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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

~ Scott ~

Against my better judgment, we’re flying to Dubai for a week of ‘festivities.’

Heather is the only one of us who’s already been there.

She came back nearly broken from her first time.

But now she wants to go back.

She needs to go back.

~ Heather ~

The first time I went to Dubai, I had no idea what I was in for.

I can’t say that now.

Worse yet, I’ve talked my friends into coming with me.

For an all-or-nothing week of…

Well, you’ll just have to read it and see.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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~ Scott ~

“You’re late,” I tell Heather over the phone. “Harvey’s been here for half an hour already.”

She sighs. “I’ll be there when I get there. Besides, I’m coming directly from a shoot and he loves that so tell him, okay?”

“I already did.” I give Harvey a look. We’re sitting in the bar of the hotel I always use for all of my IG models’ whoring dates. They know me here and value all the business I bring them, not to mention the freebies the girls give the manager once a quarter, so I’m not worried about the hotel staff. And Harvey is not a problem, either. He’s as sexually unappealing as they come, even for the super-wealthy – fat, bald, butt-ugly, and from what Heather has told me, hairy as fuck. If he wasn’t able to pay Heather’s overnight rate without batting an eye he’d never in a million years have a snowball’s chance in hell with her, my most beautiful and desirable whore. But that’s the thing about whores – money talks and nobody walks.

“She’s on her way,” I tell him when I click off the call. “She said the shoot went long.”

“So, she’s coming directly from the shoot?” Harvey asks, almost drooling at seeing Heather in full hair and makeup, professionally done for a paid modeling gig. Harvey has made it known over the years that if it’s feasible, he likes to see Heather between modeling gigs, late ones that end just before his date with her, and an early call the next morning. He likes to send her off to her other job with a reminder of what he calls her primary profession.

He always orgasms in her mouth just before she leaves him.

“There she is,” I tell him as I look over his shoulder at the entrance. Heather is a vision – hair piled high on her head and ready to tumble down her back with the pull of a pin. Her makeup is impeccable, too. She’s gorgeous when she rolls out of bed in the morning but after an hour or two being done up by one of the best make-up artists in LA, she looks incredible. Well worth the exorbitant price Harvey will be paying to spend the night with her.

“Sorry I’m late,” she says as she walks towards us. She’s swaying her hips even more than her four-inch stilettos necessitate for Harvey’s benefit and even I feel my dick swell in pants at the sight of her. I hate to leave her with this fat fuck but I also know that she loves the way he makes her feel for reasons that are way beyond my understanding. Heather, for all her otherworldly beauty and elegance, loves being degraded. “Can you ever forgive me, Harvey?” She sidles up to him and kisses his fat cheek, leaving a fresh smear of lipstick that I know she applied for precisely that purpose just seconds ago.

“I’ll leave you two to it,” I tell them as I stand up to pay the bar tab. Harvey is one of Heather’s regulars and gets special treatment, so I don’t spend the night with them in the hotel suite. She’s comfortable with being alone and he’s not stupid enough to fuck things up by doing anything to screw up his sweet arrangement. Even one that’ll cost him ten grand for the night.

“Thanks for everything, Scott,” Heather says as she takes Harvey’s arm.

“Oh, by the way,” I whisper to Heather. “Eli wants to take you to the art gallery opening tomorrow night.”

“At the Balmoral?” she asks, suddenly flushed. “Like the last time?”

“He said he’d bring an outfit for you again if you’re up for it.” I give her a look but I know damn good and well she’ll be up for it. She loves that shit.

“You’ll confirm for me?” she asks as Harvey practically drags her towards the elevators.

“I will,” I call out with a wave. The sight of them – he outweighs her by almost 200 pounds – is as incongruous as it is obscene. That a man like Harvey has any business fucking a girl like Heather is just wrong in so many ways. All except one.

He’s got the cash and he’s willing to spend it.

And she’s willing to take it.

And spread her legs for him.

~ Heather ~

I’m holding on to Harvey for dear life. He’s so deliciously disgusting and if he wasn’t paying five figures to be with me I wouldn’t be caught dead with him. But he is, so I’m his arm candy as we walk through the hotel lobby.

“It’s a damn good thing I’m rich,” he whispers as my heels click on the marble floor. I look at him and smile. He does the same routine with me every time we’re together.

“Why is that?” I ask, playing along.

“Come on, Heather,” he says with an eye roll for the ages. “A beautiful girl like you? With a guy like me? Not in a million years.” He laughs uproariously.

“You’re not so bad, Harvey,” I tell him which is the real point of this routine. He knows just how disgusting he is but he wants me to tell him he’s not. It’s a game he never tires of and, to be honest, I like it, too. I don’t know why but I love fucking this man, but I do love fucking him.

It’s so degrading.

“Why do you do this, Heather?” he asks as we arrive at the elevator bank. A few other couples are waiting for an elevator to arrive and none of them are talking so I’m sure they can hear every word Harvey is saying. Which makes my face color deeply and my pussy twinge hard. “Why do you fuck men like me?”

The other couples look at their feet or the ceiling, unable to believe their ears. I can’t believe it myself. This is beyond the pale, even for Harvey. I look at him with a side-long glance and he’s smiling like the cat who ate the canary. I decide on the spot to give it right back to him.

“Because you’re paying me obscene money to do so, Harvey,” I tell him in just as loud a voice as he used with me. One of the couples has heard and seen enough and they vacate the elevator lobby to avoid riding with a hooker and her john.

“And you’re worth every penny, Heather,” he responds. I’m about to hit him back when the elevator dings and the door opens. We walk into the open car and the other two couples, amazingly enough, follow us inside. The doors close and the car begins its climb to our floor, the last one, of course, according to the buttons pushed.

“May I inquire as to how much you’re paying her?” one of the men, the older one, asks Harvey. His wife elbows him but he ignores her.

“Ten grand, if you can believe it,” Harvey booms in the tiny confines of the elevator.

“For the night?” the older gentleman persists.

“Fuck, yeah,” Harvey guffaws. “You think I’d pay that much for an hour or two? Even for her?” He holds me out for the man to inspect me, which he does. I blush hard despite myself.

The elevator dings and the doors open. The other couple, who have been silent until now, exit quickly and we wait for the doors to close. The man who asked about my fee keeps eyeing me up and down to his wife’s everlasting distress.

“She is beautiful,” the man says. “I’ll grant you that.”

“Fucks like a dream, too,” Harvey adds with a leer at me. “I pay extra so I don’t have to wear a condom. There’s nothin’ better than fucking her raw, you know?”

The woman with the older gentleman has had enough and she turns to glare at me, as if this is all my fault. “Slut,” she hisses and I just meet her hatred with studied ambivalence. But I’m dying inside. This is a whole new level of degradation, even for me.

“Have a nice evening,” Harvey says when the elevator doors open and they exit. I turn to look at him. “What?” he asks as if he’s the world’s most innocent man.

“Was that really necessary?” I ask against my better judgment. He laughs and when the doors open he ushers me into the hallway. I maintain my grip on his arm as he walks me to his room.

“You do look amazing, by the way,” he tells me as he unlocks the door with his keycard. I follow him inside and he wraps me in his thick arms. He kisses me hard and I let him but he is so ugly, so disgustingly ugly, it’s all I can do not to retch. But my pussy is almost gushing at the thought of fucking him. Raw.

“Come on,” I tell him when he finally lets me catch my breath. “Let’s get this over with.” Two can play at his game.

“Aww, you don’t mean that, do you, Heather?” he asks as he follows me into the bedroom. I just frown at him as I unbutton his shirt and peel it from his massive body. The sweat stains on his suit coat and shirt are so disgusting I almost have to turn away but I don’t. I continue to undress him down to his shoes and socks, on my knees, like a good little whore.

It’s so demeaning.

“What kind of shoot did you have this afternoon?” he asks as he climbs naked onto the bed. Harvey is one of my rare clients that doesn’t insist I fellate him before I fuck him – he’s all about lying on his back while I do all the work of riding him but he always finishes on top of me, his massive body pressing mine into the mattress as if I’ll disappear. But first I have to do a quick little strip for him.

I reach behind my back and lower the zipper on my dress slowly, sensually, until it falls to the floor. I’m wearing a matched set of undies, a garter belt and thigh-highs, a G-string, and a lacy, low-cut bra. I’m a dream, an Instagram model who can be had for a price. I know it, Harvey knows it, and all the men I’ve fucked the past five years, hundreds and hundreds of them, know it. I use my real name when I go on a date with a client because they’re paying fuck the real me. No fake names for this whore.

“Fuck, you look more amazing every time I see you, Heather,” Harvey whispers, his lust on full display. I slip off my G-string which I put on over my garter belt for this exact reason, and climb onto the bed, careful not to wound the poor man with the weapons I’m still wearing on my feet. Why men love it when they fuck me in my stilettos I’ll never know, but they all do. Every last one of them.

I carefully position myself over Harvey’s small erection and settle onto his body as he penetrates me raw. I always get a little thrill when I fuck a long-time client without the nuisance of a condom, both pausing to put it on, the feel of skin on skin, and the warm gush of a man’s essence when he cums deep inside me. I’ve been careful enough in my career – 80% of my dates wear the little latex raincoats to fuck me – that I’ve never had an STD, knock on wood. And the ones like Harvey, who know the score and don’t want to lose their privileges, are as careful as I am about staying clean for me. I doubt Harvey even fucks his own wife anymore.

I can’t imagine what she looks like.

“Oh, fuck,” Harvey moans as I settle on his body. He’s so fat that my thighs are stretched as wide as they’ll go to accommodate his girth and I’m not referring to the girth of his penis. If anything, Harvey is a bit on the small side in that way – my heels are longer than his dick – which will make things difficult when he flips me onto my back in a few minutes to fuck me missionary. Harvey loves fucking me missionary, where he can flatten me into the mattress with his enormous body and squeeze all the air out of my lungs. When his hairy chest rubs against my delicate breasts and nipples, where his sweat drips from his chin as he fucks me, where his balls slap against my cunt as he fucks me, and finally, when his defective seed floods my cervix in a vain attempt to impregnate me because what man wouldn’t give anything to knock up the likes of me.

I know that sounds arrogant but you know it’s true.

The next morning, I’m up early to prepare for the shoot my agency booked against my wishes. I hate early shoots, especially after a whore date, and most especially after an overnight whore date, and even more especially after an overnight whore date with Harvey. As soon as I announce that I’m ready to leave, my hair done, my makeup good enough to get me to the shoot, and my cocktail dress back on my body to require another walk-of-shame through the lobby, Harvey stops me from leaving. Not physically – just with a crook of his finger. He knows I know what he wants and he pays extra to get it from me so I’m not surprised, just disgusted.

Again.

“Put the pillow next to the mirror, Heather,” he tells me as if I need to be told. He wants to have two angles that he can watch as he fucks my mouth, ruins my lipstick, and coats my throat with his cum. All while I hold onto my heels so he’s got the control he craves when he face-fucks me just before I leave.

At least Harvey cums in my mouth. So many of my clients love to paint my face with their seed, a trend made insanely popular by porn, I’m told. Years ago, an old sex worker once confided in me that back in the day, men never dreamed of wasting an orgasm by holding their dick in their hand to spray a woman’s face with their essence. But now it’s something I assume will happen, especially with the relatively younger clients I see who have enough stamina to degrade me by cumming on my IG model face, a dream come true for them, before they recover and then fuck me. Older men, less enamored with porn and less confident in their ability to take multiple shots on goal, as they say, are much less likely to indulge in that particular perversion.

My stylists, hair and makeup, don’t make any comments when they work on me to get me ready for my early shoot but I’m almost certain they know the score. I’ve shown up for work too many times with cum in my hair or on my breath for them not to know. They indulge me, however. I’m a good client and I like to think they get a little vicarious thrill when they work on me, knowing my other profession.

But maybe not.

Who knows?

The day goes long again and I’m thoroughly exhausted by the time I arrive back at the hotel where I meet Eli, my date for the evening. Eli is an art connoisseur and he’s taking me to an opening at a major gallery where the clientele will be rich, old, and full of themselves. Eli loves to poke them and I enjoy the way he goes about it, even if it’s at my expense. Well, his expense, too.

“Sorry I’m late,” I tell him as I walk into the same hotel room I fucked Harvey in last night. Eli is another long-standing client of mine so Scott didn’t stick around, he just checked Eli in at the front desk and left. Eli is waiting for me in the living room of our room.

“Do we have time for a quickie?” I ask, more out of professionalism than a desire to get down and dirty before the evening’s event.

“I wish, but we should get going, Heather,” he tells me as he reaches for his bag. He pulls out my costume for the evening because it can hardly be called clothing. It’s a scant little dress, both in its hemline, neckline, and the material that comprises the garment, all three of which are barely there.

“Seriously?” I ask as I look at the ‘dress’. “This will get me arrested for sure, Eli,” I tell him even as my pussy twinges at the thought of being out in public in such a flimsy outfit.

“I cleared it with the gallery management,” he tells me as he hands me the garment. “I told them to think of you as one of the exhibits.” He chuckles. “They didn’t really go for it until I handed them a check.”

“How much did you give them?” I ask when he goes back to his bag to show me my new shoes. Eli has long known my shoe size and he’s probably spent almost as much on my costumes as on my whore fees over the years but he can afford it. Or so Scott has told me and I choose to believe him. That he is driven around town in a Rolls would lend credence to Scott’s assessment of Eli’s net worth, even if Rolls Royces tend to be pretty common in LA.

“My usual,” he says cryptically. “Don’t worry about it, Heather. You’re unblemished police record will remain so tonight, you have my word.”

“And these?” I ask when he hands me a box with Louboutins printed on it. I expected either these or Altis but when I opened the box, I gasped. “Lady Peeps?” I know they discontinued that line.

“Hot Chick Altas. You don’t like them?” he asked, clearly hurt.

“They’re almost six inches tall, Eli.” I look at him, all five feet, six inches of him.

“I like it when you tower over me, Heater,” he says with a forced smile.

“If you insist,” I offer and sit to put on the shoes. I know they’ll fit because if I’ve got one pair of Louboutins in my closet, I’ve got dozens.

“Do I get to wear anything under the dress? Pasties? A G-string?”

“I wish you wouldn’t,” he tells me and I know if I insisted, he would relent. But the twinge in my pussy tells me I’ll just go along with what he wants as it’s what I want, too.

Then he reaches into his bag one more time. “I do have one other thing,” he says with a twinkle. “What do you think?”

He holds up a bejeweled butt plug, the kind with a gem on the part that doesn’t go up my ass.

“Seriously?” I ask with a raised eyebrow.

“Your choice,” he says. Eli loves to fuck my ass and he’s had me wear a butt plug when we went out before. But I always had time to prepare which I haven’t tonight.

“You won’t…?” I ask without asking.

“No, of course not, Heather,” he says with a wicked smile. I’m not sure if he’s being honest with me but my belly is twinging so hard at the thought of wearing that thing under a dress that is all but see-through.

“Is it new?” I ask, feeling myself caving.

“Just out of the box,” he says as he digs into his bag again to prove it’s new. I’m pretty sure I’m Eli’s favorite whore but I don’t know that I’m his only whore. And I sure as hell don’t want to do a long-distance ass-to-mouth with another one of them.

He holds up the box and I nod. “Give it to me,” I tell him and he snatches it away.

“Please?” he begs with a smarmy smile. “I promise I’ll be good.”

I arch an eyebrow but otherwise don’t move. He takes that as permission granted. He steps closer and offers the butt plug to me.

I open my mouth.

He inserts it.

It tastes clean.

Thank god.

“Okay,” he says as he extracts the plug from my mouth. “Turn around and bend over.”

I do and I’m so humiliated as he inserts the plug into my butt. It’s not very big so it slides in relatively easily.

“Okay, now for the dress.” He hands me what passes, barely, for a dress. I take off my clothes and slip it on. I look at myself in the mirror over the desk. I’m practically naked. Which he loves. As do I.

“Shall we go?” He offers me his arm.

It’s going to be a long, humiliating night.

Just the kind I love.
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~ Scott ~

I didn’t get to reconnect with Heather after her date with Eli until Dubai ordered the limo to pick us up and take us to LAX International Airport for our big trip. She’s the last one on the list so all the other girls will get the details along with me about her night at the art gallery.

“Well, this is nice,” Heather says as she climbs into the limo. Like the rest of us, she’s packed almost nothing for the week in Dubai on instructions from our hosts. Even for me but especially for the girls, everything will be provided by the organization running the event.

The driver pulls away from Heather’s condo complex and into traffic toward LAX. The privacy window is up so the driver can’t hear unless I press the intercom, so I turn to her and nod.

“So, how was the art gallery thing?” I ask as soon as she’s settled. She gives me a doleful stare but she’s blushing at the same time. Which I find charming as hell – a blushing whore. “Did you have fun?”

“What art gallery thing?” Ashley asks nervously. As I expected, she’s the one of the four who is most anxious about the trip and I’m not surprised that she’s taking the lead in quizzing Heather about something, anything, to distract her from what’s about to happen. I give Margot a look and she cocks an eyebrow at me. We’re both worried about Ashley.

“I have this client named Eli,” Heather begins, not as eager to talk about her evening. I know she’s also anxious about the trip, being that she’s the only one of us who really knows what to expect. She’s been to Dubai before. She spent a week there two years ago, and it took her almost a month to recover from everything they put her through. I’m still not sure why she wants to do it again, but here we are.

“What’s so special about him?” Ashley asks.

“He loves to show me off and…” She blushes again and gives me another look. “I went with him to the art gallery for an opening, some big deal, up-and-coming artist where everyone there was rich. He had me wear the dress, if you can call it that, from Yandy.”

“Yandy?” Jessica says with a laugh. “They don’t sell dresses, do they?”

“No shit,” Heather says with an eye roll. “It was a chemise, actually.”

“So, you wore lingerie?” Ashley asks. “In public?”

“Barely even that,” Heather confirms. “It hardly covered my ass and was almost completely see-through even in that lighting.”

“And of course you wore nothing underneath it, right?” Margot asks with a smirk, twisting the knife.

“How did you not get arrested for indecent exposure?” Jessica asks, still laughing.

“Eli had an arrangement with the owners of the gallery,” Heather says sadly.

“You love that kind of thing,” I add for fun. “Admit it.”

She looks at me, her eyes ablaze, but I cock an eyebrow and she smiles.

“Yeah, I knew it,” Margot says. “Heather, you are such an attention slut.”

“Not that kind of attention,” I whisper.

“So, getting back to last night,” Ashley says. “You didn’t wear anything underneath the chemise?”

“Well, I did have one thing,” Heather says with a look at Ashley.

“What?”

“A butt plug.”

“No!” Ashley gasps and raises one hand to cover her mouth. “My god, Heather, you really are a glutton for punishment.”

“Eli said I would be like one of the installations at the exhibit, on display.” She looks at me. “And he was right because everyone was looking at me from the moment we got there.”

I just wait for her to continue. No one says a word.

Finally, Heather goes on. “So, after a while where we just walked around looking at the other exhibits…” Margot snickers and Heather gives her a look. “What?”

“The other exhibits? Seriously?”

“I was on display,” Heather sniffs.

“When she’s not being used she’s on display,” I add helpfully, something Heather has shared with me before. She shoots me a look.

“So, then what happened?” Ashley asks sounding eager and frustrated at once.

“Well, eventually, Eli walked me to the middle of the main room and everyone began to gather around us as if they knew something was about to happen.”

“Then what?” Ashley asks.

Heather looks down as if she’s having trouble continuing. I know she’s torn between wanting to tell them and not wanting to. “You’re among friends, Heather.”

She looks at me. “Yeah, I know,” she whispers. “So, when almost everyone there has gathered around me and Eli, he leans close and whispers for me to bend slightly at the waist for him. And as soon as he said that I knew exactly what he had in mind.” She looks at me again and I nod.

“What?” Ashley asks.

“He reached under my chemise and grabbed the butt plug.”

“No,” Ashley says with both hands over her mouth. “He didn’t.”

“He did. Then he tugged on it for a while and played with it. But then eventually, slowly, he pulled it out.”

No one says a word.

“Then he lifted it to show everyone. He walked around me until he stood in front of me, and he held it up. I looked at him, begging him with my eyes not to do it. But he did. He motioned it to me and I took the plug in my mouth. Then he offered me his arm and he walked me out of the gallery with the end of the butt plug, with its shiny jewel showing, he walked me out of the gallery with the plug clearly visible in my mouth.”

“We’re here, sir,” the driver announces on the intercom. I was so wrapped up in Heather’s story I lost track of where we were. I look out the window and expect to see the jet on the tarmac that will fly us all to Dubai. But we’re at some non-descript office building near the airport.

~ Heather ~

I recognize the building immediately. They used the same one when they tested me before my first trip to Dubai. The limo driver gets out of the front seat and opens the door for us to exit the vehicle. We walk into the building and a woman, clearly Arab, is walking towards us but I don’t recognize her. She is accompanied by five Arab men, just like the one I had on my solo trip but now of course there’s one for each of us.

“I’m Amira,” she says as she extends a hand to Scott. “I’ll be your liaison for the trip to Dubai. Leave everything in the limo as we’ll be using it to go to the airport once our business here has been taken care of.”

We follow Amira into the building and onto an elevator that takes us to the fourth floor. It all seems vaguely familiar to me but I have so many memories from that trip that I struggle to remember this place. When we enter the room on the fourth floor, it all comes flooding back to me. I told everyone to expect this, that we would be tested for STDs and they look unsurprised but Ashley looks worried. Ashley always looks worried.

“Sign here and here,” the technician behind the front desk says to me after she hands me a form. It’s a standard release that allows them to take blood samples so I sign it and she indicates I’m to go through a door. The women follow me but Scott doesn’t. I’m not surprised that he’s not going to be tested.

After the blood is drawn and labeled, we head back down to the limo but it has been swapped out for a fleet of SUVs. We each get our own and one of the minders gets in with us. Amira settles in the front seat of my SUV and I’m unsurprised to find another body man already waiting inside the vehicle. I slide into the middle of the rear seat and my other body man sits next to me. I’m surrounded and we haven’t even left for the airport yet.

“I hear this isn’t your first time in Dubai for one of our events, Heather,” Amira says over her shoulder. She’s smiling but there is no warmth in her smile. Not that I expected us to become fast friends. If I recall the way it worked on the first trip, she wouldn’t be accompanying us on the flight. She’ll stay behind in LA to recruit other women for the next event and the one after that.

“That’s right,” I tell her. “Is it unusual for women to go back again?”

“Quite, but it’s not unheard of,” she says. “It is impressive, though, the four of you, and your man friend, all going together. That is quite unprecedented in my experience. You must have made quite an impression on our clients.”

I want to tell her that I impressed the hell out of their clients but I decide the less I say the better. I wonder if Ashley and the others are okay in their separate vehicles and conclude quickly that it’s out of my hands, out of my control, like everything on this trip. I’m just along for the ride, a body and a face, a set of holes, a whore. An expensive whore but a whore nonetheless. My pussy clenches at the thought.

We ride in silence the rest of the way to the private terminal at LAX. The only other time I’ve used this exclusive way to fly was on my first trip and as expected, it doesn’t disappoint. The terminal is apart from the rest of the nightmare that is LAX and we are whisked through security before it’s even apparent what’s happening. If we went through a body scanner used at all other US airports, I missed it.

“This way,” Amira says to us as we leave the building inside the security gate which means we’re cleared to fly. We board another set of vehicles to drive to the jet on the tarmac and my expectations are once again exceeded. For my first trip, I thought the plane was excessive – it was just me, after all, and the men who accompanied me. This jet looked to be at least three times the size of that one. As we exit the vehicle and stand at the bottom of the stairs that lead up to the fuselage, I think back to the near-panic attack I had before boarding back then. This time, I’m eager to get aboard, but I look for Ashley to make sure she’s okay.

“Everyone, please,” Amira says with a gesture toward the stairs to begin boarding. I take Ashley’s arm and lead her up. She gives me a weak smile and I assure her everything will be fine. She nods and we board the plane.

It is beyond belief. Easily three times the size of the last one, the luxury and opulence of the interior is off the charts, so much to be verging on indecent. Leather chairs, full-sized sofas, a table made of some exotic wood, and another with a marble top. Large screen TVs seem to be everywhere and the sheer size of the interior is beyond belief. Scott appears to be even more impressed than I am.

“Is this a Boeing 777?” he asks Amira.

“It is,” she says proudly. “It’s the business version but it’s almost identical to the commercial jet.”

“It’s fucking huge,” he says as he looks around.

“Unfortunately, there is only one bedroom in the back,” Amira says sounding anything but apologetic. “So you’ll have to make do in that regard.”

“How long is the flight?” Margot asks.

“Eighteen hours,” Amira says. “Non-stop. But we have a chef on board so you’ll be well fed.”

Another man entered the plane behind Amira. Him, I recognize. I don’t remember his name from my first trip but I’ll never forget his face.

“Hello, Heather,” he says as he walks towards me. “Nasir, if you recall.” He holds out his hand.

“Hi, Nasir,” I greet him with a smile. “It’s good to see you again.”

“Ah, so you do remember me, good. Good.” He introduces himself to Scott and the others. “We have been looking forward to welcoming you back to Dubai and the UAE again.”

“I suppose you need to take my picture now?” I ask and he smiles.

“Yes, everyone, please gather around.” He pulls out his phone.

“All together?” I ask.

He smiles. “Let me get one of you alone, first, Heather,” he says with a smarmy smile. “There are many people who are anxious to see you again.”  I fix my hair and strike a pose. He snaps a photo and then another.

“You made an impression, eh?” Margot whispers in my ear as we line up for the group shot. “Why am I not surprised?” She wraps her arm around my waist and I do the same with her.

“We’ll all make an impression on them soon enough,” I whisper as Nasir snaps away.

After the photos are taken, we take our seats in the front cabin of the cabin, which feels larger than my condo, while our minders sit in the back. The crew does its final check and we taxi out to the runway. As we lift off, I hold Ashley’s hand and she gives me a weak smile.

“We’ll be fine, Ash. Don’t worry.”

But I’m worried. And not just about Ashley.
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~ Scott ~

Even on a plane with a cabin that’s the size of a large house, an eighteen-hour flight is a lot. We looked around the plane's interior, including the bedroom in the rear with a queen-sized bed and entertainment center but soon we were all assembled in the main cabin again. I’m still worried about Ashley who looks like she might have a breakdown at any moment, so I decide it’s time for some distractions.

“Hey, who has a good story for the group?” I say loud enough to get everyone’s attention. The Arabs are in the back and not paying any attention to us so the girls all look at me as if I’ve lost my mind.

“What kind of story?” Jessica asks.

I lean forward and stage-whisper, “A good whore story.” They all look at each other but Heather smiles – we’ve done this on our own once or twice. I give her a look and she nods.

“A good one or a really, really bad one?” she asks with a laugh.

“Your choice,” I laugh back to encourage the others to get with the program.

“A good or bad whore story, hmm?” Margot asks and by the look on her face, I can tell that she’s on board.

“A bad one, if you have one,” I tell her and she nods.

“Who doesn’t have a bad whore story?” The others murmur their agreement. “So, I’ll go first, but you can’t slut-shame me,” she warns me. I raise my hand.

“Scout’s honor,” I say solemnly.

“Yeah, why am I not surprised you were a fucking Boy Scout, Scott?” Margot says with a cruel laugh. I hang my head dramatically.

“Oh, shut up and spill, girlfriend,” Jessica laughs at Margot.

Margot shoots her a look but says nothing to her. “So, anyway,” she begins, talking more to the group as a whole.

“Is this a good story or a bad one?” Ashley asks, which I find encouraging that she’s participating.

“A bad one, I guess, depending on how you look at it.”

“Oh, goody,” Ashley says, clapping her hands.

“So, this was before Scott took me on, maybe a year or so ago. I had this client who booked me for him and his girlfriend,” Margot began.

Heather interrupts her. “I thought you don’t see couples, Margot.”

“And this idiot is why I don’t,” she says with disgust. “I used to, but not after him.”

“Did his girlfriend show up?”

“Oh, yeah, she was there. And to be honest, the way she was on me I got the feeling she wasn’t into guys all that much.”

“Seriously?” Jessica asks, laughing. “Oh, my god.”

“I know, right? So anyway, they show up and he’s a bit of a dweeb, but who hasn’t had the occasional dweeb, am I right?” All the girls nod. “We have two hours booked but they’re done early, and they don’t have a problem with it…”

“Do some clients ask for a refund if they don’t go the whole time?” I ask.

“Sure, some do. But they didn’t.”

“So what was the problem?” Heather asks.

“I hear from him a few weeks later and he tells me that he wants to see me again but alone.”

“Uh, oh,” Jessica says with a knowing look.

Margot rolls her eyes. “You got it. I tell him he’s fine to book me at my usual rate, not the couples rate I charged him and his girlfriend but he says, no, you’re not getting it. I want to see you privately.”

“Of course,” Jessica says.

“What does that mean?” I ask.

“He wanted to date me,” Margot says with a look. “He said he thought we had this connection and he broke up with his girlfriend because we were so good together, which was a crock of shit because all he did was watch me and his girlfriend go at it.”

“What happened?” I ask.

“I had to change my number because he wound up stalking me. It was so awful.”

“Yeah, that is a bad one,” I admit. “Anyone have a good story?”

“I’ll go,” Jessica says. “Also a couple story but a much better one.” I lean forward and she mirrors me. “They were married and into fucking whores together. She brought this huge strap on and she was really good with it. Like, amazing.”

“What did she do?” Ashley asks.

“What didn’t she do? First, she face-fucked me with it, and she was not gentle.”

“How big was it?” I ask and everyone snickers. “What?” I ask but they all ignore me.

“It was maybe ten inches. And she obviously couldn’t jam the whole thing down my throat but it wasn’t for lack of trying.”

“Was the husband just watching, like with Margot?” Ashley asks.

“No, he was fucking me from behind, spit-roasting me. They had obviously done it before.”

“Then what?” I ask.

“They switched positions and the guy is face-fucking me and his wife is just pounding me from behind with that thing. I was sore for a week.”

“And this is a good story?” I ask with a smirk.

Jessica looks at me. “Yeah, it was awesome. They were really good. And the best part is, while the wife was using the strap-on, she had on heels and lingerie. It was so good.”

“Did you see them more than once?”

“A few times, nothing crazy.”

“Good story,” I tell them. “Anyone else? Ashley?”

“I do,” Ashley says in a shy voice.

“Go on,” I tell her.

“So, I had this guy, about my age, nothing special although he had a great body, like a Greek god or something, but his dick was average at best.

“Anyway, he starts to fuck me and oh, my, god, he was amazing. Just freaking amazing with that dick.”

“What was so good about it?” I ask. Everyone looks at me and smirks. “What?” I ask but they ignore me.

“I mean, almost as soon as he stuck it in me, I knew he was something special. Not big or anything, just hard and perfect. He hit all my spots. I think I came in seconds.”

“Nice,” Margot says with a glance at Jessica. “What else did he do?”

“He just stayed hard and didn’t push it at all. He wasn’t using me, which was really nice. So I started to use him and he loved it. He said every time I came I squeezed him and he loved that.”

“Condom?” Heather asks.

“At first, but after a while, I asked him if he’d be okay with taking it off. I never do that,” she admits with a shy smile that seemed pretty incongruous.

“You ever see him again?” Margot asks.

“Sadly, no. He was passing through town and I never got a request for another session. I swear I would have comped him.” She laughs. “I may have even paid him.”

“Now, let’s not lose our heads,” Jessica says with a laugh.

Everyone thinks about what Ashley has just confessed and I give Heather a look. She cocks an eyebrow at me as if she wants to know what’s on my mind. So I tell her.

“You ever tell anyone about Anna?” I ask.

“Who’s Anna?” Margot looks at Heather who is giving me the stink-eye.

“Someone I met a couple of years ago,” Heather says with a wave as if it’s a story not worth telling. I disagree.

“How many times have you been there, Heather?” I ask, and now the others are all leaning forward. “Three? Four times?”

“Three,” Heather says with a sigh, knowing that I’ve trapped her into telling the story.

“Come on, girlfriend,” Jessica says with a smirk. “Spill it.” Heather nods.

“I met Anna through a friend of a friend, a girl, actually. I think she was like nineteen at the time. She was the first American to go to Antwerp to work for Anna.”

“Work for her how?”

“As a whore. A window girl, like in Amsterdam but Anna owns the biggest brothel in Antwerp.”

Everyone just stares at Heather as the full implications of what she’s saying sink in.

“So, you flew all the way to Europe to be a whore for a madam in a brothel?” Margot asks, pointedly. “What am I missing here?”

“If she’s not being used, she’s on display,” I say and Heather nods.

“What Scott said.”

“I’m still not getting it,” Ashley says. “What’s in Amsterdam?”

“You’ve never seen the Red Light District in Amsterdam?” Margot almost spits at her. “It’s world-famous.”

“They have this part of the city where the women are on display in windows,” Heather explains. “You talk to them on this intercom and if you want to fuck them, you stick a card in a slot and the door pops open and…” She looks at me.

“There’s a room in the back of each window area,” I tell Ashley. “They don’t fuck in the window. I had the same question the first time I heard about it.”

“So, you take the guy into a room with a bed and he fucks you?” Jessica asks. “How much does he pay and how long does he get?”

“I’m not sure if it’s the same everywhere but at Anna’s, it’s £50 for fifteen minutes,” Heather says.

“He fucks you in fifteen minutes? What’s the rush?” Margot asks with a caustic laugh.

“It’s a high-volume operation. Fifty girls, almost four guys an hour, you do the math.”

Jessica asks, “Does Anna get a cut of each…john’s payment?”

“No, she charges by the shift for the room,” Heather explains. “The girls are independent contractors.”

“What does she charge?”

“Three-hundred for an eight-hour shift.”

“If I’m doing the math right, and there’s every chance I’m not,” Margot says. “You’re seeing maybe 20 to 25 johns in a shift, which comes to around a thousand dollars, then you have to pay the madam $300?”

“Euros, but yeah, that’s about right,” Heather says wearily.

I pipe up. “Tell them the best part, Heather.”

“There’s more?” Margot asks, her mouth hanging open.

Heather nods. “I give all the money to Anna, the fees collected from the credit cards. I’ve got a reputation with her regulars and when I’m in town, she puts the word out that I’m there.”

“I’m still not getting it,” Margot says. “If you give all the fees to Anna…?”

“I charge them a ten-euro fee to not use a condom,” Heather almost whispers. “Which they pay me in cash. All of them.”

“And how many days do you stay there, Heather?” I ask, knowing the answer but forcing her to confess to the girls.

“Four nights,” she says so softly I can barely hear over the whine of the jet’s engines.

The girls just sit there, digesting the enormity of what they just heard. Finally, Ashley looks at Heather.

“And you’ve done this three times?”

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

Heather takes a deep breath. She looks at me but I just nod. She has to explain this to them. I don’t understand it myself. Not completely, although I kind of get it.

“There’s something about being on display, in the window, that’s just so, I don’t know, demeaning but exciting. It’s like nothing else I’ve ever experienced. Anyone who wanders along and sees me, for fifty Euros, can have me. It’s so public but it’s really not. The tourists, the American tourists, they all go to Amsterdam because it’s got the reputation here. Antwerp gets its share of tourists but they’re from all over the world – Asia, India, Africa, Europe of course, and a lot of locals as well. But it’s not my demographic and Anna has put out the word that if anyone makes it known that I’m there, I’ll never come back, so…”

“But the condom thing,” Ashley says. “Isn’t that incredibly risky?”

“And illegal?” Margot adds. “They have laws, don’t they?”

“They do, but Anna makes everyone show her a recent test before she okays them to see me. So I’ve never had a problem.”

“No STDs?” I prompt.

She shakes her head. “Nope. Not one.”

“So, let me get this straight,” Margot says. “You fuck close to a hundred guys over four days and they all cum in your pussy? Raw?”

“Some of them cum in my ass,” Heather admits.

“Do any of them cum in your mouth?” Jessica asks.

“No, never. Most of them want oral to start but they always finish in my cunt or ass. Most of them finish in my cunt. Only a few a night ass-fuck me.”

The girls go quiet again and Heather gives me a look. I motion for her to go to the back with me. She does.

~ Heather ~

“Too much?” Scott asks as we close the door to the bedroom in the back of the plane. None of the minders seemed to have a problem with one of their prized models disappearing into a locked bedroom with a stray man but I imagine they’re not used to having a stray man on board. From what I’ve been told, Scott is the first outsider with a dick to be invited to Dubai for this event.

“No, it was fine,” I tell him. “Actually, I’ve been wanting to share that with someone.” I see a frown crease his face.

“What am I, chopped liver?” he asks in a sarcastic tone but I think I did hurt his feelings a bit.

“No, not at all,” I tell him and touch his arm. “I love that I can talk to you, Scott. But it’s different telling a story about whoring to other whores. They get it in a way that no one else can.”

He nods and says, “Okay, I get that. It’s quite a story.”

“I know, right?” More than anything else I’ve done except for Dubai, Antwerp sticks in my mind as the ultimate whoring experience, one that I’ve done more than once. Of course, that’s about to change for Dubai now, too.

Scott looks at me, clearly intent on changing the subject. “Are you surprised the goon squad didn’t have any problem with us being in here together? They didn’t test me for STDs after all.”

“A little, I guess. You want me to go ask them if it’s going to be a problem?” I ask snarkily. He rolls his eyes.

A few seconds later, as if on cue, there’s a knock on the bedroom door. “Miss?” a voice comes through the wall. I give Scott a look and go to open it.

It’s Nasir. “The chef would like to know if you’d like something to eat now,” he says, surprising me. I thought he was going to insist I leave the bedroom or at least leave the door open.

“Oh, okay,” I say. “Maybe in an hour or so?” He smiles and nods and is about to close the door when I stop him. “We’re okay to be in here, Nasir?” I ask, motioning at Scott. “We’re not breaking any rules or protocols?”

He stops and looks at Scott, then at me again. “If you want to fuck him, Heather, I don’t have a problem with that.”

“Really?”

He smiles. “No, not at all. We got a clean test from you before we took off and that’s all that matters. If you want to have a good time back here, that’s your business. It doesn’t matter to me or my organization.”

“Uh, okay. Thanks, Nasir,” I tell him as he nods and closes the door. I lock it again.

“That was strange,” Scott says. I glance at him and nod. “I guess it makes sense, though. They’re all about the appearances, not the reality. Isn’t that what you said about your first trip?”

“What do you mean?”

He sighs. “You said the model that you thought was the only one that was in your league on your first trip only had a hundred thousand followers on IG so she didn’t get a very high bid the first night, right? That even though she was gorgeous, she got half as much money as you did.”

“Yeah, that’s true,” I admit, remembering the girl. Vaguely. She didn’t make it through the entire week.

“So, even though she should have been highly valued by the whales or VIPs or whatever the fuck you called them, she wasn’t. Because she didn’t have the numbers.”

“Okay, I see what you mean. But that’s not the same as this.” I point at the bed. And what Nasir assumed was going to happen between me and Scott.

Now that I think about it, it sounds like a damn good idea.

“Yeah, so what? What does he care? He’s charged with delivering four IG models with clean tests to Dubai. You could have had sex with a dozen guys last night in LA and odds are it wouldn’t show up on an STD test this morning, and they know that. But as long as the appearances are what they need to be, who gives a shit?”

As he’s talking, I begin to lose interest in what he’s saying but he’s not getting the signals I’m throwing at him. So I take it up a notch.

“You know,” I say in a low, sexy voice as I sidle up to him and caress his arm. “I’m not going to be made love to for a full week, based on past experience.” I look up at him and see the lights go on in his brain. “Care to give me one good experience before I throw myself to the wolves?”

He takes me in his arms and kisses me. I’d forgotten just how good a kisser Scott is. I kiss him back and pull at his belt buckle and he unzips my dress and we’re naked in no time. We tumble onto the bed, our lips still locked together and our hands all over each other. I’m trying to remember why I’m not in a relationship with this guy but I push all thoughts of such nonsense out of my brain. I just want to be made love to.

I have a lot of sex. Not all of it good but a lot of it is. And some of it is great. But there’s something about being made love to by someone you know and trust, someone you have feelings for in a way if not that way that is just so damn satisfying. It’s been a month or so since Scott made love to me and maybe it’s the fact that we’re 50,000 feet in the sky or that we’re fucking in the biggest private plane imaginable, or maybe it’s because of what I know is going to happen to me in the next several days but this is wonderful.

Scott kisses me and caresses me until I’m almost beside myself with need and anticipation. I grab his dick and try to pull him on top of me but he pushes back and slides down my body, stopping to kiss each breast and my belly before he licks my bare mound, freshly shaved and smooth as silk and his tongue feels so fucking good that I grab his hair and push him head down so he licks my pussy and, oh, my, fucking, god, that feels even better, so good, so fucking good that I’m on the verge of a huge orgasm when he stops and looks up at me. I want to kill him but I don’t, I just drag him up to fuck me and he does and it is so good, so good, sooo, fucking, goooood.

“Cum in me,” I growl and he kisses my mouth again, maybe to shut me up, maybe just because he loves kissing me, but he keeps fucking me as he kisses me and I love that so much, I can’t get enough of him and his dick and his tongue and my orgasm finally arrives and I gasp and spasm and squirm and collapse, spent. Scott sense that I need a break and he stops fucking me but he’s still hard and he hasn’t cum yet.

“I want you from behind,” he whispers and I nod because I can’t talk. But when he goes to move, I hold him in place. He gets it and he just settles, his hard dick still embedded in my pussy feeling so fucking good. He just holds me and it’s perfect. Perfect.

After a time, I relax my grip on him and he climbs off of me, his dick sliding out of my pussy which is so sensitive. I love being fucked doggy-style after I’ve cum and he knows it. He helps me get into position because my limbs are like wet noodles but when he enters me I come alive again and gasp and throw my head back so that he can grab my long blond hair which he does, thank god, and he pulls it hard but not too hard, just hard enough to get leverage as he fucks me again, and he fucks me so good and I love hearing his balls slapping against my pussy as he brutalizes my cunt and reach back to finger myself and I do and I have another crashing orgasm as he swells inside me and douses my cervix with his seed and it feels so good, so fucking good, and he collapses on my back and buries my body in the impossibly soft mattress and amazingly expensive bedding and we just pant and squirm and his seed leaks out of me even though his cock is still deep in my pussy and it feels so good, so good.

So, fucking, good.
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~ Scott ~

Over the course of our eighteen-hour non-stop flight to Dubai, I think I got the most sleep of any of us. After I made love to Heather and we took a short nap together, she insisted I make love to the other girls during the flight. I wasn’t going to argue with her although I was a bit surprised at her willingness to share me, even though we’re not in a relationship. How a relationship between us would work is beyond me, seeing as I regularly set appointments and then take her to them to fuck other men – strangers, repeat clients, and regulars – three or four times a week. I book her to fly off to other cities to fuck at conventions, to tropical resorts for long weekends, and to bachelor parties where she serves as the entertainment for a group of horny groomsmen. I’m not the jealous type but even I have my limits, so we are strictly casual when it comes to sex.

But something about the sex we had, love-making really, in the luxurious bedroom of a huge private jet at 50,000 feet and 600 miles per hour was somehow different. There was an urgency to our lovemaking I never experienced before which was both exhilarating and confusing. I felt a need from Heather but I chalked it up to the circumstances – she’s about to be auctioned off to the highest bidder on a nightly basis for a week, to be used, degraded, and eventually broken. She as much as told me she wanted one last session of lovemaking before the ‘festivities’ began and I gave it to her. In spades. Then she told me that the others deserved the same from me and what could I say? So I made love to all of them over the rest of the flight.

“Look at that,” Ashley says as we all stare out the windows at one of the most incongruous and spectacular cities I’ve ever seen. Rising from the edge of the Persian Gulf and the Arabian Desert, it looks like a mirage and a dream, incredible in its design and its very existence. As the plane banked around the outskirts of the city for the approach to the airport, we got a complete view of an incredible place that, if things went according to plan, we would never see on the ground. Heather had warned us that we would be confined to our hotel for the entire week.

“It’s really something,” I say to everyone and no one in particular, and the girls all agree. Our minders are still seated in the middle compartment of the plane as they have been for the entire flight, content to watch me walk each of the girls, one after the other, back to the bedroom to fuck them and nap with them. They never said a word about it which amazed me even after Nasir’s explanation that no one cared.

“So, what’s waiting for us?” I ask Heather, more for Ashley’s benefit than anything I need to know. I’m along for the ride this week, an observer, and perhaps a partner at some point. Heather said the organizers of the event wanted to get my opinion of whether something like what she did two years ago and all four of them would do this week was feasible in the US, for a select group of men in a very private, very discreet location. I had my doubts but I wouldn’t share my opinion until push came to shove which I assumed would be at the end of the festivities or later, when they asked me to make arrangements back home. I planned to politely turn them down.

“We’ll go to the hotel first thing,” Heather explained again, talking mostly to Ashley. The other girls are listening but Ashley is still the one we’re most worried about. “We’ll get settled in our rooms, have something to eat, get some sleep, and then the preparations begin for the first night’s festivities.”

I smile every time I hear Heather refer to what’s about to happen as ‘festivities’. What she really means is sex, with a lot of men for a lot of money, for five long nights. Our days will be spent sleeping and for the girls, recovering, as the sex is non-stop during each evening’s events.

I just get to watch.

“Will we get to look around at all of this?” Ashley asks with her eyes on the city.

“No, they’ll want us to stay close to home for security purposes, but wait until you see what ‘home’ looks like,” Heather assures her.

Our approach to the runway is flawless and the airport, what we see of it, defies description. We are once again processed through a private terminal as we were on the front end in LAX and loaded into a small caravan of black SUVs for the short ride to the hotel. We get a good look at it as we walk into to lobby but our focus is quickly on the unbelievable level of opulence and grandiosity, unlike anything I’ve ever seen. The lobby was immense, the ceiling at least four stories above us, and the front desk looked to stretch for a hundred yards. Not that it mattered to us as we were greeted by a tall Arab man in a full beard and dark glasses who approached Heather with a big smile and outstretched hands.

“Ms. Anderson, so nice to see you again,” the man says as he takes Heather’s hand. “Welcome back.” Heather shakes his hand and turns to introduce him to the rest of us.

“This is our concierge, Omar,” she says as he shakes my hand and then the rest of the girls. Omar is flanked by a dozen Arab men in dark suits who look like they mean business. Omar doesn’t bother to introduce them or even explain their presence, which seems pretty obvious to me. We’re not exactly prisoners but they are here to guard us.

“Let’s get you up to your suites,” Omar says with another dazzling smile. “We’ve put you in adjoining two-bedroom suites. Mr. Marshall in a room of his own on the same floor.” He leads us to the elevators which are also over the top in their opulence – mirrored, marble floors, spacious enough for Omar, all of us, and four minders. The car moves surprisingly fast for as heavy as it must be and in no time we arrive at the fiftieth floor. I can’t tell by the digital display how many floors are above us but it can’t be many.

“Please follow me,” Omar says as he leads all of us to a large gilded double door that he opens dramatically to reveal a magnificent view, fifty stories above the Gulf and the city, unobstructed, the cloudless sky, white beaches, and the crystal blue water in the distant horizon. The girls are expressing their approval to Omar’s obvious delight as he leads us to the floor-to-ceiling windows for a closer look. “Incredible, is it not?” he asks rhetorically.

Everyone agrees enthusiastically.

“We have booked Ms. Anderson and Ms. Dolan in this suite and your luggage will be brought to you. Ms. Gains? Ms. Warner? If you’ll follow me?” He leads Jessica and Margot back into the corridor before looking back at me. “Mr. Marshall, I’ll be back momentarily to show you to your room.” He leaves but two of the guards station themselves next to the double doors and close them.

“This is amazing!” Ashley says as she looks around at the gold curtains, Persian rugs, and designer sofas. A bar area with four barstools in front of a small marble fully-stocked bar and stairs that must lead up to the bedrooms. “I’m overwhelmed,” she adds with a weak smile.

“I know, right?” Heather says as she touches her arm. “It’s a lot, no doubt.”

“Do we have any freedom to go back down to the lobby or find a restaurant?” I ask. I missed at least one meal on the flight when I was busy in the bedroom and I’m starving.

“They will bring dinner to us,” Heather says with a look that almost seems apologetic. I get why she’s saying it that way but room service works for me. As long as they’re quick about it.

“No problem,” I tell her and she nods. “Ashley, let’s go upstairs and check out the bedrooms.” She takes her arm and they head up the curved staircase. They’re not gone a couple of minutes before the doors to the suite open and Omar appears to take me to my room.

“We’re excited you’re here, Mr. Marshall,” he tells me as he leads me to my room. It’s fine, not nearly as opulent as the suite but more luxurious than any hotel room I’ve ever stayed in or even seen in photos. “My employers are anxious to expand into America with our business model.”

“Yeah, about that,” I tell him. I’m convinced that from what Heather told me about her first trip to Dubai for an event like this, even if it was toned down considerably, would never fly in the States. Too many liability issues, privacy issues, and just the impossible logistics of inviting so many rich men and expensive whores to one venue even if we could find one to host such an event. “I’m not sure how…” I begin but he cuts me off.

“We’ll have plenty of time to show you our expansion plans, Mr. Marshall, sir,” he says with another thousand-watt smile. “I’m not the one to discuss anything like that. I’m sure you understand.”

“Of course,” I tell him and look at the door. I’m ready to get back to Heather’s suite and see what we’re doing for dinner.

“Make yourself at home, Mr. Marshall,” Omar says as he walks to the door and opens it for me to precede him into the corridor. “Dinner will be served in a few minutes in Ms. Anderson’s suite and I will see you all in the morning.”

~ Heather ~

Dinner arrives and everyone gathers in my suite to eat. It’s so different from my first time in Dubai when I was alone and so nervous. Compared to that, this almost feels like a party.

“My god, this is so good,” Ashley says as we’re digging in. “I’m so tired but I can’t stop eating.”

“I have a question for you, Heather,” Margot says with a look that gives me pause. I know her the least of the three. She’s been working with Scott for almost three years but we rarely see each other apart from special events like yacht parties and the rare bachelor parties like the one we did in Vegas a few years back. I don’t really know her and what I do know of her I don’t much care for. She’s rather abrasive – a product of her New York City roots, I believe – and she’s always looking for an angle in every conversation, it seems. So I nod but I’m not looking forward to hearing what she has to say.

“I’ve been thinking since I agreed to do this,” she begins and puts down her fork as if to signal that she’s about to get serious. She looks right at me. She’s not smiling. “How in the world did you do this the first time when it was just you, by yourself, and you didn’t have any idea what they had in mind?”

I sit back and put my fork down. “Well, I think you can imagine that the money was a pretty big motivation.” Everyone murmurs their agreement. It’s an amazing proposition – six figures for five days. Offers like this don’t come along but once in a lifetime. Or so I thought at the time.

“Yeah, I get that,” Margot says. “It’s why I’m here, no doubt about it.”

“Same,” Jessica says. Ashley says nothing.

“But now that you know better than any of us what’s going to happen to us,” Margot goes on. “Why do it again? From what I know about your career and your schedule, you don’t exactly need the money.”

I shoot Scott a look.

He raises his hands in mock surrender. “I haven’t said anything about your schedule to anyone.”

“He doesn’t have to, Heather,” Margot says quickly. “I just get a sense that if you wanted to, you could get a dozen bookings a week. And I can’t imagine you get anything less than top dollar for an hour of your time.”

“What’s your point, Margot?” I ask pointedly.

“Why go through this again?” She leans forward. “Why put yourself through this?” She pauses and I gather my thoughts. Then she adds, “Do you enjoy being degraded?”

“Don’t you?” I ask impetuously. “Isn’t being a whore in the first place degrading?”

That shuts her up.

“I used to think so,” Ashley says quietly. “But I don’t feel that way so much anymore. I guess I’ve gotten past it.” She looks at me. “You haven’t, Heather?”

“No, I really haven’t,” I tell them. “Every time I agree to spread my legs for money, it feels so degrading to me. That I can be bought.” I look at each of them. “I don’t think I’ll ever see it any other way.”

“So this event is…?” Margot begins but hesitates.

“Yeah, it is. It’s the most degrading thing I’ve ever done.”

“Worse than Antwerp?” Jessica asks.

“Way worse,” I whisper and immediately regret it when I see the look on Ashley’s face. But she surprises me.

“I understand that a little bit, I guess. Although I feel it only when I’m fucking someone I wouldn’t dream of fucking with being paid.” She shrugs and gives me a crooked smile.

“Yeah, I get that, too,” I admit.” Some butt-ugly asshole with bad teeth and bad breath is so much more degrading than some good-looking guy I’d probably fuck for fun if he asked me at the right time. But just because I enjoy fucking him doesn’t change the fact that he bought me off the internet, that I had no real say in the matter, that it was his choice and I’d fuck anyone who happened to pay me sufficiently and just because he’s good looking or has a nice dick doesn’t really matter at all.” I look around again and feel embarrassed that I got a little carried away.

“We don’t get to pick what excites us,” Scott says and I could just kiss him. In fact, I do.

“Hey, get a room,” Jessica says with a laugh.

“This is my room,” I tell her as I spin around and sit in Scott’s lap. He smiles and I laugh and we all decide it’s time to get some sleep.

Tomorrow promises to be a big day.

Huge.
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~ Scott ~

After fucking all four of the women on the flight over, I decided it was a good idea to sleep alone in my room. The bed was fantastic, even more plush and comfortable than the one on the plane, and even though I was more than a little anxious about our upcoming week, I slept like a baby. And I don’t mean that I got up every two hours to pee and cry.

I roll out of bed and pull on my running shorts so I’m not naked as I walk down the hall to Heather’s suite. I don’t knock on the door as it’s open, something I’m not used to – most hotel room doors close themselves automatically in my experience – and I walk inside to find all four women dressed and ready to go to breakfast. Which, they told me, is to be served downstairs in a private dining room, just the five of us. After swinging by my room to get dressed, we all head down to the main floor and a room near one of the restaurants. 

The food is exquisite and it’s all I can do not to stuff myself. We chat about things that don’t matter as the girls are clearly on edge. I decided on the way down in the elevator that if they didn’t bring up what lies ahead, I wouldn’t either. I stuck to my plan.

“What’s on your schedule today, Scott?” Margot asks as we’re finishing our coffee. “I imagine you’re not getting prepped in the spa like we are for tonight’s main event.” It’s the first mention of the first of five scheduled ‘festivities’ as Heather calls them and my eyes automatically shift to Ashley to see how she’s reacting. Once again, she looks the most anxious of the bunch but they all appear to be on edge as no one says a word.

“I’ve got a meeting with the organizers to learn about their plans for a US event,” I tell them, which is all that I’ve been told. I can’t imagine what a full day of meetings will be like but it’s not like I have any choice in the matter. It was never made clear to me if I’m part of the ‘All-or-none’ aspect of our arrangement. It was made perfectly clear that if any of the girls quit and insisted on going home before the week ended, none of the incentive fees, which would comprise the vast majority of the money they’d be paid, would be forfeited by all of them. I’ve got no direct involvement in the festivities and I’m not going to be paid any incentive fees, just an appearance fee, so I doubt I’m part of the deal. But I don’t know that for a fact.

Not that my having to sit through a bunch of meetings is going to be in any way comparable to what the girls will be going through. Heather has explained everything in detail about how it went for her when she attended an event in this very hotel two years ago. All I have to do is watch. Which, if I’m honest, I’m really looking forward to.

I think.

“Ready to go?” Omar asks when he sticks his head into the dining room. “We’ve got everything ready for you so…” He stands by the door as we rise from the table and file out of the room.

“Scott, you’ll go with Farad, my assistant, and ladies, you’ll come with me.” I waved to Heather and nodded to the rest of them and followed the assistant to a conference room filled with other Arab men in suits around a large table. I was instructed to sit at the head of the table and as soon as I did, the lights were dimmed and a PowerPoint presentation appeared on the far wall.

God, how I hate PowerPoint presentations.

~ Heather ~

The four of us say goodbye to Scott as Omar leads us to what looks like a room in the Conference Center. But once we’re inside, I remember what I experienced two years ago. A fitting unlike any I’d ever had in the fashion industry. I was alone for that fitting so it will be interesting to go through it again with three friends.

I’m looking forward to many experiences I had alone the first time with friends this time.

“Heather, you’re at the far end,” Omar says as he directs who goes where. I walk to a short platform used in most fittings and I’m not surprised to recognize the same master tailor who fitted me before. I never got his name back then and he doesn’t offer it now, but we both recognize each other and nod silently as I step onto the platform.

Once again, he measures my body and his attention to detail is even more impressive than I remembered. He takes almost an hour to fully measure and record every aspect of my form and then he has me try on a dozen shoes, all high-end, all extravagantly tall stilettos that are surprisingly comfortable and perfectly matched to my feet. The sheer normalcy of being fitted eases whatever tension I’d been feeling as we move closer to tonight's event.

“Ladies,” Omar says as everyone gathers around my platform, all of us fitted to a tee. “We’ll be going out on the terrace now for a private yoga session with our two most accomplished yoga masters.” We follow Omar onto a luxurious terrace that is a kind of terrarium with a glass ceiling and intense tropical vegetation surrounding an area with four yoga mats and two beautiful Arab women in the latest Lulu Lemon yoga togs smiling at us. We are offered brand-new yoga outfits to change into before we enjoy a fantastic session that calms and refreshes.

Lunch with Scott follows and we are once again bowled over by the incredible food and decor of another private dining room. Scott regales us with the plans being made to bring an event like this to the States but he seems even more skeptical than I am about such a notion.

“How could they possibly pull something like this off?” Margot asks. “Where would they do it?”

“They’re talking about Vegas but I don’t see it,” Scott says. “I don’t see how they could keep it quiet.”

“That’s the least of their problems,” I add but don’t elaborate. One glance at Ashley tells me not to talk about potential issues and undo all the calming effects the yoga and fittings have had on her. And us.

After lunch, we move on to the best part of the day, the spa. I remembered my last massage in Dubai as the best I’d ever had and this one doesn’t disappoint. If anything, it’s even better than I remembered – two hours of impeccable treatment by another master of the craft. Everyone is serene when we are then taken to another area of the spa for skin treatments, a glorious regimen of exfoliants, mud masks, facial massage, and aroma therapy that seems to erase years of tension and stress from my face. Then we are off to the nail salon where our hands and feet are soaked in purifying salt baths and then massaged before our nails are trimmed, painted, filed, and polished to perfection. We all agree on close inspection as we arrive at our suites to dress casually for an early dinner that we have never looked or felt better.

Scott doesn’t join us for the light meal that follows and I struggle a bit to maintain my easy attitude for the others' benefit, mostly Ashley, as I know we’re getting close. We talk about things that don’t matter until Omar arrives.

“Ready for the final touches?” he asks and we all nod. He whisks us to the top floor of the hotel with four bodymen in the oversized elevator. No one says a word. When the door opens, we hear the sounds of others for the first time since we arrived. I remember being puzzled by the lack of other people in the hotel during my first trip but I must have prepared the others sufficiently that they don’t ask and I don’t offer as to why we’re always alone. Now that we’re not, we all look at each other nervously.

“What’s going on in there?” Margot asks as Omar walks us past a row of doors.

“The salon and dressing rooms are right down here,” he says, ignoring her question and leading us to the end of the hallway. We enter another large room and I’m not surprised but still startled to finally see other women. Not just women, models. Beautiful, stunning models. I don’t recognize any of them but when the four of us enter the room – our body men must have stopped outside the doors – all activity in the room halts. Hair dryers stop, chatter is silenced and everyone turns to look at us.

“This way, ladies,” Omar says to us, oblivious to the women in various stages of undress being attended to by stylists and makeup artists. Racks of clothes, mostly high-end lingerie at every station remind me that we will be more undressed than dressed for the show. When I entered this room two years ago, I was recognized as the headliner. Now I had arrived with my own entourage, another step up in this world, I imagined.

My girls and I walk down the row to our grander, larger team of stylists at the far end of the room. As we prepare to take our seats for the final preparations, Nasir appears, seemingly from nowhere, all smiles and pompous gestures.

“Heather, ladies, you all look amazing,” he says in a smarmy tone. “I trust you’ve been well taken care of so far.”

“Yes, everything has been so lovely,” I respond, speaking for the group.

“Excellent!” Nasir exclaims. “We’ve been planning for months to make this evening and the entire week a complete success. That you’ve returned to us, Heather is so incredible. Your popularity and fame are about to increase exponentially.” I am a bit shocked that he made no mention of my entourage.

“Oh, okay,” I whisper as I take my seat to be coiffed and made up. Margot, Jessica, and Ashley do the same.

As our stylists are working on us, we hear a growing commotion in the room next door. I remember being puzzled by the sound two years ago when I had no idea I would be auctioned to the highest bidder for unlimited sex, of any kind, that he wanted for an entire night. I’d thought that I would be on call for the week before the bidding began as if I were one of the women in a high-priced brothel. I never in a million years expected them to bid on me like prized livestock at a cattle auction.

I never expected to enjoy it as much as I did, either.

After our stylists finish their work, we are instructed to disrobe so we can don the high-end lingerie we will wear for the ‘whales’ as I came to think of them. I’m sure Nasir and Omar would be aghast if they heard me use that term – their preferred moniker for the rich men who would be bidding tonight was VIPs – but I think that doesn’t do them justice. Only the biggest creatures on earth are a sufficient comparison to the men who could drop $50,000, as one did with me, for a night of sex. Granted, it was a night with a million-follower, semi-famous, Instagram model who was willing to suck his dick at his direction, spread her legs for endless hours, and even take him up her ass. Still, I’d done that for many men in the States for a lot less money.

I’d thought long and hard about why this place and this event had such a hold on me. When I came here two years ago, I was intentionally ill-informed as to the way it would go. Mislead, really. I had almost no idea what was to happen to me when I signed on. And it took me weeks of rest and therapy to recover from the experience.

Now, I have no such defense. I know exactly what’s about to happen, and yet here I am. I can’t explain it, to Scott, to my friends, to my therapist, even to myself. I’ve tried and I just can’t.

“Heather?” the woman in charge of dressing me says to bring me back to reality. “We’re ready to go.” I’m already dressed in an expensive black bra and panties set with thigh-high seamed stockings held up by a sexy garter belt worn underneath my panties so I can keep my stockings and shoes on when I’m fucking my whale. Six-inch Louboutin stilettos with two-inch platform soles complete my ensemble and I walk to the far end of our group dressing room to join the other eleven models, three of them my friends, nine of whom I have never met before, but all eyes are on me as I make my way towards them and the room where everything is about to go down.
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~ Scott ~

I didn’t get to see the girls before the show. I was ushered to dinner with the same group of men I spent the day with in meetings, going over how the event was organized and executed. They’ve been organizing and managing events like this for almost ten years and they’ve really got their shit together. I’m beginning to wonder if holding an event like this in the States, or maybe somewhere in the Western Hemisphere, might be feasible after all.

After the meeting ends, I find myself with the men who I assume will be bidding on the women. The dinner itself is amazing for being produced and served to a hundred guests virtually simultaneously but everything is perfectly prepared and delicious. I’m stuck at a table with the organizers but I get to see the tables where the VIPs and their entourages are served. It’s perfectly obvious by the way they’re dressed and how they act that they are in charge at every table. I count twenty tables not including mine so just like two years ago, they’ve invited more VIPs than there are girls to go around, so almost half of them will be left high and dry to ensure a spirited auction. It’s genius when you think about it.

“Mr. Marshall?” one of the organizers says. “If you’ll come with me?” He motions for me to walk to the exit and I wonder if I’m going to be excluded from the main event for some reason. I don’t ask but follow him to a back room I haven’t seen before that is filled with people on headsets and looking at a dozen screens arrayed against the far wall. It looks like the control room at a TV station to my untrained eyes.

“This is where you will watch tonight,” my guide tells me while he motions to a seat near the back. I take it and he exits. I look at the screens and see a large room with chairs set up on either side of a long stage and runway, just like they use in the fashion shows Heather has told me about and shown me photos of. And just like the way he described her visit here two years ago.

This is where the auction will happen.

~ Heather ~

The noise and music coming from the main room are almost deafening as we are led into the backstage area behind a large curtain like you see in a theater. The twelve of us are surrounded by dozens of others – technicians, crew members, tradesmen, and the ever-present bodymen. How anyone could think we need protection now is beyond me but then I realize that the bodymen, guards in effect, are to keep us there as much as anything. The organizers don’t want any of us to get cold feet at the last minute.

I look at Ashley to see how she’s doing and for once, she looks under control. She’s less alarmed than many of the other models, all here for their first visit and clueless as to what’s happening. The looks of concern and fear on their faces are a stark reminder of how I felt two years ago. It was not a pleasant memory when I looked at another model in line and wondered what I had gotten myself into.

“Final touches,” my main makeup stylist tells me as she works on my eyes and lips, adding one last layer of lip gloss and mascara. All of the other models are being attended to when a tall, brown-skinned man, the same MC who presided over my event two years ago, impeccably dressed and with ridiculously tall hair, steps through the curtain to address us.

“Ladies, ladies,” he says in a loud enough voice to get our attention. “So glad you could all come.” All the girls turn to him as the makeup and hair stylists withdraw. “I trust your stay here has been wonderful so far.” It’s the exact same speech, I think to myself but say nothing. “My name is Hassan and I will be, as they say, your host for the week.

“What we have planned are a few days of fun and excitement. You each have been hand-chosen to participate in this exclusive event. An event that many, many of us have been looking forward to all year,"  the MC said as he was walking back and forth during his little speech.  "Many many people have a vested interest in this, and I'm sure you will all live up to our expectations," he said rather ominously.  "And if you do, you will be handsomely rewarded for your beauty and discretion."  The girls all looked at one another, only some of us knowing what underlying meaning that really entails.

"Now, we have a very special guest!" Hassan announces with even more energy. "Where is Heather99, the belle of the ball?"  I froze even though I expected to be called out as I was the last time. The models in front of me turned around and looked back, stepping aside to reveal my hiding spot. I guess they all know who I am. "Ah! Heather99!" the MC emphatically says as he walks past the other models towards me. "Wow, you are even more stunning than I remembered,” the MC says in a smarmy tone. "I am honored to be your host tonight". He grabs my hands and kisses them. "You have been the talk of the party.... and will be very popular as you were the last time you graced our presence." He scans my body, judging it, demeaning and objectifying it. "If there's anything you need, please have someone reach out to me personally,” he says as he kisses my hand again, and walks back to the front. The other girls just stare at me as I just stand there, trying to balance myself in my whore heels.

The MC walks away, past the curtain, the only thing now separating us from the ballroom.  You could hear him talk now, delivering a fired-up speech, MCing the event and party. The crew backstage comes back to finalize everything. A girl is adjusting my garter while another is applying last-second lip gloss. 

All of a sudden, I hear "And here are our lovely guests for the evening,” as the curtains are flung open. We could see now what the commotion was about. Before us, a runway stage. Lights, music, and a room full of people. Some sitting and standing. I can only imagine what the newcomers are thinking –  it’s a runway show, a fashion show of sorts. They will soon learn otherwise.

The MC calls the first model on stage. She looks relieved, as she instantly turns on her runway walk, and with the MC's command, she starts walking down the runway. There is a huge applause as she reveals herself to the crowd. Her walk is really good, confident, and sexy.  She's been down the runway before.  As she’s walking, there are TV screens set up, showing her Instagram profile, scrolling through her pictures, reels, everything. She has about 300k followers. She mostly posted swim and beach stuff. Everybody there could see who she was.  About halfway down the runway, she is told to stop and pose.  Twirling around, spinning so the VIPs sitting there could get a better view. Then she again struts further down the runway, stopping again at a pre-determined spot.  Twirling again.  Then off to the end with another stop and twirl.  Then she repeats it all in reserve as she returns to the stage from the runway. 

The MC announces the next girl in line, summoning her to reveal herself to the crowd.  Her Instagram profile is now plastered all over the TVs. She’s a gorgeous European brunette with about 150k followers. Again, a few stops and twirls, then she comes back from the runway and the next girl up. As each model got queued up, I was getting nervous again.  It's been a while since I've done runway. The number one rule is to not fall but in my six-inch Louboutin stilettos, I was nervous. Pretty soon, my group is next up. The last girl before us, a shorter Latin model.  I think she wasn't too experienced, only 60k followers, and you can tell this was her first runway.

Margot is the first of our group to be called. I’ve never seen her on a runway so I have no idea how experienced she is but she does fine, stopping and turning with style and grace in each spot as the others had before her. Jessica goes next and then Ashley. They each do well but no mention is made that they’re with me. I guess it doesn’t matter.

"And now, a very special guest. Re-introducing, Heather Anderson, whom you all know as Heather99!", the MC shouts from his podium.  And with that, I walk on stage in my lingerie and heels. The applause from the crowd is overwhelming. As I was last time, I feel so honored with the attention, as it felt like everybody was waiting for me to walk on. A tall blonde from Southern California. With over a million followers. I follow the path of the other models, stopping and twirling for the VIPs. My Instagram profile is shown on the screen. A mix of lingerie, swim, and personal stuff. A post about being a bridesmaid at a friend's wedding. A post about this swim shoot I did a few weeks ago. A post about dinner out with friends. Now, I'm halfway around the world, being ogled and objectified on this runway stage. And I feel alive. I was feeding off the energy in the room, strutting down, and showing some attitude and personality. Once again, I’m eating up this fashion show.

Even though I know what’s coming.
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~ Scott ~

As the MC works his way through the other eight models in the show, my minder, an Arab named Saeed who has been by my side the whole day stops by and asks me if I’d like to go to the ballroom to see my girls strut down the runway in person. He didn’t put it that way of course, but he’s fluent in English with a heavy Middle Eastern accent and I understood him at once.

I also jumped at the chance. The TV feeds are fine but it’s not the same as being in the room. So I nodded and smiled as soon as he asked and he walked me down a long back hallway to a door that looked like an emergency exit.

“Please stay in the background, Mr. Scott,” he tells me and I smile again. I’m not going to make a scene but I understand his concern.

“Don’t worry, Saeed,” I assure him. “I know my place here.”

“And no photography,” he says. “It’s in every contract.”

“So, they’re not recording in the control room?” I figured they would be even if I saw no evidence that they were.

“Oh, no,” he shakes his head emphatically. “Never. We have so many important clients here tonight.”

“Okay.” I figure he’s about to ask me to hand over my phone but he doesn’t. So I keep it in my pocket and walk through the door.

The room is buzzing. The model who was just starting her walk down the runway is finishing up as I look around and it’s a whole different perspective watching the audience react to her, something I didn’t get to see in the booth. The woman is pretty enough but the large screen video display on the wall at the end of the runway where each model’s Instagram page is shown while she shows off for the VIPs says she only has 60K followers, the lowest number I’ve seen so far. The reaction from the crowd is rather muted, polite more than raucous as it’s been for the higher numbers, better-looking women, and, let’s face it, the blondes. If I ever had any doubts, and I did not, this place proves that blond women command attention all over the world.

And a premium price, as well.

“Next, we have Margot Warner, from Los Angeles, California,” the MC announces as the first of my girls starts down the runway. I’m nervous for her because she confided in me on the flight that she’s not all that experienced when it comes to runway work but she does fine, no stumbles, no hesitations, just a solid performance.

Jessica goes next and she outshines Margot as she’s done a ton of runway work and it shows. She knows just how to work the crowd as she struts, knows how to pause, pose, and twirl for the VIPs, and ends with a signature flourish – an unexpected stop right by the MC’s podium where she looks over her shoulder with her hand on her hip and nods, winks, and blows a kiss to the crowd.

They eat it up.

Ashley is next and she’s a little nervous, not nearly as poised and polished as Jessica or even Margot, but she’s a stunning blonde and that is what this crowd wants from their reaction as soon as she emerges from backstage. She gains confidence as she goes and by the end of her walk, the crowd is even more enthusiastic than they were for Jessica.

Finally, the MC pauses for dramatic effect before he almost shouts into his mic, "And now, a very special guest. Re-introducing, Heather Anderson, whom you all know as Heather99!"

Heather emerges from backstage and the crowd goes wild. She is gorgeous, taller than everyone who preceded her and looking so good with her hair piled high on her head, her makeup dazzling, and her outfit, black bra and panties, seamed stockings, and the only pair of red-soled Louboutins I’ve seen tonight. She works the runway and the crowd like no one else and the men respond in kind, with whistles, catcalls, and finally, a standing ovation. Even the VIPs are on their feet as Heather makes her way back to the stage.

It’s a fucking triumph.

Until it’s not.

~ Heather ~

When I get back to the MC’s podium from my strut up and down the runway, I’m elated. The MC is smiling, the crowd is cheering and everyone is on their feet. I’m about to disappear into the crowd of models backstage when the MC grabs my attention with a look. I raise an eyebrow and he lowers the mic so he can whisper for my ears only, “Wait.”

“As you all know by now, this is Heather Anderson’s triumphant return visit to Dubai. She visited us two years ago and was the talk of the event for reasons you will understand shortly.”

I’m standing next to him, facing the crowd and wondering where he’s going with this little speech when the video on the huge display at the far end of the room goes dark. As with all the other models, it had been playing a video presentation of my IG page with posts of my private life – intimate, personal photos with my friends and colleagues, even my dog. It’s a bit demeaning, sharing my real name and my real life with these men but that’s the deal and I knew it when I signed on to come back to do this event a second time. So even though it’s a relief that they are no longer showing my IG stuff, I have to wonder – what’s going on?

“While she was here two years ago,” the MC continues with a side-long glance and a smarmy smile, “Heather Anderson allowed us to record her on the final day of the event.” I turn from him to the video display and see myself on it but in a completely different context from what came before. “We present it now, gentlemen, for your enjoyment and edification.” 

I’m naked. I’m riding a man, cowgirl style, and it’s clear he’s fucking me. Another man is kneeling behind me and it is also clear that his cock is buried deep in my ass. Another man, also naked, is standing in front of me, and his cock is buried deep in my throat. All three men, all Arab, all dark brown, are pumping the thick, long cocks in and out of my holes. Two other men are standing on either side of me and I have their thick brown cocks in my hands, jerking them off for all I’m worth.

My jaw goes slack as I watch the huge video monitor at the far end of the runway just as everyone in the room – all the VIPs, their entourages, the waiters, the MC, the models behind in backstage, everyone, watches me servicing five men at once with my mouth, my hands, my cunt, and my ass. I’m about to turn away when the MC grabs my arm and whispers, “You’re not going anywhere, Heather99.”

The video changes scenes. Now, just one man is kneeling behind me, fucking me while he holds a fistful of my blond hair in his hand as he pounds me unmercifully from behind. As he fucks me, the camera focuses on my face because it’s clear for everyone to see, I am on the verge of an orgasm. My eyes roll back, my mouth hangs open, I gasp and moan, thrash and spasm as I am experiencing the most earth-shattering orgasm ever because, I remember, the fact that they were recording me having sex, with my permission, was the most demeaning, degrading, and humiliating acts I’d ever committed.

Two cameras had recorded me. As one ranged down my body to reveal that the man who was fucking me was not fucking my vagina but was actually buried deep in my ass, the other camera moved to my face, where an unseen voice asked me what was happening.

And I fucking answered him.

“I’m being fucked in my ass,” I said as I came down from my orgasm all the while being fucked in the ass.

“Where are you?” the voice asked.

“I’m in Dubai,” I grunted as I rocked back and forth.

“Why are you here?”

“I’m being paid a lot of money to be here.”

“Why are they paying you a lot of money to be here, Princess?”

I opened my eyes and looked at the camera and the man questioning me. I knew what he wanted. He wanted me to say it so they could get it on tape.

“I’m a whore,” I said as I rocked to the tempo of the man fucking my ass who is getting more aggressive, more violent as the interview progresses as if he too is performing for the cameras. I turn to look at the guy fucking me but the interviewer grabs my face to turn me back to the camera.

“But what is your name, Princess?” the voice asked.

“Heather99,” I said.

“No, Princess,” the unseen voice chided me. “What is your real name? That’s what we want. Your real name, Heather99.”

“Heather Anderson.”

“And where are you from, Heather Anderson?”

“Los Angeles, California.”

“And what are you again?”

“I’m a whore.”

“That’s right,” the voice said. “And what kind of whore are you, Heather Anderson?”

“I’m a whore who loves the taste of her own ass.”

The camera shifts to focus on the man fucking me. “Mohammed, did you hear that? She wants to taste her ass.”

The man stopped fucking me and the camera stayed on him, with no cuts, until he presented his cock for me to suck. I looked up at him and opened my mouth. He jammed his cock deep into my throat. He fucks my throat for a few seconds, maybe a minute at most, until he steps back and aims his cock at my face, my beautiful, IG model, a million followers, destroyed face, and painted it with thick ropes of cum until I was dripping with his seed.

Then they had me walk the runway again to be auctioned, with cum dripping from my face and running down my thighs.

To be auctioned, again.

It wouldn’t be my last auction that night, either.

In real-time, the ballroom was deathly silent. Everyone was transfixed by what they had just witnessed and you could have heard a pin drop. It was so quiet, the MC didn’t need his mic to address the room. He strolled to the front of the stage and everyone turned to look at him. And me. I’ve never been so humiliated in my life. I look down, unable to meet their eyes but I feel them all looking at me in my fine lingerie, my expensive shoes, my hair perfectly coiffed, my makeup impeccable, but my ego destroyed.

I am mortified.

Absolutely mortified.

I look up at the other models staring at me, their mouths hanging open. Their eyes disbelieving. Some of their heads are shaking.

Then I hear the video begin again, with me and the five men.

They have it on a loop.

On the big screen.

Mortified.

“Gentlemen,” the MC announces. “We will now start the bidding.”
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~ Scott ~

I’m in shock.

Heather told me when she returned from her first trip to Dubai what she’d gone through but not in the kind of detail I’d just witnessed on the video screen. She didn’t tell me she’d agreed to be recorded, either. Not being recorded had been one of her dealbreaker conditions when she agreed to that trip in the first place. To see the incontrovertible evidence that she had changed her mind at some point levels me. She’s usually so careful, to the point of paranoia, about keeping her whoring life secret.

Clearly, she got caught up in the moment two years ago because what I just watched, along with the dozens of men in the ballroom, is astounding. Not that it happened – the girl loves degrading sex – but that she allowed it to be filmed. Not just allowed but actively participated, answering questions, looking directly into the camera while being fucked, all of it.

Worse, it looked to me like she was into it. A model knows how to work it for a camera and that’s what I saw. Heather was working to make that video what it was, what it is. A record of her most demeaning, degrading performance as a whore, including a full admission, with her real name, where she was, what she was doing, being paid for sex.

“Gentlemen,” the MC says as the crowd murmurs about what they’ve just witnessed. “We will now start the bidding.”

Heather’s sex tape keeps playing on some of the smaller video monitors spread around the ballroom but the large monitor at the end of the runway switches back to the Instagram profile of the first model who walked the runway to begin the show. The woman herself steps from the group of models huddled on the stage near the MC. She looks at him and he smiles and urges her to strut for him and the audience again, which she does, somewhat reluctantly.

It finally occurs to me that Heather’s video from her first visit to this venue is the girl’s first inclination of what’s in store for her at the end of this week. She looks as if she’s in shock.

As she tentatively begins her second walk down the runway, the MC launches into his pitch. "Our first model, you’ll recall, is Gabriela_3. She has 60k followers and comes from Mexico.  She is 28 years years old. Gabriela_3 is 5 foot, 6 inches.  34B-26-38." the MC in a normal tone before he whispers into the mic, "Her favorite position is cowgirl, and she will do oral and anal.”

The girl stops and looks back at the MC who ignores her before he goes on. "She has a boyfriend, so she asks that you wear a condom." The crowd murmurs its disapproval.  "The bidding will start at $1,000. Do I hear $1000?" he asks as he turns into an auctioneer.

I’m surprised, if not stunned. I know Heather went for $50,000 on her first night in Dubai two years ago. So for the MC to start the bidding so low strikes me as incredibly demeaning. The girl isn’t nearly as good-looking as Heather or any of my other girls, but she’s here, she's a model, and she’s willing to do anal. That has to be worth more than a thousand dollars. Heather gets $1500 an hour in LA. They all get more than a measly thousand bucks for an hour, let alone a full night.

"$5,000!" the MC shouted in glee, as the VIPs in the crowd bid her up. After stopping briefly, the girl regains her composure and walks down the runway, stopping in the same spots in front of the VIPs who are bidding on her.

"$9,000!" the MC announces, trying to goad a bidding war. But interest in this first girl is muted and the bidding stops.

"Going once.... going twice... SOLD!", the MC proclaimed.  "Sold to Mr. Sayed for $9,000, congratulations!” The girl walks back to the staging area next to the MC’s podium and gets back in line with the other models. She’s smiling but it looks forced. She has to know she was just sold on the cheap.

"Next up, TheRealSonjaGray!" It was the European girl. Her IG profile is now shown on the big screens.  "TheRealSonjaGray comes from Germany. She’s 27 years old, 5 foot 8 inches.  32B-25-34. Her favorite position is being spit-roasted by 2 men.” He pauses, looks up, and smiles. “Gentlemen, we have a crazy one here! She does not do anal and is recently tested and clean. No condom requirement.”

I’m astounded at how detailed he’s being about the girls’ sexual availability, what they like, what they’ll tolerate, what they won’t. Heather didn’t mention this when she got back home after her first trip.

“Bidding will start at $7,000"  As the bidding starts and progresses quickly, the MC announces, "And SOLD! for $28,000 to Mr. Fared, congratulations!"

I watch in awe as the girls I know nothing about other than what’s on the screens and their Instagram profiles are auctioned off one after the other. It’s an astounding process, one that Heather told us about but until you see it in real life, with real people and real consequences to follow, it doesn’t hit home.

Now, it’s hitting home big time.

The MC continues auctioning models one by one. $24,000. $13,000. $37,000. A redhead from the United Kingdom. An Asian woman from the Philippines. An American from New York City. 200k followers. 94k followers. 400k followers. 

Finally, the models I don’t know have all been sold for the night to one VIP or another. Now, it’s time for my girls to walk the runway and sell their bodies to the highest bidder. I’m almost vibrating I’m so excited.

~ Heather ~

“Did you know they made that video?” Margot asks me when I get back to the group on the stage. I nod.  “Did you know they were going to show it tonight?”

“I knew it was happening two years ago, obviously, since I was answering questions for them. And they got my permission in writing.” I give her a look. I give all of them a look as Ashley and Jessica are hanging on my every word. “But I had no idea they would show it here tonight.”

“Are they going to ask us to do that?” Ashley asks, looking pale and wide-eyed.

I shake my head. “I don’t think they filmed anyone else but me last time, so probably not.” I didn’t know that for a fact, there was far too much going on for me to know what the others were doing, especially later in the week.

“If you don’t sign a release, they can’t film you,” Margot says with a lot more certainty than I’m feeling. I know she’s right in the legal sense but I have no idea how concerned the organizers are with technicalities like that. Still, they did get my permission before they filmed me.

Biggest mistake of my life, I realize now.

“Margot, you’re up next,” one of the handlers tells her as we’re watching the others. She gives me a look and moves to stand next to the MC. I take Ashley’s hand and Jessica takes her other hand for moral support. I still have my doubts about her but a least she hasn’t bolted yet.

I feel like it’s so serendipitous that Margot is the first of us to go, she’s such a trooper. She struts down the runway as the MC touts her real name, her measurements, and what she’s willing to do with the whale who buys her. Not surprisingly, she goes for more than any of the other models, a cool $45,000. I’m impressed. I was the headliner two years ago and I didn’t get much more than that. I begin to wonder what I’ll go for tonight when the same handler appears to move Jessica to the podium for her auction. I look at Ashley as she grips my hand even tighter.

“Are you going to be okay?” I ask and she looks at me.

“Yeah, I can do this,” she says in a voice that sounds like she’s trying to convince herself more than she’s trying to convince me.

Jessica goes for $39,000 and I can see on her face as she makes her way back that she’s disappointed. One of the most diabolical aspects of this is that every girl knows where she stands in the pecking order of auctioned whores. It’s bad enough in the modeling world, where everyone has a general sense of everyone else’s day rates and the demand for her time. But this is so much more than that. This is so in-your-face, not to mention the MC giving details about what sexual acts you will or will not tolerate. I wonder, not the the first time and certainly not for the last time if this was all a huge mistake, not just coming back but bringing my friends.

“Ashley,” the handler says. “You’re up.”

She gives my hand one last squeeze and walks to the podium. The MC smiles at her and sends her down the runway. I have to admit, saving her and me for last was genius. With twelve models and twenty VIPs, the bidding on the last of us, blondes at that, will be fierce.

Ashley goes for $75,000. A new record, according to the MC.

Then it’s my turn.  

"And now, our very special guest," the MC says with such enthusiasm. "The one that you have been waiting for all night.” The other models on stage all turned their heads to me, knowing that I was being saved for last. I feel the spotlight and attention focus on me, as I faintly smile. I have knots in my stomach as I’m told to start strutting down the runway. Just like the last time I was in Dubai. Only worse.  

"Next up, Heather 99!"  Just like with the others, my Instagram profile was now front and center on the big screen while my sex tape continued to play on a loop on all the smaller screens. 

"Heather99 comes from the United States, Los Angeles. 26 years old. 5 foot, 9 inches. Blonde hair, blue eyes.  34C-24-35."  I walk to the first stop and twirl, making eye contact with my would-be bidders and suitors. "Her favorite position is doggy style.... and gentlemen.  She has agreed to many things we have asked of her. Heather99's ass is available for your use, she will deepthroat you and as you’ve already seen on the video, she does not have many limits, not like these others. She is certified clean, which of course means you can fuck her raw all night and into the morning.” 

A hush comes over the crowd. Likely relishing in this fact. As I stand on the end of the runway, I feel so humiliated. Just standing there, on stage, in the middle of strangers. Wearing this whore lingerie, twirling, about to get bid on. Every inch of my body is available for use, for the right price. A price that I don't control. It isn't my body anymore. It’s theirs. 

"The bidding will start at $50,000", the MC proclaims.  I could hear the whispers and rumblings throughout the crowd as I stood there. 

"$50,000!" one faceless name from the crowd shouts out. 

The MC replies "$50! Do I hear $60?" 

“Sixty,” a second mystery bidder emerges. 

"$80k!" one man announces, causing a fervor among the competition. The bidding has already exceeded Ashley’s record bid and it's clear that the audience was waiting for me to be put up for auction. 

"$90k!" comes an almost immediate reply.  The MC is losing control of the room as the men are willing to empty their wallets to win me at auction. 

"$100k!" as applause breaks out.  

"Wow, $100k, six figures for one night!! Do I hear $110k?” the MC continues. The bidding keeps escalating higher and higher and my mind is spinning out of control. This amount of money is insane. For a night with me? Six figures? Holy crap.  

I hear the MC say "$125k?  Do I hear $125k? Guys, a million followers, look at her!" With that, the MC squeezes out a $125k bid. My bidding is nearing its end, it has to be. 

"Do I hear $130k? This is once in a lifetime opportunity. Heather99 will likely not be coming back here after this trip." I’m confused as I look back at the MC. He has this smirk on my face.  But before I realize it, I hear "$130k!" with pandemonium erupting in the room.  

"$130k! $130k going once. $130k going twice… SOLD $130k SOLD to Sheikh Mohamed.” 

Wait, I know that name. I look around and see him for the first time. The first time tonight, at least. 

He’s the same man who bought me two years ago. 

As I walk back in line, I am dumbfounded. I have just been sold for $130k to the same man as two years ago.  He’s already had me once so there’s no novelty in having me again. And unless I’m mistaken, his winning bid was the only one he made. He must have been lying in wait to swoop in and win me at the last minute. I’m astounded. 

All the models are ushed off stage and within moments a pair of security guards comes for me.  Accompanied them is Omar as he congratulates me and asks me to follow him.  I’m escorted out, leaving the other models behind. I was the last to be bid on and the first to be taken away, just like two years ago.  I should have expected it – somehow, I did not. 

But I know what’s about to happen now. 
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~ Scott ~

“So, several of the VIPs don’t get anyone, is that right?” I ask my minder. He gives me a look and nods. 

“They all know in advance how it’s going to work when they pay their admission fee.” He shrugs. “Don’t feel sorry for them, though. They’ll be back tomorrow night when the prices will be much lower.” 

“But they only get an hour with them.” Not only did Heather explain how the week plays out but we went over the design in the meetings and presentations earlier. If I’m going to organize and run an event like this in the States, I need to know everything. 

“They get as long as it takes for them to be satisfied but most take an hour or less,” he says. “And with the richest men gone, they will all get what they came here for.” 

I don’t mention that an hour seems like a small consolation compared with an entire night, but the prices paid just now are mindboggling. I thought Heather was exaggerating when she told me she was bought for $50k two years ago, but having just witnessed her going for $130k for one night, I’m still trying to wrap my head around it. 

“That’s it for tonight, Mr. Scott,” my minder tells me as he offers to shake my hand. “I will come for you in the morning.” He walks off leaving me to find my way back to my room. 

The venue has emptied quickly and the cleaning crew is stacking chairs and vacuuming the floor as I leave. I take an elevator alone to our floor, mindful of the fact that none of my girls will be on the floor with me tonight. They will be otherwise occupied. 

I smile at the thought of all the sex even if none of it will be with me. 

When I enter my room, I am surprised to find the lights on. I haven’t been back here since the morning but I assume the maid left them on when she turned down the bed, which has been adjusted. No sooner than I walk into the room when the bathroom door opens and two beautiful Arab women in lingerie walk out and smile at me without saying a word. They slink over to where I’m standing and while one kisses me the other one tugs at my belt. My dick swells in my pants as they are gorgeous, voluptuous, and clearly eager to please me. 

What can I say? 

I’m easy. 

~ Heather ~

As I was being whisked away from the auction, the others around me were celebrating, the auction staff on a job well done. The VIPs, on their recent purchases. And the MC, personally shaking the hand of Sheikh Mohamed. On the bounty of the night, the high bid, and the trophy that will return to his collection.  

I just caught a glimpse of my date before being escorted away by Omar and security. The elevator ride was as silent as it was scary. As we were climbing higher, the floor signs kept going higher and higher.  A countdown of sorts, to my ultimate purpose. A clock to my value.  

The Royal Suite, the same one I was taken to on my first assignment in Dubai two years ago, is simply stunning – I had forgotten how sumptuous it was.  Omar leads me in revealing a level of wealth and luxury that I’ve only seen here, nowhere else in the world.  The level of opulence, befitting a Royal, and to celebrate, an Instagram whore with a ridiculously high price tag.  

I am greeted inside the suite by my beauty team – the same group as before the auction.  They had arrived earlier, with my kit already prepared, ready for my final touch-ups.  In a way, I feel comforted to see them, to sit in the chair as they are preparing me.  It feels... familiar. Like on a modeling shoot. But I was lying to myself, I knew, we all knew, what was about to happen.  

During my glam out, I hear the suite doors open. And Omar rushes out to greet the new entrant. A hush comes over the women preparing me. An unspoken hurried final rush to not be seen or heard. Only from a distance could I hear Omar greet and salute the Sheikh. Omar, a man who was so much in control, now deferring to this new entrant.  

The makeup women quickly finish and slip away as I hear Omar summon me. 

"Heather?" Won't you come out and greet our man of honor?" 

With the flutter in my stomach, I stand up in my 6" Louboutin heels. I walk out of the room and into the foyer. I see my suitor, my winner, my Sheikh for the first time in two years.  

I hadn’t forgotten how impressive he is. 

A tall man, about 6'4", taller than me even in my high heels. Mid-50s, perfectly polished and groomed. What is so striking is his beard. A fully luscious beard that screams masculinity. A masculinity that was soon going to test a woman, no, a model, no, a whore standing in front of him. Dressed in whore lingerie and luxury heels. Just freshly primped for the most intense, sexually humiliating, and objectifying night of her whore life. Again.  

As Sheikh Mohamed comes closer, the room empties. Omar, security, everybody disappears as the doors shut behind them. Complete privacy. Discretion. Silence. The things that money can buy. I stand before him, not as a model or even as a person. But as a whore. A whore with a million followers. 

“It’s good to see you again, Heather,” he says in a low voice that I feel in my bones. “When I heard you were returning this week, I knew I had to have you again.” 

I smile demurely. “I’m so glad you did, Sir.” I never call him anything but Sir, not only because I don’t know how to address a man of his position and stature but because it just feels right. He doesn’t correct me so I assume he’s fine with it. 

“That was quite a performance you put on last time you were here,” he says in a tone that hits me hard. 

“You hadn’t seen that video before?” I just assumed it made the rounds here, a fact that jolts me with a fresh round of humiliation. 

“No, never,” he whispers as he pulls me into his arms. “It’s such a contrast.” 

“Contrast, sir?” 

“You are so beautiful, so unattainable for most men, and I have to pay such an exorbitant price to secure an evening of your time and attention.” He gently kisses my freshly painted lips, his beard tickling my chin. 

“And yet by the end of the week…” He kisses me again, a bit more forcefully, his tongue slipping between my lips, his hands on my ass. “By the end of the week, the things you will do with this beautiful mouth…” He kisses me again, passionately, deeply. 

When we break from the last kiss, he takes my hand and walks me into the bedroom and the ornate bed that has been turned down for our night together. I wait for instructions – I will assume nothing with this man of immense wealth and power. I will do what he tells me to do and make this night that he paid an insane amount of money for even more memorable than our last night together. Which obviously made quite an impression on him, I remind myself. 

“Show me that body, Heather,” he says as he steps back to rake me up and down with his eyes. “I remember you but I want to see you naked again.” 

I do a subtle strip tease for him, nothing overt, no over-the-top flourishes, just a sexy smile here and there as he watches me remove my expensive lingerie, my bra, my panties. I keep my garter belt and stocking on, along with my Louboutins because I have yet to meet the man who doesn’t love fucking a gorgeous model with weapons on her feet. 

The Sheik is no exception. 

“Now, undress me,” he orders me and I obey with another flutter in my belly. I smile as I unbuckle his belt and pull it out of the loops, tossing it on the floor. I undo his pants and pull them to the floor as I go to my knees at his feet. I look up and he’s watching me closely, his dick hard and ready, leaking precum as they all do. I lick it, suck it gently, reach up, and massage his balls with one hand while grabbing his shaft with the other. He’s not huge but not small, either. I take his dick into my mouth and lean forward, driving the head into my throat and gagging myself for his benefit. I watch his face as I do so and earn a slight smile, which thrills me. 

I’ve never fucked anyone for so much money before and that thought of it stays uppermost in my mind. I wonder if it’s even possible to make myself worthy of such an incredible sum but I make it my mission to do everything in my power to do so. I decide I need to ask him what he wants from me, something I never do. I might ask a client how he wants me to start our session, but I avoid an open-ended question about an entire session. 

Until tonight. 

I’ve stopped fellating him and have moved on the removing his shoes and socks as he sits on the edge of the bed, a particularly subservient position and task that I find most men love. He seems to be no exception. 

So it’s the perfect time for me to ask, “What will make tonight perfect for you, Sir?” 

He looks at me. “That’s a good question, Heather.” He strokes his beard as he contemplates his answer. I find myself suppressing a smile at the cliche of his gesture. 

“Do you remember our night together two years ago?” he asks. 

“Of course, Sir,” I tell him honestly. I would say that in any event but in this instance, it’s true. It was the first time I’d ever been paid $50,000 for a night and I never forgot what it was like. “Do you want to recreate that night?” 

“Tell me what you remember of it,” he says with a look as if he’s trying to catch me in a lie. Luckily, I wasn’t lying. 

“To begin with, you fucked me until I came, Sir,” I tell him as I remove his trousers from his ankles. “You didn’t cum, though. You fucked me in missionary position, then doggy style, my favorite, and I came again. I remember cumming so many times that night I lost count.” 

“Do you remember how many times I came, Heather?” 

He stands up and I begin unbuttoning his dress shirt. He had already removed his suit coat and tie but left it to me to take off his shirt. When I do, I’m again confronted by one of the hairiest chests I’ve ever seen. My pussy clenches once again. 

“Oh, yes, Sir,” I tell him as I work my way down the buttons on his shirt. “You came twice, Sir. Once before we turned out the lights, and just before you left me the next morning.” 

“Do you remember how many times I fucked you, Heather?” 

“No sir. I’m afraid I lost count of that as well.” At the time, I couldn’t see my phone or a clock but it felt like he climbed on my body every twenty minutes or so all through the night to fuck me either missionary or prone-bone. 

I usually came whenever he fucked me missionary. 

It was a very long night. 

“That’s what I want tonight, Heather. To fuck you all night long. But with one difference.” 

“Yes, Sir?” I ask, wondering what he’ll say but with a pretty good idea, now that he’s seen my video. 

“I want to fuck your ass just before I leave you in the morning, Heather. But after I do I want to cum in your mouth. Will that be a problem?” he asks with a tone that tells me he may have phrased it as a question but didn’t mean it as such. Not in the least. 

“Of course not, Sir.” 
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~ Scott ~

When I woke up the next morning, the women were still sleeping in the bed, one on either side of me. I’m mildly surprised they’re still here. I went to sleep expecting them to slip out of the room at some point but I’m pleased they didn’t. When they first approached me I wondered if the fantasy of having two women at once might be better than the reality turned out to be, but they proved me wrong. After sucking my cock together, then rimming my ass and sitting on my face at some point, I fucked them both, one after the other until I came and we all went to sleep. I have no recollection of which one I came in as they look so similar and they never did introduce themselves. Hell, I don’t even know if they speak English. It never came up.

As I stare at one of them, the one with the slightly thicker lips and marginally smaller tits, I give up trying to figure out who I fucked and just lean over to kiss her awake. She stirs gently as she kisses me back without opening her eyes before she wraps her arms around my neck and pulls me on top of her luscious body. I’m already hard so she spreads her legs to welcome me and reaches down to guide my dick into her slot. She’s tight and wet and perfect. I fuck her with enthusiasm until I cum. She does as well but I’m not sure if it was genuine or an act for my benefit. I’m good either way.

When I’m done panting from the exertion, I open my eyes and find the woman beneath me looking at the other woman to my right. I glance over and the other one smiles at me, then shifts her body close enough to kiss me but just enough to ease me to my left. I roll off the one I just fucked and the one I didn’t just fuck kisses her, deeply, thoroughly, as I watch.

I’m content to watch.

I prop my head on my hand as their two bodies entwined each other. The one on top slides down to lick and suck her partner’s nipples before she works her way down that perfect body, past her navel, past her bare mound, to her slit which I can’t see but I know is dripping with my seed. She kisses and licked the woman’s vagina until she wrests an orgasm from her, a gasp and a spasm, followed by the grabbing of hair and mashing of her face against her crotch until she pushes her away and almost whimpers from the overstimulation.

The woman on top looks at me and climbs over the other to get to me. She takes my dick in her mouth and quickly sucks me to a fresh erection, then she climbs onto my body and inserts me into her cunt. She rides me until she gasps and spasms with her own climax. I don’t have another shot in me but I’m content to hold her when she falls forward and collapses into my arms.

A few minutes later, she lifts her head and kisses me. She climbs off my body and joins her partner in the bathroom – I never noticed when she left the bed – until they emerge together in their lingerie, smile, wave, blow me a kiss, and slip out the door.

We never exchanged a single word the entire time.

I close my eyes and contemplate dozing off for a few seconds before I drag myself out of bed, take a shower, and get dressed. A few minutes later I’m in the lobby looking for Saeed.

“Mr. Scott,” he says as he comes around a corner. “You slept well, I trust?” He smiles but I don’t detect a hint of irony in his question. So I don’t thank him for the company I’m sure he provided me with.

“Great,” I tell him with a nod. “Any sign of the girls?”

“They are all back in their rooms, Mr. Scott. Will you please follow me?”

I’m surprised that I won’t have a chance to talk to Heather and the rest but I understand their need to get some sleep. It’s a pretty good bet that none of them got much sleep last night from what Heather told me about her first trip and from the incredible prices paid for their services.

“Can I ask you something, Saeed?”

“Of course, Mr. Scott, sir,” he says as we continue walking in the direction of the same conference room I spent the day in yesterday.

I decided to put it bluntly to the man and let him deal with it. “When will I get to talk to my girls?” I arch an eyebrow and he nods.

“We have scheduled all five of you to have dinner together, sir.”

“Tonight?”

“Yes, sir.”

~ Heather ~

I slept for hours after I returned to my suite. I didn’t see Ashley but I didn’t go looking for her either. I just wanted to brush my teeth a dozen times and go to bed, which is what I did.

Well, maybe I brushed my teeth two or three times, but you understand.

The organizers of the event, or perhaps the hotel management, did a great job of providing light-proof curtains in my bedroom and I slept soundly for hours. When I finally woke up, I was not quite refreshed but I was at least rested. My pussy was sore, as was my asshole, but I’m used to that. And all things being equal, I was fine with it. A little discomfort for a payoff of that magnitude, well, if I’m ever caught complaining I should have my head examined.

When I finally open my eyes, I hear someone in the living room of our suite, so I throw on a hotel robe and see who’s around. I’m not surprised to find all the other girls and Scott as well.

“Do we have time for any spa treatments today?” Margot asks as I enter the room.

“Nice to see you too, Margot,” I tell her with a cocked eyebrow. “I had a great time last night, how about you?”

“Funny,” she says with a sarcastic look.

“No, I mean it. How was your whale?”

“It was fine,” she says diffidently. “I gave him his money’s worth.”

“Didn’t we all?” Jessica asks with a smirk. “I mean, what did they expect, fireworks to shoot out of our asses while they fucked us?” She laughed at her own joke while the rest of us smiled politely. I looked at Ashley.

“How’d you do, babe?” I touch her arm.

“Good,” she says with a bit of enthusiasm. “Really good. I had fun.”

“I did, too,” Scott adds out of the blue. “If anyone’s interested.”

“Do tell,” Margot says with a smirk of her own. “Did you have some company?”

“More than I could handle,” he says with a sly smile. “But I want to hear about you guys. What was it like?”

I smile. He’s always great at putting me, us, first. It’s one of his most endearing qualities.

“Yeah,” Jessica says with a start. “How was Round 2 with your guy, after, uh, everything?” She looks at me a bit sheepishly. I try not to frown.

“It was good,” I say honestly.

“Really?” Ashley asks. “Did he, you know…?”

“Yeah, but I’m used to it,” I tell them which is more or less true. I’ve done it enough to know what to expect and although it’s not something I’d ever do of my own volition, I do get a certain thrill out of thrilling my client. And I know for a fact he was thrilled. He even surprised me by kissing me. Quickly, not deeply, but still. Kudos to him.

“I don’t know how you ever get used to it,” Margot says with more than a hint of disgust.

“Have you ever done it?” I ask pointedly.

“No,” she admits. “I’ve never shot myself in the foot, either, but I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t enjoy it.”

“I didn’t say I enjoy it…” I begin, getting a bit heated when Scott cuts me off.

“Ladies, please. Let’s put the past behind us and talk about tonight. Everyone knows what to expect, right?”

They all turn to look at me. I nod.

“Yeah, so tonight is what we wound up calling the Dubai train last time I was here.”

Scott pipes up. “That’s what the organizers call it, too.”

“Really?” I ask. “That’s pretty cheeky of them.” I look around but nobody is smiling. “Anyway, we’ll all go down the runway like last night but no preliminary walk. They’ll go straight to the bidding. Big difference is, it’s for an hour each, more or less. They don’t watch the clock and bang on the door when the guy’s time is up, but everyone understands that it’s a one-and-done type of thing.”

“No multiple shots on goal?” Jessica asks with a smile.

“They can try if it doesn’t take forever, but you can say no and I suggest you do,” I tell her and everyone. “They’ll try to get us on the runway five times before the evening is over, so pace yourselves.”

“Do we really have that option?” Ashley asks, her first question since we began discussing tonight’s festivities. I’m still worried about her. She looks rattled and the evening hasn’t even begun.

“You can always say no, Ashley,” I tell her but I also know that if she does turn anyone down before the fact, we’re all out of here and my big payout from last night, along with everyone else’s in the room, is forfeited.

“Fuck that shit,” Margot growls. “She said she could do this. I’m not about to let her piss away my $45,000 fee from last night. My guy was no fun at all and I expect to be paid for fucking him. Repeatedly.”

“We’ll figure it out, Margot, so cool your jets,” I growl right back at her. I’ve still got my arm around Ashley’s shoulders and she seems relatively calm. “You okay, hon?” I whisper.

“Yeah, I’m good,” she says with a weak smile. Yeah, I’m really worried about her.

“Ladies. Gentleman,” Omar says as he strides into the room. “Dinner is served in the private dining room on the main floor.”

We all head for the elevator.


11

~ Scott ~

In the private dining room, the girls avoid any more talk about what happened last night and what is about to take place after dinner. We talk about how good the food is and how great all their spa treatments were yesterday. I make the mistake of asking if they’ll go back to the spa and some point and everyone looks at Heather.

“No, I’m afraid not,” she says and you can hear a pin drop in the ensuing silence. Each day will be spent recovering from the prior night’s festivities, leaving no time for facials and messages. Well, spa facials. I’m curious to know if there will be any of the other kinds of facials later in the week but I’m smart enough to keep that question to myself.

After dinner, the girls go off to prepare for the auctions and Saeed takes me back to the same meeting room. We spend some time with the same group of Arab men I met with yesterday and they tell me they’re ready to move forward with plans for a US version of the event. I once again voice my concern that Vegas is far too public for such a production, but the guy in charge smiles and assures me they won’t be locating the event in Vegas.

“Where, then?” I ask.

“A place I’m sure you’ve never heard of, Scott,” he says with a smirk. I don’t press the issue and we adjourn the meeting as the auction is about to begin.

In the main ballroom, the crowd of men is a little rowdier than the night before, mostly due to the absence of more than half of the VIPs. The place is full but the status of many of the audience members strikes me as less polished, less sophisticated, less wealthy, to be blunt about it. I know the auction tonight will be structured differently and it’s easy to see why – most of this crowd can’t afford last night’s prices. Lucky for them, they won’t have to.

“Gentlemen,” the MC says as he steps from behind the curtain on the main stage at the end of the runway. “Welcome back.” He grins and his teeth are blindingly white but his smile is still a little dirty. Maybe I’m projecting but he just strikes me as oily and smug. I don’t like him.

“Tonight we will dispense with the introductory walk down the runway and get right to the main event, the auction. We will keep the same order as last night so you know what’s coming. And good news, gentlemen. All of the models you saw auctioned off yesterday are still with us, so we have plenty of pussy for you to choose from.” He laughs along with the audience which is getting rowdier by the minute.

“First up, you remember Gabriela_3, our little Latin firecracker…”

And, we’re off.

~ Heather ~

After dinner, we’re led to the small ballroom used to prep us for display on the runway and my same team of makeup and hair stylists work their magic on me. I don’t look quite as spectacular as last night but there wasn’t as much time before we’re called to the main event. We all troop out to the staging area and the looks being exchanged by the models who don’t know what to expect remind me of my first visit two years ago, when I had no idea what was about to take place.

Now, I know exactly what to expect.

The bidding begins and the dollar amounts are tiny fractions of what was bid last night. The new girls look at each other and wonder what’s going on. I know I did. I was astounded when a final bid of $50,000 on my first night was followed by a final bid of $5000 on the second, both record amounts, I was told. The girls being auctioned now are getting bids far below that and it’s having its intended impact. The goal of the organizers of this event, I warned my friends before we signed on, is to degrade us, to break us. Tonight is just the start of that process.

The MC works his way through the other eight models until he gets to Margot. She doesn’t look at the rest of us for moral support – all the other models have left the stage as soon as their auctions were concluded – so it’s just the three of us watching as Margot struts down the runway.

“Margot is 30 years old…” the MC begins, going over the same details he described last night but concluding with the price she fetched. “Margot went for $45,000 last night, gentlemen, and tonight you can have her for a much more reasonable sum. We will start the bidding at $1000.”

I glance at Margot and see her wince at the low value the MC has put on her, less than she gets in LA. But the bidding is spirited and she ultimately brings a winning bid of $2500. Jessica goes for $2000, and Ashley, who is holding up surprisingly well, goes for the highest price so far tonight, $3500.

Then, it’s my turn.

“And now, for our last model of the first round, we have Heather,” the MC announces. My sex tape begins to run on the big screen and all the smaller screens spread throughout the venue as I strut to the first mark where I stop and turn, half the audience looking me up and down, the other half staring at the image of me ‘airtight skiing’ with five dicks.

“We will start the bidding for the lovely, sexy Heather at $5000,” the MC says, and as I walk the rest of the runway before returning to the stage in my 6” Louboutins and sexy lingerie, I am won for $10,000, another record, the MC announces.

After my auction, the last of the first round, I am whisked away from the ballroom, not for another touchup session with my stylists like the previous night but directly to a private room where the man who won me is waiting.

My first session of the evening is no different than a session in LA. I ask my client how he would like me, he points at the floor so I go to my knees and undo his belt and pants, suck his dick for a few minutes before he moves me to the bed and fucks me in missionary for a surprisingly short time before he cums in my pussy. I don’t orgasm but I didn’t expect to. I wasn’t kidding when I told the others that tonight was all about pacing yourself. We hold each other for a few more minutes before we disengage, he dresses and I pull on my panties, the only article of my outfit I had removed, he kisses me and leaves.

Now comes the hard part.

With a pussy full of cum I walk back to the small ballroom for my stylists to touch up my hair and makeup before I make my way to the stage in the main ballroom. I take my position in line for another auction. Most of the other models are all back as well and Round 2 is in full swing. I don’t recognize the girl making her way down the runway except to know that she looks familiar and I know her story. It’s the same story for all of us. We just fucked a client and now we’re back to be auctioned to another, then another, then another.

I expected that having been through this before it would get easier and maybe it is but not much. When I finish an appointment in LA, I’m almost always done for the day or the evening. Scott rarely schedules me for two appointments in one day and if he does, they’re usually several hours apart so I have time to recover.

Here in Dubai, having to drag myself out of bed and get dressed and prepped for another turn on the runway is a whole other kind of demeaning. So many thoughts run through my mind as I’m on the runway. These men know I was just fucked by someone else and yet here I am, displaying myself for another round as if I’m insatiable, for money or sex, or both. What they must think of me.

And, it gets worse with each trip down the runway. The effect is cumulative. By my fifth showing and auction, where I once again fetch an astonishing sum of $10,000 for an hour of my time and my willingness to perform just about any sex act, I feel as disgraced and degraded as you can imagine. It’s so overwhelming, especially when I look up at the end of the runway and see my sex tape still playing on a loop, being interviewed, while I’m being reamed, about how I love the taste of my own ass.

When I arrive at the room for my fifth client of the evening, I am exhausted, depleted, and ready to collapse. But when I enter the room, I am confronted by a man who is fucking gorgeous. He has piercing brown eyes, incredible black hair, and a devastating smile that revives me unexpectedly. Unlike my last client who took undo pleasure in reminding me what a disgusting whore I was as he fucked my ass doggy style while he pulled my hair unmercifully, this man looks like he wants to ravish me in the best way possible.

“Hello, Heather,” he says in a voice that melts every bone in my body. “I’ve been waiting all night for this moment.” He steps towards me and takes me in his arms, but as he leans in to kiss me I stop him.

“You’ve seen the tape.”

He gives me a confused look.

“You know, everybody knows, what I’m willing to do,” I whisper, hoping against hope I don’t have to spell it out for him any further. My last client, once he fucked my ass for most of the hour, came in my mouth. The last three of my clients did pretty much the same thing.

“I understand, Heather,” he says as he runs his hand through my hair. “I don’t care about that. I just want to kiss these incredible lips of yours.”

Which he does.

Deeply.

And I just about melt into his body.

He senses how exhausted I am so he bends down and lifts me in his arms as if I weigh nothing and carries me to the bed. He places me on it gently and I am overwhelmed with his tenderness. He is exactly what I need at this moment.

“Would you mind removing your lingerie so I can see your body?” he asks as he undresses. I remove my bra and panties but leave my garter belt and stockings on, as well as my shoes. He doesn’t object.

“You look amazing,” he says as he climbs onto the bed beside me. He kisses me again, even more passionately than before and I’m so taken with him. He bends to kiss my breasts and he’s so gentle, so loving, I wrap my hands around his head and press his lips to me.

The feeling is sensational. After two days of being treated like a whore, he is making love to me. And he is one of the most handsome, masculine men I’ve ever encountered, which is saying something.

Tired as I am, I’m thrilled when he climbs on top of me and guides his sizable erection into my vagina. I’m still a little sore from last night and my first client this evening but I revel in how good he feels as he fucks me slowly, sensually, as if he’s as concerned for my pleasure as he is for his own. Better still, I feel my first and only orgasm of the evening well up and his cock swells and we climax simultaneously.

“That was extraordinary,” I tell him, meaning it.

“I agree.” He kisses me again before he climbs out of the bed. “I’ll look for you tomorrow night,” he tells me when he finishes dressing.

“I’d like that,” I say as he blows me a kiss and exits the room.

I fall asleep almost immediately.
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~ Scott ~

“Mr. Scott,” someone says, waking me. “I’m afraid we have a problem.” 

I blink and scrub my face to see Saeed standing over my bed. Sleeping next to me are two Black women, my companions for the night, whom I fucked last night and was looking forward to fucking again this morning. All I can think of is that I’m disappointed that this is not going to happen. 

“What’s the problem?” I whisper. I disentangle myself from the impossibly black limbs of my companions and they either fake being asleep or they are heavy sleepers because they don’t budge. I slip out of the bed and head for the bathroom. Saeed follows me until I close the door in his face. I don’t need company, I don’t care what the problem is. 

“Ashley, one of your girls, wants to leave,” he says from the bedroom. I’m already pissing in the toilet so I’m not sure I heard him but my heart sinks just the same. Heather has been worried about Ashley for weeks and now the shit is hitting the fan. I finish peeing, flush the toilet, wash my hands, and exit the bathroom. 

“Did I hear you right?” I ask. Ashley wants to go?” 

“She insists she can’t go on.” 

“Has anyone else quit?” 

“No, sir.” 

Fuck. 

The deal we made with the organizers was all-or-none. We only get paid if all four girls stay until the end of the week. “What does that mean?” I ask Saeed, knowing what he’ll say. 

“You need to come with me, Mr. Scott,” he walks to the door and waits for me to get dressed. I pull on the same clothes I wore last night and look at the two beauties still asleep in my bed wistfully before I go with him out the door. 

“Where is she?” I ask as we push the elevator call button. The door opens immediately and we enter. Saeed pushes a button for the main lobby. 

“She’s on her way to the airport as we speak,” he says with a sad face. “We couldn’t change her mind.” 

Fuck. “How hard did you try?” I’ve been suspicious of these guys right from the start. If they can force one of my girls to leave, it’s four times more lucrative for them as they pocket all the money paid by the bidders without having to pay me or my girls. And with Heather’s huge winning bid on the first night, not to mention the five-figure bids she got last night, They’ll clear more money by not paying her than they’ll make on all the other models combined. 

“We did, Mr. Scott. We talked to her for hours but she wouldn’t hear it. She just cried and insisted on leaving. She said she couldn’t do what Heather did in the video.” 

Shit. “I knew showing that video was a mistake,” I mutter. “What the fuck were you thinking?” 

“It was not my decision, Mr. Scott,” Saeed says with a side-eye look. “I’m just the messenger in all of this.” 

“Who else is coming to this meeting?” I assume they’ll wake my other girls but I don’t know that. I can hardly wait to hear what Margot will say when she hears that Ashley is already gone. 

“Just you, Mr. Scott.” 

“Go get Heather,” I tell him as I walk into the meeting room. 

~ Heather ~

I’m sleeping soundly when I hear a knock on my door. No one came to get me after my night with the whale so I’m slightly annoyed when I climb out of bed, pull on one of the hotel bathrobes, and ask who’s there. 

“It is Saeed, Ms. Heather,” a deferential voice announces softly. I recognize the name – he’s the staff member who has been chaperoning Scott around for the past two days. I open the door but leave the chain on. 

“Ms. Heather,” he whispers. “We have a problem.” 

“What?” 

“Ms. Ashley has left.” 

Shit. 

“I’ll get dressed.” Then I remember, all I have is the lingerie I wore for the auction. I decide it will have to do. I slip on my bra and panties, my teddy, and my shoes. Six-inch Louboutins at eight in the morning. Is there a better way to take the ultimate walk of shame? This week just keeps getting better and better, I say to myself. 

“Let’s go,” I tell Saeed as I exit the room and try to ignore his wide-eyed look. He follows me to the elevator and I pray there’s an empty car when I press the call button. We wait for a surprisingly long time before the bell dings and the doors open. 

To a full car. Full of couples, Arab men with Arab women, who all stop talking and stare at me. No one moves. I hesitate for a moment before I decide, fuck it, and barge into the car, forcing them to make room for me. And Saeed, who looks like he might die of embarrassment. Which makes me want to laugh – what the fuck is he embarrassed about? 

The trip to the lobby is short and endless as no one so much as breathes as the elevator moves to the ground floor. I’m the first one out the doors when they open and of course, the lobby is packed with people. Where are they all going? Why are they here? Didn’t the organizers of our event book the entire hotel? Wouldn’t that have made sense? 

I wait for Saeed to lead me to wherever it is we’re going and he walks me toward the ballrooms but we stop at a small conference room that doesn’t have glass walls, thank god. I wait for him to open the door for me which he does after a long beat and an embarrassed nod. 

“So,” I begin as I walk into the room in my whore heels, my whore lingerie, my hair a mess, my makeup even worse, to find Scott on one side of the table and five Arab men in suits sitting on the other side. Scott looks grim. “What’s going on?” I ask them. 

“Ashley is on a plane back to the States,” Scott informs me as I take a seat next to him. He must be reeling emotionally as normally he would have stood up and helped me with my chair but he didn’t. He looks as if he’s about to break down in tears. 

The man in the middle says, “We were just telling Mr. Marshal that we have no choice but to enforce the terms of your contracts and send you all home with your appearance fees, Ms. Anderson.” 

“That makes no sense,” I tell the guy. “No sense at all.” 

“I’m afraid the contract is quite clear on this point,” he says apologetically but he’s barely containing his glee. He knows he’s got us over a barrel and the organization stands to make a hell of a profit on us if they don’t have to pay us. We need some form of leverage but I know we have none. They hold all the power, as it always is in this part of the world. 

“What can we offer to get you to change your minds?” I ask. “What will it take?” 

“I’m not going to manage the US event if you do this,” Scott says. I look at him. Did they already come to some agreement about that? If so, I was not aware. 

“We’ll make do without you, Mr. Marshall,” their guy says. 

“I’ll do another video,” I say quietly. No one says a word. They look at each other for a few seconds before Scott turns to me. 

“You don’t need to do that, Heather,” he whispers. 

“You’ll sign a release, like two years ago?” one of the underlings asks. 

“I will,” I tell them as I turn to look at Scott. “It’s okay. I’ll be okay.” 

He looks at me as if he’s going to kiss me. Or cry, I can’t tell which. 

“For all three nights?” the leader asks. 

Shit. 

“Yeah, all three nights.” 
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