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Author’s note:

This is not your typical harem story.

If you’ve ever read my work before you know that I tend to push the limits of whatever genre I write in.

This story is no exception.

In fact, it might be my most extreme effort so far.

It’s rooted in a reality I just discovered but one I love and will explore in this and other stories. Make no mistake, though - this story is amazing.

Even to me.

~ Scott ~

We’ve been in Dubai for almost two days and I can’t believe what I see.

The girls are hanging in but it keeps getting worse.

Exactly like Heather told us it would.

How much more can they take?

~ Heather ~

I knew what I was getting into when I agreed to bring my friends to Dubai.

But watching them go through the ‘festivities’ is tougher than I expected.

And knowing what’s yet to come makes it even harder still.

But I’ve never felt more alive in my life.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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~ Scott ~

After our meeting, Heather and I joined Jessica and Margot for breakfast in our private dining room. The food has been incredible in this four-star hotel but I’m not hungry. All I can think about is what Heather agreed to do so the four of us didn’t get unceremoniously booted from the event.

“Where’s Ashley?” Margot asks as soon as we enter the room. She’s been worried about Ashley since we began discussing this trip a few months ago. The deal we signed was that all the money bid on the girls by the male attendees would be forfeited if any of us didn’t stay until the end of the week. A week in which things started off first-class and went downhill from there, and by the fifth night, well…

Ashley didn’t last two nights.

“She’s on a jet taking her home,” Heather says and Margot leaps out of her chair.

“That fucking bitch,” She screams. “I told you she was going to fuck us all! But you wouldn’t listen…”

“Margot!” I yell at her. “Shut up and sit down. We came to an arrangement with the managers.”

Margot doesn’t sit but at least she’s no longer screaming. Seething, yes. Flames shooting from her eyes, you bet. Ready to tear us limb from limb – I wouldn’t put it past her. She’s five-five and I’m six-four but I doubt I could take her in a fair fight at this moment.

“How did you do that?” Jessica asks. “The contract was pretty damn clear about the penalties for anyone leaving early.”

I look at Heather and she looks at me. I nod and hold her chair for her, then I sit next to her. She takes a breath and exhales.

“What?” Margot almost barks.

“Give her a minute, will you?” I bark right back. “We’re still here, aren’t we? They didn’t load us all on the same jet as Ashley, which is what was supposed to happen.”

“They have a fuck-ton of jets, Scott,” Margot practically growls at me. “I’m sure they can ship our asses out of here whenever they feel like it.”

“Come on, Margot,” Jessica says. “Let her talk.”

I take Heather’s hand in mine and she squeezes it.

She takes a deep breath. “So, I agreed that they could record me, like they did the first time I was here.”

Silence.

Dead, fucking, silence.

“Seriously?” Jessica asks, her mouth hanging open.

“Yeah,” Heather whispers.

“And we get to keep all of our money?” Margot asks aggressively. The woman has a one-track mind.

Not that blame her. It’s a fuck-ton of money. Even for three top Instagram models who charge thousands of dollars an hour to fuck strangers I book for them.

Because as I said in a post on Reddit not too long ago, “I am an Accidental Pimp for IG Models.”

~ Heather ~

“Why would you agree to that, Heather?” Jessica asks. Margot almost jumps on her.

“Because if she didn’t, we lose all the fucking money we just made!” Margot is right but she’s been a fat pain in my ass ever since we decided to invite her to come to Dubai.

“She’s a bitch, but she’s right,” I say softly, hoping Margot will follow my lead and tone it down. “It’s okay. I know what I’m doing.”

“But it’s only going to get worse,” Jessica says, still trying to talk me out of it for some reason. Or just trying to talk some sense into me? But Margot is sitting right next to her and I see her eyeing the knife at her place setting. I don’t think she’d do anything with it, and it’s a butter knife at that, but still.

“We’re all going to go through it,” Margot says in a semi-civil tone. “She’s just going to have a camera on her.”

“Would you want that?” Jessica screams and Margot is about to erupt when Scott stands up.

“Enough!” he yells. “It’s done, it’s been agreed and the contracts have all been amended so there’s no point in talking about it anymore. Heather agreed to three days of recording so that we all get to stay, and rather than yelling at her you should be thanking her.”

He sits down with all of us looking at him.

“All three nights?” Jessica asks at last. I just nod.

“Remind me what’s happening tonight?” Margot asks in her quietest tone of the morning. I give her a look but she just shrugs. “What?”

I sigh again. “Tonight, we’ll be paired up, so that the bidder gets two girls.” I look at Margot and then Jessica. “I imagine whoever gets paired with me will be recorded.”

Jessica looks at Margot. “There you go, Margot. You don’t think being recorded is such a big deal, why don’t you pair up with Heather tonight?”

“Shut up, bitch,” Margot growls and they look as if they’re going to tear each other apart when Scott intervenes, again.

“Just cut it out, alright?” he says forcefully but in a subdued voice. He really can be intimidating when he wants to be.

“Look, we need to stick together,” I tell them. “If we’re at each other’s throats tonight, it won’t help our cause.”

“She’s right,” Scott says. “And she’s taken a bullet for the rest of us, so have some fucking common sense and don’t be an ass about it, Margot.”

She sniffs but says nothing.

“I’ll pair up with you tonight, Heather,” Jessica says defiantly. It feels like she’s doing it just to make Margot feel like an ass but I don’t care. I’m just glad she’s going to be there with me tonight.”

“What’s so bad about being auctioned in pairs, anyway?” Margot asks.

Everyone turns to look at me. Well, for one thing, the bids are much lower and then they’re split between two models. It’s another step in demeaning us, pushing our value down precipitously. Which sucks.”

“You’ll get the top bid, just the same,” Margot says as she looks right at me. “Won’t be that big a deal for you two.”

Jessica rolls her eyes but doesn’t say anything. I nod and look at Jessica.

“She’s not wrong.” I can’t believe I agree with her but she’s right. “The first ones to pair up on the runway tonight will get really low bids. It’s demeaning as hell compared to last night and the night before.”

“We’ll live,” Magot says. “I just hope I don’t get paired with that first girl.” She looks at me. “It is up to us who we’re paired with?”

“Yeah, that’s the way it worked last time. We’re supposed to work it out among ourselves.” I turn to look at Scott. “I’m exhausted.” He stands and helps me with my chair. “Can you take me upstairs?”

“Of course,” he says and we walk to the exit. I look back at Margot and Jessica. “If you want to hit the spa today, it will probably be your last chance. From now on, the festivities go on all night and you’ll need the next day to sleep.” We leave them looking surprised and even dismayed but I’m beyond caring at this point.

When we get to the elevators, Scott asks, “Is that true, or were you just sticking it to Margot?” He gives me a look.

“It’s true, I’m afraid.” I put my hand on his arm. “Do you think you might stay with me for a while? I could use some company right now.”

“Sure thing, Heather.” He doesn’t say anymore which is great. I’m done talking, I’m so tired. I just hope he doesn’t expect anything from me sexually and I hope I don’t have to explain that to him. I don’t have it in me.

When we get to my room, he turns down the bed and waits until I’m naked and crawling under the covers. He closes the shades and sits in a chair opposite my bed. I prop myself up and look at him.

“I’d love it if you got in here with me,” I whisper. “I just can’t…”

“Sure, no problem, Heather.” He strips off his clothes and climbs into bed, wraps me in his arms, and just holds me. It’s exactly what I need, what I was hoping for.

It’s perfect.

I’m asleep within seconds.
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~ Scott ~

I wake later that afternoon with Heather still in my arms. She feels so good. I didn’t fuck her – didn’t even try, much as I wanted to, which surprised me. After what I saw the past two days, it surprised me a lot.

I’m obviously no prude, what with being a pimp for a bunch of Instagram models. I’ve seen my share of sick shit over the years, no doubt about that. I could tell some stories that would curl your toes, believe it.

But that video of Heather’s was in a whole other ballpark. I was blown away, not just by what she did, but by the fact that she let them record it, which shocked me to my bones. She’s so concerned with being outed – paranoid, to be honest – that I was blown away that she signed off on allowing that. I’m not sure if she knew what was going to happen before it did. More than likely she signed the release before she knew what they would put her through, but still. I’m in shock.

But the worst thing of all was how they showed it in the venue, just before she was to walk down the runway, something I’m sure she had no advanced warning of or even an inkling of what might happen. I’m not sure she would have agreed to come on this trip had she known they planned to degrade her like that, out of the blue, in front of everyone.

And by the look on her face, I knew how degraded she felt. She talks a good game about loving it but this was beyond anything she’s ever experienced in her life. That much was clear. My heart broke for her when I saw just how much it affected her. She looked as if she was in shock and for a runway model to look like that on the runway is huge.

Now, as I hold her in my arms as she sleeps, I just want to protect her. I want to take her away from all of this and not let any more of this happen to her. She’s so fragile as she sleeps in my arms, so delicate. So beautiful, even if I can’t see her face right now. I’ve memorized it over the years and she still knocks me out, she’s so fucking gorgeous. She almost looks innocent, especially when she smiles. I love it when she smiles. I absolutely love it.

I didn’t see her smile once in that sex video. Even when she was climaxing, she looked like she was in agony. I know most people look like that at the moment of la petite mort as the French call it, ‘the little death’. An orgasm is a mixed bag, sure, part pleasure and no small part pain of some kind or another. But when Heather came as that nameless guy fucked her ass on the tape, all I could see was pain. Degradation. Humiliation. Mortification.

But I know there’s so much more to the story. Heather has told me countless times how much she enjoys being degraded. She can’t explain why that is, it just is. She loves it when a client parades her around in a whore’s clothes at some posh party where all the guests know what she is and why she’s there. She loves when a client cums on her gorgeous, innocent face. Hell, for as much as she looked stunned and shamed when that video began to play last night in front of all the VIPs, their underlings, her friends, and fellow models, a part of her, way down deep in the darkest recesses of her mind, fucking loved it.

She fucking loved it.

I fucking hated it.

Because, hard as this is for me to admit, I fucking love Heather.

Which is why I came with her on her return to Dubai.

Because she fucking loves it.

~ Heather ~

When I open my eyes, not quite refreshed but feeling much better, I’m still wrapped in Scott’s arms. He’s holding me and it’s exactly as it should be, how I wanted it when I asked him to come to my bed. I didn’t want him to make love to me or even to kiss me, I just wanted him to hold me.

I turn and glance at him. I’m not surprised to find him awake and looking at me. I smile.

“Thanks for this,” I whisper and he just nods. He can be so stoic sometimes but it’s fine. He’s fine. He’s perfect. Exactly what I need. “What time is it?”

He lets go of me with one hand and rolls toward the nightstand to pick up his phone. He shows it to me. It’s still early afternoon and we’re not due in hair and makeup for a couple of hours, so I lean in and kiss Scott, not deeply, not to encourage him to do anything else, just to thank him. He takes it for what it is. A kiss between good friends.

“Feel better?” he asks as he backs away. I nod.

“I don’t feel great but much better.” I close my eyes and sigh. “Did I make another huge mistake down there, this morning?”

“It was the only way they’d agree to not send us home, Heather, so, no. I don’t think so.” He cocks an eyebrow and shakes his head. “But…”

“No, don’t go there, Scott. Please don’t go there.” I flop on my back and stare at the ceiling. We’ve had this discussion before. Not in these circumstances, maybe, but still. I’m in no mood to be kink-shamed.

“No, I won’t,” he whispers and I look at him.

“Thank you.”

“De nada,” he says with a grin. “Not sure how you say it in Arabic.”

I smile. “Mrhbaan bik,” I say with what I’m sure is an awful accent.

He just looks at me.

“I figured if there was any phrase I should know this week, it’s ‘you’re welcome’. So, according to Google Translate…” I shrug and sit up. He stares at my breasts. I guess I can’t blame him – they’re one of my best features, but still. “Eyes up here, big fella?” I snark.

“Sorry,” he says as he ducks his head. “So, you ready for this?”

“Yeah, I am,” I say with resignation. “If I don’t, Margot will kill me. Did you see the way she was eyeing that butterknife at breakfast when Jessica was trying to talk me out of staying?” I shake my head and laugh. “What the fuck was that all about?”

“She’s just looking out for your best interests, Heather. We all are.”

I roll my eyes. “Margot isn’t. She’s only concerned with one thing, and that’s Margot.” I look at him. “What is it with her?”

“What do you mean?”

I give him a look. “It’s like she’s desperate. Is her hourly rate that much less than mine?”

He snorts. “Everybody’s hourly rate is less than yours, Heather. I thought you knew that.”

“Well, when she gets to a million followers, she can charge what I charge.” I make a face which he laughs at. Thank god. I don’t want to sound too full of myself.

He rolls away from me and walks to the bathroom. Naked. I have to admire how good he looks and suddenly I feel bad I didn’t fuck him just now. Then my pussy yells at me and I remember how sore I am and things are just getting started. We’re not even halfway through the week. Not even close.

I try not to shudder at the thought but I fail.

I slide to the edge of the bed and stand up. I’m naked and don’t remember taking my clothes off but I was so tired I’m not too surprised. I look for a robe but don’t see one so just follow Scott into the bathroom. He’s standing at the sink, brushing his teeth, so I sit on the bowl and pee without embarrassment – we’ve been through too much together to stand on ceremony.

“So, tonight…” he says without finishing his thought. He just gives me a look in the mirror. I shrug and reach for the toilet paper.

“It’s really not so bad, especially if you know what’s coming. It’ll be interesting to see how they handle recording me. Jessica hasn’t signed any waivers that I’m aware of.”

He gives me a look. “That’s easy to fix.”

I nod and stand, then flush.

“That’s true.”

“Ready to go?” he asks.

“Ready.”
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~ Scott ~

Now reduced to just four, our group is served dinner in the same private dining room we used before Ashley left. Even though the waitstaff, which has been beyond impeccable, has only set four places for us, the tables seem unbalanced and lacking. I listened to the other girls talk about their time in the spa while Heather and I slept, but I was somewhat concerned about Heather. She’s quiet—too quiet.

She’s watching the others as she picks at her dinner, also impeccable, and I’m just mesmerized by her beauty. She’s not wearing much makeup at this point, just some eyeshadow and lipstick from what my untrained eyes can discern, but she’s still gorgeous. Sweet and innocent, such an amazing contrast between the sweet girl next door and the high-end fashion model with full lips, high cheekbones, and incredible blue eyes. During a lull in the conversation, she catches me looking at her. Staring, really, before I duck my head and focus on my food.

“What?” she asks and I look up. Her expression is unconcerned, honestly curious as far as I can tell. I give her a look to try to put her off but she’s not having it. Soon, the others see that we’re sparing with our eyes and they all look at me.

“What’s goin’ on?” Jessica asks with a smirky smile.

“I was just wondering…” I begin, desperately searching my brain for a legitimate question. Unfortunately, I came up blank except for what was really on my mind. So against all common sense and reason, I go with it.

“Why do you love it when a man cums on your face?” I ask Heather. She just stares at me. The others do as well. “I’m just curious.”

“Fucking hell, Scott,” Margot growls at me. “What the fuck?”

“No, it’s okay,” Heather says. “I kind of get it.”

“You do?” Jessica asks.

“Yeah,” Heather says with a sigh as she puts her fork down and gathers herself.

We all look at her.

~ Heather ~

I look at Scott and then at my plate. I don’t know why but I don’t want to look at him while I answer his question.

No, that’s not true.

I know why.

“So, about the cumming on the face thing. I personally love it. Fucking love it. I’m sure it has something to do with porn, and how in every scene there’s some kind of facial. But for me, it’s a lot more personal.

“As a model, my livelihood is based on my looks. My face. My face is supposed to be perfect. If it’s not perfect, then I have no livelihood.

“I spend so much time and effort trying to achieve that very high standard. As you know, we women just stare at ourselves in the mirror all the time.

“So when I’m with a man, to allow him to cum all over my face. To obliterate that image of perfection. For him to reshape and re-paint what he wants.

“It.

“Is.

“Erotic.

“It’s HIS cum, that’s on my model face. His satisfaction.

“As he looks down at me, only he can appreciate the work he’s done. Pride and glory.

“And that image will be forever burned in his mind.

“He’ll never forget that look.

“This tall, blonde model. Looking up at him, with her big blue eyes.

“Having ropes of his cum painted all over her model face. He can never unsee that.

“That will be his crowning achievement.

“And for me. To have spent so much time.

“In front of that mirror.

“In the gym.

“Doing my hair, applying my makeup.

“To be absolutely obliterated by a few moments of release and ecstasy

“That is erotic.”

I pick up my fork and taste something – I have no idea what. Finally, I look at Scott and he’s just staring at me.

“Does that answer your question?”

He nods. “Yeah, it does. Thanks.”

I smile. “Mrhbaan bik,” I whisper.

The first thing I notice that’s different tonight from the first two nights is that two camera crews are waiting for me at my stylist’s station. I guess I should have expected that once I permitted them to record the rest of my visit they would make the most of it, but I didn’t expect them to record my preparations for the auction tonight. I’m sure they’ll only use a few snippets of whatever they record because spending hours in the chair is nothing but boring. But that they’re doing it at all brings home just how mortifying it is to have so much of this week recorded for all eternity.

Completely and devastatingly mortifying.

After three hours with my hair and makeup stylists, not to mention being dressed by my wardrobe lady while the cameras rolled, I was ready for the runway. The other models – another one besides Ashley also left Dubai so we’re down to ten now – gather at the stage for an even more raucous crowd of men. If memory serves, all of the so-called ‘whales’ have been ‘serviced' between the first two nights of private sessions, so we’ll be bid on by men who don’t have near their wealth or social standing.

As a result, the bids will be lower.

And we’ll have to share them.

“Okay, ladies,” Hassan, the MC, says to begin the evening. “We’ll be pairing you up tonight so please gather here with me.”

Jessica gives me a look. “I thought you said we get to choose who we’re working with?”

I shrug. “That was the way it worked two years ago,” I tell her as Margot listens too. “I guess they changed the format.”

Hassan goes on. “And we’ll be using the semi-public areas we’ve set up around the perimeter of the main room.” He gives us a look that sends a shiver down my spine. “So be ready for having an audience tonight while you’re working.” He laughs, unexpectedly. I guess he thinks he’s funny. None of the girls are laughing.

Another of the handlers, a woman, takes charge of pairing us up for our first auction of the evening. She instructs us to form two lines and I get paired with a girl I’ve seen but don’t know. Jessica looks at me with a frown but I shrug and smile. I know that I will likely get paired with everyone at least once before the night is over.

The first pair of models is announced and the crowd goes wild. The bids are much lower than last night to start and the winning bids are half of what they were as well. I don’t know this for a fact but my strong suspicion is that the men have an unspoken agreement between them to keep the bidding low on purpose.

It’s all part of their diabolic plan to crush our self-esteem at every opportunity.

And even though I know what they’re doing, it’s working.

Even on me.

All of the pairs ahead of us have been auctioned when it’s my turn with my partner, an Eastern European model with 100,000 followers who doesn’t speak English. We smile politely at each other as the MC is announcing us and the crowd erupts when they see us, or me, and my sex tape begins playing on the big screen at the far end of the runway. Once again, Hassan plays to the crowd by pointing out what I was willing to do two years ago.

“Think about it, gentlemen,” he announces as the music blares and my partner and I strut down the runway together. “These two delightful beauties for the price of one and as you can see, Heather99 will do anything you ask of her. Can you imagine how debauched she’ll be with Sofia-Daniela as you direct the action?”

Making it even worse, two camera crews film the auction from both sides of the runway. As we make our way forward, one stays back to get the wide view while the other one zooms in on my body and my face, making sure everyone who watches the video knows exactly who I am. I can only hope the organizers honor their agreement to keep the distribution limited.

The starting bid for us is the highest so far but a fraction of last night's opening bid for me alone. We’re finally won for a mere $4000, so I’ll get $2000, which I expected but still find incredibly demeaning.

Sofia and I go off with our winning bidder to one of the curtained-off areas in the main room. He closes the curtains so we’ve got some privacy but we can hear the crowd just a few feet away as we wait for our instructions, another insult to my mind. I’m used to being ordered around in the modeling industry, by photographers, sponsors, and directors on bigger shoots, but to be told how to have sex with a woman I’ve never met is just too much.

But my pussy is gushing with anticipation even though women aren’t my thing.

Sofia approaches me and we kiss lightly, her hands on my hips as she takes the lead. I watch as she removes my lingerie until I’m naked but for my white thigh-high stockings and 6-inch stilettos, then she turns her back to me so I can do the same for her. Soon, we’re facing each other, two all-but-naked models at the beck and call of an Arab man who just spent less than my hourly rate back home for the two of us.

“Go on, kiss each other,” he orders us. Sofia takes my face in her hands and kisses me again, deeply this time, as I remain passive. She lowers one hand to my breast and the other hand to my pussy where she fingers me gently. She says something I don’t understand before she adds, “Wet.”

That, I understand.

Our owner for the moment stands up from his chair and approaches us. It’s immediately obvious that our girl-on-girl show is over and we’re to pay attention to him. So as Sofia kisses him, I sink to my knees and undo his pants to reveal a sizeable erect penis which I kiss and lick. He eases Sofia to her knees and we kiss and lick his cock together in the classic porn move of running our lips on either side of his shaft from the root to the tip and kissing each other when our lips meet.

Our owner seems pleased.

Until he orders us on the bed.

In opposite directions.

I lie on my back and Sofia straddles my face with her knees, her trimmed pussy inches from my mouth. I’m no fan of cunnilingus but if that’s what the man wants, that’s what I’ll give him.  I lick her clit and she shivers, then she ducks her head down and licks me more aggressively. It’s obvious that Sofia has no issue with licking pussy and just as obvious that she’s good at it. Damn good.

Without warning, our owner’s cock appears above my head and I watch as he penetrates Sofia’s pussy. He isn’t gentle and she rocks her hips against his thrusts while I watch a man fucking a woman from as close a vantage point as is humanly possible. Sofia keeps licking my pussy as she gets railed until the penis withdraws from her cunt and he aims it at my mouth just before he unleashes a torrent of semen that douses my lips before he penetrates them and fills my mouth with his seed. I swallow, sucking hard and draining his balls until he pulls away just as Sofia’s tongue wrenches an orgasm from me. I cry out.

“Heather99,” someone from nearby calls out. “If your friends and family could see this, they would be so disgusted with you, you fucking slut of a whore.”

Laughter erupts from all sides as more men join in slut-shaming us. I turn to see the faces of the men in the crowd, watching, laughing, jeering, calling us vile names, sneering at us for selling our bodies, for selling ourselves.

I also see the cameras again, filming me, recording my debasement for all eternity. Making it impossible for me to ever deny what I did, even to myself, how I agreed to humiliate myself, how I allowed them to degrade me so thoroughly, so completely.

I’m mortified.

And so turned on.

By the end of the evening – just before dawn, really – I’ve been with all nine of the other models and with three of them twice, which if I’m doing the math correctly, means I was auctioned twelve times.

To say it was a long night is to understate the obvious.

At first, whenever we finished with one winning bidder we went back to hair and makeup for a touch-up. Nothing as extravagant as the first night or even as comprehensive as before the first auction of this evening, but as we dragged ourselves to the chair and allowed ourselves to be dabbed and brushed, our lips painted and our breathes freshened until we were instructed to return to the stage for another pairing, another walk down the runway, another round of demeaningly low bids, another bidder to be entertained and serviced and satisfied before the whole process began again.

Groundhog Day at a seemingly endless sex auction.

During those endless hours, I was fucked in every hole dozens of times. I was asked to lick countless pussies and a few assholes, usually after the guy came in my partner's ass. All the models cleaned themselves thoroughly before the festivities began – double enemas were highly recommended – but you never get all the shit out. Literally. I’ve done enough ass-to-mouth with a dick that had just been up my own ass and that’s bad enough, but licking the cum out of another girl’s ass is almost beyond the pale.

Almost.

I didn’t say no.

To anything.

I swapped cum with several girls, too. I’m not sure why cum-swapping appeals to men but almost all of them insist on seeing a fresh load of semen drip from one beautiful model’s mouth into another beautiful model’s mouth and back again. I’m sure it has something to do with everyone’s obsession with degrading beautiful Instagram models who agreed to whore themselves to dozens of strange men thousands of miles from home. So I kind of get it. I don’t particularly like it, but I get it.

By the time the last winner has been thoroughly serviced, I’m thoroughly exhausted. I feel like one of the Walking Dead as my minder escorts me back to my room, but I’m delighted to find Scott there waiting for me. He helps me up the stairs – why in the world did they put us in a suite that included an upstairs bedroom, I’ll never know – and into bed. I’m too tired to shower and I don’t even have to ask him tonight to come to bed with me and just hold me like he did last night, he just does it. As if he could read my mind.

I fell asleep almost before my head hit the pillow.

Wrapped in Scott’s strong arms.

Again.
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~ Scott ~

It’s mid-afternoon before Heather and I wake up. She’s still in my arms just like last night and she feels so good that I’ve got an erection in no time. I angle my hips away from her so she doesn’t notice, but when she stirs and yawns, she reaches back and grabs me.

“Happy to see me?” she asks in a sleepy voice.

“Sorry about that.”

She turns to face me. “Why? I think it’s adorable. And I can’t tell you how much I appreciate you being here. It was really tough waking up alone when I was here two years ago.”

“My pleasure, then,” I tell her, mostly honestly. I’m glad I’m here for her.

“I need to shower,” she says as she rolls away from me and moves gingerly toward the bathroom. I follow her in but she’s already sitting on the toilet so I start the shower for her.

“You want to join me?” she asks and I duck my head.

“No, I’d better not,” I tell her sadly. She smiles.

“Thanks,” she says again as she finishes and stands up after she wipes. I’m struck by how natural we are together, both of us naked. I wonder, not for the first time and certainly not for the last, what it will take to get over how I feel about her.

“What did you think about last night?” she asks as she steps into the shower and I move to the toilet to relieve myself. “Was it different from what you expected?”

“A little, I guess.” I finish and flush, then lean back against the counter between the two sinks and watch her soap her body. “I didn’t understand the semi-public areas as much when you described it.” I shake my head. “Seemed like every one of the guys who won you wanted everyone to watch while he fucked you.”

“And with the cameras there getting it all on tape, it’s not like anyone will miss anything, ever.”

I note a bitterness in her tone. “We don’t have to stay, Heather. We can tell Margot to go fuck herself and get on a plane this afternoon.”

She shakes her head. “No, I’ll be okay. I think I can trust them not to out me, and what purpose would it serve if I left now? They already have last night on tape. Starting in hair and makeup, if you can believe it.”

I look at her. “Why does that bother you? Aren’t you dressed when they do that?”

She’s washing her hair and holds up a finger to let me know she heard me. Finally, she looks at me through the glass shower door.

“It’s just further proof, as if anyone needs it, that I cooperated fully. That I was okay with them doing behind-the-scenes footage which I could have stopped if I had a problem with it.” She looks down. “But I didn’t stop anything.”

“Well, it’s like you said, they didn’t leak the tape they made two years ago.” I’m surprised when she makes a sour face at me.

“Yeah, but I wonder if that’s just more of their diabolical long game. Like, when they first recruited me. They led me along slowly, grooming me at every step of the process. Until they got what they wanted from me.”

She looks at me and it’s a look I haven’t seen before.

“What?” I ask.

“I never really explained to you how they got me to sign off on being recorded back then. It was the last night, of course, and I had a dick in each hole and each hand. Every time one of them came, there was another one to replace it. It seemed like it just went on and on. Finally, I started to lose it. Like, I couldn’t take any more. I was about to start crying I was so desperate for a few minutes to myself. And the men watching me get fucked in all my holes began yelling at me, mocking and shaming me.”

I don’t know what to say.

“Finally, they gave me a break but they made me feel like shit for taking it. That’s when they said they wanted to film me and I felt like I couldn’t say no. So I agreed to be recorded.”

I’m so overwhelmed with her pain at that memory that I feel I need to bring the conversation back to the here and now.

“Didn’t you tell me they have more to lose than you do?”

“Yeah, but now I wonder.” She finishes showering and I hand her a towel. She dries herself and wraps her hair in it, leaving her body naked for me. I don’t think she’s purposefully teasing me, she’s just distracted.

“You want me to talk to them, see if I can find anything out?” I doubt they’d tell me if they were up to no good, but I can try.

“No, it’s fine, Scott. Thanks, though.” She touches my arm and then turns to go back into the bedroom. “Do you know when we eat? I’m starving.”

“I’ll get dressed and find out.”

~ Heather ~

I decided not to talk about the upcoming session at dinner. I felt like I’d already told them enough, and I didn’t want to dwell on what was to come. So we talked about trivial things as we ate, and then we headed off to hair and makeup for tonight’s big show.

The camera crews are waiting for me when we arrive and one of them gets right in my face when I sit in the chair. I look at my hair stylist and she says something in Arabic to get him to back up but he does so grudgingly. I ask her if she speaks English and she says she does. I ask her if he does. She shakes her head.

I ask her, “How do you say, ‘Please back off?” in Arabic?”

She smiles.

And shakes her head.

She can tell him to back off, apparently, but I can’t.

A couple of hours later, everyone is prepped for the evening’s festivities and we gather behind the stage curtain in the main room. There are still ten of us so no one else has dropped out. I wonder if after tonight will be a different story. We hear the MC giving his usual pep talk to the crowd which sounds even louder than last night.

Tonight will be wild.

The curtain opens and the crowd stands and cheers for us as we step onto the stage. We’re all in even sluttier lingerie than the first few nights if that’s possible. My G-string barely covers my pussy and some of the women who are sporting a full bush – Europeans, no doubt – are not even close to covering it. I’m so glad I’m completely shaved.

The first model, same as the first three nights, goes strutting down the runway and the bidding begins. The MC is being particularly crude in discussing what the poor woman will do for the winner but I know it will be even worse for me. But I keep my model smile plastered on my face and pose for the cameras both of which are trained on me from both sides of the runway.

The bidding is much more muted for the first model and when it’s over, off she goes to one of the curtained areas that line the sides of the main room. She walks down the aisle between the audience and the runway like a lamb being led to slaughter. Except she will be led down that same path many times tonight.

The auctions for the other girls go quickly as the bidding is not nearly as competitive as it’s been. The men in the crowd know that we’ll be back again and again for them to bid on, so they have little incentive to bid us up this early in the evening.

Unless, of course, they prefer to fuck our pristine pussies before anyone else does.

When it’s my turn to be auctioned for the first time this evening, the cameras move closer to film every aspect of my debasement. I went for $130,000 the first night, $5000 per fuck the second night, and $4000 at each auction on the third, although I only got half of that amount.

Tonight, for my first fuck, I’m won with a bid of just $1200. It’s the highest bid of all of us but it is a far cry from what I’m used to selling the use of my body for, both here and back home. In the States, that amount of money wouldn’t buy even ten minutes of my time.

I walk down the stairs that lead to the main floor and parade through the crowd with all eyes on me, even though the first model auctioned is already back for her second round of bidding. I know from experience that she’s got a full load of cum in her pussy as she struts a few feet above me on the runway but my attention is on the curtained area where I’ll receive my first cock of the evening. The man who owns said cock (and me for the next several minutes) is already there waiting for me, smiling lasciviously.

My pussy clenches at the sight of him. He is nothing like the man who paid a small fortune for me the first night, or any of the men who paid smaller amounts for an hour with me the second night. This man looks like a cab driver at best or perhaps a day laborer, dressed in cheap clothes and sandals, not a suit and tie like the others. As with everything else, it’s just so damn degrading.

The cameras are in position and rolling as he takes my hand and ushers me into the curtained enclosure. He motions for me to get on my back on the bed, which I do, and I pull off my G-string which I once again wore outside my garter belt and white thigh-highs. I ease the flimsy garment carefully past my six-inch heels and spread my legs for the man who just paid $1200 to fuck me. As he climbs between my thighs, I sense one camera aimed at my face from a few feet away to one side while the other cameraman positions himself at the end of the bed so he can get a full-penetration shot as I get fucked.

I never envisioned myself as a porn star but I feel like one tonight.

My bidder is quick to enter me. He fucks me hard, almost viciously, and is quick to cum in me. I didn’t expect to orgasm and I don’t. I probably will orgasm at some point but not now – not with absolutely no foreplay. If I hadn’t had the foresight to prepare myself by lubing my pussy, I’d be dry as dust as he entered me, not a good way to start an evening where a train will be run on me until dawn.

As my first dick of the evening withdraws from my saturated pussy, I don’t bother to wipe it but just pull on my G-string and head back down the aisle toward the stairs that lead up to the stage. Another auction is in full swing and I’m somewhat surprised when I look up and see Jessica strutting down the runway. Our eyes meet and we nod but neither of us smiles.

“Hey, Heather99,” someone in the audience calls out as I pass right in front of him. “I can’t wait for my turn with you, you fucking cunt.” His English is impeccable even if his sentiment is vile. I don’t look his way, but I’m sure the mic on one of the cameras recorded his every word. My belly twinges as my face goes red.

I’m beyond humiliated and it still thrills me.

I’m such a sick fuck.

By the end of the evening, I’ve been fucked countless times. My pussy has been overflowing with semen all evening and my thigh-high stockings are soaked as are my shoes. I’m exhausted as I climb the stairs to the stage for what I hope will be my last auction on the night. Most of the other girls are gone but a few are still being fucked in the now-public areas around the ballroom’s perimeter. Things are clearly winding down, thank god. I’m more than ready to be done with this.

“Come on, gentlemen,” the MC urges the audience. “This is your last shot at Heather99 tonight. She’s all yours if you’ve still got anything left for her but even if you don’t, why not bid a few dollars and show off for your friends while you rail our beautiful headliner one more time? And who knows? If anyone can coax one last blast out of you, it’s Heather99!”

I’m walking, not strutting down the runway as the bids are called out, just a few of them an so low it’s degrading. Someone will get to fuck me for less than $400 although I’m beyond caring. Sort of. Much as I try to ignore the dollar amounts being bid, I can’t, even though I know this is exactly what the organizers had in mind when they came up with this evening’s format. My ever-diminishing value is hammered home with every auction, every walk through the crowd, every public fucking – the curtains have all been drawn back completely for hours, putting all of us on full display – and every walk-of-shame back to the stage to be auctioned to be fucked again.

“Gentlemen, please!” the MC exhorts the crowd. “Look at that video! Look at what this gorgeous whore will do to drain your balls! She’s all yours tonight. Tomorrow night, you’ll have to share her but tonight that perfect cunt of hers can be yours and yours alone.” I’m tempted to turn and look at him because he and I both know, as does everyone here, that I’ve already fucked more men than I can count, all raw, all in plain sight of everyone who cared to watch, all recorded for posterity, all to my everlasting shame. What is this bullshit he’s slinging? Yours and yours alone? Who is he trying to kid?

“$401,” someone calls out and the crowd, what’s left of it, laughs at the irony. The MC makes a show of accepting the bid just to drive home my shame and I descend the steps once again to spread my legs for some stranger to fuck me. I am beyond exhausted but I’ve done what I set out to do.

They didn’t break me.

Not tonight.
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~ Scott ~

I almost have to carry Heather back to her room when she’s done. She’s barely coherent and can hardly walk, so I wrap my arm around her shoulder and she leans against me heavily. She doesn’t say a word but gives me a weak smile when we get to the room. I lead her to the bed and she almost collapses on it.

I kneel at her feet to remove her shoes which are wet with the residue of all the men who fucked her. I also remove her stockings and garter belt, also drenched, and toss them in the trash. I ease her onto the bed but she looks up at me.

“I should shower,” she mutters but I shake my head.

“Just go to sleep, Heather.” She closes her eyes almost immediately and is sleep-breathing a few seconds later.

It occurs to me that tonight I should not climb into the bed with her. She looks so peaceful but I know tonight was rough for her. I didn’t fully grasp how the bidding process was designed to hammer home her declining value as the night wore on. The jeers and slurs from the crowd, both as she walked the runway after each fuck and while she was on her back in what started as a curtained-off area but soon turned into a public viewing were also incredibly degrading. She was a constant participant in a live sex show and the audience was willing and eager to degrade her for participating in it for money.

It’s the money that makes no sense to me. Heather makes a fortune back home and she saves most of what she makes as an escort and as a model. Her escorting money vastly outweighs her modeling income but she doesn’t piss it all away like some of the women I manage. She doesn’t own an expensive car or home, she doesn’t go crazy on designer clothes, she doesn’t gamble, drink to excess, or have a drug problem. She’s focused on her future. She invests in real estate, the stock market, and even dabbles in crypto. She’s the epitome of good judgment.

Which makes it even harder to figure out what she’s doing here.

I find a blanket and strip off most of my clothes as I eye the small sofa next to her bed. I turn out the lights and try to get comfortable but at 6’4”, I have to bend my knees to fit. The sun is already rising and peeking through the drawn curtains as I feel sleep come to me, and wonder if tonight’s ‘festivities’ will be as bad as Heather said they were.

Given what I just witnessed, I have to assume they will be.

~ Heather ~

All ten of us, the same models that were here last night, wait behind the curtain for the MC to introduce us. We spent the usual three hours with our stylists to prepare us for our group walk down the runway, a lot of time spent for such a short display. Unlike last night and the nights before that, tonight we will not be auctioned. We will be displayed – one time and one time only.

Tonight will be so different than everything that’s come before.

“Gentlemen, I give you the whores of Dubai!” the MC shouts into his microphone as the curtains open and the crowd erupts.

We strut as a group like during the finale of the Victoria's Secret fashion show but without the wings, all of us together for the first and last time. If the format remains the same as it was during my first visit to this place two years ago, I won’t see any of these models again except for my two friends, Jessica and Margot.

The MC is shouting something about our rooms but it’s impossible to hear him above the roar of the standing ovation from at least a hundred men all of whom are eager for the show to end so their fun can begin. We do two turns down the runway, stopping and preening for the crowd before our handlers take us to another wing on the floor. Individual rooms have been prepared for us to entertain our clients. My handler walks me past all the other rooms and I take note of the names, Instagram handles as well as real names, of the other girls with one glaring addition.

An admission fee.

A very low, very degrading admission fee.

There will be no auctions tonight. For a few dollars, no more than the cost of a meal at a mid-priced restaurant in the States, a man will gain access to the room where an IG model will be available for his use in any way he deems fit. He can fuck her mouth, cum on her tits, impale her pussy, ream her asshole, all for that low admission price for as long as his balls hold out. He’ll have to wait his turn, of course as there are a hundred men and only ten of us, but they have all night. We will accommodate them until dawn.

Again and again.

“Here we are,” my minder tells me as we arrive at my room. I look at the sign and my heart sinks even though I’m not surprised in the least. It reads:
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When I enter the room, I find it already crowded with men. They cheer when they see me but their cheers quickly devolve into lewd remarks about my appearance, my willingness to be here, and their expectations about what is to happen.

“Heather99, spread your legs for us,” one shouts.

“Bitch, shut up and open your mouth for me,” another one yells.

“Look at her, we’re going to destroy her,” a third calls out before the room dissolves into laughter as men begin to strip off their clothes.

I follow their lead.

“I want her naked,” the first one in line shouts, and my minder motions for me to remove everything, unlike previous nights when I kept my thigh-highs and shoes on for the duration. Tonight, I will be devoid of every stitch of my costume, such as it is.

“Let me get under her,” another naked man with a large, angry erection says to no one in particular and he lies down on the bed, then motions for me to climb aboard as he aims his penis at the ceiling.

I do as I’m told.

I ease his cock into my pussy, already lubed as last night, and sink down until his cockhead presses against my cervix. He pulls me to him for a quick kiss before another man grabs my hair and lifts my head, his dick aimed at my mouth so I open it. He reaches the back of my throat quickly and harshly, gagging me and laughing at the sound I make as he fucks my face.

Next, I feel another cock at my asshole, also lubed and ready but not really. He impales my sphincter with his manhood and fills me completely, then falls into the already-established rhythm of my first two lovers, if that term can even be applied.

Someone lifts my right hand and places his penis in it, then someone else does the same with the left. I didn’t lube my hands but their precum does that for me and in less than two minutes since I began, I’m fully engaged.

“Fuck, she’s such a slutty cunt,” someone says and the crowd, which had been relatively quiet as they watched my first violations take place, joins in with the catcalling, jeering, and derogatory remarks. I know from experience it will not stop for hours.

And I love it.

I fucking love it.

Ever since I went airtight years ago in LA with three black porn stars, this is to me the pinnacle sexual experience. To have a cock in every hole, to be all but helpless as the owners of those cocks use me to satisfy their craven lust. To be degraded, debased, defiled.

I love it all.

When I fuck clients back home, I’m almost always with one man, one cock. On rare occasions, I even have to share that cock if its owner books a threesome with two IG models. I rarely get two cocks, never mind three.

Or five.

At the same time.

The cocks fucking me now are getting close. The one in my ass swells first, a common occurrence that I remember from my first visit as my asshole is the tightest of my holes, even when it’s been stretched and doused with cum. I feel his semen shoot deep into my bowels as he buries himself deep in my dark passage and a cheer goes up behind me, not for him but for the fact that he’s done and someone gets to replace him.

Which they immediately do.

The cock in my pussy cums next, dousing my cervix and leaking out of my pussy immediately. By the end of the night, the mattress will be saturated, mostly with semen but also with my juices as at some point I will orgasm hard and squirt. I climax with clients on most dates but only double penetration makes me squirt.

When I feel the cock in my mouth swell, I use the cocks in my hands for leverage and back away just enough so that I can dislodge it. I look up at the stunned expression on the man’s face, his orgasm on the precipice of being ruined.

“Come on my face,” I tell him and he grabs his cock and aims it at my eyes. Just before I close them I call out so at least some of the others in my crowded room can hear me. I look around for the camera I assumed was recording the action at this end of my body and find it. I look directly into the lens that is just a few feet away, it’s diabolical red light blaring at me, mocking me, recording my destruction.

“I want everyone to cum on my face.”

~ Scott ~

I’m stunned.

So far this week, I’ve watched Heather parade down the runway in obscene outfits. I’ve watched her get auctioned for small fortunes and mere pittances. I’ve watched her make love to every other model here and I’ve watched her get a train run on her by dozens of strange men. I thought I’d seen it all even though I knew I hadn’t.

But the reality of what I’m seeing now – Heather being fucked by three cocks and giving handjobs to two others – is more than I can process.

Then she broke my brain by telling the man whose cock was in her mouth, the rest of the men in the room, and the camera recording it all, that she wants him and all of them to cum on her face.

It’s almost more than I can bear and I’m not the one it’s happening to.

But my cock is hard as hell.

When Heather was on the runway a few minutes ago, she looked incredible. Easily the most beautiful, elegant, and sexy model on the runway, and it had never been more obvious than tonight when all ten women strutted as a group to amazing effect. She was the tallest, thinnest, most desirable woman in a crowd of desirable women. She was almost regal in the way she held her head high, smiling at the crowd of men who were about to destroy her.

When she arrived at the room, her room for this last leg of debauchery, she looked even more amazing. The room was already crowded when she arrived – there was barely enough room to allow her entry – but she strolled in like she owned the place. I was in awe of her poise and presence of mind in what amounted to a hostile environment.

Now, as she straddles one man, her delicate thighs rocking her body in sync with the tempo of his pistoning hips, as her beautiful mouth is penetrated by a cock to its root, as her ass is reamed again and again, and as two cameras record it all, I’m almost in disbelief. The contrast between the woman I know – a sweet, kind, and radiant woman who loves animals and her family and her friends – and this wanton whore who can’t get any more dick in her body but is back in Dubai as dozens of men line up to fuck every one of her holes, is astounding.

And the night is young.

When she pulls away from the man fucking her face and orders him to cum on it, he gives her exactly what she wants. Almost immediately, his cock spurts a blast of semen into her eyes as the camera records it all. She shuts her eyes but doesn’t turn away as he sprays ropes of cum on a face that is distorted by her first orgasm. She gasps and contorts but doesn’t turn away until her face is dripping and a pool of jizz and drool pools on the bed beneath her.

As soon as the last of the man’s essence is spent, he is pushed aside by another man whose cock is thick, long, and ready. He drives it deep into her throat and she gags, and leans back to breathe until he grabs her hair and impales her deeply again. The men around him cheer him on.

“Go deep!”

“Look at her, she can’t get enough!”

“She loves it!”

“Fuck that bitch’s face!”

“Make her puke!”

Finally, her minder moves in and puts a hand on the man’s shoulder, whispers in his ear and he backs off. Not much, but at least he allows her to breathe.

At the same time, the line behind Heather waiting to fuck her ass or cunt snakes around the room and out the door. At least a dozen naked men with erections at the ready are eager to take their turn with her as the second camera records their never-ending double penetration like a porn director’s wet dream. The crowd behind her is less raucous than the one in front of her, spurred on by the sight of her delicate mouth distorted by the cock that impales it again and again.

Until he too pulls out, takes careful aim, and douses her with jets of cum.

~ Heather ~

I have no idea how long I’ve been in my room but I need a break. It’s been an endless stream of men intent on fucking my holes and I need a few minutes to regroup. I signal my minder that I’ve had enough for now.

When I was in this position two years ago, almost in tears from the overwhelming intensity of my ordeal, the crowd and even the organizers berated me mercilessly for almost crying. They used my misplaced guilt to convince me to allow them to record the rest of my debasement to my everlasting dismay.

I won’t make that mistake tonight.

“Come on, you fucking whore,” someone shouts in my ear. “I paid good money to fuck your disgusting mouth. Suck it up and take my cock.”

“Bitch, we’ve been waiting hours to fuck you, where the fuck do you think you’re going?”

“Heather99, you may be a star back home but here you're a common slut who’s getting exactly what she deserves.”

“You love it, whore. You love all this dick, all this cum, all these men. It’s what you live for, so just stay put and take it. Take it all.”

They’re not wrong.

I do love it.

But I need a break.

Ten minutes to gather myself.

Then I’ll be back.

And I’ll stay until the end.

Because I know that the finale is the most demented thing of all.
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~ Scott ~

As the last evening of our trip wore on, I visited the other girls in their rooms. Margot and Jessica were used in much the same way as Heather, but less intensely. The number of men was smaller so they weren’t subjected to nonstop sex without breaks. I even got to talk to them briefly.

“How are you holding up?” I asked Jessica at one point.

“How do you think?” she responded with dead eyes. “This is brutal. I don’t understand why Heather wanted to go through this again.”

“Did knowing what was coming help?”

“Yeah, of course. If I didn’t know this was how it was going to be I would have tapped out hours ago. Even now, I’m not sure I can make it until the end.”

Jessica’s minder tapped me on the shoulder to leave so she could get back to the task at hand. Two new men had just paid to enter her room and were almost salivating as they undressed. So I went to see Margot and found her in a lull as well.

“Don’t ask,” she said when she saw me. I nodded and sat on the edge of her bed. It wasn’t nearly as soaked as Heather’s but it was a mess just the same.

“Looking forward to leaving?” I asked, not knowing what else to say.

“I can’t wait. But I’m glad we came if only to prove to myself I was up to it.” She looked at me and I nodded. I’ll never understand that sentiment but then I kind of get it. If you consider yourself a professional then why wouldn’t you want to see if you can compete with other world-class whores. Margot fit that bill to a tee.

But I spent most of the evening with Heather. Well, I was in Heather’s room – I spent no time with her, per se. I just watched as she got fucked six ways to Sunday.

Five, I guess.

As the sun peeked over the desert in the window at the end of the hall, the evening wound down. I know Heather said something about a finale but I had no clue what that would entail as almost all the men had left. When I came back from the window to the outside world, I was not surprised to find Heather lying on the edge of her bed, exhausted, soaked in semen, and asleep. Her minder stood over her as he eyed me when I sat down next to her.

“You okay?” I ask, not knowing what else to say. Again.

“I’ll live,” she whispers. “Barely.”

“What’s left for them to do to you?” I ask with an eye on her minder. I’m pretty sure he speaks perfect English even if I’ve only heard him speak two words all night when he told Heather to get ready.

“You’ll see,” she says without opening her eyes. I hear footsteps in the hall outside her room and look up to see the MC poking his head inside the doorway. To my knowledge, that door never closed all night long.

“We’re ready,” the MC says to Heather’s minder. He makes no effort to talk to Heather, not to inquire if she’s okay or ready for whatever the fuck he’s talking about. I realize with a start that I hate that guy and can’t wait to leave and never see him again.

“Let’s go,” the minder says to Heather, doubling his word count for the evening and making no effort to help her up. That falls to me.

I offer my hand and pull her into a sitting position. I know better than to ask where we’re going because she’s been consistently closed-mouthed about the finale. I guess I’ll find out in short order.

~ Heather ~

I can barely move. I’m so exhausted, sore, crusted over with semen even as it drips out of my cunt and ass, and just broken. I thought I could do this but I was wrong. They broke me again. I’m going to finish but barely.

Having Scott to lean on as we exit my room helps immensely. I can’t believe how much I’ve relied on him to get me through this week and looking back on my first visit to this god-forsaken place, I have no idea how I got through it alone and unaware of what I was in for. Knowing what was coming each night this week made it so much easier to prepare for, deal with, and move on.

Except for what was about to happen. Knowing what is coming at this moment only makes it worse.

Scott walks me into the hall where all the other models have gathered looking as bad as I feel. I haven’t glimpsed myself in a mirror and I don’t want to. So many men came on my face and in my pussy and ass – it’s beyond belief. I don’t believe it and I was there for the whole thing.

We move slowly toward the end of the hall and the minders herd us toward the door that leads to the stage. No sounds are coming from the main room as all the men have left, but we’re going back to the stage one last time. As that realization comes to the other models, they look at each other, clearly confused but too tired to protest or even care. We’ve all been broken so we do as we’re told. As we have since we arrived in Dubai.

“Ladies,” the MC says when we gather behind the curtain. “I congratulate you on finishing your stay with us. We have just one more task for you to complete and then your minders will take you back to your room to prepare for your flights home.”

That gets everyone’s attention. It would make so much more sense if they allowed us to spend another day here to recover, somewhat, from what we had just endured.

But no.

They were going to kick us to the curb, literally, at the airport for a ludicrously quick departure. It’s so disgusting of them to do that to us but right in keeping with the rest of our visit.

“Ready?” the MC says to us at the curtain. He slips through the gap in the curtain onto the main stage and announces over his microphone, “The Ladies of Dubai!”

The curtain opens and we are instructed to walk the runway one last time. Naked, destroyed, and humiliated.

We’re on display in an empty room.

The girls look at each other, confused, so I take the lead and walk toward the other end of the runway. I don’t turn to see if anyone is following me because I know they are, I just can’t hear them in their bare feet, our shoes left in our rooms. I just want to get this over with as soon as possible.

But when I reach the halfway mark on the runway, the huge video screen on the wall at the end of the runway comes to life and I’m once again confronted with my sex tape, bigger than life and in living color, with sound that is now clear in an empty ballroom.

Except it’s not my old sex tape, it’s the new one. Quick cuts of me being made up and auctioned, scenes that were not filmed two years ago, are displayed before a rapid montage of my having sex with the other models on Night 3, being led to a semi-public area to have a train run on me during Night 4, and even the start of Night 5 has already been spliced into this video, where I tell everyone in my room to cum on my face, followed by the actual event. I watch in horror as my model face is doused with the first man’s seed to raucous laughter from the crowd echoing in the empty ballroom as I and all of my fellow models walk the runway and watch it happen.

As demeaning and degrading as the finale was two years ago, this one is worse.

Much, much worse.

The other models have reached the end of the runway and turned to make their way back to the stage to end this cursed event. It’s only when I see them coming do I realize I stopped midway to stare in horror at my new sex tape. As the pack of sex-soaked models reaches me, Margot and Jessica take my arms and lead me back to the stage.

Where I’m confronted by the MC. He wags a finger in my face.

“You didn’t complete your assigned task, Heather99,” he says with a wicked smile. “Back you go, and this time go all the way.” He cackles at his double-entendre. I just stare at him.

“And if I don’t?” I ask at last.

“We’ll withhold all the bonus payments for you and your friends here.” He stares at me, no longer smiling.

I turn and begin the long walk to the end of the runway. My sex tape is playing in a room littered with trash and empty seats in disarray, the remnants of my destruction writ large. I stare at the screen as I walk, naked, my bare feet on the cold floor bringing home how I feel as I watch and listen to the recording of the men in my room jeering and taunting me all over again. To put me through this twice in one evening is beyond twisted.

It’s evil.

Finally, I reach the end of the runway and stare up at the huge monitor to see myself being impaled fore and aft, a cock in each hand and countless more at the ready. I let the image burn itself into my brain until I decided to do something that never occurred to me after my first visit. I walk back to the stage and confront the MC.

“I want a copy of that video,” I tell him.

He smiles. “Then you shall have it.”


7

~ Scott ~

After her confrontation with the MC, Heather practically collapses in my arms. I lift her legs and carry her back to her room. The minder tells me that we’re expected to be ready to leave for the airport in an hour. I’m stunned. They won’t let the girls rest and recover? They won’t even feed us?

I put Heather in the shower in the seating area. She’s been asleep in my arms but moans slightly when I put her down. I strip off my clothes and join her, turn on the water, and wash her. She’s almost comatose but I manage to clean her enough to get her dressed for the plane ride home. While I’m packing her things, I make an easy decision.

I’m not working for these people.

Ever.

“I just want to sleep,” she mumbles as I’m getting dressed.

“We’re out of here in fifteen minutes,” I whisper and she nods.

“I’m so glad you’re here with me Scott. Thank you.”

“My pleasure, Heather.” I finish packing and place our bags near the door, then I go to the other room to make sure that Jessica and Margot are managing. Their minders are just watching them pack. I ignore the men and ask how they’re holding up.

“I’ll be fine,” Margot says with her usual deadpan look. She’s a lot tougher than I realized when we came here.

“I’ll be okay once we’re in the air,” Jessica says in a weary tone. “I just want to go home, Scott.” She gives me a look and all I can do is nod.

“I guess we just have to trust them to pay us?” Margot asks. I’m not surprised – she’s always been all about the money. Not that I blame her.

“I can go check and make sure,” I tell her. “But Heather said the money was in her account by the time she arrived back in LA last time.”

“I wouldn’t mind seeing it hit my account before we leave, you know?” Margot says as she closes her suitcase.

“How’s Heather?” Jessica asks. “I imagine her fuck-room was, uh, crowded?”

“You have no idea,” I tell her. “But she’ll be okay. She’s a real trooper, you know?”

“Yeah, I do.” She gives me a look. “I heard you stayed with her the last few nights.”

“Who did you hear that from?” I ask, surprised. She motions toward one of the minders by the door. “And he told me you, uh, had companions available that you didn’t use?”

“Yeah, I guess. I never even went to my room.”

“That’s really sweet, Scott.” She gives me another look, a serious one. “You love her, don’t you?”

I blink. “It’s that obvious?”

“Are you kidding?” Margot butts in. “You both do,” she says as she looks at Jessica.

“Seriously?” I ask Jessica.

“Yeah, I suppose I do. That thing on the third night?” She nods with her eyes locked with mine. “Yeah.”

“I didn’t realize you were bisexual, Jess.”

“Well, I don’t advertise it, but I like girls. A lot.” She cocks an eyebrow and I chuckle.

“Well, I can certainly understand why you’d be attracted to Heather.”

She nods. “I’ve been fighting it for a long time, but when we were together that night, I couldn’t deny my feelings for her any longer.”

“She’s something else, no doubt about it,” I whisper. Margot leaves the room with her suitcase. “You gonna be okay?” I ask Jessica softly.

“What choice do I have?” she whispers with a weak smile. “I’ll be fine.”

I nod. “I guess we both will.”

~ Heather ~

I’m not sure how I got into the limo but when I wake up, I see we’re almost to the airport terminal. In fact, we’re passing through the drop-off for the main terminal on our way to the small separate one used for private jets. I see another vehicle, not a limo but an SUV, dropping off two of the girls from the event, two other models. The driver unloads their bags from the back and stacks them on the sidewalk then he climbs behind the wheel and drives away, leaving the girls to fend for themselves.

“At least we’re not being treated like that,” Scott says from next to me, pointing at the models as they look around for help.

“Say a prayer of thanks for small miracles,” Jessica says as the girls give up and wheel their large bags into the terminal.

A few minutes later, we are dropped at the private terminal and a porter takes our bags inside. I’m still a little wobbly so I grab Scott’s arm and he walks me inside. We show our passports to an official and he points to a jet on the tarmac, much smaller than the 777 we arrived in but much better than flying commercial for 18 hours, likely with at least one stopover. We climb the short gangway and duck to enter the well-appointed but comparatively tiny interior.

“No minders, at last,” Margot says as she sits in the first open seat. Scott leads me further back and we sit across a table from Jessica. I’m still woozy from the long night, so when a pretty Arab flight attendant asks us if we’d like anything to drink, I pass and lean against Scott’s shoulder. I’ve become used to his reassuring presence and in that moment I realize that I want him in my life even more than he already is as my unofficial pimp. I’m asleep before we take off.

By the time I woke up, Scott and Jessica were asleep and Margot was reading something on her phone. I ease away from Scott without waking him and join her in the forward part of the cabin.

“Get a little sleep?” I ask as I sit across from her and yawn.

“Some,” she says as she puts her phone down. “Any idea when we’ll be paid the bonus money?”

I smile to myself. “If you have internet access you should check your bank account.” She picks up her phone and begins tapping.

“How much does the house take?” she asks without looking up from her screen.

“Nothing. They pay us the full amount bid or charged and tack a surcharge on everything. The men pay that separately.”

“That’s pretty generous of them,” she says grudgingly.

I nod. “One of the only things they do that could be considered generous.”

“I know, right?” She’s still typing away. “I’m still trying to figure out why you went back for more of that, Heather.” She watches her phone until her eyes go wide. “Shit,” she whispers.

“What?”

“They deposited $82,000 in my account.” She looks up at me. “Hell of a week.”

I smile. I know Margot’s rates – she charges a little less than half of my hourly rate – so this must be her biggest payday ever. And the money was always her primary focus.

“So, all in all, was it worth it?” I ask.

She looks at me. “I’m not sure I’d go that far. Last night was…intense.”

“That’s the word that always comes to mind for me.”

We exchange looks and nod. “But I don’t see myself doing it again.” She shakes her head. “I kept thinking the whole time we were there that you went through it two years ago with no idea what was going to happen next. I don’t think I could have done that.”

“It was different, I’ll grant you that.” I turn to look at Scott and Jessica. “I’m just glad we were able to work something out.”

Her eyes narrow. “You mean after Ashley bailed on us?”

“Yeah.”

“She owes you big time, Heather.” She looks away and adds, softly. “I owe you, too.” She leans forward in her seat. “Thank you for doing what you did for us.”

“It was…interesting.”

“Do you trust them?”

“What choice do I have?” I give her an ironic look. “It’s out of my hands now.”

“Changing the subject ever so slightly,” she begins. “Is Scott really thinking of putting on an event like that in the States?”

“I don’t think so. I don’t think he ever was, he just wanted to come to see it for himself.” I give Margot a look. “I’m not sure I could have done it without him this time.”

She stares at me for a long moment and looks like she wants to say something.

“What?”

“I was just wondering if you know how he feels about you.” She pauses, then adds, “And how Jessica feels about you.”

I look at her, confused. “What are you talking about?”

She almost snorts. “They’re both in love with you, Heather. I thought I’d be able to see it but I guess not.” She just smirked at me.

“You’re so full of shit, Margot.” I waved a hand. “So full of shit.”

“They both admitted it, back at the hotel while you were in the other room. Both of them.” She gave me such a smug smile I wanted to slap her silly.

“I don’t believe you,” I say weakly.

“Suit yourself, but you know it’s true.”

“I know no such thing, Margot. I didn’t even know Jessica is bi.” She shrugs and picks up her phone, shutting down our conversation.

I’ve been suspicious for some time about Scott having feelings for me. He’s so sweet and never more so than on this trip. His willingness to be there for me at every turn was more than endearing, it was monumental. I’m not sure I could have done it without him.

But Jessica? I’m not bisexual. I can do the lesbian thing when a client requests it, like what happened on the third night. But girls aren’t my thing. I like dick, the more the merrier, as the fifth night proved beyond all doubt.

That said, I feel closer to Jessica now that we’ve been through hell together and she was nothing but supportive the whole time. After Ashley left, Jessica stepped up and stood with me, even trying to talk me out of being videoed so we’d all get paid. She put aside her payout, unlike Margot, and played devil’s advocate to make sure I really wanted to allow them to record me. It was an incredibly selfless thing for her to do.

The next time I look at Margot, she’s asleep in her seat. I move back to the facing seats where Jessica and Scott are still sleeping and sit next to her. I look at her as she sleeps and wonder if our coupling the third night has anything to do with what Margot said. I’ve always felt a close kinship with Jessica. I have several good friends who are models and a few who are whores, but she’s one of the only friends who checks both of those boxes. Plus, she’s easy to talk to, unlike Margot. And after Ashley quit on us, I wonder if I’ll have any sort of relationship with her after we get back. I know I’d be mortified if I was in her position.

As I watch them sleep, my thoughts bounce back and forth between Jessica and Scott. Both of them made this week bearable for me. They stepped up. Scott was a saint, even more supportive than usual, which speaks volumes. Sometimes I forget how much I’ve come to rely on him and how nerve-wracking it was back when I began whoring, to go to a stranger’s hotel room alone and so vulnerable. Ever since then, with Scott coming with me, it’s exciting. I love fucking a new client when I don’t have to worry about anything going wrong. Scott makes that possible for me.

He also manages my schedule and vets the avalanche of inquiries that still flood my IG account daily, weeding out the flakes and posers. Finding the guys who are serious and can afford me. The work he does for me and all the IG models/whores he manages is amazing and even though we all pay him, I don’t show him my appreciation often enough.

But Margot’s comment about him being in love with me stuck a nerve. Can she be right? Have I been that unaware?

I’ve set my love life aside for some time now. I’ve had my share of boyfriends over the years since I became an escort and even got serious enough with a couple of them to tell them the whole story. Needless to say, it didn’t go well. Neither of them dropped me as soon as they found out, but when I made it clear that I would not give up whoring for them, that was the deal-breaker. I can’t blame them. But I can’t be someone I’m not, either. And the bottom line is, for me, I love being a whore. If I ever do find a man who can love me as I am, he’s going to have to deal with the fact that his wife is, and will continue to be, a prostitute.

Scott knows that about me, of course. He’s seen me on dates in LA when I allowed men to degrade me and he was fine with it. I know he doesn’t understand it but he didn’t try to talk me out of it. He never tries to talk me out of anything. Even when I told him I was going to Dubai two years ago before I went, he asked questions but never told me I shouldn’t do it.

And when I was approached a few months ago to go back to Dubai, he was supportive. Skeptical at first – he asked a ton of questions and reminded me how long it took for me to recover, physically and mentally, from that first trip. But he never said I shouldn’t go back.

Now, he’s seen it with his own eyes. He witnessed what I did firsthand and supported me as I did it. He knew what would happen last night and stood by me the whole time. He never wavered. He was my rock.

He is my rock.

And now I find out that he loves me?

Shit.
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~ Scott ~

I wake up in the dark. We’ve flown into nighttime while I slept and I look around to see who else is awake. The flight attendant is sleeping in her spot near the cockpit and Margot is sleeping in the front of the cabin. Jessica is sleeping next to me and Heather is asleep across the table from me. There’s no one to talk to, I realize as I shake the cobwebs from my head.

I watch Heather. I’ve known her for years – she was the first model I hired for my Chicks and Sticks golf promotion and the first Instagram model I pimped out. She’s started whoring on her own but when she asked me to help her out, I leaped at the chance. You don’t say no to Heather. No one does.

I don’t, at least. Like most men, pretty girls can have their way with me. The prettier they are, the more we grovel at their feet. We’ll do almost anything for a smile, a second look, a nod of approval, and ultimately, a roll in the sack. That’s always the goal, of course. Like an old comedian once said, “Men know what men want, women know what men want. We want women.”

When I first met Heather, I wanted her. Every man who meets Heather wants her. Men who have never met Heather but merely glimpsed her at a distance or follow her on Instagram want her. I get a dozen inquiries a day, more than any other model I pimp for. She was the headliner in Dubai for good reason and I’m not talking about her million followers. She could have deleted her account and she would have still been the highest bid paid for a night of sex with her. Just on her looks alone.

But that’s the thing. I wasn’t the least bit surprised when she told me that the same guy who bought her for the night two years ago made sure he got another night with her. He paid a fortune to fuck her because he knew more than anyone there, among the VIPs at least, what a great fuck she is. Legs down to the floor, beautiful natural breasts, the narrowest waist I’ve ever seen, an ass that won’t quit, she’s got it all.

But that face. Sweet, innocent, incredibly expressive, and genuine, Heather seems almost too good to be true, but there’s not a phony bone in her body. She’s the kind of girl you’d love to bring home to meet your family who turns into a tigress in the sack, willing to do anything, even things you’ve never dreamed of. How often does that happen with any woman, never mind a high-end model who doesn’t seem to realize just how beautiful and desirable she is?

That’s the most amazing thing about Heather. Women who look like she does, and even a ton of them who can’t hold a candle next to her, are full of themselves. They come off like complete spoiled bitches because they are. They’ve been fawned over and put on a pedestal their whole adult lives and it shows. They never hear the word no and it changes them. They act entitled, about everything, because that’s how the world treats them. Whatever they want, they get, but they still whine and complain about how tough they have it, how miserable they are because no one understands them. I’ve seen it more than I’d care to admit.

But not Heather. She appreciates, deeply and fundamentally, just how good a hand she’s been dealt by whoever deals the cards. Don’t get me wrong – she works her ass off to stay in shape and make sure she stays on top. I don’t know of any way to figure out who the top whores are but in the modeling world, Heather gets a premium price for her shoots because she’s damn near perfect in a business that demands, and gets, perfection. That kind of commitment, to stay on top like she does, doesn’t come easy. Heather puts in the work and it shows.

So she’s one in a million. Where does that leave me? I’ve been in love with her for years but there wasn’t enough of a spark on her end to give me any hope of taking things to the next level with her. Every time I tried to get close, I was gently rebuffed. She never told me to get lost – we’re business partners first and foremost and business is good. Not only does she make a fortune doing what she does, which she shares in some small part with me, but she’s referred dozens of her model friends to me over the years. Without her, I’d still be a struggling golf pro barely making ends meet, or maybe an insurance agent like my college roommate on the golf team.

But seeing her in Dubai. I wonder if that might change things between us. When I first agreed to accompany her on her second trip there, I worried that seeing her do what she described the first time might put her in a different light for me. That I might be put off by it. I know she worried about it – she told me as much. Even though I’ve seen her do some pretty nasty shit on some of her whore dates, we both knew that nothing I’d seen would compare to what I was about to witness in Dubai.

And we were right. The things she did, and the things I saw, were so much worse than what I expected. Last night alone was incredible, both in the intensity and the duration of what she was willing and able to endure. Seeing is believing but just barely. I still find it hard to believe what happened and I was right there watching it all.

But the thing is, I loved it. I loved it because I could see that she loved it. It was so obvious that she loved it right from the first night. When she saw the video on the big screen in the main room, she looked stunned, and rightly so. She had no idea they would do something like that to her. No idea. But she loved it. She told me so the next day.

And on and on it went throughout the week. Getting fucked and having to walk the runway again and again on the next three nights was incredibly demeaning and she loved that, too. Why she loves being degraded like that is beyond me, but the heart wants what the heart wants and we have little to say about it, we just do what we were born to do. And Heather was born to be degraded. Heaven help her.

And Heaven help me, because as the week went on, as each evening devolved into more and more debasement and degradation, I loved what I was seeing. That she loved it only made me love her more. Why? I have no idea. But after a week of watching her do the most disgusting things I could imagine, and a few I never could have imagined, I know beyond all doubt that I love her more than I thought possible. I want to protect her, to comfort her, to take care of her. Whatever instincts I had to safeguard and support her before this trip, those feelings – needs, really – have been magnified exponentially.

But I don’t want her to stop. That’s the crazy thing. I don’t want her to be someone she’s not. I know she’s had trouble in the past with boyfriends who couldn’t deal with the fact that she loves being a whore. She’s confided in me after both breakups – both serious relationships – and I consoled her. I know it sounds self-serving but that’s not why I feel this way. I loved Heather before I knew who she really was, but now that I know beyond all doubt who she is, I love her even more. Why? I have no idea. I just know that I do.

Heaven help me.

~ Heather ~

When I open my eyes, the cabin and the sky outside are mostly dark. I blink and look around to see that everyone is asleep but Scott. He’s looking at his phone but when I yawn and stretch, he looks up.

“Hi,” he says and I smile.

“Hi. Did you get some sleep?”

He shrugs. “Yeah, a little. You?”

“I feel a lot better.” I look around. “How much longer until we land?”

He checks his phone. “If I’m doing this right, we’ve got another three hours to go.” He puts his phone down and looks at me. “You seem a lot better than last time.”

“Yeah, I am. I don’t think it’s going to take me too long to recover.” It took me weeks to get over the trauma, mentally as well as physically two years ago. “Having you there was a godsend.” I lean forward and reach for him. He takes my hand and squeezes it gently.

“I’m so glad to hear you say that,” he says without smiling.

“I missed you last night.”

“I was right there, on the couch.”

“I know, but I missed you holding me in bed like the nights before.” I lower my eyes. “I missed that a lot.”

He doesn’t respond. I’m not surprised but I’m a little disappointed. If there’s one thing I wish about Scott, it’s that he would be a little more aggressive with me. I get why he’s not, with all we have going on in our lives. Still…

“I missed that, too,” he finally says.

I wait for him to say more but he doesn’t. He just sits there, looking at me. So I decide to change the subject.

“I want to ask you something and I really need you to be honest with me.”

He looks surprised. “I’ll never lie to you, Heather,” he says defensively.

“No, I know that. But sometimes you don’t say what you’re feeling with me, right?” I raise an eyebrow.

“Isn’t that true with most people?” He raises an eyebrow of his own.

“Yeah, it is. But right now I want how you really feel, okay? Don’t hold back.”

“Okay.”

“With everything you witnessed this week, and especially last night,” I begin. “How does that affect you? And us?”

Scott stares at me without speaking for several seconds. Finally, he nods.

“I’ve long known who you are, Heather,” he begins softly, the hum of the jet engines almost drowning him out. “What I saw this week changed nothing.” He just levels a look at me, without a hint of a smile or anything. He just looks deadly serious.

“You don’t think less of me?” I ask in a whisper.

He shakes his head. “No, not at all. In fact, I think it’s just the opposite.”

“How so?”

“It makes me want to take care of you even more.” He looks away. “We’ve known each other a long time, obviously. And right from the start, protecting you was my top priority. It still is.”

“I like that,” I say. “I like that a lot.”

“It’s all I’ve ever wanted.”

“All?”

He stays quiet. “No, I guess that’s not true.”

“What else do you want, Scott?”

“I want you.”

And there it is. How he really feels about me. “Why didn’t you say so before?”

“Because I didn’t think you felt the same way with me. I do have an ego, you know.”

I nod and look away. “Yeah, I get that.”

“Has that changed, Heather?”

I look at him again. “I think maybe it has. This week was…big. I saw something in you I hadn’t seen before.” 

“What?”

“Acceptance, I guess. I didn’t realize how important that is for me.”

“I know exactly who you are, Heather. And I’m more than fine with that.”

“But I don’t just want acceptance, Scott.” I frown. “I need more than that.”

He leans forward. “Heather, I love who you are and what you do. I think it’s incredible. I think you’re incredible. I guess not everyone looks at these things the way we do, but anything that gets you as excited as you were last night is good with me. Better than good. I fucking love it. I loved watching you last night. I fucking loved it.”

“Why?” I counter. “Why didn’t it make you think less of me?”

“Why should it? You love sex. You love being degraded. I love watching you get what you want. No judgment. Why should I judge you? What would that make me other than a complete hypocrite?” He looks away and shakes his head. “I’m a guy who pimps out a dozen women to strange men. Where would I get off thinking any less of you for being one of those women? For being the best of those women.”

“The best?”

“Come on, Heather. You know who and what you are.” He levels another look at me and my heart swells. “I get you, Heather. I get you like no one else. And if this week, and especially last night, proves anything, it’s that I love who you are. I just fucking love who you are.” He pauses. “And I love you.”

“But is all of that, what happened last night, and this week, and for the past five years, is that anything to build a life on?”

“It is for me,” he says so earnestly. “Is it enough for you?”

“What happens when it’s time for me to leave it all behind? To put it aside and get on with my life.”

“I don’t know but who says you have to? You’re young, you’ve years to figure out what you want out of life, and I’d love to be there to help you figure it out.” He reaches for my hands and holds them.

“What do you want from me, Scott? What do you ultimately want from me?”

He kisses my hands. “Ultimately? I want to marry you. I want to have children with you. I want to spend all my time and the rest of my life with you.”

“How long have you felt this way?”

“As long as I can remember.”

I blink back tears. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Because I didn’t think you felt that way about me. Has that changed?”

I stare at him for a long time. Finally, I say, “I think maybe it has.”

He smiles. I love it when he smiles, I realize. But do I love him? I love how he feels about me. I love being with him. I loved being in his arms in bed together. I love how he accepts me for who and what I am and that he won’t try to change me because he never has. But can I believe him? That he won’t change his mind if we take our relationship to the next level. He senses my hesitation.

“Don’t worry, Heather. I’m not going to propose to you. But can we move in together and see how it goes?”

“Yeah, we can do that.”


Epilogue

~ One year later ~

~ Scott ~

“I know it’s considered bad luck for the groom to see the bride, Jessica,” I tell Heather’s Maid of Honor. “But we’re going to break with tradition today. In more ways than one.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asks. She blocking the door to Heather’s dressing room and I don’t have time for this. As it is, the ceremony is going to be delayed. I just don’t know for how long.

“We’ve worked it all out,” I tell her as I tap my foot impatiently.

She looks at me and then the guy with me. “Who’s he?” she asks as she eyes him up and down.

“Someone who spent a long time getting here,” I tell her. I know I’m being cryptic but if I tell her the whole story, it might spoil the surprise. I told Heather I would surprise her today, just like I did last week for her bachelorette party and bridal shower, which were also at odds with tradition.

“I don’t know, Scott,” she tells me again, not letting me enter the room. “Heather’s almost ready to go.”

“That’s the whole point, Jessica. I told her to expect us.”

“And she was okay with it?” She looks a little less skeptical but she’s not budging from the doorway. My mystery guest sighs, impatiently.

“This was her idea,” I whisper conspiratorially. “Believe me.”

“Her team is almost done with her hair and makeup. Can you at least wait until they finish with her?”

“Sure, but can we come in? We’ll watch.”

She rolls her eyes. “That’s not the way this is supposed to work, Scott.”

I lean close and whisper. “Jessica. Come on. This is Heather we’re talking about. Do you think she wants to do things by the book?”

She just stares at me for a few seconds and then looks at my guest. “And she knows about him?”

“She knows I’m bringing someone,” I explain again, trying not to sound condescending. “She just doesn’t know who. When she decided to do this, she didn’t know who to invite. I said I’d take care of it and that’s what I did.”

“You’re sure about this?” she asked, her resolve cracking.

“I’m sure, Jessica. If you like, you can watch.”

“Watch what?” She suddenly looks more puzzled than stubborn.

“You’ll see if you just let us in.”

She turns away from the door as we hear a small commotion coming from inside the room. She says something to someone and then opens the door to let Heather’s regular hair and makeup team exit. They look at us as they walk past us, me in my tuxedo and my guest in a dark suit. I can’t imagine what they’re thinking but they know Heather so I’m sure they’re not too shocked by our presence. I’m almost beyond caring. The wedding is supposed to begin in a few minutes.

“It’s now or never, Jessica,” I say, exasperated.

Finally, she relents and holds the door open for us. We walk inside the vestibule and Jessica walks us towards the formal dressing room. We’ve rented one of the most exclusive venues in Beverly Hills and have three hundred guests waiting for the ceremony to begin, but this shouldn’t take long.

When we turn the corner and see the door to the dressing room, Heather turns to greet us, framed by the door and backlit by the afternoon sun streaming through the bank of windows behind her.

She looks incredible.

She’s wearing a shockingly short wedding dress that shows off her long legs to amazing effect. The dress hugs her tiny waist before rising just enough to offer an almost obscene glimpse of her cleavage. She’s all in white, of course, with the tops of her white thigh-high stockings showing beneath the hem of the dress, white lace gloves that aren’t really gloves at all, and a white veil that frames her gorgeous face and styled hairdo. She looks innocent and sexy at the same time which isn’t unusual for her but in a wedding dress is next level. My heart feels ready to explode out of my chest.

“I tried to tell them,” Jessica explains. “But Scott insisted you were expecting…them.” She looks at my guest with severe misgivings.

“It’s fine, Jessica,” Heather says without taking her eyes off the mystery guest. I’m surprised Jessica didn’t recognize him because Heather does the instant she sees him, as I knew she would.

Then again, Jessica only visited Dubai one time. Heather had been there twice.

“Good to see you again, Heather99,” my guest says in a low, almost menacing tone. She lowered her eyes and blushed at the sight and sound of him.

“What’s going on?” Jessica asks just before a look of recognition blooms on her face. “Oh, my god,” she gasps, her hand covering her mouth. “It’s you!”

Now, we all know who he is – the Master of Ceremonies from Dubai.

“You look amazing,” he says as he steps through the doorway and approaches my bride-to-be. “As I knew you would.”

As Jessica and I watch, mesmerized, the MC steps close to Heather and takes her into his arms to kiss her, lightly, so as not to disturb her makeup. After a short kiss, he steps back and offers his hand. Heather takes it and goes to her knees at his feet. She reaches for his belt and unbuckles it, lowers his zipper, and extracts his cock from his pants. She licks it delicately, again being mindful of her lipstick but intent on ensuring his arousal although that is clearly a foregone conclusion. His cock is fully erect.

After a minute or two, he pulls her up from her knees and turns her to face away from him near the chair in front of the makeup vanity. She bends at the waist and he lifts the hem of her wedding dress. Jessica gasps again as we all see that Heather is wearing nothing under her dress. The MC steps forward and rubs the tip of his cock up and down her wet slit and Heather moans. She wants this, she told me. She just didn’t tell me who with.

“I don’t need to see this,” I whisper to Jessica and she nods without taking her eyes off of them. As I move towards the door to the dressing room, she finally tears herself away and comes with me. We close the door just as the MC begins fucking Heather in earnest.

“She really wanted that?” Jessica asks as I try not to listen to Heather’s moans. “Why?”

“She told me she dreamed of having a whore date just before she walked down the aisle. How could I refuse?”

“But with him? She hates him.”

I nod. “What better fuck than a hate-fuck?” I cock an eyebrow but she doesn’t react. She looks like she’s in shock.

“And you’re okay with…this?” she asks as gently as she can.

“I feel like it’s what I was put on earth to do, Jess. To give Heather exactly what she wants, no matter what it is.”

She nods but doesn’t look convinced.

I decide to change the subject slightly. “Did she tell you where we went for her bridal shower?”

“I thought she didn’t want one.” She gives me another skeptical look, as if she’s not ready for any more shocks. But I haven’t shared this with anyone and I’ve been anxious to tell someone. It’s just too good to keep to myself.

“Oh, she wanted one, alright.” I pause for effect. “We went to Antwerp.”

She stares at me for a long, silent moment. “To that brothel with the windows?”

“That very one.”

“Why?”

“Can you think of anything more degrading than fucking twenty strangers raw over eight hours? If you can, please keep it to yourself, okay?” I smile but the joke goes right over Jessica’s head. She’s lost in her thoughts and who can blame her?

“And you were okay with that?”

I nod. “If anything, I was looking forward to it. Ever since Heather and I moved in together, I’ve become enamored with reclaiming her.”

“You’re a cuckold now?”

“More of a stag, to be honest. I don’t need to watch,” I nod at the door where Heather is being railed. “And I sure as hell don’t want to be humiliated. But I love reclaiming her. In that regard, Antwerp was a dream come true for me.”

“Did you reclaim her after each guy fucked her?”

“No, only after she was finished.” She keeps staring at me, the implications becoming clear. “Yeah,” I add.

Heather screams but sounds muffled. I do not doubt that the MC has his hand over her mouth at this moment as she climaxes for him.

I look at the closed door. “I think they’re almost done. We should get out there.” I nod at the hall that leads to the wedding venue where the ceremony will take place.

“Who’s going to walk her down the aisle?”

I give Jessica a look.

“No! Really?”

“That’s what she wants.”

Just then, we turn to see Heather’s makeup gal walking toward us. She looks at us, puzzled, and then she hears what’s happening on the other side of the closed door. She gives me a look but she’s been with Heather for years and knows what she does. Heather has arrived for modeling gigs countless times with cum in her mouth and in her hair. This woman knows the score.

“They’ll be done soon,” I tell her as I offer my arm to Jessica to escort her to the venue. We leave the makeup lady waiting for Heather to finish with the MC.

~ Heather ~

I told Scott when we planned our wedding that I wanted to fuck a john just before the ceremony but I didn’t want to know who I would be fucking. Ever since Scott began pimping for me and took the risk out of seeing new men, meeting someone just before they fucked me became incredibly exciting for me. That moment when the door opens and I get my first glimpse of a stranger I’ve never even vetted by text or email, my pussy always clenches so hard because of the disparity between us. He knows me from my Instagram feed – my friends, my hobbies, even the fashion shoots I post now and then – but I know nothing about him. Not his age, his height, or the sexual demands he will make on me. That imbalance of knowledge takes the already degrading act of spreading my legs for money to a whole new level.

So I was careful to explain all of that to Scott who I’m sure I mentioned it to over the years, but I wanted to be clear about my intentions. Fucking a stranger for money in my wedding dress moments before I was to walk down the aisle struck me as the ultimate debasement and I was so looking forward to it. It was all I could think about as my team dressed me and did my hair and makeup for the most important day of my life.

But when Scott opened the door to my dressing room and I saw the MC from the events in Dubai, I was devastated. Even though I didn’t know his name, he was no stranger to me. His face is burned into my memory as the face of all of the most demeaning and degrading acts that were perpetrated on me and the other models in that hotel a year ago. And three years ago. The same man was the face and voice of those orgies of degeneracy and mortification and now he is standing before me, eyeing me up and down with the most lascivious look I’ve ever seen.

“Good to see you again, Heather99,” he said in a low voice that reverberated in my bones. I can’t meet his gaze so I look at my hands and feel the color rise in my face.

“What’s going on?” Jessica asks from somewhere – she sounds far away suddenly. “Oh, my god,” she gasps, her hand covering her mouth. “It’s you!”

“You look amazing,” he says as he comes to me. “As I knew you would.”

I look up and his smile almost guts me.

When he approaches me I know I’m powerless to resist. He takes my shoulders in his hands and pulls me to him for a kiss, lightly, delicately, which feels so wrong. I hate this man to the depths of my being, but if this is who Scott chose to fuck me just before he marries me, so be it. I will be as submissive a bride and wife as I am a whore. I will do what is expected of me.

The MC lets me go and offers his hand. I take it and lower myself to my knees. I’ve only seen him in a tux – we’ve never had sex – but as I reach for his belt and unbuckle it, my pussy and belly clench hard. When I liberate his erection from its confines, my vagina almost gushes with anticipation. I lick the tip of his uncircumcised penis and wince at the vile taste but it’s exactly as it should be. I slide him into my mouth and impale my throat so that I make a gagging sound because men love that and I’m here to please him, good whore bride that I am.

“Just so we’re clear,” he says as I suck him. “I paid Scott fifty dollars for the privilege of being your last client as a single woman. I offered him more but he said the price of admission on your last night in Dubai would suffice. He’s not much of a negotiator.”

My pussy clenches hard at the thought of being bought for such a disgustingly low price.

After a few minutes, he offers me his hand to help me up from my knees, and then he turns me around and bends me over the chair at my makeup table. He lifts the hem of my obscenely short wedding dress and rubs his erection up and down my dripping folds before he enters me, fucks me, forces an incredible orgasm from me, and then shoots his load deep in my pussy.

When I straighten and adjust my dress, he’s already tucked himself back in his pants. He gives me a final smirk but not a word before he turns and leaves. As he does, my makeup artist enters the room to touch me up for my wedding. She too says nothing but paints my lips again as I remain standing – if I sit I’ll ruin my dress. As it is, I can feel his essence running down my inner thighs and drenching my white thigh-high stockings.

“All set, ma’am,” Marta says as she puts away her lipstick and I glance at myself in the mirror. “I’ll let them know to start the music.”

I look around for my bridal bouquet and go to the door to the venue only to find the MC ready to walk me down the aisle. This ceremony is only for certain select friends – other models who whore, some for Scott, some on their own. No family or friends from outside the profession will be in attendance, we’ll have a separate ceremony for them in a few weeks – so when the MC offers his arm to walk me down the aisle, I take it without hesitation.

“How was your flight?” I ask as we wait for the doors to open.

“Delightful. That jet is incredible.” He looks at me and smiles.

“How many men made the trip with you?”

“We were almost filled to capacity. There is just enough space for you and Scott to join us for the flight back to Dubai for your honeymoon.”

My dripping pussy clenches so hard as the music begins to play.
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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Secrets~Delusion~Dilemma~Bliss
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Reluctant Cuckold ~ Country Cuckold ~ Cuckold Dreams
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Another Cuckold  Tale ~ Black Owned Hotwife ~ First Time Hotwife
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Trophy Hotwife ~ Unicorn ~ Socialite Hotwife
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Whore ~ Escort ~ Hooker
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer
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