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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

~ Scott ~

I met Heather a few years ago when I started my golf lesson promotion, Sticks and Chicks.

I had no idea when we started working together that it would turn into what it has.

But we make a great team and the sky is the limit.

We’re just getting warmed up.

~ Heather ~

I had no idea what I was doing when Scott first hired me for his golf business.

And he had no idea what he was getting himself into with me.

But we hit it off and one thing led to another.

We’ll see where it ultimately leads.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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~ Scott ~

“We’re gonna be late if you don’t get a move on,” I yell through the bathroom door at Heather. We’ve got an appointment across town in half an hour and with freeway traffic, even at this hour, we’ve got almost no hope of arriving on time.

I hate being late.

“Almost ready,” she says through the door instead of opening it. I wander back into the condo’s living room and look at the sofa, wondering if I should sit. I’ll manage my frustration better if I’m sitting down and I’m all for managing my emotions. It’s why I’ve gotten to this point in life, a life I couldn’t have imagined just a few years ago.

I check my phone again and decide that sitting down would be a mistake. It would be too easy to let more precious minutes slip away before I get serious about motivating Heather out of the bathroom, out of the condo, and into my BMW. So I pace back and forth a couple more times from the living room to the bedroom. I know she can hear me pacing so I don’t have to say anything.

“Do you have my kit?” she asks when she opens the bathroom door. She looks amazing, every bit the model she is - gorgeous legs showing beneath an almost obscenely-short dress, three-inch Louboutin stilettos, long blond hair done just so, as if to say to anyone who looked, and everyone will look, that she’s down to fuck.

In a word, perfect.

“Of course,” I tell her. “It’s all ready to go by the front door.”

“Thank you, Scott,” she says sincerely. “You know how much I appreciate you, right?”

I nod. “Of course, Heather. But we really need to get going.”

“I know,” she says as she passes in front of me, hesitating just long enough to plant the lightest kiss on my mouth with hers, just enough to emphasize her point but not so much as to ruin her lipstick, which is undoubtedly what took so long. She’s got an amazing mouth.

We exit the condo and walk quickly to my car in the gathering dusk of a late summer evening in a place where the weather is warm all year, and it’s especially so tonight. I’ve got the top up on my Beemer because down might be fun but would ruin Heather’s hair, and we can’t have that — not on the way to a date.

“Are you free next Thursday?” I ask as I open the passenger door for her to climb inside. She looks up at me from the seat, clearly confused.

“You know my schedule better than I do,” she says as I’m closing the door. I jog behind the car and slide into the driver’s seat.

“Yeah, but I remember you saying you had a shot at a gig on Thursday. A catalog or something?”

She frowns and gives me a mild Bronx cheer as I crank the ignition. “Oh, that fell through. I’m free all day. Why, what’s up?”

“I have a golf student who wants to play a round,” I tell her as I look over my shoulder to back out of the visitors' parking lot. Her condo complex is like most in this area – not enough spaces for all the cars that need one.

“So, just golf?” she asks, clearly disappointed.

“Maybe, but maybe not. We’ll have to see how it goes.” I give her a look when I pull up to the traffic light at the end of the block.

“Newbie?” she asks with slightly more enthusiasm. “New to golf, or…?”

“Well, he’s not a beginner,” I tell her with a smirk.

She smiles and rolls her eyes. “You know that’s not what I meant.”

“Yeah, I know. He’s a first-time client.” I don’t elaborate. “But I’m pretty sure he’d be interested if…”

“As long as I’m free, count me in,” she says warmly.

I turn onto the freeway and the traffic isn’t quite as bad as I expected so fifteen minutes later we’re only a few minutes late. I pull into the hotel parking lot and utilize the valet parking option which will cost me but it’s worth it – this is one of the biggest hotels in this part of town and the parking lot rivals that of a sports arena. I always budget a cushion with Heather because as much as she tries to manage her time effectively she rarely pulls it off. I told her our appointment was for 8:45 when, in reality, we were expected to arrive at nine. It’s only a few minutes past the hour and when someone is waiting to see Heather, they tend to have at least that much patience for her.

“Are you busy tomorrow?” she asks as we cross the lobby and head towards the elevators, her heels clicking on the tile floor. “I’ve got another referral for you if you’re interested.” She gives me a look. “Or is your dance card full at this point?”

I run through the list in my head and nod. “I can make room for a few more,” I tell her, which is what I always tell her. Turnover in our business is way too high to pass on a prospective client sight unseen, especially when the vetting process is as much fun as it is. “Also a newbie?” I ask and she laughs gently.

“Touché,” she says with a playful slap on my arm as I press the call button for the elevator. The nearest doors open immediately and we step inside for the ride to the twentieth floor and Carl, our new client. Who I’m sure is pacing the floor of his suite in anticipation of our arrival. I know I would be, and I have no illusions about what is about to happen, although I’m sure Carl does. How could he not? For him, Heather is a dream, an apparition of the internet, someone who couldn’t possibly exist in the real world because things like that don’t happen in the real world. Not without me, at least.

Me, and a whole lot of cash.

~ Heather ~

My nerves are on fire as Scott knocks on the hotel room door. Even though this is old hat for me after so many years and so many clients, I still get so excited at this moment, right before I find out who I’m going to fuck for the first time – for money. My pussy is so wet I would have worn a pad if I was wearing any panties and my nipples are hard enough to be visible right through my dress – by design, of course. When I hear footsteps approaching on the other side of the hotel room door, I part my lips just enough to hint at how turned on I am because I am. I am so turned on.

Life is good for a whore who loves her work.

“Carl?” Scott says when the door swings open and we’re confronted by a man in a suit – big surprise. “I’m Scott and this is Heather,” he says in a business-like voice because that’s what this is – business. Our business.

“Heather,” the man says with a note of surprise in his voice that might be real and might be an act. “It is so nice to meet you,” he says as he steps back to allow us entry into his room. I smile and nod, and wait for Scott to wave me ahead like the gentleman he invariably is. He follows me inside and closes the door before bolting it and flipping the safety lock.

“I can’t believe I’m finally meeting you,” Carl says as he blatantly rakes me with his eyes, up and down. “I keep watching your numbers. I’ve never met anyone with a million followers before.”

I smile. “You’re too kind, Carl.”

“Can I offer you something from the minibar?” Carl asks politely. I know he’s dying for me to say no and the last thing I want to do is disappoint him.

“I’m good,” I tell him in a flirty, suggestive tone. When he raises his eyebrows as if to ask if I mean what he thinks he means, I raise one of mine to confirm that’s exactly what I mean. He doesn’t ask Scott if he wants something to drink because Scott has completely disappeared from Carl’s reality.

Until Scott steps forward to collect the fee.

“Uh, sure,” Carl says with all the savoir-faire of a rookie NASCAR driver stripping his gears in the pits at Daytona. “On the coffee table.”

Scott crosses the room, pulls the stack of hundreds out of the ubiquitous plain white legal-sized envelope, and makes a show of counting it before he gives me the nod. I smile at him and then at Carl, because there’s nothing worse than a client who tries to short me, something I used to tolerate when I was new in the business and didn’t have Scott to look after me and take care of such mundane matters as being paid what I was promised.

“Shall we get more comfortable, Carl?” I coo as I walk toward him with a slow, sexy gait, a little extra hip-sway, and a smile that promises more than he could ever imagine. Even though he found me on IG and until two minutes ago I was nothing but pure imagination for him.

“That sounds good,” Carl says with all pretense at being cool gone in a total surrender to the reality that he’s in way over his head and loving every minute of it. “Bedroom okay?”

“Wonderful,” I tell him as I take his arm and walk him towards the door that is somehow still closed but not for long. When we arrive I stop and wait for a beat for him to realize that it’s his job to get the damn door, which he does but not before he lost another bit of his dignity. Not that I’m trying to rub his nose in the fact that he’s just paid a small fortune for a couple of hours of my time. Without men like Carl, I’d be struggling to pay my mortgage, maybe by cranking out obscene self-made videos on OnlyFans. Such is the reality for a second-tier fashion model in a world where sacrifices must be made.

Once we’re inside the bedroom, Carl closes and locks the door.

I give him a look. “You can leave it unlocked, Carl. Scott won’t bother us unless I call for him.”

He hesitates – they all do – before he turns and unlocks the door but leaves it closed. Then he turns to face me and I walk toward him, just a couple of steps but I put everything I’ve got into resurrecting the mood of just a few seconds ago when Scott didn’t exist, where nothing but the promise of sex with an IG model was front and center in Carl’s fevered mind.

“I can’t tell you how excited I am, Carl,” I whisper. I’m no longer smiling. Now, I’m all business.

“Oh, come on, Heather,” he says before he realizes that he just insulted me. “I mean, I’m nothing to write home about,” he quickly adds, a decent attempt at redemption.

“I get so turned on when I meet someone for the first time like this, Carl,” I tell him in my most seductive voice. I reach for the top button on his dress shirt and play with it before I unbutton it. “When I’ve just found out who I’ll be with for the evening,” I whisper as I move down to the next button. “When I know nothing about you but you know so much about me from my profile.” I move down to the next button. “My post histories, my friends, my hobbies, whatever.” I move down to the last button above his belt. “It’s such a big disparity, how much you know about me when I know nothing whatsoever about you. And so erotic. It’s like a drug for me.” I reach for his belt and pull the end from the buckle slowly, seductively. His breathing is ragged. I love that.

“You really enjoy your work, don’t you, Heather?” he rasps.

“I do, Carl,” I begin as I slide his belt out of the loops on his pants, slowly, sensually. “I was telling one of my friends just the other day, another model who’s thinking of doing what I do. As a pretty girl in our society, everyone has this image of you. Agencies, casting directors, producers. They all want you to fit that image, where you have all the power because you’re the pretty girl. But sometimes, you just don’t want to fit that image. You just want to be a pretty girl and fuck a stranger for money. After all, it’s so degrading, to be used and treated like nothing more than a set of fuckholes by a man who gets to use you because he paid you and that’s what he wants to do.”

My hand is on his dick now, stroking it with the precum that is leaking out of his hole. My hand is wet as I sink to my knees and lick him playfully. He shudders and I know beyond all doubt that he is trying desperately not to cum right now because he’s past his prime and who knows if he’ll be able to get it up again if he cums now, maybe in my mouth but maybe in my hand and wouldn’t that be a disaster, he’s thinking without really thinking at all.

Then I unleash my go-to move in these situations – I let go of his dick and reach back to grab the heels of my Louboutins and look up at his face, inviting him with my eyes to take charge. And just to make sure he does, I struggle a bit to keep his dick near my mouth.

“Don’t worry, Carl,” I tell him as I try to lick his hole again. “I’ll make sure you get it up again before we’re through.” His eyes go wide. “Cum in my mouth. I want you to. I love being degraded like this. I really do. It’s like a drug, Carl. And I’m fucking addicted.”

I lean in and take his dick deep into my mouth, swirl my tongue around his head, and keep my hands on my heels when he grabs my hair with both hands to jam his dick deep into my mouth just as his orgasm explodes into the back of my throat, gagging me with the most satisfying wave of humiliation and degradation I’ve felt in at least a week. Maybe two.

It’s good to be a whore who loves her work.
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~ Scott ~

I’m watching the golf highlights on the TV in Carl’s living room while I wait for him to finish his session with Heather. These circumstances are unusual for us – typically, I rent a hotel suite that is centrally located between our condos and the airport and bring Heather to the room ahead of the client's arrival. I meet the john in the lobby, explain the rules of engagement while Heather prepares in the suite, then walk the guy to the elevators and up to his session with an IG Model he probably knows better than his own wife from studying her feed, memorizing her stats, and drooling over the prospect of having his way with her. To a point.

“Scottie Scheffler is a shoo-in for the gold medal after that shot, Jim,” the announcer gushes on the replay. I smile to myself but there is little joy in my grin. I’ve been called Scottie by friends and students – I’m a freelance teaching golf pro – ever since Sheffler exploded on the PGA Tour and vaulted to the top ranks, landing and sticking at #1 for the past two years and then some. Our first name is all I have in common with the man, in my considered estimation. Yeah, we both play golf to make our way in the world and we’re both better than 99% of all of the golfers on the planet. I can walk onto almost any course and beat everyone on the premises in a match, including the pros in the pro shop. But Scheffler is going to make more money this year on the tour than most pros have made in their entire career and I’m still hawking lessons at public courses and dreaming up off-the-wall promotions to get clients to sign up for lessons with me.

Which is fine – that’s how I met Heather, who changed my life in more ways than one.

I was raised in the Midwest. I was good enough in high school to win a golf scholarship – a full ride, no less – to a mid-sized university more famous for sending quarterbacks to the NFL than golf team captains to the PGA Tour. I tried my luck on the Korn Ferry tour after graduation and kicked around that minor league to the PGA Tour for three years before I finally gave up on my dream of winning the Masters at Augusta or even just playing for prize money instead of side bets and hustling to give lessons. I’m good, but good doesn’t cut it when there are thousands of guys like me swinging golf clubs and barely getting paid.

So I quit.

I quit competitive golf and embraced hustling. I tried everything – local tournaments where you could run side bets into something of a living, scams with guys who I made sure had no idea how good I was until the pot was big enough, but I didn’t have the stomach for it. So I leaned into offering lessons because I’m good and I can teach but again, there are a boatload of near-pros, has-been tour players, and all sorts of good guys with warm smiles and disarming personalities offering to lead the masses to the promised land of a sub-80 round. Or just beating the guys in their weekend foursome more often than once in a blue moon.

I starved and hustled my ass off for another year or so promoting myself as the second coming of Butch Harmon or Bob Toski until I got the bright idea one day – I have no clue where the idea came from – of combining my love of golf with my love of pretty faces. Namely, models. I knew a guy who knew a guy who ran a modeling agency, small potatoes, not the big names you might see in the swimsuit edition back when that was still a thing, and asked if I could rent girls – pretty, athletic-looking girls – for a perfectly innocent afternoon of fun in the sun.

“Sure,” he told me, a fifty-something smooth talker with a perma-tan and a gut. “I got a whole book of those types.” He reached into this desk. “How many do you want?”

“Uh, maybe I should start with one?” I offered, trying not to sound like the total loser I felt like. I hadn’t expected the conversation to go so easily.

He smirked but didn’t throw me out on my ear. “Sure, we can start you off small.”

And that’s how I met Heather.

She was one of dozens of what they called lifestyle models in the agency’s book. She’s tall, like 5’9”, and thin but with a sensual figure, 34C-24-34 so not emaciated the way some models look. She’s blonde with long flowing hair, a typical SoCal beach babe, except she doesn’t come across as ditzy at all. She looks and acts really intelligent which is at odds with her appearance.

And by that I mean she’s fucking gorgeous. Big blue eyes that are so expressive, a cute little turned-up nose, high cheekbones, the whole package. But her most amazing feature is her mouth. It’s so sexy, so sensual, so inviting. I don’t know any other way to describe it – one look at Heather and you just can’t imagine what it would be like to kiss her, you just know it would be heaven on earth. And if by some chance you got to stick your dick in that incredible mouth of hers?

Fucking awesome, my friend. Fucking awesome.

~ Heather ~

The first time Scott contracted me to help him with his golf lessons business, I was confused. I knew absolutely nothing about golf at that point other than my dad used to watch it on TV when I was growing up. I knew the game existed but I had no idea why. You hit a ball with a stick and go trudging after it, over hills and dales, in the rain and wind, or the beating sun? For what? Why do otherwise sane people do that? I wondered. But Scott was so patient with me when we met at the golf course for my first day with him and his students.

“All you have to do is look good, be nice, and maybe give the guy an ego boost if he makes a good shot,” he explained when we met at the course.

“Do I have to carry the clubs?” I asked, praying he’d say no. I was young and in good shape – I was an aspiring model, after all –but thankfully he laughed and reassured me I didn’t.

“We’ll be in carts the whole time,” he said. “I’ll ride with one of my students while you ride with the other and we’ll switch at the turn.”

“The turn?” I was so green back then.

“Yeah, the turn. We play nine holes and come back to the clubhouse,” he said with the utmost patience. “Then we make the turn and go back out for the back nine.”

I just nodded. I didn’t quite get what he was telling me but I kept quiet. Better to keep your mouth shut and risk looking stupid than open it and remove all doubt, my teacher once told me.

When I met his students, I was surprised. I expected them to be young and in good shape, like the men my dad watched on TV. But they were as old as my dad and overweight. Like, really overweight. When I met them in the parking lot, I wasn’t sure if they would both fit in the cart. Then I remembered that I’d be in the cart with one of them and my heart sank. I could see the day would be pretty boring, and that’s exactly how it turned out.

But Scott and I hit it off.

He spent most of his time instructing his students so there wasn’t much for me to do or say, but whenever the opportunity presented itself, he’d bring me into the conversation or give me a warm smile. I was impressed.

“Is this what you had in mind?” I asked him after we finished for the day, at long last. “I mean, they didn’t seem all that happy to be there.”

He smiled as he gave me a look. “Are you kidding? They loved it, and they loved you, Heather.” He slammed the trunk shut and walked me to the passenger side door. I was impressed. Scott was so polite even back then.

“I find that hard to believe,” I said as he opened my door for me, also impressive.

“No, I’m serious. They were blown away by you. And they told me they’re going to tell all their buddies about ‘Sticks and Chicks’ as soon as they can.”

I stared at him. “Sticks and Chicks? Is that what you’re calling this?”

“No good?” he asked, looking butt-hurt.

“It’s kind of demeaning,” I said but as soon as I did I got a little flutter in my belly. That was my first clue that there was a part of me, a hidden part that I had no idea existed. And it was a powerful thing, that secret part of me that I only just discovered that first day on the golf course.

“You think I should change it?” he asked, crestfallen.

I hesitated. I knew I should tell him to change it but I hesitated just the same. I bit my lip and wondered if I was making a huge mistake.

“No, it’s fine,” I whispered. “Don’t change it.”

I should back up a bit.

A little while before I met Scott for the first outing of his Sticks and Chicks promotion, I had come to a crossroads in my life at the ripe age of twenty-one. I’d been modeling for a while and it wasn’t going well. I was pretty enough – homecoming queen in high school, captain of the cheers, even landed a few modeling gigs at local businesses where I grew up – but when I went off to seek my fortune in the real world, I was knocked for a loop. I had been used to being the prettiest girl in the room back home. That ended quickly. When I went on casting calls, I walked into a room where everyone there was at least as pretty as me and some were drop-dead gorgeous. It was an ego crusher. Suddenly, I was just another pretty face and my call-backs reflected the fact that I didn’t impress nearly as much as I expected to.

I got work, but it was sporadic. You can, and I did, get paid $2000 for a day’s work, which is great, but you can go weeks or even a month or two between jobs, which is so depressing. And the agents I was working with were terrible, which I didn’t know at the time but when you’re new in town and the business, you take what you can get. I was getting work but nothing to build a career on. And when I changed agents, I just went from one loser to another with no real improvement in my income or my portfolio.

Since I didn’t want to hit my mom up for money to make rent, and since a real job with regular hours would be impossible to schedule around the little bit of modeling work I was getting, I was feeling a little desperate.

Then I got a DM from Tom.

I didn’t know Tom but that was far from unusual. I’d had a social media account for years, but when I could legit list my profession as a model and even post some of my work, I got a huge boost in my followers, likes, and messages. Most – scratch that – virtually all of the DMs that flooded my account were pure garbage, from people – mostly guys, of course – I didn’t know and didn’t want to know. Slutty messages, dick pics, and all sorts of assorted bullshit that were so depressing, all in all.

But I got one message from someone named Tom that stood out, mostly because his profile wasn’t a throwaway, but also because there was something about him and his words that struck a chord with me. I messaged him back and we bantered back and forth for a while before he finally asked me where I was even though it was obvious from some of my posts that I was in Southern California. He said he was flying in for work and asked if I would be willing to meet him for a drink, nothing more, and although the little voice in the back of my head was screaming at me to say no, I said sure, why not?

I went to his hotel and I was nervous as hell. I’d been on blind dates before, but this was different because I knew nothing about him or anyone who knew him. We hadn’t nailed down the idea that we might have sex but we danced around the possibility. When I finally met him in person, I relaxed a bit but was still really on edge because I’d had the occasional one-night stand before but this was the first time I’d been approached on my social media account.

Anyway, I walked into the bar a few minutes late and Tom was already waiting at a table. We recognized each other from our IG accounts and he lit up when he saw me, which was a huge relief for some reason I’ll never understand. He held my chair for me, something guys my age never do, and he looked good even though he was older than I expected. He was older but not gross older, like maybe ten years older than I was but not twenty or thirty which would have been a deal-breaker.

After a couple of drinks and an appetizer or two, I suggested we go up to his room and he almost lept out of his chair which was cute as hell to me. We went up and had a great time, but when it was time for me to go he tried to pay me. He handed me an envelope full of cash.

Which shocked me. “What?” I felt like my head was going to explode. I handed it right back to him.

He looked crushed. “Why not?” he said with a look like a little boy who just found out his dog died.

“I think there’s been a misunderstanding,” I said. I never expected to be paid and of course, I couldn’t take the money. I just couldn’t.

“Are you sure, Heather?” he asked with an envelope in his hand. I didn’t even know how much money was in it but I didn’t care. I wasn’t that kind of girl.

Here’s the thing. Even though we’d just met and even though he was older than me, I was already thinking there might be something between us. I knew he was from out of town and there was probably no way anything would come of it, but I’d been having a hard time with men for a while at that point in my life and I guess I latched onto Tom or even the idea of Tom way more than I should have.

And then he tried to pay me. He thought I was a… I couldn’t even say the word, even to myself. I was devastated. Simply devastated.

But I held it together, somehow, and nodded without breaking down in tears. “I’m sure,” I whispered. Then, on a whim, I told him to just give me a dollar. I have no idea where that came from, it just felt like a good compromise or something. I don’t know.

“A dollar?” he asked, clearly disappointed and confused. He put the envelope aside and pulled out his wallet but he had no other cash than what was in the envelop which was all in larger bills. “I was going to leave a tip for the maid,” he said without enthusiasm. He wandered over to the nightstand where he’d left some money and counted through it before he pulled out a single dollar bill. He walked back to me and handed it to me. I smiled slightly and left without another word. I felt like an idiot but for some reason, it felt right.

No, that’s not it. It didn’t feel right, it felt wrong. Like, nasty. Humiliating. Degrading.

Which I fucking loved for some reason I didn’t understand at all.

Maybe I was that kind of girl, I thought.
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~ Scott ~

“So, tell me about this new prospect you’ve lined up for me,” I say to Heather as we’re driving away from Carl’s hotel.

“I don’t have her lined up,” she says with a bit of an attitude. “I’ve just been feeling her out and I’m pretty sure she’s already whoring.”

“How many followers does she have?” I ask as I turn onto the freeway. Traffic is surprisingly now heavy for this late in the evening. Carl went long on his appointment and Heather is not a clock watcher, unfortunately, although her clients love her for that. Among other stellar qualities she has in spades.

“God, you’re as bad as the rest of them,” she tells me with a laugh and an eye roll. She knows I’m kidding, sort of. It’s no accident that one of the things Carl mentioned when he met us for the first time was how many followers Heather has. Every john she fucks brings it up, in our experience, as if it’s some kind of status thing. Which I kind of get. In the golf world, you’re a number as well, just a much lower number. Every serious golfer and a ton of casual, weekend golfers know their handicap and work like crazy to make it smaller. A guy with a 2 handicap is a golf god at most country clubs or public links, where the vast majority of members have double-digit handicaps that are the bane of their existence.

For IG models, of course, the higher the number, the better, the magic number being a million followers, where the prettiest, most desirable women land. Yeah, I know what you’re thinking – Taylor Swift and Kim Kardashian have over a quarter of a billion followers each, so who cares about a mere mortal with a million followers?

But that’s not a fair comparison. They’re famous – Taylor sells more records than god and Kim is, well, Kim. But in the world where mere mortals live, a seven-figure number of followers is gold. Especially for guys who spend their nights taking shots at women for sex. It’s always been a surprise for me, how many men, young and old, are trolling for sex on IG but the proof is right under my ass. I used to drive a beater. Now I’m driving an M3 BMW Cabriolet.

It’s good being a pimp for IG models.

“So, where did you meet her?” I ask. “And what’s her name, by the way?”

“Jillian, Jill. She was on a shoot with me and we got to talking.”

“But she’s already whoring, you think? We don’t need to bring her into it?”

“I’m not totally positive but from some of the things she said, yeah. I think she’s got a couple of regulars.”

I nod. “So, what does she need from me? More clients or logistical support?”

Heather turns and looks at me. “I think she wants someone to take her around and all. Maybe get more clients but manage them, too.”

“Okay, I can do that.” I’m a little disappointed, although I didn’t say anything to Heather. If she finds a model who is intrigued by the idea of whoring but hasn’t pulled the trigger yet, I’ll usually see if they have what it takes by, well…you know. I fuck them.

“And I’m sure she’ll fuck you if that’s what you’re wondering,” she says with a smirk.

“Seriously? Why?”

“I kind of set it up that way. I told her I have a guy who handles all the shit but you have to show your appreciation once in a while. Like, to begin with, especially.”

“Since when did you start saying that?” I’m more than a little surprised, not because Heather is trying to get me laid – we’re not in a relationship or anything, except for business – but she’s never been so blatant about it.

“Hey, I told you, Scott. I appreciate you and everything you do for me.” She puts her hand on my leg and gives me a squeeze. “You know?”

“Want me to stay over?” I ask, even though I’m pretty sure she does.

She smiles at me. “That would be nice.”

After I met Heather, I decided my new business model – using fashion models to make golf lessons more appealing and interesting – was bound to be successful. At first, I just used Heather since I didn’t have enough clients yet to hire any other models and she seemed eager to work with me. She got better at playing up her role quickly, as she learned how to banter with the golfers and even flirt with them a bit. Nothing out of bounds, just casual little things that pretty girls do to make men notice them and feel good about themselves even when they know for a fact that she doesn’t mean it and it’s all just part of the show.

Soon enough, however, I got enough buzz around town to get more clients than Heather could handle. I really liked working with her as we had good chemistry, nothing sexual, at least not at first. That happened later but I’ll get to it in a bit.

When I began using a second and then a third model as part of Sticks and Chicks, my business took off. Suddenly I was making bank, not PGA top fifty money but better than the top guys on the Korn Ferry tour, at least back then. It was fun, but I struggled to keep up.

The thing I noticed, though, was that when I worked with models other than Heather, it wasn’t nearly as much fun for me. My students didn’t notice the difference, even those who came back for follow-up sessions, who had Heather for the first lesson, and another model in subsequent sessions. I decided it must be me, that I liked Heather more than any of the other half-dozen models I was working with a year into the program.

So I called Heather up and asked her out.

Which was nice. We had a great time and seeing as we knew each other pretty well from the lessons, we slept together and that was nice too. Better than nice. It was great. But it was tough to coordinate our schedules as we were both really busy – Heather with modeling, or so I thought – and me with Sticks and Chicks. Much as I liked her and she seemed to like me, we just kind of fell by the wayside, romantically.

~ Heather ~

I didn’t do anything else after I earned that dollar from Tom – I framed it, by the way, and hung it in my living room – until a month or so later when he came back into town. We’d stayed in touch on social media and he made me promise that the next time he took me to his bed I would let him pay me. With more than a month to think about it and come to terms with what it meant, I told him he could count on me. I’d let him pay me to fuck me.

Which he did.

God, it was fantastic!

The sex was good, not great but perfectly acceptable. I’ve since learned that older men have a certain way about them that lends itself to perfectly acceptable sex. No fireworks, no earth-shattering orgasms, just a good respectful fuck that works for both parties.

But when he handed me that envelope, and I opened it right in front of him to count it (something he told me later was frowned upon in the industry) I was almost overwhelmed with feelings of shame and excitement in equal measure. It’s so hard to explain, and it is not the only time it’s happened to me, not by a long shot, but I just loved that feeling of being a filthy whore who just got paid serious money to fuck. It felt so degrading. Which felt so super exciting, like now I had this secret, this deep dark secret that only Tom knew about but I did too and I’d never not be a whore because I just got paid a lot of money to fuck. It’s kind of hard to explain and even harder to understand but once I crossed that line I wanted to do it again.

So I did.

I started paying much closer attention to the flood of DMs I was still getting and looking at them for clues about which ones might be the real deal. I had to kiss a bunch of frogs to find the princes and it took a fair amount of time and effort but in less than a year I had a handful, maybe three or four regulars who used me. There were a few one-offs as well, guys that I didn’t click with for whatever reason and never heard back from or who gave me reasons to not respond to their texts again, but I was finally getting my head above water financially and that was great, too. No more struggling to make rent, no more begging my worthless agents for crappy jobs, just no more depressing shit.

I was seeing Scott during this period, personally and for his business. We went on a few dates and it was nice, we fucked a few times and it was also nice, but we didn’t have the time or, to be honest, a burning desire to take things to the next level, so we drifted apart romantically.

But I did help him professionally – his profession, not mine – with his golf promotions. Not too often at first, just now and then. We almost got along better on the golf course than anywhere else, maybe because there was nothing else going on or it was a business setting and everything, I don’t know. I just had fun with it and I know he did too. Business picked up, not a ton but enough to notice and it was good.

Then one day, things changed in a big way.

When his golf student turned out to be a porn star.

Who I recognize immediately.

“Hey, Lex,” Scott said when we met by the line of golf carts outside the pro shop. “This is Heather,” he said as he always does. “She’ll be riding with you today.”

“Lovely to meet you, Heather,” Lex said in an incredibly deep voice. I was struck dumb. I just smiled a goofy smile and shook his hand without saying a word. “You got your own cart, Scott?” he asked.

“Yeah, I’m good,” Scott replied and we climbed into our carts.

“Just the three of us today?” Lex asked as he switched on the key and pulled forward toward the first tee.

“Just us,” Scott said with a laugh. He always asks the pro shop to let us play without adding a single to our group if he’s just got one student as we did that day with Lex. Usually, I’m fine with that arrangement but Lex was so big and handsome and intimidating, that I wished we had a fourth to play with us.

“Are you playing with us, Heather?” Lex asked as he drove toward the tee box.

“No, I’m just along to watch,” I managed to say in a small voice. “Sticks and Chicks, you know?”

“Hell of an idea,” he said with a laugh so deep that it resonated in my bones. I’d seen this man naked on Pornhub and I knew what he could do with that monster between his thighs. I’ve never been so flustered in my life.

Or so turned on.

Sometimes, depending on the students and how serious they are about golf, Scott goes easy on the lessons part of Sticks and Chicks and just lets the guys enjoy the company – my company. Thankfully, that day wasn’t like that and Lex was actually interested in improving his golf game, so he and Scott spent a fair amount of time discussing the finer points of grips and swing planes and who-all-knows-what else. That gave me a chance to get my act together and lose the wide-eyed groupie persona I couldn’t get past at first. By the end of the round, Lex and I were like long-lost friends and I even flirted with him after the turn – by then I knew what it was – and we ended the round on great terms.

After we said our goodbyes in the parking lot and Lex loaded his clubs in the trunk of his Escalade and drove away, I turned to Scott and almost startled him I came on so strong.

“You know who he is, right?” I practically screamed at him. He blinked and smiled as if to let me know I should probably calm the fuck down.

“Yeah, I know who he is,” he said in a somewhat smarmy tone. I almost wanted to hit him for being an ass but I was too excited.

“I have to fuck him,” I said in a rush. “Can you set something up?”

He looked mildly surprised but was chill as fuck, thank god. “Yeah, I probably can,” he said without any attitude. I loved that.

I loved fucking Lex, too.

I didn’t charge Lex or anything since at that point Scott didn’t know I was whoring. I’d been whoring for about a year by then and I’d had my share of lovers in my personal life, but being with Lex was still intimidating as hell. I didn’t want to come off like a star-struck fangirl but he was great, gentle at first and enthusiastic in the end. I had a fantastic time but thought that would be the end of it – this guy fucked for a living. What did he need me for?

But he surprised me by contacting Scott for another lesson and he requested me again, specifically. What’s more, he brought a porn star friend of his, not anyone I recognized from the internet but you could just tell by the looks of him and the way he carried himself that he was a professional. I was beside myself for the entire round and when it was over, I went back to Scott with the same request as the first time.

Which he handled more than admirably.

Which got me thinking.

By that time, I was getting a little unnerved by my whoring which I was doing all on my own. I was spending a ton of time fielding requests from a ton of guys who turned out to be flakes, managing all my schedules as a model, a Sticks and Chicks girl, and a whore. It was taking so much time and it was frustrating in the extreme.

But the biggest thing that motivated me to talk to Scott was I hated going to see men on my own. I thought that if he would come with me and handle the money and everything, it would make my life so much easier. And I was making enough money at that point between my three jobs that I could afford to pay him for his time and effort. So I screwed up my courage and sat him down for a talk.

“Got a few minutes for a conversation?” I asked him one day after a round with two students. We were in the bar at the golf course but sitting off by ourselves, the students were gone, and the crowd in the bar was at a distance. He nodded and I took a deep breath.

“So, I’m not sure how to even begin here,” I said with a look that must have told him how difficult it was to even bring up such a wildly unlikely subject.

“Okay,” he said with his usual understanding manner. “What’s on your mind, Heather?”

“I’ve got a situation where I could use your help.”

“How can I help you?” he asked, matching my serious tone.

“I don’t know if you’re aware how many DMs I get on my social media,” I began. He shook his head. “It’s a lot. I mean, a boatload.”

“I imagine so.”

“And a lot of them, maybe most of them, are from guys who want to have sex with me.”

“Not surprised about that, either.” He raised an eyebrow. “You’re a beautiful woman, Heather.”

“Thanks.” I’m pretty sure I blushed but whatever. “Anyway, I’ve responded to a few of those DMs.”

“Okay,” he said, his eyes still not showing that he had any idea what I was getting at.

“And I’ve met with a small number of them.”

“Sounds like fun,” he said with a little less certainty in his tone.

“It mostly is but that’s not why I do it,” I said and I just waited.

“Okay.” Still nothing. Then, suddenly, his eyes went wide. “Oh. Okay,” he said without any hint of disapproval or even judgment. For which I could have kissed him.

“Thing is,” I continued. “It’s kind of overwhelming.” I talked briefly about my troubles with flakes and no-shows and coordinating my schedules. “But more than anything, I don’t exactly feel safe when I go to a guy’s hotel all by myself.”

He stared at me for a long, silent moment. Then he said, “And you’d like me to come with you?”

“Could you do that? Would you do that for me?”

“Sure,” he said in an offhand way that just melted my heart and I haven’t even offered to pay him yet. Which I did immediately.

“No, you don’t have to do that, Heather,” he said with slightly less enthusiasm.

“I insist, Scott. It’s a lot to ask and I wouldn’t feel good about it if I didn’t.”

“Okay.”

“And if you could handle the logistics for me, too?” I asked in a small voice. “Like, all the scheduling and vetting which I hate?”

He was silent again. “Let me think about it, okay?”

“Sure,” I said, somewhat deflated. “Sure.”

“No, you know what?” he said, startling me. “I’m in.”
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~ Scott ~

The morning after Heather saw Carl, I woke up in her bed to find that she was already up and in the kitchen brewing coffee. I pull on my boxers and wander into the kitchen to grab a cup and talk about the schedule, her’s and mine, both of which are quickly getting out of control.

I find her staring at her phone, probably doing what I’m going to do as well – figure out how to squeeze more work into an already full week. But first, I come up behind her and kiss her neck as I lean into her cute butt which is barely covered by a pair of slinky panties. She’s also wearing a crop top tee that makes her look irresistible but that ship has already sailed. I know from experience that once she’s up, she’s up, and there’s no getting her back in the sack for another round, much as I might want to. Even whores have their limits, especially when they’re not being paid to fuck.

I clear my throat to get her attention. “I wanted to remind you about the yacht party we’ve got this Saturday,” I whisper when she scrunches her neck because she’s a little ticklish, which I love. “We’re all set, right? I won’t be able to find any replacements at this late date.”

“Yeah, we’re good,” she says without looking up from her phone. “I’ve got the whole afternoon and night blocked out.” She turned and looked at me. “Is it a modeling gig or a whoring gig?”

“They asked for models, so you won’t be expected to fuck anyone.” I’m pretty sure she will fuck someone, though. She’s irresistible and the guys who are throwing the party are all pro athletes.

“Who else is scheduled?” she asks still without looking up. Finally, she does look up and I kiss her on the mouth. Heather has an amazing mouth, as I mentioned. She smiles as I finish kissing her. “The harem?” she asks with a glint in her eye.

“The very same,” I say with a smile of my own.

“I thought Ashley couldn’t make it this weekend?”

“Whatever she had scheduled fell through,” I say with a shrug.

“Legit fell through, or did you sabotage her?” she asks with a hard look.

I blink. “Me? I would never…”

“Uh, huh.” She fake-punches my arm. “So, same as last month’s party?”

“Right.”

We book about one yacht party a month this time of year. I could probably book two or three times as many but they are a bear to coordinate as it always means scheduling multiple girls for the entire afternoon and usually the entire night as well, although not always.

“One other thing,” I tell Heather and she looks at me. “I hate to do this to you, but…”

She sighs and frowns. “What now?”

“Ashley’s got this guy she doesn’t want to see anymore,” I begin.

She side-eyes me. “Uh, huh. Why is that?”

“I think you can guess.”

“What is it this time?”

“He’s just…” I hesitate. “The last time she saw him, he brought a dog collar and leash.”

She laughs. “Which Ashley refused to wear, right?”

“Oh, she wore it. But she doesn’t want to again. Too degrading.”

Heather gives me a look. “But not too degrading for me, is that it?”

“Well, if the shoe fits…” I give her a crooked smile. Heather, of all the girls I pimp for, is into being degraded by her clients. So when I find one who has particular…needs, she’s my go-to whore for the job.

“A collar and leash doesn’t seem too bad,” she says with a light tone but I know she’s probing for what else the john has in mind.

“It’s not that bad, really, from what Ashley told me about their session. She just asked if I could find someone else if he called to book her again.”

“So, tomorrow night?” she asks, already getting where she needs to go mentally for what she calls a hate-fuck session – guys who, for whatever twisted reason, have a dark, misogynistic side and look for a beautiful whore to take it out on. “And you’ll be there, of course.” It’s not a question but I answer just the same.

“Of course.”

“You weren’t there when Ashley saw him?”

“No, I had a conflict.” I’ve got so many girls these days I can’t be there every time. “Kyle was there but he didn’t realize she wasn’t into it.”

“But you didn’t go with her on a first date with the guy?”

“Actually, it was his second date with her. I was there for the first one but that was a plain-vanilla session. The weirdness didn’t come out until the second time he booked her. That’s the one I missed.”

“Yeah, okay,” Heather says at last. “I’ll see him as long as you’re there with me.”

“I’ll be there.” She’s a trooper, no doubt about it. She also really gets off on being degraded.

She suddenly gives me a look. “On another subject, did you talk to Jessica and Margot about Dubai?” she asks suddenly. “I think that might come together in October after all.”

“Really? So soon?” I’m suddenly on edge. Dubai is a bit of a sensitive topic between Heather and me, especially since she wants to involve me and three of my top girls. In addition to her.

“They want to double their number of events next year, so yeah, so soon,” she says with just a hint of attitude. She knows all too well about how I feel about Dubai. “And they’re still interested in talking to you, just in case you were wondering.”

I take a breath. “Talking, or going?”

“One can’t happen without the other, Scott. You’ll be coming with us.”

Back when Heather laid the bombshell on me that she was fucking men she met on the internet for money, and asked if I would help her out with it, I was blown away. I tried to play it cool when she told me and if there’s one thing golf taught me over the years it’s how to stay cool under pressure. Later on, she confided that she was blown away by how easily I processed her news. What I didn’t tell her was that it was anything but easy, I’m just good at looking like I’m not fazed by much of anything.

But I was, as I said, blown away. I guess I had this image of sex workers and it wasn’t very flattering, mostly from movies and TV who mostly represented street walkers and trailer trash hookers who look like shit and who I wouldn’t be caught dead with. Or maybe I would be caught dead of an STD or a jealous boyfriend or who-knows-what.

But Heather was the furthest thing I could imagine from those stereotypes. I know I described her earlier but I didn’t do her justice. Not only is she drop-dead gorgeous but she’s one of the sweetest, nicest people I’ve ever met. She’s kind, funny, and unpretentious, which in the modeling world is pretty damn rare. Trust me, I know. Now that I’m handling a dozen or more models in one or the other of my businesses, I’m all too familiar with what I call ‘I’m too pretty to be nice’ syndrome. Maybe it’s because some girls were born pretty, cute, or adorable when they were really young, and they got used to being treated as such, mostly by men but by women, too. We just love cute girls in this society and we build them up in their own minds and sometimes, not all the time but often enough, we turn them into stone-cold bitches.

I know that firsthand.

But that’s not Heather, not by a long shot. I don’t know if she grew up ugly and only came into her own at puberty or even later, but whatever it was, she never seemed to get that she was gorgeous. Maybe the modeling industry does that to a girl, when they do nothing but tear down and denigrate even the best-looking women on the planet because that’s the nature of the business, where there are always a couple of dozen or a hundred more women for every job the assholes who call the shots have to offer. Or maybe she was just raised right – I don’t know. What I do know is that Heather is a peach, no two ways about it, a goddamn peach of a girl.

So when she told me that she was seeing men she didn’t know to have sex with for money, my brain almost exploded. I couldn’t reconcile the beautiful, sweet girl sitting in that clubhouse who was telling me that she was in the same business as Charlize Theron in Monster or Elizabeth Shue in Leaving Las Vegas. It just didn’t compute. But I bit my tongue and told her I’d help her because that’s what friends do and I wanted to be there for her.

It probably didn’t hurt that I had no issue with what she was doing morally. I know a lot of people equate sex work with the devil but I’ve never seen it that way. Up until then, I never visited a prostitute in the usual way, but I watched a fair amount of porn and I didn’t see the difference. I know a lot of people think that all prostitutes are exploited or worse, trafficked or enslaved, but Heather didn’t seem to be in danger of anything like that. And if anything, I would make sure none of that shit happened to her, so I said, sure, I’ll help, as soon as she asked.

What I didn’t realize was how much work it would be.

Or how much fun, too.

~ Heather ~

It took me no time at all to bring Scott up to speed on my whoring business. I showed him how I typically answered initial inquiries on my IG account and he took over for me, which was a lifesaver. He took care of weeding out the flakes and getting the serious leads to make an appointment, something I struggled with. Better yet, he coordinated dates with my modeling calendar and my Sticks and Chicks commitments with relative ease. I was so impressed.

But the best thing Scott did for me was accompany me on dates. Whoring dates, just to be clear. He strongly encouraged clients to come to a hotel he selected so we controlled the environment. I would see clients in their hotel room in a pinch but it was the exception rather than the rule.

Best of all, Scott came with me. We would usually get to the hotel ahead of the scheduled start time and I’d go up to the room to get ready, usually by shedding my civilian clothes and slipping into a slinky dress and four or five-inch stilettos, or just going straight to the whore lingerie. Meanwhile, Scott would meet the john in the bar and go over the rules of engagement again which had already been communicated via IM or email. He’d collect the fee and count it – I got shorted a lot when I was first starting out, and back then I was too insecure to say anything – before he escorted the guy up to my room. Best of all, he would always book a suite and stay in the living room while I took care of business in the bedroom.

My business took off once Scott got involved. I got a lot more clients to fuck and I even booked more modeling gigs, probably because I wasn’t nearly as stressed as I’d been when I was doing it all by myself. I was enjoying both jobs more, as well. Since I didn’t feel so desperate to book modeling jobs, I was way more relaxed in auditions and I’m sure that came through. So low and behold, I got hired more frequently. Nothing breeds success like success and that certainly was true for me.

As a whore, Scott’s presence really made a difference. With him in the next room, and with him doing not just the legwork of sorting through inquiries and booking appointments, I was free to do what I loved best, which was fucking for money.

I was into it when I was on my own, but once I had nothing much to worry about due to Scott’s help and especially his presence, I felt like I’d found my calling. I don’t know why it is, or how it came to be, but being used by men as an instrument of their pleasure was something that turned me on like nothing else. Don’t get me wrong – I always loved sex. But being a whore took it to a whole other level, one I couldn’t get enough of. It was like a drug and I was an addict.

As I think I mentioned before, what surprised me the most was how much I loved being degraded.  This became crystal clear to me after I had met Chris.  

Chris DMed me on Instagram.  He had quite a colorful and opinionated posting history.  And Chris was so not my type.  If you melded Chris Farley the comedian, and Chris Christie the politician together, you can imagine Chris the john.  Though he was fatter and uglier than them if that’s even possible.  And he was clearly shooting his shot with an Instagram model.  

During our DMs, he was direct.  He wanted to fuck me and pay me for it.  At the time, I was barely paying my bills, so I had agreed to at least meet with him, in the bar of his hotel.  

The hotel bar was surprisingly busy with a business conference most likely, and through the sea of suits, I saw Chris lumbering towards me.  A man weighing over 300 pounds approached me, the only woman at the bar.  We spoke for only a few moments, and I relented and agreed to be his whore for the evening.  As we walked out of the bar, I could see men’s grins appear, and a casual bro fist pump between Chris and a few of his business colleagues.  

In his hotel room, Chris had already selected my whore outfit for him.  A black, sheer lingerie dress.  Extremely tight, and barely covered my ass.  So sheer that you could see the black g-string underneath and my nipples.  Also, a pair of sky-high clear stripper heels.  Chris not only wanted me to be his Instagram whore, he wanted me to look like one as well.  So I changed in the bathroom, and when I came back out, Chris was sitting on the sofa, and his eyes lit up.  I twirled for him, as he put his hands on my body, exploring what his money had bought him.  

“Yeah, fuck,” he said with a catch in his voice. “That’s perfect.” 

“I’m glad you like it,” as I started to straddle him, giving him a playful lap dance.  

“I’d like you to get down on your knees for me, Heather,” he whispered, so I offered my hand for him to help me down off my six-inch clear stripper heels and onto my knees. I looked up at his ugly face with a smile on my lips as I freed his dick from his trousers. He just watched me intently as I did. 

“My, you are happy to see me, aren’t you?” I asked as I held his balls in one hand and his shaft with my other hand. As I kept my eyes locked on his, I licked the tip and tasted his pre-cum. Of course, it was bitter and disgusting but that just made my pussy clench again as I sucked the head into my mouth. Then I added more length, taking more of his fat ugly cock in my mouth.  

“Mmm, fuck babe,” he said as his hand grasped the back of my head.  “I knew you were good at sucking cock”.  And his grip tightened, as he shoved my face all the way down onto him.  “Your million followers would be proud of you”

Chris was in charge now.  He was controlling my tempo, as my mouth bounced up and down his cock.  Faster and deeper, he now stood up to firmly hold my head still.  As he proceeded to face fuck his whore. I valiantly tried to keep up, but he was so fat, my head bumped against his belly, which protruded so far from his cock. I just surrendered my mouth, and grabbed the stems of my high heels, as he pounded away at my face. 

I braced myself for what I knew was coming.  His speed and tempo foreshadowed his upcoming conquest. He pulled out of my mouth, and I quickly fixed my hair. I was looking up at him. Chris’s fat body, with rolls of fat, towering on top of me. My big blue eyes, looking up, begging for his cum. And with a few more strokes, he released.  And he came all over my model face. My prized possession, my livelihood, glazed with ropes of cum. He must have been saving up for our whore date because he shot rope after rope after rope of cum onto my face. On my face, mouth, eyes, hair. Everywhere. I was drenched. Saturated. Bought. Degraded.  

When he finally finished, he pulled me up by my hair until I was standing on my platform stilettos. I’d whored enough by that time to know that facials are a huge fetish for most guys, probably from watching too much porn, but I was a true professional already and I just shrugged and congratulated him on his aim. I was desperate for a mirror, to witness how devastated I looked.  

Chris was putting himself back together when he suggested we go downstairs and grab and drink.

“Ok, let me just clean myself up, and change,” I said, already walking towards the bathroom.

“No,” he said in this stern aggressive tone.  “No, you look great the way you are now”, as he eyed up his Instagram whore.  “Let’s go, right fucking now”

Panic set over me, as he grabbed my arm and we walked out of the hotel room.  I was stumbling on those clear stripper heels.  And my skirt was riding up my ass, and I was desperate to adjust and pull down.  Chris’s grip tightened around me, his possession, as we reached the elevator. This debilitating sense of shame and degradation came over me. Crushed me, as I was no longer in control.  

As the elevator doors closed, its reflection revealed the horror.  My hair was disheveled, my dress could barely cover my pussy.  My high heels screamed whore.

But my face. My face, obliterated by Chris’s fat ugly cum ropes. Makeup smeared, cum stains dripping down. I hurriedly rushed to wipe some cum off and to lick my fingers. But that’s when the elevator doors opened on another floor. 

The two women were gossiping, laughing. That is until the doors opened and revealed a whore and her john. Instantly, their laughter stopped as they walked in the elevator silently. An untold truth emerged from the silence. Everybody knew what I was.

Chris’s hand then slowly reached down, to grab my ass. I tried to stop him, but his grip was too strong for me. The women were being polite, but they could clearly see his antics, as Chris tried to pull up my dress. The women had disgusted and horrified faces as we finally reached the lobby. And they so graciously let us exit first. I managed to see a glimpse of them in the reflection. As they turned to one another, both with a ‘what the fuck?’ expression.

Chris led me, walking me through the hotel. Then I realized his intent. A cum walk of shame.  He, the victor. I, his whore prize. As we walked, my high heels were clicking on the floor. With each click, I got the attention of a man. A quick head turn. Another click, a discreet eye glance from another man. Another click, one more who smiled and appreciated the view. I had stupidly left my purse and phone upstairs in the room. I can’t hide from anything or anyone, as I clenched Chris’s arm for comfort.  

I was so self-conscious. A model, whose job it is to be looked at. And judged. A whore, whose job it is to please and entertain. But no, during that hotel whore walk, I was wearing this cheap whore see-through dress. And sky-high clear stripper heels. Walking with a man, who has no business being with a model like me. 

“Barkeep,” Chris yelled when we finally arrived at the bar we met at only a little bit ago.  “A round for the house, on me,” he shouted to a roar of excitement from everybody who heard. I could feel all the men’s eyes on me. The same men who I saw only moments ago. They were on me. Some respectful. But most, smiling, grinning, whispering.  

It was so humiliating for me. A tall blonde, standing there. In this whore outfit. Cum on my face, pussy drenched with anticipation. My g-string couldn’t soak up any more, as I could feel the heat drip down my legs.  

“Holy shit, Chris,” said a man who gave Chris a fist bump.  Appeared to be colleagues with Chris. “Where the hell did you find her?” 

“On Instagram, if you can believe it,” Chris bellowed with a laugh. Another man joined us, with another first bump with Chris. “I shot her a DM and she offered her holes up to me, easy as pie,” Chris said in an extremely loud and arrogant way. Yet another man joined our growing group.  And others who heard Chris gathered around.  

“What’s her Instagram handle?” one of the men asked.  As the other men reached for their phones and opened up the app. 

“Heather99,” Chris said, revealing my identity. I was absolutely mortified. I had just been outed as a whore to this small group of men. And I hadn’t even been acknowledged by any of them. I was Chris’s side piece, trophy, arm candy. I could see these men finding my Instagram profile. Then looking up at me in real life, to compare my body to my posts. 

“Wow, a million followers,” said one man, as he tapped the blue follow button. The other men also followed me.  

“She’s expensive, though,” Chris said.  “Go ahead Heather, why don’t you give us a twirl?’ 

So fucking degrading, as now our group size has swelled. These eager men surrounded and entrapped me as I fixed my hair and twirled and spun around for them. They got to see all the angles, the curves, the legs, the skin, the cum face. All of it.  

“Wow Chris, good for you. I bet she is expensive. I mean, a million followers,” the man said.

“Don’t let that fool you, she’s still a whore that I bought” Chris replied. “But let me see,” he said as he pulled out his wallet. “How much for another hour, Heather?” he asked, emphasizing my name to my eternal dismay. “Will a hundred bucks be enough for another hour?” 

I turned to look at him in disgust. Chris paid a small fortune to fuck me that night, but he just implied that I was a cheap whore. One who only charges $100 per hour. Not even the dirtiest, ugliest women charge so little. But I was desperate. Not desperate for the money but desperate to leave the bar. The degradation and humiliation overwhelmed me. On one hand, I was mortified at this very public cum walk and identity outing. But on the other hand, I was so fucking turned on by Chris’s brazen bravado, by his arrogant attitude that degraded me into his cheap whore. My mind had just been fucked. Not by any cock, but by Chris’ lack of respect and utter disregard for me as a human. To him, I was just a set of holes. Holes attached to an Instagram model. That he paid for.

To escape, I accepted Chris’s offer and grabbed the bill out of his hand. With this fucking evil smirk, he grabbed my hand and we walked out of the bar, retracing my walk of shame upstairs to his room.

Once we returned to his room, my lust overwhelmed me. With all of the male attention, public degradation, and humiliation, I was SO ready to fuck. I needed to be fucked, badly. I needed to fulfill my role to Chris. As we were walking, we were all over each other. Kissing, groping, fondling. Chris had taken off my sheer dress and threw me onto the bed. He was unbuttoning his shirt, revealing his many fat rolls. Chris unbuckled his belt, relieving it of its heroic duties, and I grabbed my bag to pull out a condom. Condoms were a requirement for me, non-negotiable.   

I handed him the condom as he ordered me on my hands and knees. Doggystyle. Chris positioned me to face a mirror. I could hear the wrapper ripping and then he slid the condom on.  He grabbed my small waist and mounted me. I could feel his fat belly before his dick but once he slid in and entered me, it was simply glorious.

“Fuuuck…” I gasped as he added more length in me.  Fuck. I looked back at him, fucking confused as hell.  His dick felt so good inside of me. Fuck… 

I looked up at the mirror on the closet door as he fucked me and saw just how disgusting he looked as he fucked me. Then I turned my head and saw the mirror over the low dresser which showed us in profile as he fucked me. The sight of that incredibly disgusting, fat slob fucking me like a dog overwhelmed me with self-loathing and disgust and got me so excited.

We switched positions, now missionary and I’m on the verge of a massive and glorious orgasm. My legs are spread wide, Chris’s fat ugly body in between them. My clear stripper heels were high in the air. A stark reminder of my whoring. As if I needed one.

“Wait,” I said to Chris as I reached between my legs and pulled his dick out of my pussy. I slowly peeled the condom off of his dick and looked back at him. “Fuck me raw,” I begged him. “Please cum inside of me.”

Chris was dumbfounded by his new privilege. Seizing the opportunity, he took the condom and shoved it in my mouth, almost choking me. Then he took his raw cock and slowly slid in me again. We stared deeply into each other’s eyes as I felt his raw cock. That was the first time I let a client fuck me raw. First time ever. But I was in heaven as he pumped me. My mind was becoming mush, drifting away into nothingness.

Proud of his accomplishments, Chris doubled down on his efforts. A new vigor and athleticism emerged, likely not seen since his youth. Beads of his disgusting sweat dripped down from his forehead onto my body as he was close to cumming. For me, waves of emotion and disgust were only masked by the pounding I was remarkably enjoying so much. And then, Chris unleased and spurted out his disgusting, genetically inferior seeds of cum deep inside of me. Flooding my womb, claiming and owning me. I exploded into the most earth-shattering orgasm of my life. My moans were only muffled by the used condom still in my mouth.  

He collapsed on top of me and pinned my body hard against the mattress. I could hardly breathe but that was exactly what he wanted as he just kept my body immobile as I struggled for oxygen.

Finally, he rolled off of me and I gasped. He knelt on the bed and grabbed my hair.

“Clean me off,” he said as he removed the used condom from my mouth and replaced it with his still-hard dick in my mouth. I licked him and sucked him until he tossed me on my back on the bed. Then he took the used condom and tossed it at my face as he went to the minibar to get a drink.  

Fuck. That was madness. My first whore date that I’ve fucked raw. After getting humiliated downstairs at the bar.   

After a few moments, I reached for my bag and got my phone. Many missed notifications.  Instagram had exploded. About a dozen new followers, many of them the same men from the bar downstairs. Even a DM from one of them, shooting his shot like Chris did only days ago. 

“Used a little Viagra before you got here so I’m ready for another round,” Chris said, as he sat down on a nearby chair. He motioned me over so I put down the phone. I struggled to stand up in my whore heels but managed to walk unevenly towards him in the chair. Then I swung my leg around him, straddled him, and lowered myself onto his rock-hard, raw dick, my body almost engulfed by his fat rolls as I started bouncing up and down. 

Nearby my phone chimed again and again with more Instagram followers.
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~ Scott ~

I pick up Heather for the trip to our usual hotel and her date with Ashley’s former client, Andrew, whom we now call the collar and leash guy. I have no idea if he’s going to be a problem or not but he did say he’s bringing the dog collar and leash again. I already told him that Ashley couldn’t make it but that he wouldn’t be disappointed with her replacement. What I didn’t tell him but what I’m counting on is that Heather will get off on being degraded. Hopefully, he won’t get carried away.

“We should talk about your limits,” I say to Heather as I pull out of her condo’s parking lot. “Or at least go over some signals to let me know you want whatever he’s doing to stop and I’ll tell him at the preliminary meeting.”

“How bad do you think it’s going to be?” she asks me without looking at me. I never know with Heather. She did some incredible things in Dubai a couple of years ago but I wasn’t there so it’s all secondhand. I believed her when she told us what happened, I just don’t understand why being treated like that turns her on.

“Well, from what Kyle said,” I tell her, “he just made her wear a dog collar and leash, then he paraded her around the room on her hands and knees. Oh, and he brought a dog bowl which she drank water out of.”

“That doesn’t sound too bad,” Heather says somewhat distractedly. “Why did Ashley have such a hard time with it?”

I look at her. “Not everyone’s like you, Heather. She just didn’t want to do it again.”

“No judgment, really,” she says in an unconvincing tone. “I was just curious.”

“Yeah, I get that.”

We drive the rest of the way in silence, each of us lost in our thoughts. “Hear anymore about going back to Dubai?”

“Yeah, I did,” she almost whispers. As much as she says she gets off on being degraded, she needed weeks to recover from a week in the hell that the Dubai experience turned out to be. I tried to talk her out of going when she first described it to me. I had suspicions about it being a sting operation at best, with the FBI or the LAPD trying to lure unsuspecting whores into what seemed to me to be entrapment. But I also thought that if it turned out to be the real deal, there was no telling what they’d put her through or if they’d even let her leave after the week was up. I had real concerns I’d never see her again once she boarded that private jet.

“So, is it going to be the same as last time?” I ask, not sure I want to know, because I’m invited on this trip. Or so she said when she told me they reached out to her again.

“Yeah, for the most part,” she says so softly I have to turn down the stereo. “It’s basically the same format once we get there, a week total but a travel day on each end with five days of… festivities.” She turns to look at me and gives me a weak smile.

“And you want to go through all that again because…?”

“It’s…challenging, Scott. That’s the only way I can describe it. And now that I know what’s coming…” She doesn’t finish her thought so I finish it for her.

“It’s worse, right? Now that you know what they’ve got in mind for you, it’s worse.”

“No, not really. Not knowing was worse, to be honest. When I got on that jet, I didn’t know if I’d ever see home again. All sorts of scenarios ran through my mind, from white slavery to torture or…” She shrugs. “Is there anything worse than torture?” She laughs but there’s no mirth in her laugh.

“Getting killed?” I offer a side-long glance. She looks at me.

“No, getting killed is bad, but wishing you were dead…that’s what I was most afraid of. It made no sense, though. I mean, why go to all the time and trouble of convincing me to go only to kill me? But I couldn’t stop worrying about it.”

“And now that you know what they’re going to do to you, that’s better?”

“Yeah, it is.” She turns to me again. “I know I was a basket case when I got home, I do. But I liked a lot of it.” She turns to face the windshield again and whispers. “I liked it a lot.”

“And now you have to convince Ashley, Jessica, and Margot, not to mention me?”

“I thought you’d want to see what it’s all about,” she said in a soft voice. “And to keep an eye on your harem.” She smiled.

“Your term, not mine, Heather.” Three years ago, when we did the last of our Sticks and Chicks bachelor parties in Las Vegas with the four of them and twelve guys from Boston, the guys started calling the girls Scott’s Harem, and for some reason, it stuck. Even though I hate it.

“You love it,” she teases. “Admit it. For you, it will be like a week-long porn thing.”

“Uh, huh. I wonder about Ashley, though,” I say to change the subject. “I mean, if she can’t handle a little pet play like tonight, how’s she going to get through a whole week?”

“Well, if she’s not up to it, we’ll need to find someone else,” Heather says in a serious voice. “They want four of us, and you. It’s a package deal, and it’s all or none.”

“What do you mean?”

She looks at me as I pull into the hotel parking lot. “If any of us quit before the end of the week, we all lose out on the bids and stuff. We’ll get expenses and the appearance fee but you know that’s nothing like the money the bid for us.”

“Mostly from the first night,” I remind her as I shut down the engine. We sit in the car for a few seconds in silence, contemplating what’s to come. Then I turn and look at her. “So, getting back to tonight.”

“Yeah, about that,” she says with a look. “I’ll be fine, okay? I don’t want you to interfere unless things really get out of hand.”

I stare at her. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Just don’t interfere unless I tell you to, okay?”

I stare at her for another long, freighted moment.

“Okay, Heather.” I reach for the door handle. “If that’s what you want.”

“It’s what I want, Scott.”

“Same safeword as usual?”

She just looks at me. “Yes. But if I don’t use it…”

I nod without comment.

We exit my car and go into the lobby of the hotel. We check in and the clerk recognizes us because we’re here a lot. I’ve cleared our use of the suite with the hotel management – and provided some entertainment for private parties, gratis – so we don’t have anything to worry about from that angle. Once we’re checked in, I hand Heather the handle to her rolling whore kit and head for the bar. I check my phone and wave to her as she heads for the elevator. I’m trying to stay cool but it’s tough. I didn’t see this guy as being weird when he was with Ashley the first time, so he’s already proven that he can surprise me. I just have to be firm with him, I tell myself for the third or fourth time.

I’ve had guys like this before, who get off on treating attractive women like shit, whores in particular. It’s like they’re getting back at all the pretty girls who wouldn’t give them the time of day over the years, and now that they’re paying a pretty girl for her time, they think the sky’s the limit. Anything their filthy little minds dream up is fair game because they’re forking over the cash. I’ll never understand how Heather did this on her own for as long as she did. I’m just glad she doesn’t have to do that anymore.

I take a seat at the bar and order a club soda; no alcohol for me when I’m running security for one of my girls. I drink a hell of a lot less now than I used to because with all the women I’m pimping for – there’s no other word for it, really – I don’t have enough free time to indulge. I can’t remember the last time I got hammered, not that I used to do it all that often but, come on. I’m young and I like a drink or three once in a while. It’s probably good for me that I’m hardly drinking these days but it’s not a lot of fun. I keep telling myself that I need to cull the herd or something. Yeah, that sounded bad even to me. But I seem to lose a girl every couple of months, either because she’s tired or gets into a relationship with someone who wouldn’t understand. All I would need to do is not replace the ones I lose.

But then Heather hooks me up with another one of her IG model friends and I take them for a test drive and I’m right back to being fully staffed. Or overstaffed, depending on how you look at it.

Take the girl she told me about the other day, Jillian. She’s a strawberry blonde from Modesto who is a dead ringer for a young Jessica Chastain. She’s been whoring for about six months and she’s killing herself trying to do all the work alone. She jumped at the chance to offload the logistics to me and my support staff. In addition to Kyle who fills in on dates when I’m double-booked, I’ve also got two middle-aged women I’ve never met who manage all the IG and other social media accounts for me. I take a set fee from each date for my services and Jill didn’t bat an eye when I told her how it works, she was so relieved to get help from someone she could trust.

And then she fucked me to seal the deal.

As I said, life is good for a pimp for IG models.

“Hey, Scott,” our john for the evening, Andrew, says as he approaches me at the bar. “Sorry, I’m late. Traffic was unreal tonight.”

“Yeah, no problem,” I tell him as I motion for him to sit down and hold my hand up to catch the bartender’s attention.

“I don’t need anything, really,” he says as he hovers next to the barstool without sitting. “I’d rather get upstairs if it’s all the same to you.”

“That’s okay, Andrew,” I tell him and nod at the stool. He sits, reluctantly. “We need to talk first.”

“We already had the talk, man,” he whines, making my teeth hurt. Now I remember why I didn’t like this guy.

“Well, you changed things up on your second date with Ashley so we need to talk again, okay?” I’m not really asking and he gets the message. It helps that I’m six-four and could snap him like a twig. He orders a scotch and soda and frowns.

“Look, the clock doesn’t start until we get upstairs, okay?” He nods and tries to look like he’s doing me a favor.

“Sure, what’s on your mind?” he says as the bartender serves him and he sips his drink.

I turn to face him and sit up straight so that I’m looking down on him. He gives me a look like he’s wondering if this was all a big mistake but I smile and he relaxes slightly.

“Andrew, we’re all adults here,” I begin. “And more than anything, we want you to get what you’re looking for, okay?” I give him my standard talk about the girls being human beings, not to be trifled with and I’m there to make sure nothing goes wrong. He almost pisses me off by looking bored and eventually annoyed but I’m used to it. I even get it. There’s a beautiful woman a few floors up who is ready to do all sorts of sordid things just to please a guy that under normal circumstances – because there’s nothing normal about what’s about to happen – wouldn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell with a girl like Heather.

But as I said, I get it. Time to wrap things up.

“So I just want to make this real easy for you, Andrew,” I stage whisper as I lean close. “You’ve got some requirements. I get it. Heather gets it. She’s okay with it. But if for any reason she decides she’s not okay with it, it stops. Immediately. No ifs, ands, or buts. No questions asked, And no refunds. She’s here to fuck you.

“Heather knows about the collar and the dog bowl, just to be clear. She is more or less okay with the other shit, so it’s okay, just don’t go overboard. Here’s the bottom line though – she’s down to fuck and that’s what you’re really paying for. The rest is all the cherry on the sundae. You’re paying for the sundae. Which, by the way, now is a perfect time to get that out of the way, okay?”

He snaps to attention, pulls the ubiquitous envelope out of his back pocket, and hands it to me. I slide it into my pocket without opening it – I’ll count it in the privacy of our room and I’ve never been shorted in three years of doing this. I doubt that Andrew will ruin my streak.

“Okay, man,” I say as I stand up and push my barstool in. “Let’s go.”

~ Heather ~

I’m already in the hotel bedroom when I hear the door to the hotel suite open. I’ve been anxiously waiting for Scott to bring Andrew up. I heard about Andrew and his rather aggressive kinks. Ashley had given me the gossip but with limited details but the fact is she’ll never be with him again. When Scott approached me, I was nervous, but also… intrigued. I was curious – why did Ashley stop?  What horrors did Andrew enjoy? Part of me was nervous for sure, but part of me was…intrigued.  

The two men enter the hotel room and I hear them banter. That’s when I open the bedroom door and walk into the living room, revealing myself to my newest john.  

“Fuck…. I was hoping it was you,” Andrew says as he stands up. His face lights up like it’s Christmas morning. “Fuck, this is my lucky day,” he continues.  

“Hi Andrew, I’m Heather,” I cordially introduce myself. “I’m happy to finally meet you.”    

“Oh, I know who you are, Heather99. I’ve followed you for many, many years,” Andrew admits. I can see Scott’s face, smirking, knowing the cruelty and suffering Andrew is about to unleash on me. 

I take his hand and walk him to the sofa across from where Scott is already sitting. I like to have my client see Scott one more time before we disappear into the bedroom just to reinforce the fact of his presence. It’s such a comfort having him there that I want to show him off a bit, I guess. 

“I’ve heard so many things about you,” I say. “I must say that you’re quite kinky.” 

He just smiles. It’s not a warm smile, though. 

“Can I get you something to drink?” I ask as I motion towards the minibar. He’s still staring at my body as he shakes his head.  

“I’m not interested in drinking, Heather, but be a good girl and go get my bag and bring it here to me,” he says with a bit of menace in his tone. 

I smile and rise from my place on the sofa, then I circle behind it to retrieve his bag. I glance at Scott and raise an eyebrow when I’m behind Andrew, but although Scott sees my expression, he doesn’t react to it.  

During this, Andrew pulls out his phone and starts typing. What could he be doing? A little smirk emerges.   

“Here you go,” I tell Andrew as I deposit his small black roller bag on the sofa next to him. He immediately unzips and opens it. I crane my neck to peek at the contents when he turns to look at me.  

“Take off all of your clothes except for your shoes, Heather,” he orders me. I step back and unzip the back of my dress, letting it fall to my high heels. I’m completely nude underneath, as Andrew revels in looking at an Instagram model’s body. A whore’s body. 

“Let’s start with the collar,” he says as he stands up and shows me a thick black collar, the kind of thing you’d only see on a huge breed of dog like a Great Dane or an English Mastiff. I turn my back to him and hold my long blond hair up with both hands so he can affix the collar to my neck. How many notches will Andrew choose? 3? 4? No, 5. It’s extremely tight and restrictive around my throat but I can breathe. I can live with it. 

“And now for the leash,” he says as he turns back to the bag and extracts a braided leather leash that sends a chill down my spine when he connects the clip to my collar. The sound of the leash, clinking against the metal of the leash – a little jingle – a pet jingle as Andrew starts to exert his control over me through his leash. A tug, a pull. A stern but silent command for my attention.   

“Now, I hope you’re open to this sort of thing, Heather99,” he says when he turns back to his bag and extracts a long tail, perhaps in the style of a collie or a golden retriever. He holds it up to show me how he plans to attach it to my body – there’s a butt plug on the end of it.  

Andrew’s other hand is all over me now, petting me. Massaging me. Prepping me. I had heard about his extreme pet play kinks. The dog bowls, the lapping of water. The degradation. But I hadn’t expected a long-tail anal plug.   

I will do my best to be his obedient whore.   

Andrew grips the tail just behind the plug and moves it towards my mouth.   

“Now your friend Ashley did not enjoy this part. But I have a feeling you’ll be better behaved than her,” Andrew says. “We’ll need to lube this up Heather99, so open your mouth for me.”   

Somewhat reluctantly, but with my belly clenching at how degraded this is making me feel, I open my mouth and Andrew inserts the plug between my lips. My eyes never leave his as I suck on the plug just enough to wet it.   

I wonder – was this tail in Ashley’s ass? Did Andrew clean the plug? Did he purposefully ass-to-mouth me with this dog tail? It doesn’t matter now as he’s spinning the anal plug around in my mouth, lubricating it with my saliva. My belly clenches hard. Again. 

“Now turn around and bend over,” he says after he extracts the plug from my mouth. I do as I’m told and he adds, “Spread your cheeks for me.” 

As I do so, he inserts the plug into my asshole smoothly and with minimal discomfort. I stand up and he smiles. As I stand up, he grabs my pussy and feels how soaking wet I already am.  He’s playing with my clit as he now faces me.  We’re staring into each other’s eyes. He’s still completely dressed while I’m naked, wearing only a collar and leash, a dog tail, and luxury designer high heels.   

“Now, get you your knees for me, you fucking whore,” he says with such intensity and determination it takes me by surprise. I ease myself down and get another thrill as my ‘tail’ brushes the backs of my legs. The feeling of the hair on my skin is both new and demeaning, I decide. I’ve never ‘worn’ a tail before but I like it. I like it a lot. 

I’m soon in doggy-style position, my hands and knees on the floor. Ass and tail high in the air.  Andrew’s tugging at my collar with the leash.   

“Now, you’re a fucking dog. You’re not allowed to speak or talk. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Andre-“ 

“NO, bad dog!” As he pulls on my leash and tugs me closer to his feet. “You’re NOT allowed to talk! Do you understand?!” He grabs a fistful of my long blonde hair and pulls my face to his.   

I’m so startled by all of this. Shocked. Scared. Curious. Wet. Intrigued. This is so degrading and I’m loving it. 

I respond silently, looking up at him with my big blue eyes. I’m just frozen. And just staring up at him. I suppose Andrew took that as a ‘yes’ of an obedient Instagram whore, just learning her new role. 

“Now let’s get some privacy,” Andrew said out loud. He grabs the loop on the end of the leash and leads me between the coffee table and the sofa into the bedroom.  I crawl along on my hands and knees with some discomfort, not too bad, but I won’t be able to keep this up for long. The floor is hardwood and my knees are already beginning to balk at the abuse I’m inflicting on them. The abuse Andrew is inflicting on them. 

As he leads me by the leash, Andrew stops by his bag.  He picks up a dog bowl. I look back at Scott, who’s just sitting there, witnessing this. Then, with a sharp tug of the leash, Andrew pulls my neck to him, getting my attention. As he leads his whore into the bedroom, he closes the door behind me. Not all the way - he leaves it open enough so that Scott can still see. 

“Undo my pants, Heather99,” he orders me and I sit back on my thighs and reach for his belt. I slowly unbuckle his belt, unzip him, and pull down his pants and boxers. Andrew’s cock springs to life, this massive, thick cock. Fuck. He is big. I wait for further instructions but I know where this is going. We all know where this is going.  

His constant use of my IG name annoys and excites me, another slight in a long line of demeaning and degrading slights thus far, just a few minutes into our allotted time together.    

“Let’s position the bowl,” he says as he moves it under my head as he tugs on the leash to bring my mouth to his penis. I reach for his shaft and balls with my hands but he backs away from me.  

“NO!. No hands. Only your mouth,” he yells at me.   

He then pulls on my leash and offers me his erection. I take it into my mouth with my hands on the floor this time. He eases forward and gags me – he’s gagging me with slightly more than half of his shaft in my mouth.  

“Now, I want you to keep your hands on the floor, Heather99,” he tells me as he grabs a handful of my hair and begins to face fuck me for real for several drawn-out seconds. I let him but he’s battering the back of my throat hard and I feel myself about to retch when he drops the leash, grabs my head with both hands, and presses my face into his crotch. 

I know this move all too well – some men just love to see if they can force a highly-paid IG model-turned-whore to vomit on their dick and the dog bowl is perfectly positioned to catch anything I lose, which happens faster than I can react. I retch and heave into the bowl as he lets go of my head, his ultimate objective being achieved.  

I don’t come close to filling the bowl but just deposit a modest amount of mostly bile and drool. I cough and sputter, then spit the last of it into the bowl before I look up at him. He’s smiling as he stands over me. I keep my eyes locked on his and there is such cruelty in them, I feel like I know what’s coming. I don’t like it – I hate it, in fact. 

“You know what I want,” he says with an evil smile. “Don’t you, Heather99?”  

I don’t say a word. I just keep my eyes on his.  

“Go on, lick it up.”  

I look down at the bowl and it is disgusting. It smells worse than it looks, too. I look away and take a deep breath, snap my head to the side to move my hair out of the way. Then I stick my face in the bowl. I lap at the goo, careful not to dip my face into it as I do so, but Andrew is ready for my tepid attempts to humiliate myself.  

He steps on the back of my head and forces my face into the slime. I barely shut my eyes in time but my nose is soaked and my makeup is ruined. Why that matters to me I have no idea. 

“Heather,” Andrew says from above, almost like the voice of God. “I want you to lick it up.”  

I want to look up at him, to show him that I know what he wants and that I’m willing to do it, but I know that to just keep my head down and do as I’m told will be so much more humiliating, so much more demeaning.  

So much more degrading.  

I lower my face into the bowl.  

It is beyond disgusting but I lap it up and almost clean the bowl. I don’t know how long it takes, but it must have taken a long time because I’m not quite finished when we all hear a knock at the door.  

“Room service,” a voice calls out from the hallway—a male voice.  

What? Holy fucking shit! Apparently, Andrew ordered room service while I was getting his bag. 

“Be there in a sec,” Andrew calls out in reply and he lifts his trousers and buckles his belt before he strides to the bedroom door and pulls it open. I hear a room service cart is wheeled into the living room but no one speaks – Scott must have let the server in.      

As Andrew starts to walk out of the bedroom, I try to stay behind to hide from the shame. But Andrew grips the leash and practically drags me out. Revealing an Instagram whore being dragged out by her throat on her hands and knees while wearing a tail plugged into her asshole. 

The thought of being in this position – naked, collared, leashed, tailed, on my hands and knees – when room service arrives hits me fast and hard, making my face heat up and my pussy wetter than it already is. I look at Scott but since I remain silent, he does as well.  

Now I get it. The food isn’t for Andrew. It’s for me.  

Andrew says, “Heather, look at what I ordered for you.” 

I don’t look up. I can’t look up. 

“Heather,” he says in a stern voice. “Look at what I ordered for you.”  

I look up. The look on the server’s face, an innocent-looking young man with acne goes from shock to horror. I look at Andrew. He’s holding a plate with one hand and the cover with the other as if I’d won a prize. “Come here, Heather.” He lowers the plate so I can see it. He ordered me potato salad.  

“Sir?” the server manages to ask. “Will there be anything else, sir?”  

Andrew ignores the server. 

“Heather, bring me your bowl.”  

I crawl back into the bedroom, pick up the bowl with one hand and crawl to hand it to him in the living room. He dumps the potato salad into the bowl and uses a fork from the cart to mix it with the remnants that are left of the slime. 

The server leaves quickly and Andrew commands me to sit. Sit for obedience. Sit for his dominance. Sit for my dinner.   

Then he puts down the dog bowl full of my bile but mixed into this horrible meal.   

“Okay,” Andrew says.   

I look up at him, my eyes begging him not to do this.   

“Okay,” Andrew says more sternly.   

I turn and look at Scott, silently hoping he would step in. Andrew then tugs on the leash, and I snap back to his attention.   

“Okay,” says with this finality to it.   

And I bend down and start eating out of the dog bowl. Scott is just looking on, watching. Admiring?   

“So Scott, when’s the last time Heather has been fucked?” Andrew asks Scott.   

“Huh?  What do you mean?” Scott replies. 

“Well, you’re this whore’s pimp, right?  When was the last time she got fucked?” Andrew asks in a stern, impatient tone.  I’m just eating the food slowly out of the bowl, eavesdropping on their conversation. 

“15 days. 15 days, Andrew. It’s been 15 days since our last client meeting,” Scott answers.   

“Wow, you fucking whore. 15 days. That must be a long time for you” Andrew smirks.  “I mean a million followers, you must get all of the guys’ cocks hard.” 

I say nothing but continue to eat like a dog from a bowl. My face is a mess but I don’t dare do anything about it.    

“Scott, how much to fuck her raw?” Andrew asks. 

I look up from my dog bowl, shocked and surprised that he would ask that.  But Andrew notices and uses the bottom of his shoe to force my face down into the bowl.   

“No Andrew, she doesn’t fuck raw. No chance,” Scott replies. 

“Come on, Scott. Every whore has her price. Even this exquisite beauty of a whore. Name her price,” Andrew demands as I'm gasping for air as his shoe is still on top of my head. 

I could tell that Scott didn’t want to indulge this freak. I manage to turn my head towards Scott. Potato salad on my face and all. There is a part of me that just wants to yell out my safety word. A word that would stop all of this. Scott and I know the routine. If I object to anything, I would say my safety word, and everything stops. Full stop, end of scene.   

As we made eye contact, I think Scott was waiting for me to say it. To finally stop this madness.  But in those few moments, a silent understanding materializes. I choose not to say it. Scott gives me plenty of time to object, to protest.  But I don’t say it. I let it continue. And Scott makes his own realization. 

“Andrew, she doesn’t do raw, so you’ll be the first”, Scott says. “It’ll have to be triple the cost.” 

“Wow, first time, huh?” Andrew says, astonished.  “Well, well, you are the expensive Instagram whore. Fine, triple it is.” Andrew walks toward his bag, pulling me on all fours behind me.  He pulls out a wad of cash and hands it to Scott.  “There’s plenty there, trust me.”   

Scott then tugs and pulls me back to the bedroom. I crawl on the floor. My knees are killing me now. I turn my head back to see Scott counting out the cash. And with that, the door slowly closes, fully. As I look up at Andrew, towering over me. who is about to fuck me raw. 

“Get on the bed, Heather.  On all fours, like you are now.” I’m somewhat relieved as my knees are killing me. As I climb on the bed, Andrew finally lets go of the leash.  He’s unbuckling his belt and removes his pants and boxers.  His massive cock springs up.  Raw and unprotected. 

Andrew climbs onto the bed behind me.  My ass is still plugged with the dog tail.  Andrew rips it out of my ass, with utter disregard for my comfort. Fuck, that hurt.   

Then I could feel his belt. The leather. The cold metal. The dominance.   

“You’re a different whore, Heather, you know that?” Andrew asked in a taunting kind of way.  “Your other Instagram whore friends couldn’t handle me. But you’re different.” 

I could feel Andrew’s cock head press against my pussy lips.  I am burning with anticipation. He wraps his belt around my waist, tightening the loops. He’s using it like a harness and holding on now.   

“They couldn’t satisfy me. Too timid. Too nice. But you’re different than them. You like this shit, don’t you? What a fucking whore. You do like this shit, don’t you?” he berates me as he starts sliding into me. I feel his size and I gasp and begin to hyperventilate. Prepping myself for this raw fucking that he paid for. That he bought. 

“I’m going to take it out on you. Whatever they couldn’t do, you’ll be doing. I paid for you, you whore,”  Andrew says maniacally. And with that, Andrew slid his long thick cock, his raw cock, inside of me. 

Outside the room, Scott is still counting the cash. And as soon as Andrew slides all the way in, I just yell out in ecstasy. Moans and shrieks. So loud that Scott could hear them through the closed bedroom door.  
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~ Scott ~

I should go back and explain the event that Heather mentioned, the first Sticks and Chicks bachelor party in Las Vegas. The one where she and her three friends were christened “Scott’s harem.”

I’d been running my golf promotion for about a year and business was taking off. I was getting inquiries and referrals from all over the country for golf lessons with my IG models when a guy from Boston reached out to see if I would meet him in Vegas for his best friend’s bachelor party. I didn’t know if he knew about the availability of sex but I figured we could just play it by ear when we got there. I hadn’t been mixing my two businesses much at that point – Heather had only recently told me about her whoring after I set her up with Lex. Still, I was excited about the cross-marketing possibilities of combining golf, IG models, and sex.

Very excited.

I also figured that the Vegas bachelor party would be the perfect place to try out my new plan even though I was unsure how to go about it. Should I tell Gary, the guy who reached out to me in the first place that not only would I provide eye candy for him and his pals on the golf course but also whores for the party afterward? Or should I wait until they arrive with no expectations? I asked Heather how she thought I should handle it.

“I’d wait if I were you,” she said almost immediately. I smiled – the girl had a knack for the sex business, no question. But I played along for fun and to get her reasoning.

“Why? Why not tell him in advance so he could tell the rest of the crew?”

“You can do whatever you like but I just think springing it on them once they’re here and a little inebriated makes all the more likely they’ll jump at the chance.”

“What if they don’t bring enough cash with them to pay for sex?”

She deadpanned me. “Seriously? A bachelor party in Vegas? You don’t think they’ll have a ton of cash on them or easy access to get more once they know we’ll fuck them?”

“Well, you make an excellent point,” I said.

So I didn’t tell Gary about my IG model whore side hustle. I just gave him the name of the course where we blocked out six tee times for him and his buddies along with extra carts for me and the girls. I was excited and nervous – this was a new wrinkle and my first time cross-marketing but I saw a huge upside if it worked.

It worked, by the way.

Boy, did it work.

“This is Heather,” I told Gary when they arrived at the course already three sheets to the wind at eleven o’clock in the morning that Saturday. I’d paid through the nose to get the tee times in a prime spot on the weekend and I was charging them accordingly, so I knew they had plenty of money. I told the girls to dress as sexily as possible without getting arrested and they came through. Heather was wearing a tight white golf shirt that was low cut and highlighted her cleavage and her thin body, an obscenely short golf skirt that would have been illegal were she not wearing thick panties under it, and in a brilliant move I didn’t see coming, stilettos with these special gizmos on the heels that prevented them from sinking into the grass. She couldn’t walk on the greens but that was a small price to pay for seeing a golf babe in three-inch heels on the course.

“And this is Ashley, Jessica, and Margot,” I said to the salivating golfers to introduce the other girls. Each of them was dressed in similar attire as Heather, although none of them quite as good, and the guys wasted no time expressing their appreciation. We piled into the golf carts and headed out to the first tee for my first-ever Sticks and Chicks bachelor party round of golf.

The girls had already been accompanying me on golf lessons for a few months, Heather for close to a year, so they had their flirty patter down and by the end of the round, I knew I had them. When we all went into the clubhouse for drinks after the round, I pulled Gary aside.

“What are your plans for the rest of the evening?” I asked. He had been drinking less than the rest of his crew so at least we could have a reasonably sober conversation. He looked at me with no expectations of what I was about to tell him, which was pretty funny to me.

“We’ve got a huge suite booked at the Sands,” he said as he kept eyeing Heather at the table with the groom. “Any chance you and your harem might want to join us?”

I looked at him. “My harem?”

“Yeah, that’s what we decided we’re calling the girls. Scott’s harem. You like it? It’s all yours.” He laughed at his own joke.

“Cute,” I deadpanned. “Yeah, about tonight,” I began but he was still laughing and drooling over Heather. “I can bring the girls to your suite if you want me to.”

His head snapped around. “Seriously?”

“Serious as a heart attack,” I said softly. “But they don’t come cheap.” He stared at me as if I had two heads. “If you want a full girlfriend experience.”

“Like, for real?” he almost shouted. I shushed him and he looked around. “Like the series?”

The third season of the TV series, The Girlfriend Experience, had just aired on Starz and even though it wasn’t a huge hit I knew the guys who were into escorts loved that show.

“Yeah, something like that,” I said.

“How much is this going to cost?” he asked, suddenly all serious.

“We’ll work it out,” I said. “But they usually get $1500 an hour for sex.”

“No shit?” His face fell. “I’m not sure everyone can swing that. We’re not trust funders or anything like that.”

“Well, let me know and I’ll talk to the girls.”

“We’re planning on going to a strip club after this,” he said while looking at Heather again. “Any chance they might want to come along?”

“That depends,” I said. “If there’s a reason for us to stick around, otherwise we’ll be heading back to LA after this.”

“No, don’t leave. I’ll talk to the guys and we’ll figure something out.” He hustled away and I caught Heather’s attention. I waved her over.

“So, it seems you have an admirer,” I told her and she gave me a look.

“Gary? Yeah, he’s been hanging around me all day. Does he want to book me? Tonight?”

“Maybe. But they’re going to a strip club first. Any interest in tagging along?”

She looked at me and then at the group which was making an awful racket in the restaurant attached to the clubhouse. “Yeah, that sounds like fun, actually.” She looked at me again. “Maybe we can get a private room at one of the clubs and have a little competition.”

“Seriously?” I just stared at her. There was a side of Heather I had no idea existed at that point.

“I’ve never been to a strip club,” she said in an offhanded tone. “It sounds like fun.”

I shrugged. “Alrighty, then.”

~ Heather ~

When the golfers piled into their rental cars to head back to the hotel, the other girls and I rode with Scott because he hadn’t been drinking. Luckily, no one got killed on the way – I think the boys all had designated drivers but I couldn’t vouch for how sober they were.

We agreed to follow the partiers back to their hotel and use their suite to change into our party outfits. Scott had told us to pack something appropriate on the off-chance that we’d be doing more than the Chicks and Sticks outing. I had a strong feeling we’d be spending the night but nothing was set in stone, according to Scott.

“We’ll go to the strip club and play it by ear,” he said in the SUV he rented for the trip from LA to Vegas. “If they want to make a night of it, safe to assume you’re all in?” he asked all four of us.

By that time, Ashley and Jessica had been using Scott’s services to run their whoring calendars for about six months but Margot had only recently signed on with him as her defacto pimp. She was the least enthusiastic about the prospect of spending the night in Vegas but she didn’t put up too much of a fuss.

“What if they only want Heather or just the rest of you?” she half-whined on the ride to the casino.

“I wouldn’t worry about it, Margot,” Scott said in a reassuring tone. “But if it comes to that, I’ll drive you to the airport myself and you can catch a late flight back to LA.”

She sniffed but thanked Scott.

“Are you serious?” I asked her with my mouth hanging open. “Nobody’s going home tonight. No chance in hell.” I laughed, as did Jessica and Ashley. They’d been doing this long enough to know that once a guy got it in his head that he might fuck you, there was no way he’d let any of us get away. He’d move heaven and earth, or beg, borrow, or steal the money needed to fuck one of us. Or all of us.

“Is this going to turn into an orgy or something?” Margot asked, still focused on what she didn’t like about our coming evening.

“I doubt it,” Scott said. “They don’t all have that kind of money and I didn’t presell it that way, either. I left it with Gary that you were available for an hour or the night but it would cost $1000 an hour per dick. We’ll let them sort it out but my guess is none of you will end up with more than one guy.”

“Pity,” I said in a snarky tone.

“Is that a fact?” Ashley asked with some snark of her own. “Been there, done that, Heather?”

“Not with clients, but, yeah,” I said with a sly smile.

“Come on, girlfriend,” Jessica chimed in. “Spill some tea.”

“Let’s just say that I’ve been, what’s the word?” I asked Scott. He smirked.

“Airtight?”

“Get out of town,” Ashley screamed. “You’ve been holding out on me? I want some details and I want them right now.”

“We’re here,” Scott said as he pulled into the driveway in front of the Sands. I told Ashley I’d give her details later and she made me swear to follow through, then we followed the boys to the elevators. They seemed to have sobered up slightly on the short ride from the course but they were still loud and boisterous.

“Do we know where we’re going?” I asked Scott and he nodded.

“I booked a private room at the Spearmint Rhino so we’re good. We’ll get a few strippers to start things off and then you all can join in whenever.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said, smiling. “Will we get to see the main room before we go to the private room?” I wanted to get the full strip club experience.

“Sure, I don’t see why not,” Scott said. He was always so accommodating.

Half of the guys piled into one elevator and they insisted Ashley and I join them, so we squeezed in. I wasn’t surprised to find hands all over my ass while we waited for the doors to close but I turned and warned them with a look to keep it clean while we were still out in public. They were quick to apologize but it set the tone, I hoped, for the rest of the evening.

Once we got into their suite, which had four bedrooms and a bunch of sofas in the large living room, I grabbed my carry-on from Scott, dragged Ashley and the others into one of the bedrooms, and locked the door.

“Let’s keep them on a string until later,” I said and everyone agreed. There was no reason to give anything away, I reasoned.

Scott had prepared us for the possibility of a side trip to the strip club so all of us packed what I thought of as the classic stripper outfit, which is much like the classic whore outfit – matching bra and panties, garter belt, and thigh highs, but with one addition – clear stripper heels. A ton of makeup was added – after just a bit during the golf round – and all of that was topped with a sexy dress that would be easy to remove on stage if that’s what it came to, which I assumed it would. I was super excited - my first strip club experience and I’d be doing my first strip tease.

Well, my first strip tease in front of a bunch of people I wasn’t about to fuck.

Once all of us girls were made up and dressed to kill, we made a grand entrance into the living room to the whoops and hollers of the guys. It was a great way to start things off. I was trying to signal to Scott that we should get going when Gary pulled me aside.

“I just want to make sure I get a shot at you later, Heather,” he whispered. I knew what he meant but I decided to give him a hard time anyway.

“A shot at me?” I asked in a ‘what do you think I am?’ tone. He almost had a heart attack.

“No, I only meant…” he hurried to explain when I touched his arm and smiled.

“It’s fine, Gary,” I cooed. “I know what you meant.” I slipped my hand down to his crotch and gave his dick a little squeeze. His expression went from horrified to shock, then to a knowing and excited smile.

“Yeah,” he said and I kissed his cheek leaving a telltale bit of lipstick behind. He didn’t wipe it away.

During the elevator ride down to the main floor the guys got handsy again but this time I didn’t stop them. I was already in my stripper outfit which was pretty much the same as my whore outfit and my mindset had changed completely from when I was in my golf babe outfit. I guess the old saying is true – the clothes make the woman. I let them pat and caress my ass but when one of them pinched me, I turned and gave them all a look.

“Fuck, Pete,” someone said to the apparent perpetrator. “Have some fucking respect.”

Everyone laughed. “Respect? She’s a fucking…” Pete started but someone punched his arm.

“Don’t fucking go there, dude!” the guy who punched him yelled in a thick Boston accent. “Just don’t fucking go there.”

I turned to face the door again and let them sort it all out. Luckily, we arrived at the main floor a few seconds later. We did a posse walk through the lobby and out to a pair of vans that had the name of the strip club on them and I smiled – this bit of planning had Scott written all over it. We piled into the vans, girls on guys' laps and I prayed that we didn’t roll the van on the way over.

Spoiler alert - we didn’t roll the van.

The strip club was a lot bigger and nicer than I had expected. I later found out that the Spearmint Rhino is one of the biggest strip clubs in town if not the whole country, but in any event, I was blown away. The main room was enormous with six stages and a girl dancing on each one of them. I was blown away by the crowd, too. There were men everywhere and scantily clad women circulating among them offering table dances, I also found out later. I was impressed by how beautiful the women were. I don’t know why I was surprised by that but I was.

“This is one of the top clubs in the country,” Scott explained. “They get a higher level of talent than most clubs even here in Vegas.”

“Everyone strips?” I asked, looking at the cocktail waitresses who didn’t look like they could get out of their uniforms if their lives depended on it.

“No, the waitresses just serve food and drinks.”

“And that guy?” I motioned to a huge man standing against one of the walls. “He’s a bouncer?”

“Right,” Scott said. He pointed at another guy by a sign for the VIP room. “Him too.”

“What happens in the VIP room?” I asked, innocently, playing it up. Scott laughed and gave me a look that said, you’re kidding, right?

“Yeah, just about anything you want to have happen from what I understand.”

“So, you’ve never been in there?” I asked. “Or one just like it at another club?”

“They’re all different, depending on who manages the club and what they’re willing to allow. From what I’ve heard, things have gotten a lot looser over the last few years.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“Just a lot more boundary-pushing,” he said. “Used to be, you couldn’t get away with anything. No touching the girls on the stage or out here on the floor in the main room. Now, the strippers complain that the guys get really handsy and management doesn’t give a shit. But I don’t know about here, that’s just the vibe at strip clubs in general.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, not knowing how that applied to us. “Are they going to enforce the rules in the private room?”

One of the guys who looked like he was in charge came over just then and whispered something in Scott’s ear, then he walked away. Scott motioned for us to follow the guy.

“We’re about to find out. Our room is ready.”

The room was fairly small – I found out later it was the smallest private room they offered – but it was big enough to accommodate our group. The walls were lined with faux leather black bench seating and there was a small stage with no pole – thank god! – in one corner of the room. I wasn’t ready to get on stage yet so I sat in Gary’s lap which he appreciated. A pair of servers in the standard uniforms we saw out on the main floor took drink orders from everyone and when they disappeared, the music started playing and four dancers entered the room.

They took one look at us and I thought we were going to have a small catfight on our hands.

But Scott stepped in quickly and explained what he had in mind to the dancers and they looked like they would grudgingly go along with his plan, which began with the four of them walking around the room while gyrating as much as they could in the tight quarters before they all squeezed onto the small stage. I could see this wasn’t going to work so I stood up from Gary’s lap and took Scott aside.

“Why don’t we each dance with one of them, two at a time, and you know…” I gave him a look and he said he’d ask. He waved the dancer who seemed to be taking the lead and whispered my plan in her ear. She looked at him skeptically but nodded. Scott waved me over.

“Gina, this is Heather,” he introduced us and we climbed onto the stage once the other dancers had vacated. I was nervous but excited when the first number began and Gina looked at me, making it obvious that I should follow her lead.

“I hope you’re wearing a G-string because full nudity isn’t allowed,” she whispered as she leaned close. I gave her a nod and she gave me a tight smile back.

Progress, I thought to myself with a tight smile of my own.

We danced and stripped together but my dress was harder to get out of than I expected on the small stage so Gina helped me which turned out to be hot as hell. I followed her lead and quickly realized there was a pattern to how a dancer became a stripper over a three-song set. You dance the first number with all of your clothes on and tease the shit out of the guys. You lose the dress or whatever you’re wearing over your underthings during the second number and save the big reveal of removing your bra during the third and final number. Gina and I wound up pressing our breasts together and kissing to finish the third number which sent the men into a near frenzy.

The rest of the evening went on similarly as I watched the other dancers and my three partners repeat the same performance Gina and I had done. Near the end of the fourth set, I took Scott aside.

“What do you say we do a little auction of our own tonight?” I asked so only he could hear.

“Meaning?”

“Remember what I told you about the first night in Dubai?” His eyes lit up.

“Really? You think?”

“I think it would be interesting,” I said with an innocent smile.

“Okay, I’ll tell the dancers it’s time for them to go.” Which he did. They weren’t thrilled at being dismissed but I didn’t care. I was ready to get on with it.

“So, we’re going to do something a little out of the ordinary tonight,” Scott announced to the guys. They listened as carefully as their inebriated brains would allow and then I led Ashley by the hand to the stage. I waved at Jessica and Margot to join us.

When I came home from Dubai, I’d explained how the first night worked. The operators had each of the girls walk down a long catwalk between two rows of men much like the typical fashion show while the MC talked about her. He gave all sorts of information  – too much, really – including her full name and hometown, how many IG followers she had, and the sexual acts she would be willing to perform with the winning bidder that night. The bidding would then start and each girl, by the end of the night, found out where she stood compared to everyone else there. It was unexpected, completely degrading, and hot as hell. I fucking loved it. But then, I came out on top.

Scott acted as MC for our little auction and although he wasn’t as informative about our personal information as the MC in Dubai was, he gave the guys just enough to encourage them to bid for our services for the rest of the evening. The girls were shocked at the proceedings even though I’d told them all what happened in Dubai. Somehow going through it was a lot more intense than just hearing about it.

I went last, by mutual agreement between me and Scott, and the bidding was, shall we say, spirited. The culmination for me was when Gary teamed up with one of his buddies to offer a joint bid which only meant one thing – I would have to fuck both of them that night.

Which was fine with me.

“This will be my first time with two clients at once,” I told Gary and his friend Paul when we closed the door to one of the bedrooms in the suite. The other girls had all been won at auction by one guy – all of the ‘losers’ would be sleeping in the living room. I told Gary to lock the door of our bedroom, which he did.

“How do you want me?” I asked seductively. I felt self-conscious on the stage at the strip club, out of my element. Here, in the privacy of a luxe hotel room, I knew exactly what I was doing. I’d only been whoring for a couple of years but I fucked a lot of johns in that time.

But now I had two guys who were dying to fuck me.

“What do you mean?” Paul asked. Gary shot him a look.

“She means do we want her one at a time or together,” he said with a sarcastic tone, but then he looked at me for approval.

“Exactly,” I said as I stepped between them and caressed their cheeks. “You can spit roast me, double penetration, or a simple train, one after the other. Whatever you like. You paid top dollar for me, after all.”

We’d had to make a quick stop at the ATM on the way into the casino so everyone could come up with the cash to pay Scott once we got to the room. He handled it all like a consummate professional, taking and counting the money before giving us the nod that everything was in order and we were good to go. Or good to fuck.

I was being paid ten thousand dollars between Gary and Paul for the evening so as far as I was concerned, the sky was the limit. And I wanted to make it clear to them that I was every bit as excited as they were for my first paid threesome.

Well, maybe not quite as excited as they were.

“Maybe we could start with me on my knees?” I suggested when they stood there practically mute.

“Yeah, let’s do that,” Paul said, relieved to be told what to do.

“Let’s get you a cushion for your knees, Heather,” Gary said with a puppy dog look.

“Ever the gentleman,” I said as I leaned in and kissed him. “I love that.”

Paul finally acted and grabbed a pillow from the bed but Gary overruled him. “Let’s use a couch cushion.” He tossed one on the floor and reached for his belt but I stopped him. As I sunk to my knees at his feet I looked up into his eyes.

“I’ll do that for you,” I whispered as I undid his belt.

As Paul watched I extracted Gary’s dick from his pants. It was average size but nice and hard and leaking precum which didn’t surprise me in the least. Young men especially are so quick with, well, everything when they fuck their first whore. We’d already established on the ride back to the hotel as I was sitting in Gary’s lap in the van that I would be his first. That’s when I confided to him that he would be my first, although didn’t explain it right away. Only after he gave me a puzzled look did I explain that I’d never entertained two clients at once before and how excited I was to have my first paid threesome. That pleased him no end.

I sucked Gary’s dick for just a few seconds before I turned to Paul and liberated his dick from his pants. He was just as average, just as hard, and just as eager for me to wrap my tongue around his head, which I did. He moaned most satisfyingly.

“You have any issues with us cumming in your mouth, Heather?” Gary asked as I sucked Paul. “Because I don’t think either of us is going to last much longer if you keep this up.”

I took Paul’s dick out of my mouth and studied it for a second before I reached for Gary’s dick with my other hand. “I wish you would, to be honest. That way you’ll last so much longer when you fuck me.” I leaned toward Gary and licked the additional drop of precum that had leaked from his hole as I was sucking Paul.

“Fuck, this is so fucking amazing,” he said to no one in particular. “So fucking amazing.”

“Why don’t you both cum in my mouth and then we’ll move to the bed,” I said as I reached back to grab the stems of my clear stripper heels. Gary took over immediately and grabbed my hair. He fucked my mouth aggressively for a few seconds before he spurted down my throat. I swallowed and turned to Paul who lasted an even shorter time before he unloaded in my mouth. I was careful to swallow it all. I know how much that means to most johns, having a whore who swallows and I’m a whore who takes pride in her work.

I reached for Gary’s hand to have him help me up from the cushion, which he did. But he surprised me when he pulled me close to kiss me right after I swallowed Paul’s load. I gave him a look.

“Yeah, I know,” he whispered. “I just always wanted to do that.”

“Would you like to lick my pussy, too?” I asked and he nodded enthusiastically. “You understand, of course, that I don’t ever let a client cum in my pussy, right?”

“How much extra would it cost to cum in your pussy?” Paul asked suddenly.

“Dude,” Gary said, clearly astonished. “What the fuck?”

“Everyone has a price,” he said with a slightly menacing tone that thrilled me, not gonna lie.

“How much do you have?” I asked impetuously. I never do this but my belly was clenching so fucking hard. And I hadn’t had a drop of alcohol all day. What the fuck? I wondered.

“How much will it take to skip the condoms altogether?” He was dead serious.

I stared at him. “You can’t withdraw that much from an ATM in one day.” I knew there were limits but I didn’t know what they were.

“I’ll get it wired to the casino,” he said. “No problem.”

“Tonight?” I asked, wondering if that was even possible and what I’d do if it was.

“No problem.” He was serious. He pulled on his pants and practically sprinted out of the room.

I turned to Gary. “Is he that rich?”

“He’s the one guy in the group that can pull it off,” he said as he walked towards me. “But I’d love to take you up on that offer.”

I looked at him. “You want to lick my pussy?”

He gave me an embarrassed smile. “I’d love that.”

I climbed onto the bed and pulled off my G-string, then I ran my finger up my cleft and licked it while I maintained eye contact with him. He was almost drooling as he climbed between my thighs and practically buried his nose in my cunt.

“Whoa, there, big fella,” I said as I pulled away from him. “Girls are really sensitive down there so treat it delicately, with respect, okay?”

He looked embarrassed again but then a thought seemed to occur to him. “Even whores?”

I gave him a stern look. “Just because I fuck men for money doesn’t mean I’m any different from any other woman.”

“Really?” he asked leaning into his disrespect. “Come on, Heather. I’ll bet you’ve got some stories you could tell.”

I had to give him credit – in a few short minutes he’d figured out how to press my buttons.

“Tell you what, Gary,” I said as I spread my legs for him again. “You make me cum and I’ll tell you a really good story.”

He gave me a knowing look and he maintained eye contact, just as I had done with him a few minutes ago. He licked me gently this time and I closed my eyes and leaned back. He was good. Not great but not bad by any means. And when I began moaning in earnest, he almost got there. I came a couple of minutes later.

Gary crawled up the bed to take me in his arms as if I were his girlfriend, a gesture I greatly appreciated. Aftercare is an underutilized and underappreciated art in the prostitution game in my opinion. We cuddled wordlessly for several delicious minutes.

But when he shifted slightly I realized it was time for me to make good on my promise of a story. A good story. A good whore story.

“A few months ago,” I began as we were lying naked on the bed, “I had a client who wanted me to go with him to a party as his date.”

“No sex?” Gary asked as he brushed the back of his fingers across my nipples. I shuddered with excitement, at the feeling he was eliciting from me and remembering that night.

“Not at first,” I said. “Anyway, he picked my outfit from my whore kit.”

“You have a whore kit?”

“Yeah, a carry-on I bring with me. It has sexy lingerie and toys in it.”

“Did you bring it here?” he asked as he slipped his hand down to my pussy. “Fuck, you’re wet,” he added.

“This story always gets me wet.” I arched my back before I pushed his hand away. “Let me tell the story, okay?”

He nodded. “So, what did the guy have you wear to this party?”

“An outfit that made it obvious to everyone there what I was,” I whispered.

“That must have been humiliating,” he offered.

“So humiliating,” I agreed. “I loved it.” I looked at him.

“You like that kind of thing?”

I nodded. Just then, Paul came back from the casino’s cashier. With cash. A lot of cash.

“So, I got twenty grand,” he said, barely able to contain his excitement. “That’ll be enough, right?” I nodded again.

“Hey, man. I owe you,” Gary said.

“Don’t worry about it,” Paul said as he stripped off his clothes. “So, what happens now?” His dick was erect again when he exposed it.

“Hey, get this,” Gary said with a look at me. “She likes to be humiliated.”

“I’m more into being degraded,” I told him and then looked at Gary.

“What else do you like?” Paul asked. “DP?”

I smiled. “I love DP.”

So that’s what we did.

The next morning I had their cum leaking out of both of my holes. I was lying between them when I realized Gary was awake and staring at me.

“What?” I asked.

“I just love looking at you,” he whispered. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”

“You were good last night. Really good.”

He blushed. “You’re too kind.”

“No, really. That’s not easy, what we did.”

“First time for me. Not for you, I assume?”

“No, not for me. But that was my first time with clients. Which makes it different somehow.”

“I was thinking about that,” he said as he sat up. Paul was snoring softly.

“About what?” I asked. He looked at me and smiled.

“About how you like to be humiliated. And I have a suggestion for you.” He looked away as if he was suddenly embarrassed. But I was intrigued.

“You mean, a way for me to humiliate myself?”

“Yeah.”

“Go on.”

“So, I was reading this post on Reddit about a girl who decided to go to the red light district in Amsterdam to work as a window girl. She did four nights in the window and fucked around twenty guys a night for $50 each.”

My belly clenched hard. “Must have been a short time with each one.”

“Yeah, just fifteen minutes. So, really quick.”

“Why did she do it?” I was fascinated.

“She wanted to see what it would be like. I don’t get it but that’s what she said.” He looked at me. “I guess you can relate more than I can.”

“I guess,” I allowed. I wasn’t sure where he was going.

“Not that I disapprove, far from it. I can’t believe I got to be with you and if prostitution is the only way that happens, I’m all for it. It’s just not something I can wrap my head around.”

“Okay.” I’m a little less on edge.

“But when you told me last night that you like to be humiliated, I got to thinking about that girl in the window.” He gave me a look. I knew that look.

“Yeah, I like the ‘being on display’ aspect of it.” I did. A lot.

“That’s what I figured. And then to offer to lose the condom for a few pounds? How demeaning is that?”

I looked at him. “You really put some thought into this, didn’t you?”

He looked sheepish all of a sudden. “Yeah, I guess I did.”

“No, that’s fine. I get it.”

“You do? Because I don’t mean any disrespect.”

I gave him a look. “Really? I think that’s exactly what you mean.”

He looked away and smiled. “Yeah, that’s true. But you’re such a contrast in unexpected ways. You’re this super cool, gorgeous model who’s willing to do what we did last night. It’s so hot. That’s the only way I can explain it.”

“And Amsterdam? That’s hot?”

“Don’t you think so?” He gave me a look.

“No, yeah. I think it’s totally hot.”

“So you’ll think about doing it?”

“Maybe.”


7

~ Scott ~

I had been working with Heather for about a month or so when I got it in my head that she was someone I’d like to get to know better. A lot better. We hit off on the golf course from the first time I used her for Sticks and Chicks and every time she worked that promotion with me I was more and more impressed with her. She was funny, personable, great with my students, and a joy to work with.

And fucking gorgeous. I mean, seriously gorgeous. I could understand why she went into modeling.

So I asked her out.

Which didn’t go well.

“I’m really busy, Scott,” she said at first. The standard brush-off when a good-looking woman wants to let you down easy. I’d had decent luck with women in that regard – I’m 6’4”, decent-looking in a clean-cut way, in good shape, and I can walk and chew gum at the same time. I wasn’t Ryan Reynolds material, or even Ryan Gosling, but I got my share of women.

Heather was in a whole different league from where I was used to playing, however. I knew it was a risk when I decided to ask her out from a couple of different perspectives. First, I was risking my fledgling new promotion which I relied on for my livelihood. I had already gotten enough clients to need a second model when Heather couldn’t make it but I didn’t want to lose Heather either. She was just too good for business. The old expression, ‘Don’t shit where you eat’ came to mind more than once.

Second, she was gorgeous. Have I mentioned that before? I mean, I’d only been in LA a few years at that point but that was plenty of time to get used to the different scale in Tinseltown. Never heard of that before? Let me explain.

I grew up in Omaha, Nebraska and I went to college in Lubbock, Texas. The women, girls really as I was in high school at the time, were all of a certain type. Omaha is a nice place, decent size city, with some culture, but it’s a million miles from everywhere except for Iowa, Kansas, and the eastern half of Nebraska. Farm country, in other words. The girls are not exactly sophisticated, or even stylish. Lots of denim, plaid shirts, and shit-kicker boots. Hardly any crop tops, miniskirts, or stilettos to be found.

Lubbock was better. It’s in Texas for one thing, and a college town. Yeah, I know, so is Omaha, but Texas Tech has got a bit more going for it than the University of Nebraska because, well, you get the picture. So I saw a noticeable difference between the girls in high school and college coeds, which brings me to my point in all this.

The Location Adjusted Scale.

Let me explain. Even if there are slim pickings in Omaha, there are still nines and tens to be had. They’re just few and far between. Miles. Sorry, but it’s true.

But an Omaha 10 is equal to a Lubbock 8. That’s unfortunate but true. Good-looking women in Texas, even in the panhandle, are just more plentiful than in Nebraska. Sorry, ladies.

But then I moved to Florida to try my luck on the rabbit tour and golf glory. And quickly discovered that a Lubbock 10 is about equal to a Tampa 7. Florida, for all its reputation for weirdness, is still a paradise when it comes to the ladies. It’s got what they’re looking for, not to be too crass about it. Beaches. Money. Great weather. A budding fashion industry. A budding porn industry. Money. Palm trees.

Did I mention money?

Anyway, great-looking women are drawn to places like Miami and Palm Beach. Even Tampa and Ft. Lauderdale get their share of babes moving down from the frozen north, the dingy East Coast, and the Rust Belt. And yes, even Nebraska.

So, according to my patent-pending, proprietary but universally acknowledged  Location Adusted Scale for rating women, a Palm Beach 8 is better-looking than any woman in Lubbock, better-looking than any woman who ever lived in Omaha, and quite intimidating even to a guy like me who never had any trouble getting laid in high school or college.

See where I’m going with this?

So, when I finally landed in LA, I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. The Location Adjusted Scale of Hotness, or LASH, was off the charts. The first few months I lived in LA I had whiplash from all the incredible-looking women walking around as if they had nowhere else to be because, why not? They were trying to be movie stars, TV stars, influencers, dancers, and who-knows-what-else.

And models.

New York might be the fashion capital of the US but LA is a close second and the LASH ratings are off the charts, let me tell you. For months, I was intimidated by all the raw talent. I took my shots but I got shot down way more often than ever before because, let’s face it. An Omaha 10 is an LA 3. Sad, but true.

So I wasn’t too surprised when Heather shot me down at first. I knew the score, how the game was played, all that shit. I didn’t slink off to lick my wounds – by that time I was a hardened veteran of one of the most competitive dating scenes on the planet, so I took her brush-off like a man and gave her a shrug and a crooked smile and we went back to being friends.

But I didn’t give up.

My college golf coach drilled into me the power of persistence. He had dozens of memes and slogans about how you can’t quit when the going gets tough, the tough get going, and all that happy horseshit, but we won a conference championship with that goofy shit. It works.

So I asked Heather out again.

And she said yes.

~ Heather ~

The first time Scott asked me out, I was tempted to say yes. I’d been through a few bad breakups and was not feeling great about myself, though. And I was really getting busy with my whoring and my modeling careers. It just felt like I didn’t have the time or the inclination for a personal relationship. I liked Scott but I didn’t want to screw up what we had with his business, either. So I turned him down while wondering if he’d take it personally.

Of course, he didn’t.

I was impressed that my rejection didn’t affect our business relationship at all. He kept booking me for Sticks and Chicks gigs – he said I was always his first choice and I believed him – and I said yes whenever I didn’t have a conflict. I always had a good time on the golf course, even when the students turned out to be duds which wasn’t that often. But bantering and flirting with Scott all day was loads of fun and I never regretted spending the day with him.

But I began to regret turning him down for a date.

So I ramped up the flirting one day on the course to get him to ask me out again. He didn’t know about my whoring at that point so I think he was surprised at how blatant I was being, touching his arm, smiling suggestively when his students weren’t looking, and dropping all kinds of double-entendre hints. By the end of the round, he still hadn’t picked up enough on all of the signals I was giving him and I figured I’d missed my chance with him.

Which bummed me out. Scott was a good-looking guy – six-four, lean, chiseled jaw, a high and tight hairstyle that really suited him, and he had big hands. I’d been with enough guys in my private and new professional sex life to know that big hands aren’t a guarantee of a big dick, but often enough it’s a really good indicator. Plus, Scott had that big-dick energy, or confidence, maybe because we were on a golf course and he’s an excellent golfer. Or maybe because he was the teacher and his students looked up to him even if they were older and more successful in life. But whatever it was, I just kept wondering if I’d made a huge mistake turning him down.

Finally that day, after his students left and I was about to get into my car, I gave him one more shot. I didn’t come right out and tell him to ask me out again but my body language could not have been clearer – I all but threw myself at him.

“So, you want to grab some dinner?” he finally said.

I didn’t play coy.

We had a great time at dinner which was almost a continuation of the flirting we’d done on the course, so when it was time to say goodnight I asked him back to my place and he leaped at the invitation.

“I wasn’t sure this was in the cards tonight,” he said when I was unlocking the door to my apartment.

“Well, a girl can change her mind, you know,” I said with another coy smile.

Once inside, we didn’t tear each other’s clothes off as soon as the door closed, much to my surprise and disappointment. If anything, Scott was too respectful and it fell to me to initiate by leaning into him as we sat on the sofa in my tiny living room. I kissed him and he kissed me back, and it was nice but there were no fireworks. We did move to the bedroom and he undressed me and I watched him undress from my bed and he kissed me again and he made love to me and it was – nice. Nothing less but nothing more – nice.

It was a couple of weeks before our schedules allowed us an opportunity to connect again, which I have to admit was another disappointment for me. I was used to guys I was interested in and even sleeping with to move heaven and earth to sleep with me every chance they got. But that wasn’t the case with Scott. We talked on the phone now and then but I quickly discovered that Scott is not big on texting, at least, not with me, and if I didn’t initiate communication – in the same vein as when I initiated sex – it just didn’t happen. So we went out a couple more times and had sex as well but as I said before, no fireworks.

Finally, we talked. And we decided that the time wasn’t right for us, we were too busy with our careers, yada, yada, yada. We went back to having a strictly business relationship.

Well, a mostly business relationship.

Which was fine.
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~ Scott ~

I’m meeting the girls, all four of them, at the marina for the yacht party. I already told them that this was not a sex party. I was contacted by the agent of one of the athletes who was throwing the party, an end-of-the-season, we-didn’t-make-the-playoffs distraction for a small part of the team. What I didn’t tell the girls was that the players at the party would all be black, while all the models, of which they were only a small part, were all white.

Race play is still a thing in this day and age.

“Hey, Marshall,” I say as I come aboard. I wasn’t sure if the girls had arrived or not but when I look around I didn’t see them so I assumed Heather was driving and they would be fashionably late. Which makes sense – that girl loves to make a dramatic entrance. “Nice boat.”

“Thanks, Scott,” the starting wide receiver says. We’ve played golf together in a couple of local pro-ams that are a regular thing around LA and got to know each other when he signed on for one of the few Sticks and Chicks outings I did this year. Heather was the entertainment for his lesson but as far as I know, nothing happened beyond golf although I got the impression at the time that Heather would have been fine with tossing him a freebie.

I stayed out of it.

“I really appreciate you coming through for me on such short notice,” Marshall adds as he walks me to the bar. Even the bartenders are good-looking white women and I give my friend a side-long glance when she turns to grab a glass. He smiles and nods.

“Looks like quite a party,” I tell him when the blonde bartender hands me my drink and we stroll to the middle of the deck. The music is loud and the guests are already grinding on each other even though we haven’t left the dock yet. Typically for these types of parties, we cruise out into the open sea but not so far that the shoreline disappears. We will likely cruise around for a few hours before steaming back to the dock in the wee hours of the morning. I expect that Marshall will avail himself of one of the staterooms and I’ll be shocked if Heather doesn’t spend the night with him.

Not that I have a problem with that. Heather and I are strictly casual. Anything else would make no sense at all.

“So your harem is coming separate from you?” Marshall asks and I wince slightly. I don’t tell him how much I hate that word – he is a paying customer in addition to becoming a personal friend. But I’m surprised he even knows about it.

“Yeah, I had other business to take care of, so…” I explain without really explaining. “Where did you hear about the harem?” I ask against my better judgment.

“Oh, Heather told me to ask for that when I called her agency,” he says without batting an eye. I had no idea she was marketing her and her friends in her modeling business although this party kind of straddles those two worlds. I can’t imagine that a fashion booker would give two shits about Scott’s Harem so I don’t pursue it with Marshall. I might bring it up with Heather but probably not. This is supposed to be a party, after all.

“Have you been hitting the links since the season ended?” I ask but Marshall is laser-focused on something going on behind me. I turn to see the girls making their way – carefully, all of them in four-inch stilettos – down the gangway. They are dressed to kill in tight dresses, hair done to perfection, and heavy on the makeup, not what you would expect for an evening cruise but image is everything in their world, and mine. I might not be pimping them out tonight but you never know how things might go down the road.

“Fucking hell,” Marshall whispers so that only I can hear as he watches the girls come aboard. “How do you do it, man?” he asks but I know it’s strictly rhetorical. I get that question a lot. And I am fine with it.

“It’s a bitch of a job but somebody’s got to do it, right?” I ask and he grins without taking his eyes off of the girls as a crowd of football players gather around them. They aren’t the only models on board but they are the best of the bunch, in my completely unbiased opinion. And Heather, in her skin-tight gray leather minidress and windblown blonde hair giving her a just-fucked look even though as far as I know it’s been at least two days since anyone fucked her, is the focus of everyone’s attention.

“Hey, let’s get a picture,” Marshall says as he walks away from me and cuts through the crowd. I watch him direct the girls, who are used to taking orders when it comes to this sort of thing, to line up at the railing for everyone to pull out their phones and preserve the scene, if not for posterity than at least for an IG post, Heather leaning seductively against a low wall, Ashley in a blue dress with her hand on her hip, Jessica sitting on a stool and Margot standing with her back to the cameras looking over her shoulder like the IG model-slash-whore only I know she is. They all are.

[image: ]

Scott’s Harem. I’m beginning to like that phrase.

Or maybe Scott’s Insta-Harem.

I like that even better.

~ Heather ~

After the photos are taken, I latch on to Marshall’s arm with no intention of letting go until morning. I don’t think he minds as he’s got a big-ass smile on his gorgeous face, as do I. I’ve been looking forward to this event ever since I found out he was the one organizing it.

I met Marshall at one of Scott’s lessons a few months ago and I’ve been waiting to hear from him ever since. I’ve been with enough athletes, both in my personal life and in a professional capacity, to know that they almost always bring an extra something special to the table, or the bed, I should say. Being in excellent shape, being world-class athletes, and being incredibly entitled their whole lives gives them an edge that I just love. I know it’s an acquired taste and might not appeal to everyone, but it sure as hell appeals to me.

“I was wondering if I’d ever hear from you,” I say with a fake frown as I lean in and whisper in Marshall’s ear. “What took you so long?”

“Hard to put something like this together during the season, babe,” he says without missing a beat. “But I been thinking about you, no lie.”

“Well, you didn’t have to rent a yacht, you know,” I tell him. He gives me a look and shrugs.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” he adds with another smile.

I’m skirting a fine line here, making it clear I was open to a call without implying to overtly that if the call came through Scott it would be a guaranteed date. Since I took on whoring as a second career, dating in my personal life has taken on a decidedly different feel for me. I’m so used to being paid to fuck that when I’m not paid it feels unsatisfying no matter how good the sex turns out to be.

“Want something to drink?” Marshall asks and we go to the bar together. I glance at my friends and they’re all talking or dancing with other athletes and clearly having fun. It’s good to get out with them as a group once in a while, I decide.

“Vodka rocks,” I tell the female bartender who gives me a look. I smile and ignore the fact that she’s shooting daggers at me for being with Marshall who is one of the stars of the team, apparently. I don’t follow football but everyone seems to defer to him and not just because he organized the party.

“Want to go somewhere we can be alone?” he asks after he gets his drink. I smile and nod. The boat is pulling away from the dock and I wouldn’t mind spending most of the time we’re at sea in a cabin with a guy I’ve been thinking and wondering about for months. It’s the first time in a while I remember getting excited about the prospect of unpaid sex. Which should give me pause, I guess, but I’ll think about that later.

We walk down the stairs to the lower level and he walks me as if he knows exactly where he’s going to the front of the boat and what has to be one of the main bedrooms. It’s extremely well appointed with art on the walls and a king-size bed that looks inviting as hell when Marshall wraps his arms around my waist. The first thing I notice about him is how hard he is, not just where it counts but all over. His entire body is molded like concrete, in stark contrast to most of my clients, many of whom have gone soft or worse as they age. At my price per hour, it’s unusual for a guy who can afford me to be close to my age. I doubt if Marshall is more than a year or two older than I am and I can feel the difference.

“I’ve been thinking about this for the whole season,” he whispers as he takes me in his strong arms and kisses me, gently at first but with quickly building passion. I wrap my hands around his head as his hands travel down my back to my ass and he pulls me to him. His cock feels amazing. In my shoes, I’m almost as tall as he is so it’s positioned high against my belly. I want to lose my shoes but I know how guys love to fuck me while I’m wearing weapons on my feet so I keep them on.

“I have to see you naked, Heather,” he whispers when we come up for air. I smile and turn my back to him so he can lower the zipper on my dress. He does so slowly, sensually, and I’m impressed – some men, especially the younger ones, are always so eager, too eager – but Marshall takes his sweet time.

The dress peels away from my body and I let it fall to the floor. I turn back to face him and reach for his hand to step out of it. I’m wearing sexy panties and thigh-high stockings so I step back for him to look at me, which he does. As he rakes my body with his eyes, my belly clenches. I sometimes forget how good it feels to just be a woman with a man and not a fantasy, an IG model bought and paid for. This is different and once in a while, I savor the difference.

“Let’s get you out of those clothes,” I tell him as I step around my dress and tug his shirt over his head. He is fucking gorgeous! Black, ripped, hairless, with broad shoulders and a flat belly. I unbuckle his belt as slowly as he lowered my zipper and he appreciates the gesture, his smile so beautiful on his handsome-as-fuck face. I love it when he smiles at me.

I open his pants and his cock springs free. It too is fucking gorgeous, not too big, nice and thick, and hard as a cock can get. Young men – gotta love ‘em. I offer my hand for him to help me go to my knees in my heels and he gets it without me having to explain it to him. When I’m on my knees I lick his dick slowly while looking up at him. He keeps his hands at his side as I reach to take his balls and shaft in my hands and swirl my tongue around his black helmet which is so perfect as I suck it into my mouth, he smiles and fuck this is the way sex should be.

“Would you like to cum in my mouth, Marshall?” I ask between licks and kisses. I’m hoping he won’t but I’m fine if he does. I have a strong suspicion that he will recover quickly and I’m content to spend the entire night fucking him.

“I’d rather fuck that gorgeous pussy, Heather. I’ve waited too long to fuck you.” He helps me up and I walk slowly, sexily to the bed while he takes off his shoes and pants. When I’m positioned on the bed, still wearing my stilettos and propped up on my elbow, I look at him and he is a magnificent specimen of manhood, his cock at attention, his body that of a black god, his seriousness about what is about to go down just too perfect for words. He climbs onto the bed next to me and I spread my legs and arms to accept him. We kiss again and grind against each other, my nipples so hard it’s almost painful but in the best way possible, my pussy so wet I’m dying for him to fuck me. I pull him on top of me and he reaches down to guide his cock into my cunt and it feels so fucking good. So fucking good.

He takes his time, thank god, and fucks me with long, satisfying strokes, mashing my clit with his pubic bone and stretching my vagina the way I love it. After a bit of pain, as I adjust to his length and delicious girth, we settle into a perfect rhythm as if we’ve been fucking for months or even years. It’s so good, so right. I fucking love this.

“Goddamn, you’re amazing, Heather,” he whispers as he fucks me.

“You feel so fucking good, Marshall,” I respond as I bite his ear. “So fucking good.”

“I should put on a condom,” he says and I shake my head.

“I’m on the pill and I’d love it if you came inside me,” I tell him throwing caution to the wind. “I almost wish I wasn’t and you could get me pregnant, but I am on the pill, Marshall, so just fuck me until you cum in me.”

Which he does.

Repeatedly.
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~ Scott ~

Not long after I started working with Heather and her whoring business, she came to me with a shy smile which was unusual for her. She’s an outgoing woman who knows how beautiful she is and what she can do with it, so I was intrigued.

“What’s up?” I asked when she seemed tongue-tied.

“I have a favor to ask,” she said in a small voice, also unusual.

“Name it.”

“You remember your student, Lex?” she said, peeking at me through her eyelashes.

“The porn star? Sure I do. He’s not the kind of guy you forget.” I waited for Heather to continue but she was still shy about it. “What, you want to see him again? Fine by me.” We were sleeping together on occasion at that point but it wasn’t going anywhere. I was still confused about why this was so hard for her. “Is that it?” I prodded her.

“Well, that’s kind of it,” she said as if she was going to blush. A blushing whore is a rare thing, let me tell you.

“Okay,” I said as I let her find her footing on her own.

“And you remember his friend, Javon?” she said so softly I could barely hear her.

“Yeah, vaguely.” I became friends with Lex as he got serious about his golf game and took several lessons with me, lessons that didn’t include Heather or any of the other models I was working with. But Javon was a one-time deal and I never saw him again.

“Well, I was thinking…”

“Just spell it out for me, Heather.” I wasn’t pissed but I was getting close.

“Okay, fine,” she said with a huff. “I want a real porn star experience. I’d like to see Lex and Javon again.”

I blinked. “Okay, no problem. I’ll give Lex a call.”

“But I want one more thing.”

“Name it.”

“I want them to bring another guy with them.”

Oh, okay. Now I get it. “So, you want three guys at once?”

“Yes.”

“All porn stars?”

“Yes.”

“All of them black?”

“Well, that’s not as important but…”

I side-eyed her. “Come on, Heather. If that’s what you want, I’m not going to judge you and neither is Lex. Just say it.”

She stared at me for a long moment. I cocked an eyebrow and she softened.

“Okay, then. Yeah. I want the third guy to be black, too.”

“I’ll make the call.”

~ Heather ~

I arrived at the hotel room that Scott usually booked for my whore dates with butterflies doing loops in my stomach. I was arriving fashionably late which I never do but this wasn’t a paid engagement. This was for me and me alone.

Well, that’s not quite true. Three guys would get to fuck me, an IG model with over a million followers, but they were all used to fucking beautiful women in their day jobs, so for the first time in a while I was feeling things I hadn’t felt in years – nervous, inadequate, insecure.

And totally turned on.

Scott had assured me that Lex would take care of things and that he knew exactly what I was looking for. I imagined that he got these kinds of requests from other women all the time but I still wondered if he knew what I really wanted. I vowed as I stood at the door to the hotel suite that I wouldn’t be shy about making my expectations known.

“Heather,” Lex said when he answered the door. “You look amazing.” He stepped aside to allow me to enter and I smiled despite myself. His deep voice and imposing presence almost short-circuited my brain. I felt empathy for all the men who blanked when they met me for the first time and were overwhelmed by the reality of what was about to happen.

“You remember Javon?” Lex said as we walked into the living room. Javon was standing near the minibar and he looked good, too. Not as tall and ripped as Lex but I remember how well-endowed he was and my belly clenched at the thought of what he was packing.

“Great to see you again, Heather,” Javon said in an equally deep and bone-rattling voice. What is it about black men and how so many of them sound like James Earl Jones as Darth Vader? “Thanks for asking for me, I really appreciate it.”

“My pleasure,” I said in a small voice and he smiled at my unrehearsed double entendre.

“And this is our third for the evening,” Lex said as he pointed at the door to the bedroom. “Come on and meet Heather, Sean.”

I turned to see one of the most famous porn stars ever and almost blushed I was so impressed. I couldn’t believe I had this trio of talent for my little adventure. I would make a point of thanking Scott for setting it up.

“Heather, it’s a real treat to meet you,” Sean said with a million-watt smile. He strode to where I was frozen in place and offered his hand, which I took, and I was so impressed by the size of his… hand. So impressed.

“So, shall we sit for a minute and get to know each other?” Lex said, taking the role of host in a somewhat sarcastic manner. I laughed nervously.

“You want a drink, Heather?” Javon asked. It was all I could do to answer him.

“I’m good,” I said softly.

“I’ll bet,” Sean said with a chuckle as he sat next to me at a respectful distance.

“Okay, let’s get right to the point,” Lex said with a bit of a scold in his tone. Sean raised his hands as if to apologize for being crass. I didn’t mind at all but I didn’t say a word. My mouth was a desert suddenly, which wasn’t going to do at all.

“I’ll have a club soda if that’s not too much trouble,” I said to Javon and he walked back to the minibar.

“So, what’s going to make this memorable for you, Heather? What’s the one thing you want from us without fail?”

I looked at him as I sipped my water and Javon sat next to me. Suddenly, I was surrounded and it felt overwhelming but in a good way. A very good way.

“We usually discuss the tone a director is looking for first off,” Lex went on. “And since you’re the one we’re all here for, you get to set the tone. What kind of scene did you have in mind? Sweet? Rough? What’s your pleasure, so to speak?” He smiled and I was struck again by how great-looking all of them were.

“Do you know what I do, Lex?”

He hesitated for a beat. “The deal with Scott? Chicks and Stick?”

“No, not that,” I said but I wondered if I should even go there.

“The whore thing?” he added casually which made me relax.

“Yeah, that,” I said softly.

“Yeah, we talked about it when I set this up. We’re cool.”

“All of you?” I looked at the two men sitting next to me.

“Sex work is sex work,” Javon said.

“Makes no never mind to me,” Sean said with a shrug and a smile.

“Okay, good,” I said. I took a deep breath. “So, I’m no blushing innocent and I don’t want to be treated like one, okay?”

Lex stared at me. “Sure thing, Heather. How rough do you want us to be?”

I stared back at him. “Well, I don’t want you to put me out of commission or anything, but other than that…” I raised an eyebrow.

“We really need you to say the words, Heather. We usually get it in writing but I don’t think we need to do that tonight. But we don’t want to make any wrong assumptions, either. So, I’ll just list the things we have in mind and you tell me, out loud, what you think about them, okay?”

“Okay, Lex.” I took another sip of my water.

“Anal.”

“Yes.”

“Double penetration.”

“Yes.”

“Airtight.”

“Yes.”

“Spitting.”

“Yes.”

“Slapping.”

“Yes.”

“Just your ass or everywhere?”

“Everywhere.”

“Ass to mouth?”

I took another sip. “Yes.”

“Double vag?”

“Yes.”

“Double anal?”

“Yes.”

“Pissing?”

“No.”

He stopped. “That about cover it?” He looked at the others. They nodded. Then he looked at me again. “What’s your safe word?”

“No safe word,” I whispered.

“Can’t do that, Heather. We’ve got to have a safe word. It’s up to you whether you use it or not and make no mistake; if you don’t, we’re still going to ask you if you’re okay every so often.”

“Okay. Standard safe words, then. Yellow and Red.”

“Yellow means…?”

“Take a break.”

“And Red means…?”

“Stop the scene.”

He stood up. “Sounds good, Heather. We supposed to rip those clothes off of you?” he asked as he began to undress.

“Well, if you tear them off me I won’t have anything to wear home,” I said with a coy smile.

Lex gave me a knowing smile. “How rough do you want this, Heather?”

“I’ll let you know when it’s too much,” I said, then added, “If it’s too much.”

Before I could blink, Sean grabbed a fistful of my hair and dragged me off the couch to my knees. He already had his cock out. He jammed it into my mouth. It wasn’t hard yet but it was still big and thick. I reached for it with my hands but from behind me, Javon grabbed my arms and pulled them behind my back. Sean proceeded to fuck my face. Aggressively.

“Get her up on the couch so we can use her other holes,” Lex said. Sean fucks my mouth hard for a few more seconds before he pulls out and I cough and spit, my chin dripping with slobber already. He dragged me by my hair up onto the couch so that I was leaning on the back cushion with my elbows. My head was hanging over the back and he circled behind the couch as he dragged me into position and jammed his cock down my throat again. Someone, I had no idea who, grabbed my hands and used them to keep me helpless while he inserted his cock in my pussy. It was only when I saw Javon walk behind Sean that I realized it was Lex who was fucking me.

And my god was he fucking me.

“Let’s get her up for a sec so I can get under her,” Javon said when he came back from the kitchen. He had a glass of water in his hand and he offered it to me. I drank it and looked at him gratefully, unable to speak from the pounding Sean had inflicted on my throat.

“All good, Heather?” Lex asked from behind me. He was still in my pussy but he wasn’t fucking me, he was just keeping still. But he felt so fucking good, the length and especially the girth of him just filled me up. I couldn’t wait to get a cock in my ass to go with the one in my pussy.

“Okay, get the lube,” Lex said to Javon who walked away toward the kitchen again.

Sean squatted down behind the couch so our faces were inches apart. “Too rough?” he asked sweetly. I couldn’t believe how concerned they were for my wellbeing. But I appreciated it so much.

“I’m good,” I managed to croak and he smiled. “I’ll get used to you eventually.”

“I doubt it but you’re doing great, Heather,” he said with a crooked smile.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “You doubt it?”

He smiled and laughed. “I’ve never once been deep-throated to my balls, Heather, and a lot of very talented porn stars have tried, so don’t feel bad if you can’t do it either. There are some physical limits in this world.”

I nodded and was unexpectedly relieved. I wanted to take his cock fully down my throat but I knew it was all but impossible. He was just so fucking huge! But another thought occurred to me.

“Can I rimm you?” I asked with a coy smile.

“Fuck yeah,” he said and he turned around to offer me his ass. I love licking a guy’s pucker. It never fails to impress them when I offer, I think because they already feel lucky as fuck to be with an Instagram model. To have her then offer to do something so degrading is just too much.

As I expected, Sean’s ass is clean and I lick around his black pucker before I plunge my tongue as deep into it as it will go. He moans and I get such a thrill I reach for his ass and pull his cheeks apart so I can get even deeper into him, deep enough to get that telltale bitter taste that I always get when I do this no matter how diligently they’ve washed themselves. It's always so fucking degrading and I fucking loved it.

“She’s something else,” Javon said as I suddenly realized the other guys must have been watching as I ate Sean’s ass. “We’ll all get that treatment eventually, right?”

I backed away from Sean and turned to smile at the two black studs watching me from behind. I smiled seductively. “Of course,” I cooed.

“Okay, stand up for us, Heather,” Lex said in that sexy-as-fuck deep voice of his. I backed away from the couch and Javon sat down, his thick black cock sticking straight up. I climbed onto his lap and guided it into my pussy before I settled and sighed.

“Fuck, you’re big,” I whispered and he just smiled.

A few seconds later I felt a cold finger on my asshole and I knew that Lex was lubing my ass so he wouldn’t tear me apart. He inserted one finger, then two, and I moaned. It hurt so good when he added a third finger because he’s got huge hands and I was stretched to my limit. But limits are made to be stretched.

“Almost there, Heather,” he said and I was glad they’d dropped the rough treatment to do my first airtight experience with the care and preparation it required. I’d heard from them at our threesome a few months ago that the girls in porn who take two and even three cocks in their asses have been fully prepped off-camera and have years of experience in some cases. They treated me so well back then that I knew I had to ask them to be with me again. I didn’t charge them, obviously. I almost felt like I should have paid them.

Almost.

“Okay, ready?” Lex said as he nudged my asshole with his erection while Javon’s massive cock sat idle in my pussy.

“I’m as ready as I’ll ever be,” I said as I took a deep breath. He eased into me and I thought I’d be ripped apart until his head finally slid past my sphincter and filled my dark passage. I gasped at the sensation as he eased forward and then back so slowly, so gently, but so much. So much.

“Easy,” I said as he filled me up. He held steady and then pulled back so that his head caught on my ring. Then he pushed forward again and it felt better. Good. Great!

“Oh, my, fucking, god,” I gasped as Lex filled me up.

“I’m in,” he said. I looked over my shoulder.

“No shit!” I said.

“No, I mean I’m all the way in, Heather. You’ve got all of me and all of Javon inside you.”

“No shit,” I gasped.

Sean stepped in front of me. “Ready to go airtight?” he asked with a smirk.

I just opened my mouth as I looked up at him. He eased his cock into me this time and I was almost overwhelmed by the idea and the sensation of what was happening to me. I was stuffed with three huge black cocks. Lex and Javon began fucking me gently as did Sean in my mouth and the idea that these three men were using me as the instrument of their pleasure was so fucking satisfying. That I was the focus of their attention was just as thrilling as the pleasure they were giving me.

“Okay if we ramp things up, Heather?” Lex asked from behind me. I nodded.

“Fuck, she’s damn good for an amateur,” Sean said. I pulled my mouth off his cock.

“Amateur?” I rasped, my throat already sore. “I’m not an amateur.”

“She goes for $1500 an hour, man,” Lex said from behind me.

“No shit?” Sean said as he grabbed my hair and jammed his cock deep in my throat. “Well, then we better get our money’s worth.”

I knew he was kidding.

After a few minutes of all three of them pummelling my holes, Lex pulled out of my ass. I moaned on Sean’s cock.

“Ever done ass-to-mouth, Heather?” he asked and I could hear the smirk in his voice.

I shook my head. I’d heard of it, of course, but in both my personal and professional life so far, no one had asked to do that disgusting, degrading, vile thing to me.

But I had prepared for it just in case, with a thorough cleaning inside and out, including two enemas until the liquid was clear when I expelled it from my body.

“Want to?” Lex asked.

I nodded.

“Sean, want some of this fine ass while I give her a taste?” Lex said. He came around the couch without waiting for an answer. Sean withdrew from my mouth and disappeared behind me, but all I could focus on was Lex’s thick, slick black cock as he showed it to me. I looked up at him and he was indeed smirking.

“What are you waiting for?” I asked with a raspy voice. He nodded and stepped forward. I opened my mouth and he pushed the head between my lips, then deep into my throat. I’d already tasted a bit of shit from Sean’s asshole but this was worse. The taste was bitter and vile and I felt so filthy, so degraded, I almost came on Javon’s cock who had never stopped fucking me. Then I felt Sean at my pucker and he slid home quickly and easily, making me airtight once again but it was so much worse than the first time. So much worse.

I came immediately.

“Fuck, she really loves this,” Javon said from below me. “She’s squeezing the shit out of me.”

“Gentlemen,” Lex intoned. “I’d say we have a real slut on our hands with no restrictions on which holes get used in whatever order we like. I suggest we take full advantage.”

Which they did.

Three hours later, as the men were getting dressed and I just lay on the couch covered in cum and leaking from both of my holes. I was more exhausted than I’d ever been in my life. I had been used and almost abused non-stop with only minor breaks for water and to check my mental well-being. But those three black studs, professional fuckers, fucked me every which way a woman could be fucked and I loved every fucking minute of it.

“How many times did you cum, Heather?” Lex asked as he finished buckling his belt.

“I have no clue,” I whispered, my voice almost gone from all the deepthroating they’d inflicted on me. “None at all.”

“You’re something else, Heather,” Javon said with a smile. “You emptied my balls.”

“Same,” Sean said. “It was a real pleasure.”

“Thanks,” I croaked.

“Yeah,” Lex said. “Anytime you want another go, give me a call.”

“I will,” I whispered as I watched them leave without moving. I couldn’t budge.

I wound up sleeping on the couch, unable to move, covered in cum.

But I felt great. I wanted, more than anything, a true porn star experience.

They certainly gave it to me.
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~ Scott ~

“Thank you all for coming,” I tell my four top IG model-whores, now known, if only to me, as Scott’s Insta-Harem. I usually don’t think of them in those terms but for this meeting…

“Sure thing, big guy,” Jessica says, easily the bubbliest personality in the bunch. “Are you going to fire us or something? This feels ominous.” She laughs again and the others smile.

“It’s about Dubai,” I tell her and she stops laughing. But she’s still smiling.

“Ooo, so serious,” she says with a bit of attitude but I can tell she’s just as nervous as any of them.

“The thing is,” Heather begins, “I was told that they want us to discuss it beforehand. They want you to know what you’re getting into and what you’ll be doing.”

“So?” Margot asks. I have a strong sense that she will be the least of our worries. Ashley is my biggest concern.

“Well,” Heather turns to Margot. “When I was there two years ago, they went to a lot of trouble and expense to fly each girl separately on individual private jets, so we didn’t have any opportunity to talk each other out of it.”

“From what you already told us,” Jessica says. “The last thing they’re worried about is money.”

“True,” Heather admits. “No expenses were spared. It was all first class.”

“To begin with,” I add. “It starts off that way but it doesn’t end up that way.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Ashley asks, looking like a deer in the headlights.

“No, it’s fine,” Heather says with a glance at me. I cock an eyebrow and nod slightly. We talked last night about how she would run this meeting seeing as she’s the only one who’s been through the ordeal and she’s the only one of us in contact with the men who run the operation. Even though I’m invited to see how it all works, I haven’t talked to anyone from Dubai.

“Let’s sit down,” I tell the girls and we move to sit in the living room. We’re in the hotel suite where I usually schedule their whore dates so everyone is more than comfortable with the surroundings because if what Heather has told me is true, this is going to be a difficult conversation.

Very difficult.

When Heather returned from Dubai two years ago after a full week of ‘festivities’ as she called it, she was a basket case. She didn’t talk about it for weeks, even with me, and she spent a ton of time seeing her therapist before she explained what she went through. Even then I felt like I didn’t get the whole story.

That’s what we’re going to do today.

~ Heather ~

“Okay,” I say again as we all take our seats. Margot and Jessica are sitting on one sofa with Ashley and Scott across the coffee table on the other sofa. I’m standing in the middle of the living room looking down at them, all of their faces turned to me. I take a deep breath and let it out.

“Just start, Heather,” Scott tells me and I nod.

“Yeah,” I say mostly to myself. “Let me begin with how they approached me, so you have a feel for the whole process.”

“Yeah, I never did understand how that happened,” Margot says. I give her a look to let her know that I don’t need any distractions but Margot isn’t great at reading the room. She gives me a look that asks, “What?”

I take a breath. “About two years ago, I got a DM through Instagram that at first I thought was the typical garbage DM, you know? At first, I just thought he was a creeper but maybe a potential whore client. So I kept the conversation going just not expecting too much to come of it.”

I take another breath. Everyone just watches me without comment.

“So we kept DMing for a week or so, I don’t really remember. Then he offered me a thousand dollars to take a phone call. I thought he just wanted to flirt and chat with a hot girl, you know the type.” I smile and the girls all nod.

“But they said it would be transferred upfront through Cash App, no questions asked, even if I didn’t take the call. They just wanted me to respond and agree to take the call and they gave me the number.

“Needless to say, I did take the call and it was a man with a slight Middle Eastern accent. He gave me very few details about why he was calling but he was straightforward and cordial. Mostly he just wanted me to agree to a meeting, no sex involved, public setting, for which I’d be paid $3000 via Cash App, same terms as before, upfront, no questions asked.

“Needless to say, I went to the meeting.” I smile and everyone smiles back at me. Everyone except Ashley. She looks grim as fuck.

“I went to the meeting and it was with a woman. She was very put together, very well spoken, no accent at all but she looked like he was Arab or something, dark, very well-dressed, very smooth. She told me she represented a consortium in Dubai that put on a week-long event for models like me, very exclusive, obviously. Invitation only, of course. She said they would pay upwards of six figures for the week but only if I stayed for the entire week. She said that right up front, which did set off all kinds of alarm bells for me but I was intrigued. Not just by the money but by the secrecy. She wouldn’t tell me what was going to happen other than it would involve sex.”

“And that didn’t tell you it was dangerous?” Margot asks. She’s a bit older than the rest of us and she sees herself as wiser in the ways of the world than us, too. But I get what she’s asking.

“Yeah, of course,” I tell her. “But that appealed to me. It gave me a thrill.”

They all just stare at me.

“At that first meeting, I more or less feigned interest. But then I got a modeling gig through my agency for a lingerie shoot, great money, and in the middle of the shoot, the same woman walked in. So I knew right away what was going on.” I pause for effect.

“The guy who arrived with her was obviously the closer. He gave me the hard sell, talked about Dubai like it would be this amazing experience and all. Talked about the money. Didn’t talk about the sex but didn’t deny it, either.”

“Did you know how it would work before you agreed to go?” Jessica asks.

“I didn’t have a clear idea of how it would all work, no,” I admit. “But that made it more intriguing to me.”

“And it was all Arabs, right?” Ashley asks. She seems hung up on the racial angle.

“Yeah, nothing but, as it turned out, but I didn’t know that for a fact going in,” I tell her. “Will that be a problem for you, Ash?”

“It’s okay, Ashley,” Scott says. “We need to know now rather than when it’s too late.”

“Too late?” she asks, suddenly looking stricken with fear.

I glance at Scott who is sitting behind Ashley on the sofa, facing me. She turns to look at him.

“Well, it’s an all-or-nothing deal, Ashley,” I say and she spins her head around to look at me.

“What does that mean, exactly?” Margot asks.

“We’ve been over this,” Scott says.

“Let’s go over it again,” Margot says pointedly.

“If we do this,” I begin, “then we all have to stay for the entire week or we don’t get paid the incentives. We’ll get expenses and a small appearance fee but the big money comes from the auctions.”

“You didn’t know about the auctions when you went the first time, right?” Jessica asks.

I shake my head. “No, I thought I was just going to be on call for the week.”

She goes on. “And when you got there, that’s when they explained it all?”

I look at Scott. “Well, no. Not really.”

“What do you mean?” Ashley asks.

“Well, they started off very high-end, very deluxe. I walked into the dressing room with a whole rack of clothes with my name on it. They used the lingerie shoot in LA to size me and they had all these gowns and dresses ready for me, shoes, whore outfits, everything. Including the lingerie I wore at the shoot in LA. They even had the same HMUA as at the shoot in LA.”

Scott looks puzzled. “HMUA?”

“Hair and makeup artist,” Margot says to him.

“It was like at a wedding,” I add. “When you do a test run with the woman before the actual event.”

“They really planned ahead,” Jessica says.

“It’s a whole process,” I tell her. “A system. Clearly, they were grooming me.”

That word lands like a brick.

“Are we being groomed?” Ashley asks, her eyes on me.

“I guess,” I admit. “Why are you doing this?” I ask her before she can ask me the same question.

“I’m not sure,” she says as she looks down, embarrassed it appears to me. “I guess I’m trying to understand it myself.”

I wait before I turn to Jessica. “What else do you want to know?” Jessica knew me the best of the three of them when I went to Dubai alone and she saw the brunt of what it did to me.

“Well, you were in bad shape when you got back. Why was that, Heather? What didn’t you tell me at the time?”

I nod. “I guess I didn’t expect them to be so good at doing what they clearly set out to do.”

She tilts her head. “What did they set out to do?”

“Break us,” I say softly.

“Us?”

“Me and the other girls who were there with me.”

“How many of the other left before the end?” Margot asks.

“Maybe four?” I offer. “I’m not completely sure.”

“Out of twelve?” Margot asks. “That’s a pretty high fail rate.”

“Only if you consider it a failure if they force someone to leave early,” Jessica says. “They get them to quit and they don’t have to pay them.”

“Is that their goal?” Ashley asks in a small voice. “To make us quit?”

I nod. “I don’t know that for sure, but at times it felt that way.”

“What was so terrible that four girls walked away from a six-figure payout?” Margot asks. “I don’t get it.”

I look at Scott and he nods. I’ve shared more of what happened to me with him than anyone but even he doesn’t know the whole story. It’s time to tell them all as much as I can remember.

“Well, it began, as I said, all really high-end. Fancy clothes, someone for each girl assigned to hair and makeup, just like a high-end shoot. And the first night, we all got dressed up in the most expensive gowns they had for us to do the catwalk like a fashion show.

“While we’re on display, there’s this MC who is describing us to the men in the crowd on both sides of the catwalk. And the men begin bidding for us. I could see from the wings that at least twenty men were bidding but there were only twelve girls, so quite a few of them would be left out.”

“How much were they bidding for,” Jessica asks. “An hour or two?”

“No, with the VIPs that first night we were told upfront that it was going to be for the entire night. They told us that when the show began.”

“But that’s the first you heard about any auction, right?” Scott asks.

“That’s right. I didn’t know anything about the auction until right before it began.”

“But you were okay with it, right?” Jessica asks. Mostly for the benefit of the other girls because she knew that I wouldn’t be okay with it later in the week.

“Yeah, it was fun,” I admit. “It wasn’t fun when some of the girls went for less money but I wasn’t one of those girls.”

“No, of course not,” Jessica adds.

“So, how much did you go for, Heather?” Margot asks. She seems really hung up on the money.

“I got one of the top bids of the night. Fifty-thousand Euros.”

“How much is that in dollars?” Ashley asks.

“About $60,000 at the time,” Scott adds helpfully.

“How much is it now?” Ashley asks.

“A little less than…” Scott says before Margot cuts him off.

“Does it matter?” she almost screams. “It’s over fifty grand for one night.”

“Yeah, but that was part of the problem,” Jessica says. “Right, Heather?”

“Yeah, it was,” I whisper.

“In what way?” Ashley asks, her lip almost trembling.

“Well, when you get paid that much money for one night and you’re scheduled to be there for five nights, your mind just naturally assumes that it’s all going to be like…” I hesitate. “Or maybe more.”

“So,” Margot begins, “you started thinking you might make upwards of a quarter of a million Euros, is that it?”

“Yeah,” I say softly.

“But that’s not the way it turned out,” Jessica says, prompting me.

“No, not at all.”

“What happened?” Ashley asks.

I take another deep breath. “The second night we did another auction but the VIPs weren’t there to bid. It’s a less affluent crowd.”

“How could you tell?” Margot asks.

“They weren’t dressed as nicely and they didn’t have an entourage like the VIPs did the first night. These guys were more like the ones that were part of the entourages.”

“So, they bid less?” Scott asks, more of a prompt since I’ve told him about it before.

“Yeah, a lot less.”

“What did you go for the second night?” Margot asks.

“Twenty-five thousand all together,” I tell her. She looks grim and nods.

Jessica asks, “All together?”

“Yeah,” I tell her. “As soon as the bidding is over, you go off with the guy who won you and fuck him. When he was finished with you they took you back to the prep area and fixed you up to go out on the runway again. I remember I was standing in the wings waiting to go out again with another girl and we look at each like, ‘What the fuck?’ We both thought it would be like the first night but it wasn’t.”

“So how many times did you get auctioned the second night?” Margot asks.

“I think it was five times?” I tell her and Ashley gasps.

Margot asks, “So, each guy who bid on you paid around £5000?”

“That sounds right,” I say.

“And how long did each one have you for?” Jessica asks.

“However long it took him to finish,” I answer. “Some were done in a few minutes, others took more like an hour, maybe more.”

“And nobody used condoms, right?” Ashley asks.

“No, I never once saw a condom the whole week. They said everyone there had been tested like I was before the flight to Dubai.”

“And you tested clean after it was over, right Heather?” Scott asks.

“Yeah,” I whisper. “I was surprised, I’ll admit.”

“What did you do during the day?” Jessica asks.

“Mostly I slept. I think we all did. We each had our own hotel room and they left us alone to recover until the next night, when it all started up again. It got rowdier each night, though.”

“Rowdier? How so?” Jessica asks.

“Just more guys, more drinking, more…” I look at Scott. He nods.

“What?” Ashley asks.

“By the third night things were…different,” I tell her. She nods. “The MC for one. The first night, when he’s describing you for the VIP auction, he’s giving your full name and hometown, and on the screens behind you, there’s your Instagram page with all your photos. It felt pretty invasive. But as the week went on, when you were onstage and he was selling you to the crowd to encourage the bidding, he’d talk about what you were willing to do, sexually. Like while you're walking down the catwalk he’s going on about how you’ll do anal, or ass-to-mouth, that sort of thing.”

“You had to do ATM?” Margot asks, clearly horrified.

“Yeah, they told us to do a double enema before each night’s festivities so we’d be prepared for that.”

“Had you ever done that before, like on a date?” Ashley asks, also looking grim.

“Yeah, I had. One time.”

“And…?” Jessica prompted me.

I gave her a look. “I don’t care how careful you are, you’re never totally clean.” I left it at that and no one asked anymore about it.

“What else did you have to do?” Margot asks.

“You mean once I was bought?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, at one point, I don’t remember which night it was, I was fucking a guy on a bed in a semi-public place off to one side…”

“Semi-public?” Ashley asks. “What does that mean?”

“They had these areas with beds that were screened off by curtains but while I was riding this guy, someone pulled back the curtain and a crowd gathered. They started throwing dollar bills at me while I was riding him and after we were done, they made me pick up all the money. I didn’t even want the money but they insisted, all the while laughing at me. It was so humiliating.” My eyes were filling with tears.

“What if you didn’t do it?” Margot asked.

“I don’t know. By that time, I guess it was later in the week, I just felt like I wanted to get it over with. So I did what I was told.”

Everyone is quiet for a long moment. Finally, Scott clears his throat.

“So, what do we all think? Are we going to do this?”

“I’d like to go,” Margot says quickly as she looks at Ashley.

“Me too,” Jessica chimes in, also looking at Ashley.

“I can’t believe you want to go again, Heather,” Ashley says. “After what they did to you, why do you want to go back?”

I stare at her for an even longer moment. “You have to understand something about me,” I begin with a glance at Scott. “I like being degraded.”

“Clearly,” Margot says with an eye roll. “No offense.”

“No, I get it. I can’t explain it but I get it. It’s ridiculous. But when they were bidding for us on the last night, and we knew they were colluding to keep the bids low just to degrade us, and they’re fucking us and cumming in our pussies, and then they send us back out on the catwalk with cum dripping down our thighs…” I stop and look around. They’re all looking at me in disbelief. “And just a few days ago I went for £50,000. It’s…something.”

Ashley nods. “I kind of get it. It’s weird but I get it. I like that kind of stuff, too. Or I wouldn’t be considering doing it.” She looks around. “If you’ll let me.”

“You need to be sure you can stick it out, Ashley,” Scott says. “It’s all or none.”

“And if I get through it and you fuck it up for us?” Margot almost growls.

“I’ll make it. I will,” Ashley says.

“So, we’re doing this?” I ask.

“We’re doing it,” everyone says together.

I nod and say, “I’ll let them know we’re coming.”
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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