smelled like real horsehair. Of course, the whole barn reeked of horse smell, given the other occupants of the barn. 
 
      
 
    I clumped over to the door to my stall and found it securely locked. I was not surprised but I wondered how I would relieve myself if I couldn’t visit the ladies room on my own. Then I noticed a distinct smell of urine that I’d missed until now. I looked at the straw in the corner behind the door and realized that was now, and likely for the next week, my toilet. I wanted to make sure, so I tried to get the attention of the girl I’d seen lying on the straw in the neighboring stall. 
 
      
 
    “Can you hear me?” I half-whispered. “Am I supposed to pee here in the stall?” No response. I clumped over to the other wall and tried my other neighbor. Again, nothing. I knew from my days at the kennel that when we were in character as animals, speaking was forbidden, but the sleeping arrangements there allowed for some communication, especially at night. There we slept in wire cages, side by side, twenty to a room, so you could easily whisper without the trainers noticing. The clapboard walls of the stalls made that a lot less likely here. 
 
      
 
    The back wall of the stall was almost empty except for a series of high windows that let in air and light but were too high to see out into the yard beyond. So the sum total of stimulation I could expect when I was in the stall was looking at the horses across the way. Now that the tour of my stall was complete, I decided I might as well join my neighbors for a little siesta on the straw while waiting for whatever was to come. 
 
      
 
    I’d had a decent breakfast back at the hotel so I wasn’t very hungry but I really needed to pee. I tried not to think about it and dozed a little until I heard footsteps out in the open area of the barn. The footsteps grew louder until they stopped at my door, which flew open and my same cowboy entered my stall with two silver pails. I popped my head up and considered asking about bathroom protocol but decided against it. I didn’t have to go that bad and he wore a ferocious-looking whip on his belt. He walked over to the troughs and poured water into the damp one, then he poured what looked like cereal in the other. I thought about what Heather said about me losing weight.  
 
      
 
    Then my cowboy strode over to me and lifted me out of the straw with a vicious yank on my arm. He stood me against the back wall and lifted my hand/hoove up to a little shelf I hadn’t noticed before. He swung a piece of iron up from the shelf so that it pinned my hand in place. The same thing was done with my other hand and I was suddenly trapped against the back of the stall. Then he pulled an orange ball with straps attached to is out of his back pocket and forced the ball into my mouth before I could object. He pushed my head down so he could buckle the straps and pulled the ball tight into my mouth. Then he stepped away from me and loosed the whip from his belt. My heart, already racing, nearly exploded in my chest.  
 
      
 
    He unfurled the whip and shook it out gently. Then he flicked it at my breasts. It didn’t look like he was trying to do any damage at all but he did. My nipples screamed with pain as he hit both of them with a single stroke. Another stroke followed, and another, then another. My breasts were quickly streaked with angry red stripes and I thought my nipples would start bleeding at any moment. Since he was to my left, the end of the whip really hit my right breast hard and the welts were the worst. So after six quick, brutal flicks of his wrist, he walked over to the other side of me and administered the balancing strokes. I tried screaming for him to stop but the ball gag was very effective.  
 
      
 
    After the last stroke landed with uncanny precision on my inflamed and battered chest. He flipped the iron restraints back down and allowed me to fall to the straw. I was sobbing uncontrollably as he exited my stall and locked it behind him. He had yet to speak a word to me. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    I spent the rest of that long first day laying in the straw watching the sun make its way across my stall as it shone in the high windows over my head. The heat was intense. I tried to move as little as possible to stay as cool as I could but the sweat beaded on my skin. An added attraction of beading sweat was the salt that ran into the wounds on my breasts and nipples. The only movement I allowed myself was to look at my chest to see if it looked as bad as it felt. It did. 
 
      
 
    After a few hours, I decided I had to pee. I was losing so much water through my skin that the urge to go was tolerable, until it wasn’t. So I rolled clumsily onto my hooves and stood up with considerable difficulty. I almost fainted as the blood drained from my head, but I really had to go, so I made my way over the far corner of the stall and squatted as best I could. I tried not to pee on my tail but my hands were useless so I’m sure I did. It was tough to even see where I was peeing.  
 
      
 
    After I returned to my bed, I tried to sleep but thirst and hunger were now front and center in my mind now that my bladder was empty. I tried not to think about how the ball gag hurt my jaw and made me drool uncontrollably, wasting even more precious fluid. Finally, exhaustion overcame me and I fell asleep.  
 
      
 
    When the door to my stall opened with a clang I startled awake. My cowboy came in and removed the hated ball gag. He disappeared almost as quickly as he appeared. I stumbled over to my troughs and sucked in as much water as I could before I dove into the cereal. I’ve never been a big fan of Cheerios and had never ever eaten them dry, but they were the most delicious food I can remember having in my life at that moment. Even though the mechanics of eating from a trough without the use of my hands made it a challenge, I scarfed down every last morsel, then sucked the water trough dry. With nothing left to consume, I clumped my way back to my bed of straw and fell back asleep almost immediately. 
 
      
 
    The sun had set when my cowboy reappeared. He lifted me out of the straw and bent me over without a word. He grabbed my tail and worked it roughly out of my anus and against my better judgment I let out a yelp. I hoped that wouldn’t necessitate another insertion of the ball gag, but he just put my tail back on the wall in its designated spot and left me alone. I decided I needed to pee again but I noticed a paper towel in the toilet area, spread out on the straw. I wondered if this was an indication that it was time to evacuate my bowels. I decided I really couldn’t risk being wrong about it, so I clumped over to the target and squatted over it. My anus was so stretched that I had no trouble going, but I wondered how I would wipe myself. There was an extra towel folded in the corner but I could no more pick it up than I could fly out the window. I started to cry.  
 
      
 
    Then my cowboy pushed open the door. I had to scramble out of the way so that the door didn’t knock me over but he settled me down and bent me over again. I saw him pick up the folded towel and, god bless him, he wiped my ass with it. He was rough and likely didn’t clean it completely but I didn’t care. At least I was somewhat clean.  
 
      
 
    Then he said his first word to me. “Stay.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t budge as he walked to the other corner of the stall and took the second tail off the wall. Soon he was forcing it into me. My discomfort was both less and greater than the first time - the plug was bigger but I was stretched out. In short order I was alone again, lying in my bed of straw, the paper towel toilet gone along with my cowboy. Just like at the kennel, the trainers were responsible for waste disposal.  
 
      
 
    I lay in the gathering darkness and contemplated the day. What struck me the most was my utter helplessness with my hands encased in leather and steel. The heat made my hands sweaty and the inside of each hoove was rough and tight, but it wasn’t unbearable. That’s the thing, none of this was unbearable, just uncomfortable in the extreme. As I drifted off to sleep for the third time, I was struck by the peace I felt with my situation. I couldn’t do anything, and I couldn’t do anything about it, so I just accepted it and closed my eyes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    The week passed slowly but it was not without its moments. The days were filled with many hours in the corral, learning to prance and sweating while doing so. The threat of the whip kept me moving even when I felt like sleeping from the lack of food. I’ve never fasted in my life, and strictly speaking I wasn’t fasting now, but two meals of nothing by Cheerios is barely adequate to sustain even a sedentary lifestyle, and when I was in the corral, I was as active as an Olympic athlete.  
 
      
 
    Luckily they didn’t skimp on the water. In addition to the rations I got in my stall, there was always water available at the coral and I had almost free access to it. You can only prance for so long before they had to allow a rest period, and I was diligent about watering myself at every opportunity. For one thing, I was sweating like a whore in church, no pun intended, either in the blazing Georgia sun or the baking barn. Once in a while, there was a blessed breeze that helped immeasurably, but mostly it was just still and dry.  
 
      
 
    The sun was also an issue on my skin as well. I’ve always been pretty fair-skinned and I have never been one to even contemplate an “all over” tan. Needless to say, I was getting pretty toasted by the third day running around the corral in my hooves, bridle, tail, and nothing else. The stripes on my breasts healed slowly and I swear the sunburn on top of the almost open wounds was nearly unbearable. But my ass and pussy, never before exposed to the sun’s unforgiving rays, were almost as tender. Sleeping naked in straw with an all-over sunburn brings new degrees of discomfort to the night. 
 
      
 
    And of course, this being the South, one day it poured. All day. With no change to the training schedule. My cowboy was well protected by his ten-gallon hat and a full waterproof poncho, but I was still cavorting in the all-together. I went from sweltering one day to freezing the next, with the rain biting my sunburn for good measure.  
 
      
 
    And of course, the barn was not any warmer during the rain storm than it was cool in the sun. After the morning session, I shivered in my stall, waiting, dreading and praying for the rain to let up before the afternoon session. It did not. I endured another two hours of being worked in the rain and mud only to shiver throughout the night as well.  
 
      
 
    On my sixth day, I got a break. We all did, although it was tough to tell as I hardly ever saw any of the other girls who were housed with me in the barn. On that day, the big doors at either end of the barn were opened and there was a nice breeze, so the temperature was actually pleasant. My sunburn was actually turning into a bit of a tan, which not only hurt less but also looked pretty damn good, if I do say so myself. Plus, I felt like I’d lost at least ten pounds. I never thought of myself as overweight but I was not what you would call svelte. But now, I was positively sleek, with my ribs showing if I raised an arm and my legs taut and lean but a little muscular from all the prancing. I looked good. 
 
      
 
    Which was probably the point, because suddenly there were people to look good for. A lot of people, all male, all black, all rich and all on site to view the merchandise. Which was us. 
 
      
 
    The day had started off with a different feel. Nobody told us anything but there was a lot of activity in the big room with cowboys and even a few suits moving equipment and setting up small tables here and there. Before long the big end doors were thrown open and in trooped the guests. I’m used to seeing rich black men these days, but this crowd was a cut or two above the rest. They just strutted around like they owned the place, and for all I knew, maybe they did. 
 
      
 
    Drinks were served by white waitresses who were dressed in sleek black dresses that left nothing to the imagination. Then all the cowboys went to their respective stalls and led all the ponygirls out into the main room, each of us standing next to our cowboys and in front of our stall doors like we were being presented for inspection. Which we were. The guest wandered amongst us, looking us over, laughing and making comments that would make a sailor blush and in some cases handling the merchandise, and not gently. I had my breasts manhandled, then my pussy fingered by several guests. Then one of them called out to one of the suits and asked to have one of my neighbors made available. I had no idea what that meant, and I don’t think she did either, but given the way she reacted I knew it would likely not be pleasant.  
 
      
 
    Her cowboy proceeded to attach her bridle but not her bit, then led her to the low wooden platform in the middle of the barn. A canvas tarp covered something on the platform and when it was removed I recognized the contraption from the hotel. It was larger and a little less refined, but it looked very similar and I knew exactly what my neighbor could expect. She was crying silently as the cowboys gathered and lifted her into place while the guests started queuing up in two lines, one at each end of the platform. Within minutes she was firmly strapped into place, her tail was removed and the men in the lines cheered as the first cocks entered her fore and aft.  
 
      
 
    This went on for several hours, with several girls strapped into the contraption in turn, and all the guests sampling the cunts, mouths, and asses made so easily available to them. Only the guests participated - the cowboys just escorted the girls and stood by them while they were fucked and sodomized.  
 
      
 
    I stood there in front of my stall for what seemed like hours. The rear hooves I wore were not at all conducive to standing in one spot, and before long my back ached and my feet screamed at me in pain. I almost got to the point where I wished I would be selected to that at least I could get off my feet. Almost. But I was not selected, and as the crowd seemingly exhausted itself on the bounty of flesh and orifices, it seemed like the party might be drawing to a close. I hadn’t been strapped into the contraption and was feeling a bit ignored. Plus, it had been almost a week since I’d been fucked, the longest dry spell I experienced since that first visit to the Penthouse Hotel back in New York. As the guests streamed out of the barn I looked at my cowboy and then looked at the contraption. He raised an eyebrow and nodded.  
 
      
 
    Once all the girls were back in their stalls and the guests, waitresses and suits had vacated the premises, my cowboy walked me over to the center of the big room and positioned me behind the wooden and leather device. The other cowboys picked me up and placed me in position, then strapped me securely in place.  
 
      
 
    They fucked me until every one of them was spent. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    When I returned to the hotel, Katie took one look at me and smiled. “Looks like we’d better get you some new dresses. I’d say you’re at least down to a size 4, maybe even a 2.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never been less than a size 6 or 8 in my life,” I said. I made no effort to hide the fact that I was delighted with my new sleek body. The tan didn’t hurt either. I looked really good.  
 
      
 
    “You only have a few days left in Atlanta, but those days will be the most challenging,” Katie said. “A fair number of trainees make it all the way to the mansion only to wash out of the program just short of completion.” 
 
      
 
    “Why is that?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll let you find out in your own good time. Meanwhile, get some sleep. You’ll need it.” 
 
      
 
    Her warning and admonition to rest up for my last assignment concerned me, especially since the week at the stables was the most challenging of my life and I was only scheduled at the mansion for four days. But I knew better than to press Katie for more details. 
 
      
 
    I decided that I would make the most of my free night. I checked around and both Jenny and Ashley had finished their training, but Elaine was still at the hotel. I went to her room and knocked on her door. 
 
      
 
    “Emily! It’s so great to see you again.” She threw her arms around my neck and hugged me tight. I really could not have asked for a better reception. 
 
      
 
    “I’m free this evening if you’re interested,” I whispered.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I wish you’d let me know sooner. I made an appointment upstairs. I only have an hour to get ready.” 
 
      
 
    “Can’t you get out of it? I really want to spend some time with you.” 
 
      
 
    Elaine walked away from me and started rummaging through her wardrobe. “I really can’t. This guy is a referral from my sponsor and I need to see him.”  
 
      
 
    “Do you think he might like to see us both?” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me and a slow smile appeared. “I think he might. You know, you look really good. Did you lose some weight?” 
 
      
 
    I was quite pleased she noticed. “I did, at the stables. You haven’t been there yet, have you?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I go there the day after tomorrow.” She slipped out of her dress and I noticed marks on her behind. 
 
      
 
    “Did you get those at the kennel?” 
 
      
 
    “I did. I couldn’t seem to please anyone. They whipped me every day.” 
 
      
 
    My desire for Elaine, which was already considerable, suddenly went through the roof. I saw her through different eyes; subservient and vulnerable. I imagined her cowering from the lash and it moved me. I imagined the whip in my hand.  
 
      
 
    I almost fainted.  
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” Elaine was looking at me with a concern that stabbed at my heart. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine. I just want to spend time with you.” I wasn’t sure if I was convincing but Elaine seemed to believe me. I felt a little guilty lying to her, but not too guilty. 
 
      
 
    “Should we ask someone about you joining me tonight?” Elaine asked as she slipped into her heels.  
 
      
 
    “Who do we need to ask? If your client is cool with it, nobody else needs to know.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay then, let’s go. We can have a drink before he gets there.” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed her hand as she turned to go out the door. “Let’s spend the hour here.” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    After a most satisfying hour and a half in Elaine’s room, we arrived at the penthouse just as her client was getting ready to leave in a huff. Elaine was adorable as she tried to smooth over the situation without explaining why we were late. 
 
      
 
    After a few caustic comments from her client, I decided to step in. “The fact of the matter, Ron, is that we just spent the last couple of hours in Elaine’s room locked in each other's arms. I’m sure you, as much as anyone, can understand why I just had the hardest time letting go of this angel.”  
 
      
 
    Ron looked at us with a newfound respect, and his ill-temper evaporated. “I quite understand, but I don’t have the wherewithal to pay for two of you, not for the entire evening, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, how about we do this,” I said as I gave Elaine a sidelong smile. “Why don’t you settle for three hours with the two of us. I’m sure you’ll be ready to sleep after that anyway. No use wasting good money on sleeping, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    Ron eyed us as if to say he was weighing my proposition, so I asked the deal-sealing question. “Have you ever had two women at the same time, Ron? I think you’ll really enjoy us.” 
 
      
 
    He almost knocked the table over as he half-dragged us toward the elevators. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Once we got to Ron’s room, he looked like he was going to lunge at us, so I stopped him gently. “Would you like to see a little bit of what you missed earlier in the evening, Ron?” He nodded eagerly. 
 
      
 
    “Just sit over there and relax. We’re not clock watchers, so you’ll have plenty of time to join in.” 
 
      
 
    I was thrilled that the evening was turning out the way it was. I wanted to insinuate myself into Elaine’s life. As soon as I saw the whip marks on her buttocks and thighs, I knew that I had to possess this vision of innocence and sin. For the first time since I started down this road with Joe, of offering myself to men, I got a glimpse of what an intoxicating blend of desire and power men experienced when they purchased an hour or an evening of another being’s life. As I took Elaine into my arms and kissed her mouth, as I stroked her side and cupped her breasts, as I slipped my hand between her thighs and felt the wetness between her lips, I knew beyond all doubt what if felt like to need someone. I needed Elaine. It went far beyond wanting her or lusting after her, or even loving her.  
 
      
 
    I needed to acquire and possess her.  
 
      
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Elaine and I left Ron around eleven, and we left him completely spent and supremely happy. We spent the rest of the night in my room, and although Elaine was now quiet in my arms, I got no sleep, not a wink. I didn’t dare sleep - I didn’t want to miss my opportunity to talk to Heather and Katie as early as possible. I knew that the more time they had to make the change, the more likely I was to get what I so desperately wanted. 
 
      
 
    My inner clock told me when it was time to extract myself from Elaine’s embrace and slip out to make my case.  
 
      
 
    “Where are you going,” Elaine asked in a sleep-fogged voice.  
 
      
 
    “I want to talk to my trainers. Be back in a flash.” I threw on a dress and was out the door before she could focus.  
 
      
 
    I made my way up to the trainers’ floor and knocked on Katie’s door. I thought she might be my best bet in gaining approval for my request. I was surprised when Heather opened the door. She arched an eyebrow at me without saying a word and I tried, I really tried, not to smile.  
 
      
 
    “I have a favor to ask,” I said as Katie came up behind her. 
 
      
 
    “Yes?” Heather was going to be a tougher sell, I just knew it. Why couldn’t she keep it in her pants just this one time? 
 
      
 
    No use beating around the bush. “Would it be possible to have Elaine go with me to the mansion today instead of the stables?”  
 
      
 
    Heather looked at Katie before turning back to me. “I’ll have to check with her trainers. Why?” 
 
      
 
    “I just want to spend as much time with her as possible before I fly back to New York.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not going to be good enough to change her schedule.” Katie looked like she wanted to say something, but Heather held up her hand. “What else do you have to offer?” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I realized what she was asking. “How much will it take?” 
 
      
 
    “Make me an offer.” Heather’s eyes were cold. “How much do you have?” 
 
      
 
    And just as suddenly I realized how naked my desire for Elaine was, at least to Heather and possibly to Katie as well.  
 
      
 
    “I have $50,000.”  
 
      
 
    Heather didn’t blink. “I think you have more.” 
 
      
 
    And my third revelation in quick succession was that Heather knew exactly how much I had banked in my New York Penthouse Hotel account. “You can have it all.” I knew when I was beaten. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll make it happen.” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Katie drove Elaine and me to the mansion. I wasn’t sure what part she played in changing Elaine’s schedule or how much of my money she would receive but I didn’t really care. I was holding hands with Elaine in the back seat of Katie’s Mercedes so I didn’t really care. 
 
      
 
    “How much do you know about the training you’ll receive at the mansion?” Katie asked.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing. I haven’t heard a word about it.” I saw no reason to lie - I was truly in the dark about what the next several days held in store for us. 
 
      
 
    “That’s interesting. I thought you might have gotten word since you went to all this trouble.” 
 
      
 
    “Trouble?” Elaine asked. “What trouble?” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing,” I said. “Don’t worry about it.” I was more than pleased when Elaine dropped it without another word from me.  
 
      
 
    “Anna runs the training at the mansion,” Katie said. “From what Heather said, she was not at all pleased at the change in her routine. She’s a bit of a stickler, but I guess you’ll find out about that soon enough.” 
 
      
 
    We arrived at the mansion just as the heat of the day began to become oppressive. As with the drop off at the stables, Katie remained in the car and pulled away from us as soon as I closed the car door. A woman emerged from the front door of the mansion as Katie turned onto the street and drove away. 
 
      
 
    “So this is the duo I was told about this morning?” She was stunning. Long dark hair and a sleek figure that was emphasized by a revealing black dress that seemed to be the unofficial uniform of most of the female support staff I’d seen at the various facilities. Her’s, however, was a much more expensive version. “Come with me,” she said before she disappeared back into the mansion. 
 
      
 
    The building was a classic old-Dixie mansion that was probably built during Reconstruction. The large grounds were impeccable and the facade of the structure fronted by two massive columns and was draped in so much ivy and Spanish moss that it was almost a cliche of itself. The overall effect was one of dignity, money, and most of all, power. I felt a slight chill as we approached the massive front door and slipped into the near-darkness beyond. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, this place is really something,” Elaine said. “I didn’t know what to expect but I didn’t expect this.” 
 
      
 
    “No talking.” The woman with the long dark hair handed us each a robe and motioned toward a pair of doors just inside the foyer. “You can change in there. We will take care of getting your dresses back to the hotel so just leave them.” 
 
      
 
    The robes were very similar to the dress our hostess wore, long and elegant, but with a hoodie that was far too big to be functional. I slipped into the closet and was surprised to see shoes waiting for me. I assumed I should put them on as well but I struggled with the height of the heels. They were at least 4 inches. 
 
      
 
    Once dressed I joined Elaine in the foyer. Our hostess, who was not big on introductions, motioned us to follow her. I assumed she was the infamous Anna I’d heard about, the other of the three originals. I was wrong. 
 
      
 
    A group of women was waiting for us in the garden behind the house. One wore a scarlet red version of the standard dress and it was stunning on her. The other women were all in black dresses, and they all paid close attention to every word she spoke. I felt like I was being announced to the queen and her court. 
 
      
 
    The queen said, “Ladies, welcome to our home. My name is Anna and I will be your hostess during your stay. I understand you requested a joint training, is that right?” 
 
      
 
    Elaine looked at me with confusion. I nodded and gentled her as best I could. “I requested that my friend join me today, yes.” 
 
      
 
    “That will be something of a problem for us as we have just enough room and personnel to accommodate one of you. As a result, you will share a cell. We will make it work, but understand that I am not happy.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed and looked at Elaine again. She was in a full-blown panic. Anna continued, “Your trainer for the duration of your stay will be Darlene, whom you’ve already met.” Anna turned to the woman who had greeted us in front of the house. “Darlene, take them downstairs and get them settled.” 
 
      
 
    Darlene motioned for us to follow her back into the house. We walked to an innocuous door off the kitchen that opened to a staircase. We followed her into the basement. I tried to avoid eye contact with Elaine because I knew she was upset with me for not telling her the complete story. I decided we would likely have time to discuss it when we were alone, and since we were going to ‘share a cell’ we would probably have plenty of time alone together. 
 
      
 
    The staircase led to a long, poorly-lit hallway with doors on each side at regular intervals. Darlene walked us to the end of the hallway and opened an unlocked door. We followed her inside. Our cell was exactly that - something out of a medieval castle, with two stone walls, two wooden walls, and a stone floor. The one nod to modernity was the naked electric light bulb dangling from the ceiling on a short cord.  
 
      
 
    Darlene spoke to me. “I can only assume you requested this joint training because you have designs on her, correct?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that’s true.” I smiled at Elaine but she was still looking like a deer in the headlights.  
 
      
 
    “Let me think about this for a minute.” She walked to the back wall and picked up a chain I hadn’t noticed, which was attached firmly to the stone wall. She stretched it out to its full length and on the other end of it was an iron collar, again like you would see in an old movie with dungeons and torture chambers. I was about to join Elaine in a full-blown panic. 
 
      
 
    “Come here,” Darlene said to Elaine. When Elaine moved cautiously toward her, she opened the collar on its hinge and fitted it around Elaine’s neck. She then closed it and produced a small lock from a hidden pocket in her dress and locked Elaine into the collar. “Stand here in the center of the room.” She left the cell quickly and I reached out to hold Elaine. I was relieved that she embraced me without hesitation. 
 
      
 
    “Why did you put us in this situation?” she whispered in my ear. “I don’t understand.” 
 
      
 
    I explained the logistics of the rest of her training and mine, that this was the only way we would be able to be together before I flew back to New York. 
 
      
 
    “But I won’t see you after you leave anyway, so why do this? Doesn’t it just make it worse in the long run?” 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t figured that part out yet, I just wanted to see you now, while it was still possible.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Darlene entered the room on cat feet. The slippers she wore were completely silent on the stone floor. “I told you before, no talking. Just because you’re sharing a cell doesn’t mean you can break the rules.” She was carrying another collar and chain. She opened the collar and put it around my neck, and quickly locked me into it. The chain seemed longer than Elaine’s but was of course unattached to the wall. Darlene positioned me facing Elaine and raised my arms. She motioned for Elaine to raise her arms as well. Our fingers were just out of reach. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want it in the wall or the ceiling?” A voice, a man’s voice, deep and foreboding, came from behind me. I didn’t turn to look.  
 
      
 
    “Whichever is more secure,” Darlene said. “Make sure she can’t move past her current position.”  
 
      
 
    A whirring sound was followed by a screech of a drill bit digging into the hardwood. The slack in my chain was taken up and I felt a tug toward the wall behind me, away from Elaine. We were in the same room but we were not going to be able to touch each other. I stepped back toward the wall to relieve the pressure the iron collar put on my neck. 
 
      
 
    Without another word, Darlene and the man with the drill left and closed the door. The light went out a few seconds later and the room went dark. Not only could I not touch Elaine, I wouldn’t be able to see her either. 
 
      
 
    Much as I wanted to talk to Elaine and reassure her, I decided that risking punishment for breaking the rules so soon after our arrival would be unwise. I sat down on the cold stone floor and waited for my eyes to adjust to the darkness, but the absence of light was absolute - I could not see my hand in front of my face. I could hear Elaine’s soft breath and nothing else, at least until she started to whimper softly. I tried to get as comfortable as possible but it was no use. The stone floor was cold and abrasive and the wooden wall was rough-hewed and full of splinters. I was left alone with my thoughts until I fell asleep out of sheer exhaustion and boredom. 
 
      
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    A loud bang on the door just before it swung open roused me. I don’t know how much time had passed since I fell asleep - it could have been minutes or hours but I shivered with the cold that my robe did little to dispel. The light came on again and I saw Elaine rubbing the sleep from her eyes. Darlene strode into our cell. She carried a whip.  
 
      
 
    “Remove your robes.” We stood up and complied but Elaine’s look of terror at the sight of the whip tore at me.  
 
      
 
    Darlene administered several quick, hard lashes on Elaine’s naked skin. Elaine screamed and tried to dodge the whip’s bite to no effect. Then Darlene turned to me and the lashes came fast and were vicious. I turned and squirmed, trying to block the crack of the leather but Darlene was an expert and was able to land each blow on my torso to full effect. The pain was sudden and ferocious and I sobbed uncontrollably despite my best efforts to remain silent. 
 
      
 
    Darlene was gone and the door closed and locked as quickly as she appeared. The light was again doused and we were bathed in darkness, our sobbing the only change from just a few minutes earlier. Sobbing and the misery of our fresh wounds. Now sleep was out of the question. I was left to think about what I’d gotten us into. 
 
      
 
    This routine was repeated at intervals that were impossible to measure. We were left in the silent darkness until we were whipped, then abandoned again for an unknowable duration. Sometimes it seemed like the interval between whippings was agonizingly long, sometimes it seemed like we had little time to recover. The only things that didn’t vary were the number of lashes and the fact that Elaine was always whipped first. 
 
      
 
    I wondered how long it would go on. It seemed inconceivable that the entire four days of our scheduled training would be consumed in this manner, but I had to admit it was possible. My anxiety only increased at that thought. 
 
      
 
    And then it was over, or at least we were removed from the cell. Darlene didn’t speak a word when she entered the cell without the whip and proceeded to unlock our collars. She led us back down the hallway and up the staircase. I wondered if it would be dark or light when we emerged from the basement.  
 
      
 
    It was light out but the sun was setting. The heat of the day lay heavy in the backyard where we were brought to again face Anna and her court. I wondered if there was a trainee in the basement for each of the women sitting around Anna who was dressed in the same way as Darlene. Since Anna had indicated that our joint training was stretching her resources, that must be the case. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve had a useful discussion about the problem you two present to our little family,” Anna said. “As you have just experienced, punishment is usually administered by the trainer here, but we’ve decided that from now on, you will punish each other. The only question on which we remain unresolved is whether you both administer the punishments or if that should be a one-way affair.” Anna paused for a sip of wine. “What are your thoughts?” 
 
      
 
    “What other kinds of punishments are involved?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “That is irrelevant to this discussion. I should tell you that Darlene was adamant that she should administer all the punishment to both of you, which is delicious in its own way, since I have decided that she will not do that. So the question becomes, do you whip each other, or do you whip one and Darlene whips the other. Each scenario is fraught and I find it impossible to make up my mind, so I will allow you. And since you, Emily, seem to dominate the relationship…” One of the other trainers interrupted to whisper in Anna’s ear. “I’ve just learned that Emily paid her lead trainers quite a large sum of money to have Elaine’s schedule changed. That means Emily is the dominant, isn’t that so, Emily?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “Well then, we must give the decision to Elaine,” Anna said and walked over to us and took Elaine’s face in her hands. “Which will it be, my child? Do you wish to whip Emily and be whipped by Darlene, or do you wish to whip Emily and be whipped by her in turn?” 
 
      
 
    I watched Elaine closely. She almost recoiled in horror from Anna’s touch. She looked at me with a mixture of confusion, fear, and disgust. I had no idea which way she would decide, but I knew what I wanted her to choose. Ever since I saw the marks on her back at the hotel, I felt an unnerving, undeniable desire to mark her. I wasn’t sure who I wanted to mark me, but the only choice she could make that would allow me to whip my delicate Elaine was the second. I knew I would be crushed if she chose the first. I hung my head as I waited for her to decide my fate. 
 
      
 
    Elaine said at last, “I’ll whip Emily and Darlene can whip me.” 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    “The whip that I used downstairs in your cell,” Darlene said to Elaine as the other trainers attached her arms to the high crossbeam in the middle of the arbor, “was a standard dog whip - short, soft leather, not prone to leave marks as you can see from your relatively unblemished torso. This whip,” she showed the new, more ferocious looking instrument to her, “is a bullwhip. It is heavier, longer, and has been soaked in water often to toughen its texture. It will mark you for a minimum of three days if the wound does not bleed, or for a week if the mark does ooze even a little.” 
 
      
 
    I stood helpless, held by two of the other trainers to watch the proceedings but unable to intervene. Several members of Anna’s court secured Elaine by her wrists and ankles. She was able to twist in place but with almost no other range of movement. They inserted a ball gag in her mouth and fastened it behind her head, then a long piece of gauze was wrapped around her head to further muffle her. When their preparations were completed and they retreated to a safe distance, Darlene stepped back and uncoiled the bullwhip. It looked like it was at least ten feet long. 
 
      
 
    The fear in Elaine’s eyes devastated me. I struggled against my captors but two more rushed in to grip me even more firmly. Darlene flicked the whip on the ground as if to test it and Elaine jumped and screamed into the gauze, her eyes blazing with terror as she twisted away as much as her bonds would allow. Darlene moved her arm in a slow rhythmic motion as a warm-up, then flicked her wrist at Elaine. The end of the whip lashed out at her buttocks, and a welt rose on her left cheek immediately. Another flick of Darlene’s wrist and her right cheek was marked in similar fashion. Elaine twisted away and spun completely around, briefly facing us, and in that instant, Darlene flicked her wrist again and caught Elaine’s left breast flush on the nipple. Elaine thrashed back and forth, turning completely around on the axis of her bonds as Darlene continued to inflict wounds with precise and devastating effect.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly Darlene stopped. I counted a dozen marks all over Elaine’s torso, front and back but mostly on her buttocks, breasts and pubic mound. The witnesses who surrounded us broke into a rousing applause. Anna stood up from her perch and walked over to Darlene, smiling and clapping, and kissed her on each cheek. Darlene did not return her smile but looked pleased with her effort and the respect of her peers. 
 
      
 
    “Take her down,” Anna said, “and secure her roommate.” She smiled at me. “I imagine she will be much less adept with the whip than Darlene. This will be both good and bad for you. Darlene is very good at keeping the marks small and well placed as you just saw. I’m afraid you will not experience the same expertise.” 
 
      
 
    While Anna was talking to me the group released Elaine from her bonds and helped her to where Darlene stood. She was sobbing but was able to take the whip from her tormentor. She looked at me with an almost indescribable combination of fear and loathing in her eyes and I blanched at the prospect of enduring her retribution. The four trainers walked me over to the arbor and my hands and feet were bound in identical fashion. The same ball gag and gauze were used to silence my screams and my punishment began. 
 
      
 
    Elaine’s inexperience with the whip was in stark contrast to Darlene’s expertise. The lash landed with long, stinging marks that wrapped around my torso and legs, extending in one instance up near my face. I was striped and bleeding before she finished and looked twice as battered when they took me down. Then we were marched back through the mansion to the basement and shackled in our cell. Once again we were admonished to keep silent. The light was left on so we could survey our wounds. Elaine sobbed softly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    Each of the four days we spent at the mansion we were whipped, always before breakfast. The compounding effects of the marks the lash left on our bodies were a contrast in effect and proof of Anna’s diabolical intent in establishing the rules of our torture. Elaine’s body showed the continued precision of Darlene’s expertise with the whip, while my body looked like it was mangled in a wreck.  
 
      
 
    As for the rest of the training at the mansion, it was much more witnessing and contemplating than training, especially in contrast to the stables. There was no physical exertion, no equipment to wear, little time in the sun. Meals were served in the main dining room at a long table where we saw but did not talk to the other trainees. We ate first and the food was good, if a tad bland. It was certainly better than Cheerios. But after we cleaned up the dining room, we served the trainers. Their food looked and smelled delicious and I was grateful we didn’t have to serve it on an empty stomach.  
 
      
 
    There were other subtle (and some not so subtle) mental games. We spent a lot of time cleaning the mansion, usually between lunch and dinner. The tasks were menial but exhausting and we were treated worse than servants by the trainers. One trainee lost her balance (we all had to navigate in the standard 4-inch heels) and spilled a little water from a glass on the floor. No harm at all , but she was whipped in front of all the other trainees, the only time I saw anyone besides Elaine suffer the lash. Another time a trainee was a little slow clearing a plate from the dining table and the trainer threw the plate at her. She ducked but it shattered against the wall and the offending trainee was forced to clean up the mess with her hands tied behind her back. She was in tears before the meal ended and we returned to our cells. I have no idea how long it took her to complete her task. 
 
      
 
    Every so often the doors to our cells were opened, usually at night and men came in to fuck us. Usually, it was just one or two, once it was a gang of six. We were told to kneel and take them in our mouths, then present as we had been trained at the kennel, our knees scraped raw by the stone floors.  
 
      
 
    One morning after breakfast we were all gathered in the back yard to witness a branding ceremony. One of the trainees had agreed to allow her sponsor to have her branded, like a calf in the old west, on her flank. The brand was the size of a half dollar and was formed into three initials, I assumed to be his. The iron was shown to each of us as we circled the girl. Although she had agreed to be marked, Anna had her sign a document that proved her authorization to submit to the iron. Her sponsor was on hand to witness the ceremony as well and he signed the document, and Anna after him. The whole thing seemed intentionally drawn out - the iron was not heated in the fire pit until the signing was completed. While the iron turned slowly from black to red to almost white hot, the girl was gagged and hogtied. After what seemed like an hour, Anna turned to the man and bowed slightly, then she addressed us. 
 
      
 
    “This is the pinnacle of devotion to another. A few of you who are lucky enough to submit to this ultimate act should think about what it means and how you will behave under these circumstances. Note how calm and composed Margot is under these extraordinary conditions. There is a lesson for you all in this.” Anna then turned to Margot’s sponsor. “Do you want to do the honors?” He shook his head. “And she has agreed to front and back, do you want that as well?”  
 
      
 
    The man looked surprised. I wasn’t sure what that meant but I assumed we were about to find out because he smiled and nodded, a little reluctantly. Margot lay on the grass of the lawn in the backyard of the mansion. She shuddered slightly as Anna asked which she wanted to receive first. I don’t know how she could have answered since her mouth was ball-gagged and wrapped in gauze, a silencing I knew first hand was completely effective. Anna didn’t really wait for a response but went to the fire pit and withdrew the branding iron. She walked back to Margot with a deliberation that struck me as cruel as Margot could not turn her head to look at what was about to happen. Tears ran down her cheeks and into the gauze that wrapped her mouth. 
 
      
 
    Anna showed the hot iron to the man and then again to us, then she pressed if firmly into Margot’s white flesh. The sound was like that of a steak on a grill and the smell was immediately nauseating. After a five-count, the iron was withdrawn to reveal an ugly wound that was unmistakable. The man’s initials were clearly visible. Wisps of smoke rose from each letter.  
 
      
 
    “Turn her over.” This was done. “Hold her steady.” This was also done. Now Margot could see exactly what was happening, although she was still screaming into her gag and gauze. The terror on her face was palpable as Anna positioned the iron for her “front” branding. Margot tried to squirm but the trainers holding her steadied her and Anna pressed the iron into her flesh.  
 
      
 
    Right above her cunt. 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    The morning of our last day Elaine and I were brought to the backyard before breakfast as usual. Elaine’s wounds were at once ugly and beautiful, layered from three days of healing and freshly inflicted marks. I thought back to the moment I saw Elaine’s bruises from the kennel and how the sight of them inflamed me so. Those marks were nothing compared to the masterpiece Darlene had created. Each lash had landed discreetly on an unblemished parcel of flesh except for Elaine’s breasts. There, Darlene concentrated each blow as close to the nipples as possible. She never landed one with enough force to break the skin but the bruises were angry and substantial, all red and purple and green. It was a breathtaking sight to behold. 
 
      
 
    My body, on the other hand, was a mess. My torso was crisscrossed with long welts and cuts that oozed from the initial infliction and in some cases, still wept blood from reinjured scabs. The pain never really subsided and sleep had been impossible, especially in the neverending light of our cell. I was at the end of my rope. 
 
      
 
    So when Anna offered me a respite from the usual routine, I jumped at it. I would not be whipped on this our final day at the mansion. As long as I was able to punish Elaine to Anna’s satisfaction. She didn’t explain, just offered an option out of the original arrangement. Anna said nothing to Elaine.  
 
      
 
    When I agreed to the unknown alternative, Anna nodded to Darlene, who tossed the bullwhip on the grass and disappeared into a small shed in the corner of the yard. She came out rolling in front of her a shrouded table on wheels. She pushed it under the arbor and then produced two lengths of rope from under the table top. She fastened each rope to the ends of the arbor and fashioned a noose with the loose ends. Elaine was brought to the table and made to lay on her back. Darlene looped an ankle in one noose and pulled it tight, then locked her other leg in place creating a loose V with her cunt at its nadir. Darlene then pulled a short flogger from under the table and handed it to me. “Here’s your chance to get even,” she said to me as she walked away.  
 
      
 
    Anna said, “I want to see some real effort or we will swap your positions. You can begin as soon as she is properly gagged.” 
 
      
 
    It had never once, in all my life, occurred to me that it was possible to flog a woman’s vagina. I guess I didn’t have that kind of twisted imagination. But now that I was expected to beat Elaine’s cunt into submission, I was enthralled with the prospect. For all the damage I witnessed that Darlene had inflicted on Elaine’s body, it was always second hand. I could see the results but I never got to wield the leather. That all changed, right here, right now. I was actually given a strong incentive to show no mercy. I had to assume Anna would not allow me to go easy without imposing retribution on me. I wouldn’t risk it under any circumstances. 
 
      
 
    I knew from hard experience that the most salient feature of a bullwhip is the single leather strand. All of the force and speed of the lash is focused on a very narrow piece of leather, which transfers all that violent motion unto a very narrow strip of flesh. The bite is concentrated. A flogger, with dozens of leather strips, spreads the force around. Plus, the leather thongs cushion each other and make it almost impossible to break the skin, or even mark it really. At least not in the same way a single strand will inflict trauma. I could see that beating Elaine’s pussy with a flogger was not going to harm her, at least not permanently, and not in the same way she (and I) had been harmed over the past few days.  
 
      
 
    Of course, all of that was completely lost on Elaine. She looked on in a full panic at the prospect of having me flay her cunt with a decidedly wicked-looking instrument of pain. Her eyes bulged and she kept trying to beg me through the gag to have mercy. She tried to back away from me and almost fell off the table, so several trainers stepped in and pinned her arms and shoulders down. Still, she squirmed and shook her head, her eyes pleading with me even if her voice couldn’t. 
 
      
 
    “What are you waiting for?” Anna asked. “Begin.” 
 
      
 
    I reared back and swung the flogger down hard on Elaine’s pussy. She screamed silently into the gag. I hit her again. And again. I increased my rhythm. I hit her harder. Her entire nether region turned bright red but otherwise, it withstood my onslaught with no visible effect. I was consumed with trying to inflict as much pain on her as she had inflicted on me, although the instrument was ill-suited to the task. I began to sweat from the exertion. My arm ached. My hand cramped around the narrow handle. But I kept flogging Elaine’s swollen cunt. 
 
      
 
    “That will do.” Anna touched my shoulder. I hadn’t heard her at first. I stopped and considered what I had done. I looked at the faces of the trainers holding Elaine in place. They were looking at me with a combination of respect and disgust. Or maybe I was just projecting.  
 
      
 
    “Take them to the bedroom,” Anna said to Darlene as she untied Elaine’s ankles. Anna turned to me. “You’re both due back at the hotel in a few hours. Take that time to talk to each other and see where things stand.” 
 
      
 
    Darlene took us into the mansion and led us upstairs, our first visit to its upper level. We walked past several closed door to the end of a long hallway. She pushed the door open and closed it behind us after we entered. I heard her walking away.  
 
      
 
    I looked around at what had to be the master bedroom. It was stunning in an old fashioned way, reminiscent of the lavish, overstuffed decor of the Old South but with modern colors and fabrics. The four-poster bed at the far end of the spacious room was flanked by two large windows that faced the front of the house. Sunlight streamed through the windows, bathing the room in a warm glow.  
 
      
 
    I looked at Elaine but she just stood still, her eyes downcast. She was still bathed in sweat and shivering noticeably, even though the room was warmer than the rest of the house. I tried to put my arm around her shoulders but she shrugged me off and walked away from me. She took a throw off a couch in one corner of the room and draped it around her shoulders, then sat on the couch. She was still crying softly.  
 
      
 
    “I’m flying back to New York this afternoon,” I said. I just let the statement hang there even though there was so much more I wanted to say. I waited for her to respond. I walked over to the bed and sat on the end of it.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what you want from me,” Elaine said through her tears. “I am so tired and my pussy hurts so much, and it’s all your fault. So I don’t know what we’re doing here.” 
 
      
 
    “Look, you would have gone through this training eventually, I just moved it up because I wanted to go through it with you.” 
 
      
 
    “Why? What was the point of changing my schedule? We had some fun back at the hotel, but you go back to New York this afternoon as you said. And after what we’ve been through the last few days, and after what you just did to me, I’m fine with never seeing you again.” 
 
      
 
    I let her words wash over me. I won’t lie, it hurt. I didn’t expect that our training here at the mansion would make her mine forever. I honestly don’t know what I expected, but I didn’t want to be rejected. Who does? 
 
      
 
    She said, “We never talked about our lives back home. We never talked about life after this month of training. Why should we? What did you think, that you could upend my life and whisk me off to yours in New York? I don’t even like New York. There’s no way I’m ever going to live there.” She stood up and adjusted the throw, wrapping it tighter around her shoulders. “I’m going back to San Francisco after this is over.” She looked at me with a mix of hate and pity. “Do you get that? I’m going back to San Francisco.” 
 
      
 
    I’d had many hours over the last few days to plan exactly what I was going to say to Elaine when if came time for us to part. Everything I planned went right out of my head at that moment. I looked at the window where the sunlight streamed into the room and tried to regroup. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to come over here and sit with me for a few minutes,” I said at last. “I want to explain myself but I don’t want to talk across the room.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine where I am.” She settled back in the couch. 
 
      
 
    “Elaine, I’m not asking you. I’m telling you. I want you to come here.” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me with hard eyes but I could see confusion creeping in.  
 
      
 
    “I said come here.” I stood up and pulled the bedding down to invite her into the bed. “Stand up, walk over here and get in the bed.” 
 
      
 
    She stared at me for several seconds and then let the throw fall from her shoulders. She stood up and walked slowly toward me. I took her hand and helped her into the bed, then I got in with her. 
 
      
 
    “Listen carefully to me, because this is what is going to happen. I am going to have you in my life, of that fact I am sure. I have never been surer of anything in my life. Now that I have found you, I will not be denied, not by you, not by whoever sent you here, not by Anna, not by anyone. Period. I will possess you, because I desire you more than you can possibly imagine.  
 
      
 
    “The time we’ve spent together, back at the hotel, down in the basement, all of it, has convinced me that I will move heaven and earth to make sure I never lose you. I understand that you still have a week or so of training left, at the stables. I want you to think about what I’m saying right now while you are lying awake at night. I want you to understand that you are powerless in this. I will possess you. I will make it happen.” 
 
      
 
    Elaine’s beautiful brown eyes never blinked, never wavered from mine, and should no sign of doubt. “Why do you want me?”  
 
      
 
    I stroked her face with the back of my hand and touched her hair. I leaned in and kissed her lips as gently as I could. “You are perfection to me. I can’t imagine anything or any person more beautiful, more desirable, more vulnerable or more enchanting than you are to me. I never felt this way before, not about my husband, my pimp, anyone. I never yearned for anyone the way I yearn for you. You don’t just complete me, but I also know now that life without you would be broken, and not worth the effort.” 
 
      
 
    She asked, “And you’ve learned all this in such a short time?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. The first moment I saw you I felt it, felt something new, but I didn’t know exactly what it was. Now I know I want you because I understand it now. I understand what it means to take dominion over someone. I didn’t fully understand it until the last few days.” 
 
      
 
    “Dominion?” she asked, with such a small voice I thought my heart would explode. 
 
      
 
    “I want to own you. I will own you. You will be mine.” 
 
      
 
    She asked, “Will you brand me?” 
 
      
 
    “I will. And I won’t have to have Anna do it. I will do it myself.” 
 
      
 
    “Front and back?” 
 
      
 
    “Without question.” 
 
      
 
    She shivered but not from the cold. There was no cold in the bed, only heat. The shiver that ran through Elaine meant only one thing, and it was the purest moment of ecstasy I ever experienced in my life.  
 
      
 
    Elaine would be mine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ~~~ 
 
    ~~~ 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    ~~~ 
 
    ~~~ 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    Thank you for reading - please leave a review.  
 
      
 
    I'd love to hear from you so email me at lenawhitegirl@gmail.com and check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com 
 
      
 
    Click here for the link to my author page on Amazon 
 
      
 
    Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a free book! 
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