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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Part 1

~ Scott ~

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

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

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

We’re just getting warmed up.

~ Heather ~

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

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

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

We’ll see where it ultimately leads.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Part 2

~ Scott ~

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

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

She came back nearly broken from her first time.

But now she wants to go back.

She needs to go back.

~ Heather ~

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

I can’t say that now.

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

For an all-or-nothing week of…

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

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Part 3

~ 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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Part 1

1

~ Scott ~

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

I hate being late.

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

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

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

In a word, perfect.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Me, and a whole lot of cash.

~ Heather ~

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

Life is good for a whore who loves her work.

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

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

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

I smile. “You’re too kind, Carl.”

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

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

Until Scott steps forward to collect the fee.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So I quit.

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

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

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

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

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

And that’s how I met Heather.

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

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

Fucking awesome, my friend. Fucking awesome.

~ Heather ~

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

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

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

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

“The turn?” I was so green back then.

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

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

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

But Scott and I hit it off.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I should back up a bit.

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

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

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

Then I got a DM from Tom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It’s good being a pimp for IG models.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Seriously? Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So I called Heather up and asked her out.

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

~ Heather ~

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

Which he did.

God, it was fantastic!

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

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

So I did.

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

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

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

Then one day, things changed in a big way.

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

Who I recognize immediately.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Or so turned on.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I loved fucking Lex, too.

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

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

Which he handled more than admirably.

Which got me thinking.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I imagine so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I blink. “Me? I would never…”

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

“Right.”

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

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

She sighs and frowns. “What now?”

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

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

“I think you can guess.”

“What is it this time?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I take a breath. “Talking, or going?”

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

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

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

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

I know that firsthand.

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

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

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

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

Or how much fun, too.

~ Heather ~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I get that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?”

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

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

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

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

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

I stare at her for another long, freighted moment.

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

“It’s what I want, Scott.”

“Same safeword as usual?”

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

I nod without comment.

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

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

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

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

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

And then she fucked me to seal the deal.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~ Heather ~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I will do my best to be his obedient whore.   

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Andre-“ 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go on, lick it up.”  

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

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

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

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

So much more degrading.  

I lower my face into the bowl.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I don’t look up. I can’t look up. 

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

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

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

Andrew ignores the server. 

“Heather, bring me your bowl.”  

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

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

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

“Okay,” Andrew says.   

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

“Okay,” Andrew says more sternly.   

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

“Okay,” says with this finality to it.   

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Very excited.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It worked, by the way.

Boy, did it work.

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

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

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

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

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

I looked at him. “My harem?”

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

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

His head snapped around. “Seriously?”

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

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

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

“Yeah, something like that,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shrugged. “Alrighty, then.”

~ Heather ~

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

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

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

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

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

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

She sniffed but thanked Scott.

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

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

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

“Pity,” I said in a snarky tone.

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

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

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

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

“Airtight?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Spoiler alert - we didn’t roll the van.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What does that mean?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Meaning?”

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

“Really? You think?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Which was fine with me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, maybe not quite as excited as they were.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I turned to Gary. “Is he that rich?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You have a whore kit?”

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

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

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

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

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

“That must have been humiliating,” he offered.

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

“You like that kind of thing?”

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

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

“Hey, man. I owe you,” Gary said.

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

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

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

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

I smiled. “I love DP.”

So that’s what we did.

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

“What?” I asked.

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

“You were good last night. Really good.”

He blushed. “You’re too kind.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah.”

“Go on.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.” I’m a little less on edge.

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

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

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

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

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

“No, that’s fine. I get it.”

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

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

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

“And Amsterdam? That’s hot?”

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

“No, yeah. I think it’s totally hot.”

“So you’ll think about doing it?”

“Maybe.”
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~ Scott ~

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

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

So I asked her out.

Which didn’t go well.

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

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

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

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

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

The Location Adjusted Scale.

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

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

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

Did I mention money?

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

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

See where I’m going with this?

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

And models.

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

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

But I didn’t give up.

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

So I asked Heather out again.

And she said yes.

~ Heather ~

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

Of course, he didn’t.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn’t play coy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, a mostly business relationship.

Which was fine.
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~ Scott ~

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

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

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

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

I stayed out of it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

[image: ]

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

Or maybe Scott’s Insta-Harem.

I like that even better.

~ Heather ~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Which he does.

Repeatedly.
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~ Scott ~

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

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

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

“Name it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well, I was thinking…”

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

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

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

“But I want one more thing.”

“Name it.”

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

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

“Yes.”

“All porn stars?”

“Yes.”

“All of them black?”

“Well, that’s not as important but…”

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

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

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

“I’ll make the call.”

~ Heather ~

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

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

And totally turned on.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m good,” I said softly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you know what I do, Lex?”

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

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

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

“Yeah, that,” I said softly.

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

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

“Sex work is sex work,” Javon said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anal.”

“Yes.”

“Double penetration.”

“Yes.”

“Airtight.”

“Yes.”

“Spitting.”

“Yes.”

“Slapping.”

“Yes.”

“Just your ass or everywhere?”

“Everywhere.”

“Ass to mouth?”

I took another sip. “Yes.”

“Double vag?”

“Yes.”

“Double anal?”

“Yes.”

“Pissing?”

“No.”

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

“No safe word,” I whispered.

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

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

“Yellow means…?”

“Take a break.”

“And Red means…?”

“Stop the scene.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

And my god was he fucking me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Almost.

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

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

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

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

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

“No shit!” I said.

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

“No shit,” I gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I knew he was kidding.

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

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

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

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

“Want to?” Lex asked.

I nodded.

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

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

I came immediately.

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

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

Which they did.

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks,” I croaked.

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

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

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

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

They certainly gave it to me.
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~ Scott ~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Very difficult.

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

That’s what we’re going to do today.

~ Heather ~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They all just stare at me.

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

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

“Did you know how it would work before you agreed to go?” Jessica asks.

“I didn’t have a clear idea of how it would all work, no,” I admit. “But that made it more intriguing to me.”

“And it was all Arabs, right?” Ashley asks. She seems hung up on the racial angle.

“Yeah, nothing but, as it turned out, but I didn’t know that for a fact going in,” I tell her. “Will that be a problem for you, Ash?”

“It’s okay, Ashley,” Scott says. “We need to know now rather than when it’s too late.”

“Too late?” she asks, suddenly looking stricken with fear.

I glance at Scott who is sitting behind Ashley on the sofa, facing me. She turns to look at him.

“Well, it’s an all-or-nothing deal, Ashley,” I say and she spins her head around to look at me.

“What does that mean, exactly?” Margot asks.

“We’ve been over this,” Scott says.

“Let’s go over it again,” Margot says pointedly.

“If we do this,” I begin, “then we all have to stay for the entire week or we don’t get paid the incentives. We’ll get expenses and a small appearance fee but the big money comes from the auctions.”

“You didn’t know about the auctions when you went the first time, right?” Jessica asks.

I shake my head. “No, I thought I was just going to be on call for the week.”

She goes on. “And when you got there, that’s when they explained it all?”

I look at Scott. “Well, no. Not really.”

“What do you mean?” Ashley asks.

“Well, they started off very high-end, very deluxe. I walked into the dressing room with a whole rack of clothes with my name on it. They used the lingerie shoot in LA to size me and they had all these gowns and dresses ready for me, shoes, whore outfits, everything. Including the lingerie I wore at the shoot in LA. They even had the same HMUA as at the shoot in LA.”

Scott looks puzzled. “HMUA?”

“Hair and makeup artist,” Margot says to him.

“It was like at a wedding,” I add. “When you do a test run with the woman before the actual event.”

“They really planned ahead,” Jessica says.

“It’s a whole process,” I tell her. “A system. Clearly, they were grooming me.”

That word lands like a brick.

“Are we being groomed?” Ashley asks, her eyes on me.

“I guess,” I admit. “Why are you doing this?” I ask her before she can ask me the same question.

“I’m not sure,” she says as she looks down, embarrassed it appears to me. “I guess I’m trying to understand it myself.”

I wait before I turn to Jessica. “What else do you want to know?” Jessica knew me the best of the three of them when I went to Dubai alone and she saw the brunt of what it did to me.

“Well, you were in bad shape when you got back. Why was that, Heather? What didn’t you tell me at the time?”

I nod. “I guess I didn’t expect them to be so good at doing what they clearly set out to do.”

She tilts her head. “What did they set out to do?”

“Break us,” I say softly.

“Us?”

“Me and the other girls who were there with me.”

“How many of the other left before the end?” Margot asks.

“Maybe four?” I offer. “I’m not completely sure.”

“Out of twelve?” Margot asks. “That’s a pretty high fail rate.”

“Only if you consider it a failure if they force someone to leave early,” Jessica says. “They get them to quit and they don’t have to pay them.”

“Is that their goal?” Ashley asks in a small voice. “To make us quit?”

I nod. “I don’t know that for sure, but at times it felt that way.”

“What was so terrible that four girls walked away from a six-figure payout?” Margot asks. “I don’t get it.”

I look at Scott and he nods. I’ve shared more of what happened to me with him than anyone but even he doesn’t know the whole story. It’s time to tell them all as much as I can remember.

“Well, it began, as I said, all really high-end. Fancy clothes, someone for each girl assigned to hair and makeup, just like a high-end shoot. And the first night, we all got dressed up in the most expensive gowns they had for us to do the catwalk like a fashion show.

“While we’re on display, there’s this MC who is describing us to the men in the crowd on both sides of the catwalk. And the men begin bidding for us. I could see from the wings that at least twenty men were bidding but there were only twelve girls, so quite a few of them would be left out.”

“How much were they bidding for,” Jessica asks. “An hour or two?”

“No, with the VIPs that first night we were told upfront that it was going to be for the entire night. They told us that when the show began.”

“But that’s the first you heard about any auction, right?” Scott asks.

“That’s right. I didn’t know anything about the auction until right before it began.”

“But you were okay with it, right?” Jessica asks. Mostly for the benefit of the other girls because she knew that I wouldn’t be okay with it later in the week.

“Yeah, it was fun,” I admit. “It wasn’t fun when some of the girls went for less money but I wasn’t one of those girls.”

“No, of course not,” Jessica adds.

“So, how much did you go for, Heather?” Margot asks. She seems really hung up on the money.

“I got one of the top bids of the night. Fifty-thousand Euros.”

“How much is that in dollars?” Ashley asks.

“About $60,000 at the time,” Scott adds helpfully.

“How much is it now?” Ashley asks.

“A little less than…” Scott says before Margot cuts him off.

“Does it matter?” she almost screams. “It’s over fifty grand for one night.”

“Yeah, but that was part of the problem,” Jessica says. “Right, Heather?”

“Yeah, it was,” I whisper.

“In what way?” Ashley asks, her lip almost trembling.

“Well, when you get paid that much money for one night and you’re scheduled to be there for five nights, your mind just naturally assumes that it’s all going to be like…” I hesitate. “Or maybe more.”

“So,” Margot begins, “you started thinking you might make upwards of a quarter of a million Euros, is that it?”

“Yeah,” I say softly.

“But that’s not the way it turned out,” Jessica says, prompting me.

“No, not at all.”

“What happened?” Ashley asks.

I take another deep breath. “The second night we did another auction but the VIPs weren’t there to bid. It’s a less affluent crowd.”

“How could you tell?” Margot asks.

“They weren’t dressed as nicely and they didn’t have an entourage like the VIPs did the first night. These guys were more like the ones that were part of the entourages.”

“So, they bid less?” Scott asks, more of a prompt since I’ve told him about it before.

“Yeah, a lot less.”

“What did you go for the second night?” Margot asks.

“Twenty-five thousand all together,” I tell her. She looks grim and nods.

Jessica asks, “All together?”

“Yeah,” I tell her. “As soon as the bidding is over, you go off with the guy who won you and fuck him. When he was finished with you they took you back to the prep area and fixed you up to go out on the runway again. I remember I was standing in the wings waiting to go out again with another girl and we look at each like, ‘What the fuck?’ We both thought it would be like the first night but it wasn’t.”

“So how many times did you get auctioned the second night?” Margot asks.

“I think it was five times?” I tell her and Ashley gasps.

Margot asks, “So, each guy who bid on you paid around €5000?”

“That sounds right,” I say.

“And how long did each one have you for?” Jessica asks.

“However long it took him to finish,” I answer. “Some were done in a few minutes, others took more like an hour, maybe more.”

“And nobody used condoms, right?” Ashley asks.

“No, I never once saw a condom the whole week. They said everyone there had been tested like I was before the flight to Dubai.”

“And you tested clean after it was over, right Heather?” Scott asks.

“Yeah,” I whisper. “I was surprised, I’ll admit.”

“What did you do during the day?” Jessica asks.

“Mostly I slept. I think we all did. We each had our own hotel room and they left us alone to recover until the next night, when it all started up again. It got rowdier each night, though.”

“Rowdier? How so?” Jessica asks.

“Just more guys, more drinking, more…” I look at Scott. He nods.

“What?” Ashley asks.

“By the third night things were…different,” I tell her. She nods. “The MC for one. The first night, when he’s describing you for the VIP auction, he’s giving your full name and hometown, and on the screens behind you, there’s your Instagram page with all your photos. It felt pretty invasive. But as the week went on, when you were onstage and he was selling you to the crowd to encourage the bidding, he’d talk about what you were willing to do, sexually. Like while you're walking down the catwalk he’s going on about how you’ll do anal, or ass-to-mouth, that sort of thing.”

“You had to do ATM?” Margot asks, clearly horrified.

“Yeah, they told us to do a double enema before each night’s festivities so we’d be prepared for that.”

“Had you ever done that before, like on a date?” Ashley asks, also looking grim.

“Yeah, I had. One time.”

“And…?” Jessica prompted me.

I gave her a look. “I don’t care how careful you are, you’re never totally clean.” I left it at that and no one asked anymore about it.

“What else did you have to do?” Margot asks.

“You mean once I was bought?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, at one point, I don’t remember which night it was, I was fucking a guy on a bed in a semi-public place off to one side…”

“Semi-public?” Ashley asks. “What does that mean?”

“They had these areas with beds that were screened off by curtains but while I was riding this guy, someone pulled back the curtain and a crowd gathered. They started throwing dollar bills at me while I was riding him and after we were done, they made me pick up all the money. I didn’t even want the money but they insisted, all the while laughing at me. It was so humiliating.” My eyes were filling with tears.

“What if you didn’t do it?” Margot asked.

“I don’t know. By that time, I guess it was later in the week, I just felt like I wanted to get it over with. So I did what I was told.”

Everyone is quiet for a long moment. Finally, Scott clears his throat.

“So, what do we all think? Are we going to do this?”

“I’d like to go,” Margot says quickly as she looks at Ashley.

“Me too,” Jessica chimes in, also looking at Ashley.

“I can’t believe you want to go again, Heather,” Ashley says. “After what they did to you, why do you want to go back?”

I stare at her for an even longer moment. “You have to understand something about me,” I begin with a glance at Scott. “I like being degraded.”

“Clearly,” Margot says with an eye roll. “No offense.”

“No, I get it. I can’t explain it but I get it. It’s ridiculous. But when they were bidding for us on the last night, and we knew they were colluding to keep the bids low just to degrade us, and they’re fucking us and cumming in our pussies, and then they send us back out on the catwalk with cum dripping down our thighs…” I stop and look around. They’re all looking at me in disbelief. “And just a few days ago I went for €50,000. It’s…something.”

Ashley nods. “I kind of get it. It’s weird but I get it. I like that kind of stuff, too. Or I wouldn’t be considering doing it.” She looks around. “If you’ll let me.”

“You need to be sure you can stick it out, Ashley,” Scott says. “It’s all or none.”

“And if I get through it and you fuck it up for us?” Margot almost growls.

“I’ll make it. I will,” Ashley says.

“So, we’re doing this?” I ask.

“We’re doing it,” everyone says together.

I nod and say, “I’ll let them know we’re coming.”


Part 2

1

~ Scott ~

“You’re late,” I tell Heather over the phone. “Harvey’s been here for half an hour already.”

She sighs. “I’ll be there when I get there. Besides, I’m coming directly from a shoot and he loves that so tell him, okay?”

“I already did.” I give Harvey a look. We’re sitting in the bar of the hotel I always use for all of my IG models’ whoring dates. They know me here and value all the business I bring them, not to mention the freebies the girls give the manager once a quarter, so I’m not worried about the hotel staff. And Harvey is not a problem, either. He’s as sexually unappealing as they come, even for the super-wealthy – fat, bald, butt-ugly, and from what Heather has told me, hairy as fuck. If he wasn’t able to pay Heather’s overnight rate without batting an eye he’d never in a million years have a snowball’s chance in hell with her, my most beautiful and desirable whore. But that’s the thing about whores – money talks and nobody walks.

“She’s on her way,” I tell him when I click off the call. “She said the shoot went long.”

“So, she’s coming directly from the shoot?” Harvey asks, almost drooling at seeing Heather in full hair and makeup, professionally done for a paid modeling gig. Harvey has made it known over the years that if it’s feasible, he likes to see Heather between modeling gigs, late ones that end just before his date with her, and an early call the next morning. He likes to send her off to her other job with a reminder of what he calls her primary profession.

He always orgasms in her mouth just before she leaves him.

“There she is,” I tell him as I look over his shoulder at the entrance. Heather is a vision – hair piled high on her head and ready to tumble down her back with the pull of a pin. Her makeup is impeccable, too. She’s gorgeous when she rolls out of bed in the morning but after an hour or two being done up by one of the best make-up artists in LA, she looks incredible. Well worth the exorbitant price Harvey will be paying to spend the night with her.

“Sorry I’m late,” she says as she walks towards us. She’s swaying her hips even more than her four-inch stilettos necessitate for Harvey’s benefit and even I feel my dick swell in pants at the sight of her. I hate to leave her with this fat fuck but I also know that she loves the way he makes her feel for reasons that are way beyond my understanding. Heather, for all her otherworldly beauty and elegance, loves being degraded. “Can you ever forgive me, Harvey?” She sidles up to him and kisses his fat cheek, leaving a fresh smear of lipstick that I know she applied for precisely that purpose just seconds ago.

“I’ll leave you two to it,” I tell them as I stand up to pay the bar tab. Harvey is one of Heather’s regulars and gets special treatment, so I don’t spend the night with them in the hotel suite. She’s comfortable with being alone and he’s not stupid enough to fuck things up by doing anything to screw up his sweet arrangement. Even one that’ll cost him ten grand for the night.

“Thanks for everything, Scott,” Heather says as she takes Harvey’s arm.

“Oh, by the way,” I whisper to Heather. “Eli wants to take you to the art gallery opening tomorrow night.”

“At the Balmoral?” she asks, suddenly flushed. “Like the last time?”

“He said he’d bring an outfit for you again if you’re up for it.” I give her a look but I know damn good and well she’ll be up for it. She loves that shit.

“You’ll confirm for me?” she asks as Harvey practically drags her towards the elevators.

“I will,” I call out with a wave. The sight of them – he outweighs her by almost 200 pounds – is as incongruous as it is obscene. That a man like Harvey has any business fucking a girl like Heather is just wrong in so many ways. All except one.

He’s got the cash and he’s willing to spend it.

And she’s willing to take it.

And spread her legs for him.

~ Heather ~

I’m holding on to Harvey for dear life. He’s so deliciously disgusting and if he wasn’t paying five figures to be with me I wouldn’t be caught dead with him. But he is, so I’m his arm candy as we walk through the hotel lobby.

“It’s a damn good thing I’m rich,” he whispers as my heels click on the marble floor. I look at him and smile. He does the same routine with me every time we’re together.

“Why is that?” I ask, playing along.

“Come on, Heather,” he says with an eye roll for the ages. “A beautiful girl like you? With a guy like me? Not in a million years.” He laughs uproariously.

“You’re not so bad, Harvey,” I tell him which is the real point of this routine. He knows just how disgusting he is but he wants me to tell him he’s not. It’s a game he never tires of and, to be honest, I like it, too. I don’t know why but I love fucking this man, but I do love fucking him.

It’s so degrading.

“Why do you do this, Heather?” he asks as we arrive at the elevator bank. A few other couples are waiting for an elevator to arrive and none of them are talking so I’m sure they can hear every word Harvey is saying. Which makes my face color deeply and my pussy twinge hard. “Why do you fuck men like me?”

The other couples look at their feet or the ceiling, unable to believe their ears. I can’t believe it myself. This is beyond the pale, even for Harvey. I look at him with a side-long glance and he’s smiling like the cat who ate the canary. I decide on the spot to give it right back to him.

“Because you’re paying me obscene money to do so, Harvey,” I tell him in just as loud a voice as he used with me. One of the couples has heard and seen enough and they vacate the elevator lobby to avoid riding with a hooker and her john.

“And you’re worth every penny, Heather,” he responds. I’m about to hit him back when the elevator dings and the door opens. We walk into the open car and the other two couples, amazingly enough, follow us inside. The doors close and the car begins its climb to our floor, the last one, of course, according to the buttons pushed.

“May I inquire as to how much you’re paying her?” one of the men, the older one, asks Harvey. His wife elbows him but he ignores her.

“Ten grand, if you can believe it,” Harvey booms in the tiny confines of the elevator.

“For the night?” the older gentleman persists.

“Fuck, yeah,” Harvey guffaws. “You think I’d pay that much for an hour or two? Even for her?” He holds me out for the man to inspect me, which he does. I blush hard despite myself.

The elevator dings and the doors open. The other couple, who have been silent until now, exit quickly and we wait for the doors to close. The man who asked about my fee keeps eyeing me up and down to his wife’s everlasting distress.

“She is beautiful,” the man says. “I’ll grant you that.”

“Fucks like a dream, too,” Harvey adds with a leer at me. “I pay extra so I don’t have to wear a condom. There’s nothin’ better than fucking her raw, you know?”

The woman with the older gentleman has had enough and she turns to glare at me, as if this is all my fault. “Slut,” she hisses and I just meet her hatred with studied ambivalence. But I’m dying inside. This is a whole new level of degradation, even for me.

“Have a nice evening,” Harvey says when the elevator doors open and they exit. I turn to look at him. “What?” he asks as if he’s the world’s most innocent man.

“Was that really necessary?” I ask against my better judgment. He laughs and when the doors open he ushers me into the hallway. I maintain my grip on his arm as he walks me to his room.

“You do look amazing, by the way,” he tells me as he unlocks the door with his keycard. I follow him inside and he wraps me in his thick arms. He kisses me hard and I let him but he is so ugly, so disgustingly ugly, it’s all I can do not to retch. But my pussy is almost gushing at the thought of fucking him. Raw.

“Come on,” I tell him when he finally lets me catch my breath. “Let’s get this over with.” Two can play at his game.

“Aww, you don’t mean that, do you, Heather?” he asks as he follows me into the bedroom. I just frown at him as I unbutton his shirt and peel it from his massive body. The sweat stains on his suit coat and shirt are so disgusting I almost have to turn away but I don’t. I continue to undress him down to his shoes and socks, on my knees, like a good little whore.

It’s so demeaning.

“What kind of shoot did you have this afternoon?” he asks as he climbs naked onto the bed. Harvey is one of my rare clients that doesn’t insist I fellate him before I fuck him – he’s all about lying on his back while I do all the work of riding him but he always finishes on top of me, his massive body pressing mine into the mattress as if I’ll disappear. But first I have to do a quick little strip for him.

I reach behind my back and lower the zipper on my dress slowly, sensually, until it falls to the floor. I’m wearing a matched set of undies, a garter belt and thigh-highs, a G-string, and a lacy, low-cut bra. I’m a dream, an Instagram model who can be had for a price. I know it, Harvey knows it, and all the men I’ve fucked the past five years, hundreds and hundreds of them, know it. I use my real name when I go on a date with a client because they’re paying fuck the real me. No fake names for this whore.

“Fuck, you look more amazing every time I see you, Heather,” Harvey whispers, his lust on full display. I slip off my G-string which I put on over my garter belt for this exact reason, and climb onto the bed, careful not to wound the poor man with the weapons I’m still wearing on my feet. Why men love it when they fuck me in my stilettos I’ll never know, but they all do. Every last one of them.

I carefully position myself over Harvey’s small erection and settle onto his body as he penetrates me raw. I always get a little thrill when I fuck a long-time client without the nuisance of a condom, both pausing to put it on, the feel of skin on skin, and the warm gush of a man’s essence when he cums deep inside me. I’ve been careful enough in my career – 80% of my dates wear the little latex raincoats to fuck me – that I’ve never had an STD, knock on wood. And the ones like Harvey, who know the score and don’t want to lose their privileges, are as careful as I am about staying clean for me. I doubt Harvey even fucks his own wife anymore.

I can’t imagine what she looks like.

“Oh, fuck,” Harvey moans as I settle on his body. He’s so fat that my thighs are stretched as wide as they’ll go to accommodate his girth and I’m not referring to the girth of his penis. If anything, Harvey is a bit on the small side in that way – my heels are longer than his dick – which will make things difficult when he flips me onto my back in a few minutes to fuck me missionary. Harvey loves fucking me missionary, where he can flatten me into the mattress with his enormous body and squeeze all the air out of my lungs. When his hairy chest rubs against my delicate breasts and nipples, where his sweat drips from his chin as he fucks me, where his balls slap against my cunt as he fucks me, and finally, when his defective seed floods my cervix in a vain attempt to impregnate me because what man wouldn’t give anything to knock up the likes of me.

I know that sounds arrogant but you know it’s true.

The next morning, I’m up early to prepare for the shoot my agency booked against my wishes. I hate early shoots, especially after a whore date, and most especially after an overnight whore date, and even more especially after an overnight whore date with Harvey. As soon as I announce that I’m ready to leave, my hair done, my makeup good enough to get me to the shoot, and my cocktail dress back on my body to require another walk-of-shame through the lobby, Harvey stops me from leaving. Not physically – just with a crook of his finger. He knows I know what he wants and he pays extra to get it from me so I’m not surprised, just disgusted.

Again.

“Put the pillow next to the mirror, Heather,” he tells me as if I need to be told. He wants to have two angles that he can watch as he fucks my mouth, ruins my lipstick, and coats my throat with his cum. All while I hold onto my heels so he’s got the control he craves when he face-fucks me just before I leave.

At least Harvey cums in my mouth. So many of my clients love to paint my face with their seed, a trend made insanely popular by porn, I’m told. Years ago, an old sex worker once confided in me that back in the day, men never dreamed of wasting an orgasm by holding their dick in their hand to spray a woman’s face with their essence. But now it’s something I assume will happen, especially with the relatively younger clients I see who have enough stamina to degrade me by cumming on my IG model face, a dream come true for them, before they recover and then fuck me. Older men, less enamored with porn and less confident in their ability to take multiple shots on goal, as they say, are much less likely to indulge in that particular perversion.

My stylists, hair and makeup, don’t make any comments when they work on me to get me ready for my early shoot but I’m almost certain they know the score. I’ve shown up for work too many times with cum in my hair or on my breath for them not to know. They indulge me, however. I’m a good client and I like to think they get a little vicarious thrill when they work on me, knowing my other profession.

But maybe not.

Who knows?

The day goes long again and I’m thoroughly exhausted by the time I arrive back at the hotel where I meet Eli, my date for the evening. Eli is an art connoisseur and he’s taking me to an opening at a major gallery where the clientele will be rich, old, and full of themselves. Eli loves to poke them and I enjoy the way he goes about it, even if it’s at my expense. Well, his expense, too.

“Sorry I’m late,” I tell him as I walk into the same hotel room I fucked Harvey in last night. Eli is another long-standing client of mine so Scott didn’t stick around, he just checked Eli in at the front desk and left. Eli is waiting for me in the living room of our room.

“Do we have time for a quickie?” I ask, more out of professionalism than a desire to get down and dirty before the evening’s event.

“I wish, but we should get going, Heather,” he tells me as he reaches for his bag. He pulls out my costume for the evening because it can hardly be called clothing. It’s a scant little dress, both in its hemline, neckline, and the material that comprises the garment, all three of which are barely there.

“Seriously?” I ask as I look at the ‘dress’. “This will get me arrested for sure, Eli,” I tell him even as my pussy twinges at the thought of being out in public in such a flimsy outfit.

“I cleared it with the gallery management,” he tells me as he hands me the garment. “I told them to think of you as one of the exhibits.” He chuckles. “They didn’t really go for it until I handed them a check.”

“How much did you give them?” I ask when he goes back to his bag to show me my new shoes. Eli has long known my shoe size and he’s probably spent almost as much on my costumes as on my whore fees over the years but he can afford it. Or so Scott has told me and I choose to believe him. That he is driven around town in a Rolls would lend credence to Scott’s assessment of Eli’s net worth, even if Rolls Royces tend to be pretty common in LA.

“My usual,” he says cryptically. “Don’t worry about it, Heather. You’re unblemished police record will remain so tonight, you have my word.”

“And these?” I ask when he hands me a box with Louboutins printed on it. I expected either these or Altas but when I opened the box, I gasped. “Lady Peeps?” I know they discontinued that line.

“Hot Chick Altas. You don’t like them?” he asked, clearly hurt.

“They’re almost six inches tall, Eli.” I look at him, all five feet, six inches of him.

“I like it when you tower over me, Heather,” he says with a forced smile.

“If you insist,” I offer and sit to put on the shoes. I know they’ll fit because if I’ve got one pair of Louboutins in my closet, I’ve got dozens.

“Do I get to wear anything under the dress? Pasties? A G-string?”

“I wish you wouldn’t,” he tells me and I know if I insisted, he would relent. But the twinge in my pussy tells me I’ll just go along with what he wants as it’s what I want, too.

Then he reaches into his bag one more time. “I do have one other thing,” he says with a twinkle. “What do you think?”

He holds up a bejeweled butt plug, the kind with a gem on the part that doesn’t go up my ass.

“Seriously?” I ask with a raised eyebrow.

“Your choice,” he says. Eli loves to fuck my ass and he’s had me wear a butt plug when we went out before. But I always had time to prepare which I haven’t tonight.

“You won’t…?” I ask without asking.

“No, of course not, Heather,” he says with a wicked smile. I’m not sure if he’s being honest with me but my belly is twinging so hard at the thought of wearing that thing under a dress that is all but see-through.

“Is it new?” I ask, feeling myself caving.

“Just out of the box,” he says as he digs into his bag again to prove it’s new. I’m pretty sure I’m Eli’s favorite whore but I don’t know that I’m his only whore. And I sure as hell don’t want to do a long-distance ass-to-mouth with another one of them.

He holds up the box and I nod. “Give it to me,” I tell him and he snatches it away.

“Please?” he begs with a smarmy smile. “I promise I’ll be good.”

I arch an eyebrow but otherwise don’t move. He takes that as permission granted. He steps closer and offers the butt plug to me.

I open my mouth.

He inserts it.

It tastes clean.

Thank god.

“Okay,” he says as he extracts the plug from my mouth. “Turn around and bend over.”

I do and I’m so humiliated as he inserts the plug into my butt. It’s not very big so it slides in relatively easily.

“Okay, now for the dress.” He hands me what passes, barely, for a dress. I take off my clothes and slip it on. I look at myself in the mirror over the desk. I’m practically naked. Which he loves. As do I.

“Shall we go?” He offers me his arm.

It’s going to be a long, humiliating night.

Just the kind I love.
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~ Scott ~

I didn’t get to reconnect with Heather after her date with Eli until Dubai ordered the limo to pick us up and take us to LAX International Airport for our big trip. She’s the last one on the list so all the other girls will get the details along with me about her night at the art gallery.

“Well, this is nice,” Heather says as she climbs into the limo. Like the rest of us, she’s packed almost nothing for the week in Dubai on instructions from our hosts. Even for me but especially for the girls, everything will be provided by the organization running the event.

The driver pulls away from Heather’s condo complex and into traffic toward LAX. The privacy window is up so the driver can’t hear unless I press the intercom, so I turn to her and nod.

“So, how was the art gallery thing?” I ask as soon as she’s settled. She gives me a doleful stare but she’s blushing at the same time. Which I find charming as hell – a blushing whore. “Did you have fun?”

“What art gallery thing?” Ashley asks nervously. As I expected, she’s the one of the four who is most anxious about the trip and I’m not surprised that she’s taking the lead in quizzing Heather about something, anything, to distract her from what’s about to happen. I give Margot a look and she cocks an eyebrow at me. We’re both worried about Ashley.

“I have this client named Eli,” Heather begins, not as eager to talk about her evening. I know she’s also anxious about the trip, being that she’s the only one of us who really knows what to expect. She’s been to Dubai before. She spent a week there two years ago, and it took her almost a month to recover from everything they put her through. I’m still not sure why she wants to do it again, but here we are.

“What’s so special about him?” Ashley asks.

“He loves to show me off and…” She blushes again and gives me another look. “I went with him to the art gallery for an opening, some big deal, up-and-coming artist where everyone there was rich. He had me wear the dress, if you can call it that, from Yandy.”

“Yandy?” Jessica says with a laugh. “They don’t sell dresses, do they?”

“No shit,” Heather says with an eye roll. “It was a chemise, actually.”

“So, you wore lingerie?” Ashley asks. “In public?”

“Barely even that,” Heather confirms. “It hardly covered my ass and was almost completely see-through even in that lighting.”

“And of course you wore nothing underneath it, right?” Margot asks with a smirk, twisting the knife.

“How did you not get arrested for indecent exposure?” Jessica asks, still laughing.

“Eli had an arrangement with the owners of the gallery,” Heather says sadly.

“You love that kind of thing,” I add for fun. “Admit it.”

She looks at me, her eyes ablaze, but I cock an eyebrow and she smiles.

“Yeah, I knew it,” Margot says. “Heather, you are such an attention slut.”

“Not that kind of attention,” I whisper.

“So, getting back to last night,” Ashley says. “You didn’t wear anything underneath the chemise?”

“Well, I did have one thing,” Heather says with a look at Ashley.

“What?”

“A butt plug.”

“No!” Ashley gasps and raises one hand to cover her mouth. “My god, Heather, you really are a glutton for punishment.”

“Eli said I would be like one of the installations at the exhibit, on display.” She looks at me. “And he was right because everyone was looking at me from the moment we got there.”

I just wait for her to continue. No one says a word.

Finally, Heather goes on. “So, after a while where we just walked around looking at the other exhibits…” Margot snickers and Heather gives her a look. “What?”

“The other exhibits? Seriously?”

“I was on display,” Heather sniffs.

“When she’s not being used she’s on display,” I add helpfully, something Heather has shared with me before. She shoots me a look.

“So, then what happened?” Ashley asks sounding eager and frustrated at once.

“Well, eventually, Eli walked me to the middle of the main room and everyone began to gather around us as if they knew something was about to happen.”

“Then what?” Ashley asks.

Heather looks down as if she’s having trouble continuing. I know she’s torn between wanting to tell them and not wanting to. “You’re among friends, Heather.”

She looks at me. “Yeah, I know,” she whispers. “So, when almost everyone there has gathered around me and Eli, he leans close and whispers for me to bend slightly at the waist for him. And as soon as he said that I knew exactly what he had in mind.” She looks at me again and I nod.

“What?” Ashley asks.

“He reached under my chemise and grabbed the butt plug.”

“No,” Ashley says with both hands over her mouth. “He didn’t.”

“He did. Then he tugged on it for a while and played with it. But then eventually, slowly, he pulled it out.”

No one says a word.

“Then he lifted it to show everyone. He walked around me until he stood in front of me, and he held it up. I looked at him, begging him with my eyes not to do it. But he did. He motioned it to me and I took the plug in my mouth. Then he offered me his arm and he walked me out of the gallery with the end of the butt plug, with its shiny jewel showing, he walked me out of the gallery with the plug clearly visible in my mouth.”

“We’re here, sir,” the driver announces on the intercom. I was so wrapped up in Heather’s story I lost track of where we were. I look out the window and expect to see the jet on the tarmac that will fly us all to Dubai. But we’re at some non-descript office building near the airport.

~ Heather ~

I recognize the building immediately. They used the same one when they tested me before my first trip to Dubai. The limo driver gets out of the front seat and opens the door for us to exit the vehicle. We walk into the building and a woman, clearly Arab, is walking towards us but I don’t recognize her. She is accompanied by five Arab men, just like the one I had on my solo trip but now of course there’s one for each of us.

“I’m Amira,” she says as she extends a hand to Scott. “I’ll be your liaison for the trip to Dubai. Leave everything in the limo as we’ll be using it to go to the airport once our business here has been taken care of.”

We follow Amira into the building and onto an elevator that takes us to the fourth floor. It all seems vaguely familiar to me but I have so many memories from that trip that I struggle to remember this place. When we enter the room on the fourth floor, it all comes flooding back to me. I told everyone to expect this, that we would be tested for STDs and they look unsurprised but Ashley looks worried. Ashley always looks worried.

“Sign here and here,” the technician behind the front desk says to me after she hands me a form. It’s a standard release that allows them to take blood samples so I sign it and she indicates I’m to go through a door. The women follow me but Scott doesn’t. I’m not surprised that he’s not going to be tested.

After the blood is drawn and labeled, we head back down to the limo but it has been swapped out for a fleet of SUVs. We each get our own and one of the minders gets in with us. Amira settles in the front seat of my SUV and I’m unsurprised to find another body man already waiting inside the vehicle. I slide into the middle of the rear seat and my other body man sits next to me. I’m surrounded and we haven’t even left for the airport yet.

“I hear this isn’t your first time in Dubai for one of our events, Heather,” Amira says over her shoulder. She’s smiling but there is no warmth in her smile. Not that I expected us to become fast friends. If I recall the way it worked on the first trip, she wouldn’t be accompanying us on the flight. She’ll stay behind in LA to recruit other women for the next event and the one after that.

“That’s right,” I tell her. “Is it unusual for women to go back again?”

“Quite, but it’s not unheard of,” she says. “It is impressive, though, the four of you, and your man friend, all going together. That is quite unprecedented in my experience. You must have made quite an impression on our clients.”

I want to tell her that I impressed the hell out of their clients but I decide the less I say the better. I wonder if Ashley and the others are okay in their separate vehicles and conclude quickly that it’s out of my hands, out of my control, like everything on this trip. I’m just along for the ride, a body and a face, a set of holes, a whore. An expensive whore but a whore nonetheless. My pussy clenches at the thought.

We ride in silence the rest of the way to the private terminal at LAX. The only other time I’ve used this exclusive way to fly was on my first trip and as expected, it doesn’t disappoint. The terminal is apart from the rest of the nightmare that is LAX and we are whisked through security before it’s even apparent what’s happening. If we went through a body scanner used at all other US airports, I missed it.

“This way,” Amira says to us as we leave the building inside the security gate which means we’re cleared to fly. We board another set of vehicles to drive to the jet on the tarmac and my expectations are once again exceeded. For my first trip, I thought the plane was excessive – it was just me, after all, and the men who accompanied me. This jet looked to be at least three times the size of that one. As we exit the vehicle and stand at the bottom of the stairs that lead up to the fuselage, I think back to the near-panic attack I had before boarding back then. This time, I’m eager to get aboard, but I look for Ashley to make sure she’s okay.

“Everyone, please,” Amira says with a gesture toward the stairs to begin boarding. I take Ashley’s arm and lead her up. She gives me a weak smile and I assure her everything will be fine. She nods and we board the plane.

It is beyond belief. Easily three times the size of the last one, the luxury and opulence of the interior is off the charts, so much to be verging on indecent. Leather chairs, full-sized sofas, a table made of some exotic wood, and another with a marble top. Large screen TVs seem to be everywhere and the sheer size of the interior is beyond belief. Scott appears to be even more impressed than I am.

“Is this a Boeing 777?” he asks Amira.

“It is,” she says proudly. “It’s the business version but it’s almost identical to the commercial jet.”

“It’s fucking huge,” he says as he looks around.

“Unfortunately, there is only one bedroom in the back,” Amira says sounding anything but apologetic. “So you’ll have to make do in that regard.”

“How long is the flight?” Margot asks.

“Eighteen hours,” Amira says. “Non-stop. But we have a chef on board so you’ll be well fed.”

Another man entered the plane behind Amira. Him, I recognize. I don’t remember his name from my first trip but I’ll never forget his face.

“Hello, Heather,” he says as he walks towards me. “Nasir, if you recall.” He holds out his hand.

“Hi, Nasir,” I greet him with a smile. “It’s good to see you again.”

“Ah, so you do remember me, good. Good.” He introduces himself to Scott and the others. “We have been looking forward to welcoming you back to Dubai and the UAE again.”

“I suppose you need to take my picture now?” I ask and he smiles.

“Yes, everyone, please gather around.” He pulls out his phone.

“All together?” I ask.

He smiles. “Let me get one of you alone, first, Heather,” he says with a smarmy smile. “There are many people who are anxious to see you again.”  I fix my hair and strike a pose. He snaps a photo and then another.

“You made an impression, eh?” Margot whispers in my ear as we line up for the group shot. “Why am I not surprised?” She wraps her arm around my waist and I do the same with her.

“We’ll all make an impression on them soon enough,” I whisper as Nasir snaps away.

After the photos are taken, we take our seats in the front cabin of the cabin, which feels larger than my condo, while our minders sit in the back. The crew does its final check and we taxi out to the runway. As we lift off, I hold Ashley’s hand and she gives me a weak smile.

“We’ll be fine, Ash. Don’t worry.”

But I’m worried. And not just about Ashley.


3

~ Scott ~

Even on a plane with a cabin that’s the size of a large house, an eighteen-hour flight is a lot. We looked around the plane's interior, including the bedroom in the rear with a queen-sized bed and entertainment center but soon we were all assembled in the main cabin again. I’m still worried about Ashley who looks like she might have a breakdown at any moment, so I decide it’s time for some distractions.

“Hey, who has a good story for the group?” I say loud enough to get everyone’s attention. The Arabs are in the back and not paying any attention to us so the girls all look at me as if I’ve lost my mind.

“What kind of story?” Jessica asks.

I lean forward and stage-whisper, “A good whore story.” They all look at each other but Heather smiles – we’ve done this on our own once or twice. I give her a look and she nods.

“A good one or a really, really bad one?” she asks with a laugh.

“Your choice,” I laugh back to encourage the others to get with the program.

“A good or bad whore story, hmm?” Margot asks and by the look on her face, I can tell that she’s on board.

“A bad one, if you have one,” I tell her and she nods.

“Who doesn’t have a bad whore story?” The others murmur their agreement. “So, I’ll go first, but you can’t slut-shame me,” she warns me. I raise my hand.

“Scout’s honor,” I say solemnly.

“Yeah, why am I not surprised you were a fucking Boy Scout, Scott?” Margot says with a cruel laugh. I hang my head dramatically.

“Oh, shut up and spill, girlfriend,” Jessica laughs at Margot.

Margot shoots her a look but says nothing to her. “So, anyway,” she begins, talking more to the group as a whole.

“Is this a good story or a bad one?” Ashley asks, which I find encouraging that she’s participating.

“A bad one, I guess, depending on how you look at it.”

“Oh, goody,” Ashley says, clapping her hands.

“So, this was before Scott took me on, maybe a year or so ago. I had this client who booked me for him and his girlfriend,” Margot began.

Heather interrupts her. “I thought you don’t see couples, Margot.”

“And this idiot is why I don’t,” she says with disgust. “I used to, but not after him.”

“Did his girlfriend show up?”

“Oh, yeah, she was there. And to be honest, the way she was on me I got the feeling she wasn’t into guys all that much.”

“Seriously?” Jessica asks, laughing. “Oh, my god.”

“I know, right? So anyway, they show up and he’s a bit of a dweeb, but who hasn’t had the occasional dweeb, am I right?” All the girls nod. “We have two hours booked but they’re done early, and they don’t have a problem with it…”

“Do some clients ask for a refund if they don’t go the whole time?” I ask.

“Sure, some do. But they didn’t.”

“So what was the problem?” Heather asks.

“I hear from him a few weeks later and he tells me that he wants to see me again but alone.”

“Uh, oh,” Jessica says with a knowing look.

Margot rolls her eyes. “You got it. I tell him he’s fine to book me at my usual rate, not the couples rate I charged him and his girlfriend but he says, no, you’re not getting it. I want to see you privately.”

“Of course,” Jessica says.

“What does that mean?” I ask.

“He wanted to date me,” Margot says with a look. “He said he thought we had this connection and he broke up with his girlfriend because we were so good together, which was a crock of shit because all he did was watch me and his girlfriend go at it.”

“What happened?” I ask.

“I had to change my number because he wound up stalking me. It was so awful.”

“Yeah, that is a bad one,” I admit. “Anyone have a good story?”

“I’ll go,” Jessica says. “Also a couple story but a much better one.” I lean forward and she mirrors me. “They were married and into fucking whores together. She brought this huge strap on and she was really good with it. Like, amazing.”

“What did she do?” Ashley asks.

“What didn’t she do? First, she face-fucked me with it, and she was not gentle.”

“How big was it?” I ask and everyone snickers. “What?” I ask but they all ignore me.

“It was maybe ten inches. And she obviously couldn’t jam the whole thing down my throat but it wasn’t for lack of trying.”

“Was the husband just watching, like with Margot?” Ashley asks.

“No, he was fucking me from behind, spit-roasting me. They had obviously done it before.”

“Then what?” I ask.

“They switched positions and the guy is face-fucking me and his wife is just pounding me from behind with that thing. I was sore for a week.”

“And this is a good story?” I ask with a smirk.

Jessica looks at me. “Yeah, it was awesome. They were really good. And the best part is, while the wife was using the strap-on, she had on heels and lingerie. It was so good.”

“Did you see them more than once?”

“A few times, nothing crazy.”

“Good story,” I tell them. “Anyone else? Ashley?”

“I do,” Ashley says in a shy voice.

“Go on,” I tell her.

“So, I had this guy, about my age, nothing special although he had a great body, like a Greek god or something, but his dick was average at best.

“Anyway, he starts to fuck me and oh, my, god, he was amazing. Just freaking amazing with that dick.”

“What was so good about it?” I ask. Everyone looks at me and smirks. “What?” I ask but they ignore me.

“I mean, almost as soon as he stuck it in me, I knew he was something special. Not big or anything, just hard and perfect. He hit all my spots. I think I came in seconds.”

“Nice,” Margot says with a glance at Jessica. “What else did he do?”

“He just stayed hard and didn’t push it at all. He wasn’t using me, which was really nice. So I started to use him and he loved it. He said every time I came I squeezed him and he loved that.”

“Condom?” Heather asks.

“At first, but after a while, I asked him if he’d be okay with taking it off. I never do that,” she admits with a shy smile that seemed pretty incongruous.

“You ever see him again?” Margot asks.

“Sadly, no. He was passing through town and I never got a request for another session. I swear I would have comped him.” She laughs. “I may have even paid him.”

“Now, let’s not lose our heads,” Jessica says with a laugh.

Everyone thinks about what Ashley has just confessed and I give Heather a look. She cocks an eyebrow at me as if she wants to know what’s on my mind. So I tell her.

“You ever tell anyone about Anna?” I ask.

“Who’s Anna?” Margot looks at Heather who is giving me the stink-eye.

“Someone I met a couple of years ago,” Heather says with a wave as if it’s a story not worth telling. I disagree.

“How many times have you been there, Heather?” I ask, and now the others are all leaning forward. “Three? Four times?”

“Three,” Heather says with a sigh, knowing that I’ve trapped her into telling the story.

“Come on, girlfriend,” Jessica says with a smirk. “Spill it.” Heather nods.

“I met Anna through a friend of a friend, a girl, actually. I think she was like nineteen at the time. She was the first American to go to Antwerp to work for Anna.”

“Work for her how?”

“As a whore. A window girl, like in Amsterdam but Anna owns the biggest brothel in Antwerp.”

Everyone just stares at Heather as the full implications of what she’s saying sink in.

“So, you flew all the way to Europe to be a whore for a madam in a brothel?” Margot asks, pointedly. “What am I missing here?”

“If she’s not being used, she’s on display,” I say and Heather nods.

“What Scott said.”

“I’m still not getting it,” Ashley says. “What’s in Amsterdam?”

“You’ve never seen the Red Light District in Amsterdam?” Margot almost spits at her. “It’s world-famous.”

“They have this part of the city where the women are on display in windows,” Heather explains. “You talk to them on this intercom and if you want to fuck them, you stick a card in a slot and the door pops open and…” She looks at me.

“There’s a room in the back of each window area,” I tell Ashley. “They don’t fuck in the window. I had the same question the first time I heard about it.”

“So, you take the guy into a room with a bed and he fucks you?” Jessica asks. “How much does he pay and how long does he get?”

“I’m not sure if it’s the same everywhere but at Anna’s, it’s €50 for fifteen minutes,” Heather says.

“He fucks you in fifteen minutes? What’s the rush?” Margot asks with a caustic laugh.

“It’s a high-volume operation. Fifty girls, almost four guys an hour, you do the math.”

Jessica asks, “Does Anna get a cut of each…john’s payment?”

“No, she charges by the shift for the room,” Heather explains. “The girls are independent contractors.”

“What does she charge?”

“Three-hundred for an eight-hour shift.”

“If I’m doing the math right, and there’s every chance I’m not,” Margot says. “You’re seeing maybe 20 to 25 johns in a shift, which comes to around a thousand dollars, then you have to pay the madam $300?”

“Euros, but yeah, that’s about right,” Heather says wearily.

I pipe up. “Tell them the best part, Heather.”

“There’s more?” Margot asks, her mouth hanging open.

Heather nods. “I give all the money to Anna, the fees collected from the credit cards. I’ve got a reputation with her regulars and when I’m in town, she puts the word out that I’m there.”

“I’m still not getting it,” Margot says. “If you give all the fees to Anna…?”

“I charge them a ten-euro fee to not use a condom,” Heather almost whispers. “Which they pay me in cash. All of them.”

“And how many days do you stay there, Heather?” I ask, knowing the answer but forcing her to confess to the girls.

“Four nights,” she says so softly I can barely hear over the whine of the jet’s engines.

The girls just sit there, digesting the enormity of what they just heard. Finally, Ashley looks at Heather.

“And you’ve done this three times?”

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

Heather takes a deep breath. She looks at me but I just nod. She has to explain this to them. I don’t understand it myself. Not completely, although I kind of get it.

“There’s something about being on display, in the window, that’s just so, I don’t know, demeaning but exciting. It’s like nothing else I’ve ever experienced. Anyone who wanders along and sees me, for fifty Euros, can have me. It’s so public but it’s really not. The tourists, the American tourists, they all go to Amsterdam because it’s got the reputation here. Antwerp gets its share of tourists but they’re from all over the world – Asia, India, Africa, Europe of course, and a lot of locals as well. But it’s not my demographic and Anna has put out the word that if anyone makes it known that I’m there, I’ll never come back, so…”

“But the condom thing,” Ashley says. “Isn’t that incredibly risky?”

“And illegal?” Margot adds. “They have laws, don’t they?”

“They do, but Anna makes everyone show her a recent test before she okays them to see me. So I’ve never had a problem.”

“No STDs?” I prompt.

She shakes her head. “Nope. Not one.”

“So, let me get this straight,” Margot says. “You fuck close to a hundred guys over four days and they all cum in your pussy? Raw?”

“Some of them cum in my ass,” Heather admits.

“Do any of them cum in your mouth?” Jessica asks.

“No, never. Most of them want oral to start but they always finish in my cunt or ass. Most of them finish in my cunt. Only a few a night ass-fuck me.”

The girls go quiet again and Heather gives me a look. I motion for her to go to the back with me. She does.

~ Heather ~

“Too much?” Scott asks as we close the door to the bedroom in the back of the plane. None of the minders seemed to have a problem with one of their prized models disappearing into a locked bedroom with a stray man but I imagine they’re not used to having a stray man on board. From what I’ve been told, Scott is the first outsider with a dick to be invited to Dubai for this event.

“No, it was fine,” I tell him. “Actually, I’ve been wanting to share that with someone.” I see a frown crease his face.

“What am I, chopped liver?” he asks in a sarcastic tone but I think I did hurt his feelings a bit.

“No, not at all,” I tell him and touch his arm. “I love that I can talk to you, Scott. But it’s different telling a story about whoring to other whores. They get it in a way that no one else can.”

He nods and says, “Okay, I get that. It’s quite a story.”

“I know, right?” More than anything else I’ve done except for Dubai, Antwerp sticks in my mind as the ultimate whoring experience, one that I’ve done more than once. Of course, that’s about to change for Dubai now, too.

Scott looks at me, clearly intent on changing the subject. “Are you surprised the goon squad didn’t have any problem with us being in here together? They didn’t test me for STDs after all.”

“A little, I guess. You want me to go ask them if it’s going to be a problem?” I ask snarkily. He rolls his eyes.

A few seconds later, as if on cue, there’s a knock on the bedroom door. “Miss?” a voice comes through the wall. I give Scott a look and go to open it.

It’s Nasir. “The chef would like to know if you’d like something to eat now,” he says, surprising me. I thought he was going to insist I leave the bedroom or at least leave the door open.

“Oh, okay,” I say. “Maybe in an hour or so?” He smiles and nods and is about to close the door when I stop him. “We’re okay to be in here, Nasir?” I ask, motioning at Scott. “We’re not breaking any rules or protocols?”

He stops and looks at Scott, then at me again. “If you want to fuck him, Heather, I don’t have a problem with that.”

“Really?”

He smiles. “No, not at all. We got a clean test from you before we took off and that’s all that matters. If you want to have a good time back here, that’s your business. It doesn’t matter to me or my organization.”

“Uh, okay. Thanks, Nasir,” I tell him as he nods and closes the door. I lock it again.

“That was strange,” Scott says. I glance at him and nod. “I guess it makes sense, though. They’re all about the appearances, not the reality. Isn’t that what you said about your first trip?”

“What do you mean?”

He sighs. “You said the model that you thought was the only one that was in your league on your first trip only had a hundred thousand followers on IG so she didn’t get a very high bid the first night, right? That even though she was gorgeous, she got half as much money as you did.”

“Yeah, that’s true,” I admit, remembering the girl. Vaguely. She didn’t make it through the entire week.

“So, even though she should have been highly valued by the whales or VIPs or whatever the fuck you called them, she wasn’t. Because she didn’t have the numbers.”

“Okay, I see what you mean. But that’s not the same as this.” I point at the bed. And what Nasir assumed was going to happen between me and Scott.

Now that I think about it, it sounds like a damn good idea.

“Yeah, so what? What does he care? He’s charged with delivering four IG models with clean tests to Dubai. You could have had sex with a dozen guys last night in LA and odds are it wouldn’t show up on an STD test this morning, and they know that. But as long as the appearances are what they need to be, who gives a shit?”

As he’s talking, I begin to lose interest in what he’s saying but he’s not getting the signals I’m throwing at him. So I take it up a notch.

“You know,” I say in a low, sexy voice as I sidle up to him and caress his arm. “I’m not going to be made love to for a full week, based on past experience.” I look up at him and see the lights go on in his brain. “Care to give me one good experience before I throw myself to the wolves?”

He takes me in his arms and kisses me. I’d forgotten just how good a kisser Scott is. I kiss him back and pull at his belt buckle and he unzips my dress and we’re naked in no time. We tumble onto the bed, our lips still locked together and our hands all over each other. I’m trying to remember why I’m not in a relationship with this guy but I push all thoughts of such nonsense out of my brain. I just want to be made love to.

I have a lot of sex. Not all of it good but a lot of it is. And some of it is great. But there’s something about being made love to by someone you know and trust, someone you have feelings for in a way if not that way that is just so damn satisfying. It’s been a month or so since Scott made love to me and maybe it’s the fact that we’re 50,000 feet in the sky or that we’re fucking in the biggest private plane imaginable, or maybe it’s because of what I know is going to happen to me in the next several days but this is wonderful.

Scott kisses me and caresses me until I’m almost beside myself with need and anticipation. I grab his dick and try to pull him on top of me but he pushes back and slides down my body, stopping to kiss each breast and my belly before he licks my bare mound, freshly shaved and smooth as silk and his tongue feels so fucking good that I grab his hair and push him head down so he licks my pussy and, oh, my, fucking, god, that feels even better, so good, so fucking good that I’m on the verge of a huge orgasm when he stops and looks up at me. I want to kill him but I don’t, I just drag him up to fuck me and he does and it is so good, so good, sooo, fucking, goooood.

“Cum in me,” I growl and he kisses my mouth again, maybe to shut me up, maybe just because he loves kissing me, but he keeps fucking me as he kisses me and I love that so much, I can’t get enough of him and his dick and his tongue and my orgasm finally arrives and I gasp and spasm and squirm and collapse, spent. Scott sense that I need a break and he stops fucking me but he’s still hard and he hasn’t cum yet.

“I want you from behind,” he whispers and I nod because I can’t talk. But when he goes to move, I hold him in place. He gets it and he just settles, his hard dick still embedded in my pussy feeling so fucking good. He just holds me and it’s perfect. Perfect.

After a time, I relax my grip on him and he climbs off of me, his dick sliding out of my pussy which is so sensitive. I love being fucked doggy-style after I’ve cum and he knows it. He helps me get into position because my limbs are like wet noodles but when he enters me I come alive again and gasp and throw my head back so that he can grab my long blond hair which he does, thank god, and he pulls it hard but not too hard, just hard enough to get leverage as he fucks me again, and he fucks me so good and I love hearing his balls slapping against my pussy as he brutalizes my cunt and reach back to finger myself and I do and I have another crashing orgasm as he swells inside me and douses my cervix with his seed and it feels so good, so fucking good, and he collapses on my back and buries my body in the impossibly soft mattress and amazingly expensive bedding and we just pant and squirm and his seed leaks out of me even though his cock is still deep in my pussy and it feels so good, so good.

So, fucking, good.
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~ Scott ~

Over the course of our eighteen-hour non-stop flight to Dubai, I think I got the most sleep of any of us. After I made love to Heather and we took a short nap together, she insisted I make love to the other girls during the flight. I wasn’t going to argue with her although I was a bit surprised at her willingness to share me, even though we’re not in a relationship. How a relationship between us would work is beyond me, seeing as I regularly set appointments and then take her to them to fuck other men – strangers, repeat clients, and regulars – three or four times a week. I book her to fly off to other cities to fuck at conventions, to tropical resorts for long weekends, and to bachelor parties where she serves as the entertainment for a group of horny groomsmen. I’m not the jealous type but even I have my limits, so we are strictly casual when it comes to sex.

But something about the sex we had, love-making really, in the luxurious bedroom of a huge private jet at 50,000 feet and 600 miles per hour was somehow different. There was an urgency to our lovemaking I never experienced before which was both exhilarating and confusing. I felt a need from Heather but I chalked it up to the circumstances – she’s about to be auctioned off to the highest bidder on a nightly basis for a week, to be used, degraded, and eventually broken. She as much as told me she wanted one last session of lovemaking before the ‘festivities’ began and I gave it to her. In spades. Then she told me that the others deserved the same from me and what could I say? So I made love to all of them over the rest of the flight.

“Look at that,” Ashley says as we all stare out the windows at one of the most incongruous and spectacular cities I’ve ever seen. Rising from the edge of the Persian Gulf and the Arabian Desert, it looks like a mirage and a dream, incredible in its design and its very existence. As the plane banked around the outskirts of the city for the approach to the airport, we got a complete view of an incredible place that, if things went according to plan, we would never see on the ground. Heather had warned us that we would be confined to our hotel for the entire week.

“It’s really something,” I say to everyone and no one in particular, and the girls all agree. Our minders are still seated in the middle compartment of the plane as they have been for the entire flight, content to watch me walk each of the girls, one after the other, back to the bedroom to fuck them and nap with them. They never said a word about it which amazed me even after Nasir’s explanation that no one cared.

“So, what’s waiting for us?” I ask Heather, more for Ashley’s benefit than anything I need to know. I’m along for the ride this week, an observer, and perhaps a partner at some point. Heather said the organizers of the event wanted to get my opinion of whether something like what she did two years ago and all four of them would do this week was feasible in the US, for a select group of men in a very private, very discreet location. I had my doubts but I wouldn’t share my opinion until push came to shove which I assumed would be at the end of the festivities or later, when they asked me to make arrangements back home. I planned to politely turn them down.

“We’ll go to the hotel first thing,” Heather explained again, talking mostly to Ashley. The other girls are listening but Ashley is still the one we’re most worried about. “We’ll get settled in our rooms, have something to eat, get some sleep, and then the preparations begin for the first night’s festivities.”

I smile every time I hear Heather refer to what’s about to happen as ‘festivities’. What she really means is sex, with a lot of men for a lot of money, for five long nights. Our days will be spent sleeping and for the girls, recovering, as the sex is non-stop during each evening’s events.

I just get to watch.

“Will we get to look around at all of this?” Ashley asks with her eyes on the city.

“No, they’ll want us to stay close to home for security purposes, but wait until you see what ‘home’ looks like,” Heather assures her.

Our approach to the runway is flawless and the airport, what we see of it, defies description. We are once again processed through a private terminal as we were on the front end in LAX and loaded into a small caravan of black SUVs for the short ride to the hotel. We get a good look at it as we walk into to lobby but our focus is quickly on the unbelievable level of opulence and grandiosity, unlike anything I’ve ever seen. The lobby was immense, the ceiling at least four stories above us, and the front desk looked to stretch for a hundred yards. Not that it mattered to us as we were greeted by a tall Arab man in a full beard and dark glasses who approached Heather with a big smile and outstretched hands.

“Ms. Anderson, so nice to see you again,” the man says as he takes Heather’s hand. “Welcome back.” Heather shakes his hand and turns to introduce him to the rest of us.

“This is our concierge, Omar,” she says as he shakes my hand and then the rest of the girls. Omar is flanked by a dozen Arab men in dark suits who look like they mean business. Omar doesn’t bother to introduce them or even explain their presence, which seems pretty obvious to me. We’re not exactly prisoners but they are here to guard us.

“Let’s get you up to your suites,” Omar says with another dazzling smile. “We’ve put you in adjoining two-bedroom suites. Mr. Marshall in a room of his own on the same floor.” He leads us to the elevators which are also over the top in their opulence – mirrored, marble floors, spacious enough for Omar, all of us, and four minders. The car moves surprisingly fast for as heavy as it must be and in no time we arrive at the fiftieth floor. I can’t tell by the digital display how many floors are above us but it can’t be many.

“Please follow me,” Omar says as he leads all of us to a large gilded double door that he opens dramatically to reveal a magnificent view, fifty stories above the Gulf and the city, unobstructed, the cloudless sky, white beaches, and the crystal blue water in the distant horizon. The girls are expressing their approval to Omar’s obvious delight as he leads us to the floor-to-ceiling windows for a closer look. “Incredible, is it not?” he asks rhetorically.

Everyone agrees enthusiastically.

“We have booked Ms. Anderson and Ms. Dolan in this suite and your luggage will be brought to you. Ms. Gains? Ms. Warner? If you’ll follow me?” He leads Jessica and Margot back into the corridor before looking back at me. “Mr. Marshall, I’ll be back momentarily to show you to your room.” He leaves but two of the guards station themselves next to the double doors and close them.

“This is amazing!” Ashley says as she looks around at the gold curtains, Persian rugs, and designer sofas. A bar area with four barstools in front of a small marble fully-stocked bar and stairs that must lead up to the bedrooms. “I’m overwhelmed,” she adds with a weak smile.

“I know, right?” Heather says as she touches her arm. “It’s a lot, no doubt.”

“Do we have any freedom to go back down to the lobby or find a restaurant?” I ask. I missed at least one meal on the flight when I was busy in the bedroom and I’m starving.

“They will bring dinner to us,” Heather says with a look that almost seems apologetic. I get why she’s saying it that way but room service works for me. As long as they’re quick about it.

“No problem,” I tell her and she nods.

Heather looks at her. “Ashley, let’s go upstairs and check out the bedrooms.” She takes her arm and they head up the curved staircase. They’re not gone a couple of minutes before the doors to the suite open and Omar appears to take me to my room.

“We’re excited you’re here, Mr. Marshall,” he tells me as he leads me to my room. It’s fine, not nearly as opulent as the suite but more luxurious than any hotel room I’ve ever stayed in or even seen in photos. “My employers are anxious to expand into America with our business model.”

“Yeah, about that,” I tell him. I’m convinced that from what Heather told me about her first trip to Dubai for an event like this, even if it was toned down considerably, would never fly in the States. Too many liability issues, privacy issues, and just the impossible logistics of inviting so many rich men and expensive whores to one venue even if we could find one to host such an event. “I’m not sure how…” I begin but he cuts me off.

“We’ll have plenty of time to show you our expansion plans, Mr. Marshall, sir,” he says with another thousand-watt smile. “I’m not the one to discuss anything like that. I’m sure you understand.”

“Of course,” I tell him and look at the door. I’m ready to get back to Heather’s suite and see what we’re doing for dinner.

“Make yourself at home, Mr. Marshall,” Omar says as he walks to the door and opens it for me to precede him into the corridor. “Dinner will be served in a few minutes in Ms. Anderson’s suite and I will see you all in the morning.”

~ Heather ~

Dinner arrives and everyone gathers in my suite to eat. It’s so different from my first time in Dubai when I was alone and so nervous. Compared to that, this almost feels like a party.

“My god, this is so good,” Ashley says as we’re digging in. “I’m so tired but I can’t stop eating.”

“I have a question for you, Heather,” Margot says with a look that gives me pause. I know her the least of the three. She’s been working with Scott for almost three years but we rarely see each other apart from special events like yacht parties and the rare bachelor parties like the one we did in Vegas a few years back. I don’t really know her and what I do know of her I don’t much care for. She’s rather abrasive – a product of her New York City roots, I believe – and she’s always looking for an angle in every conversation, it seems. So I nod but I’m not looking forward to hearing what she has to say.

“I’ve been thinking since I agreed to do this,” she begins and puts down her fork as if to signal that she’s about to get serious. She looks right at me. She’s not smiling. “How in the world did you do this the first time when it was just you, by yourself, and you didn’t have any idea what they had in mind?”

I sit back and put my fork down. “Well, I think you can imagine that the money was a pretty big motivation.” Everyone murmurs their agreement. It’s an amazing proposition – six figures for five days. Offers like this don’t come along but once in a lifetime. Or so I thought at the time.

“Yeah, I get that,” Margot says. “It’s why I’m here, no doubt about it.”

“Same,” Jessica says. Ashley says nothing.

“But now that you know better than any of us what’s going to happen to us,” Margot goes on. “Why do it again? From what I know about your career and your schedule, you don’t exactly need the money.”

I shoot Scott a look.

He raises his hands in mock surrender. “I haven’t said anything about your schedule to anyone.”

“He doesn’t have to, Heather,” Margot says quickly. “I just get a sense that if you wanted to, you could get a dozen bookings a week. And I can’t imagine you get anything less than top dollar for an hour of your time.”

“What’s your point, Margot?” I ask pointedly.

“Why go through this again?” She leans forward. “Why put yourself through this?” She pauses and I gather my thoughts. Then she adds, “Do you enjoy being degraded?”

“Don’t you?” I ask impetuously. “Isn’t being a whore in the first place degrading?”

That shuts her up.

“I used to think so,” Ashley says quietly. “But I don’t feel that way so much anymore. I guess I’ve gotten past it.” She looks at me. “You haven’t, Heather?”

“No, I really haven’t,” I tell them. “Every time I agree to spread my legs for money, it feels so degrading to me. That I can be bought.” I look at each of them. “I don’t think I’ll ever see it any other way.”

“So this event is…?” Margot begins but hesitates.

“Yeah, it is. It’s the most degrading thing I’ve ever done.”

“Worse than Antwerp?” Jessica asks.

“Way worse,” I whisper and immediately regret it when I see the look on Ashley’s face. But she surprises me.

“I understand that a little bit, I guess. Although I feel it only when I’m fucking someone I wouldn’t dream of fucking without being paid.” She shrugs and gives me a crooked smile.

“Yeah, I get that, too,” I admit. “Some butt-ugly asshole with bad teeth and bad breath is so much more degrading than some good-looking guy I’d probably fuck for fun if he asked me at the right time. But just because I enjoy fucking him doesn’t change the fact that he bought me off the internet, that I had no real say in the matter, that it was his choice and I’d fuck anyone who happened to pay me sufficiently and just because he’s good looking or has a nice dick doesn’t really matter at all.” I look around again and feel embarrassed that I got a little carried away.

“We don’t get to pick what excites us,” Scott says and I could just kiss him. In fact, I do.

“Hey, get a room,” Jessica says with a laugh.

“This is my room,” I tell her as I spin around and sit in Scott’s lap. He smiles and I laugh and we all decide it’s time to get some sleep.

Tomorrow promises to be a big day.

Huge.
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~ Scott ~

After fucking all four of the women on the flight over, I decided it was a good idea to sleep alone in my room. The bed was fantastic, even more plush and comfortable than the one on the plane, and even though I was more than a little anxious about our upcoming week, I slept like a baby. And I don’t mean that I got up every two hours to pee and cry.

I roll out of bed and pull on my running shorts so I’m not naked as I walk down the hall to Heather’s suite. I don’t knock on the door as it’s open, something I’m not used to – most hotel room doors close themselves automatically in my experience – and I walk inside to find all four women dressed and ready to go to breakfast. Which, they told me, is to be served downstairs in a private dining room, just the five of us. After swinging by my room to get dressed, we all head down to the main floor and a room near one of the restaurants. 

The food is exquisite and it’s all I can do not to stuff myself. We chat about things that don’t matter as the girls are clearly on edge. I decided on the way down in the elevator that if they didn’t bring up what lies ahead, I wouldn’t either. I stuck to my plan.

“What’s on your schedule today, Scott?” Margot asks as we’re finishing our coffee. “I imagine you’re not getting prepped in the spa like we are for tonight’s main event.” It’s the first mention of the first of five scheduled ‘festivities’ as Heather calls them and my eyes automatically shift to Ashley to see how she’s reacting. Once again, she looks the most anxious of the bunch but they all appear to be on edge as no one says a word.

“I’ve got a meeting with the organizers to learn about their plans for a US event,” I tell them, which is all that I’ve been told. I can’t imagine what a full day of meetings will be like but it’s not like I have any choice in the matter. It was never made clear to me if I’m part of the ‘All-or-none’ aspect of our arrangement. It was made perfectly clear that if any of the girls quit and insisted on going home before the week ended, none of the incentive fees, which would comprise the vast majority of the money they’d be paid, would be forfeited by all of them. I’ve got no direct involvement in the festivities and I’m not going to be paid any incentive fees, just an appearance fee, so I doubt I’m part of the deal. But I don’t know that for a fact.

Not that my having to sit through a bunch of meetings is going to be in any way comparable to what the girls will be going through. Heather has explained everything in detail about how it went for her when she attended an event in this very hotel two years ago. All I have to do is watch. Which, if I’m honest, I’m really looking forward to.

I think.

“Ready to go?” Omar asks when he sticks his head into the dining room. “We’ve got everything ready for you so…” He stands by the door as we rise from the table and file out of the room.

“Scott, you’ll go with Farad, my assistant, and ladies, you’ll come with me.” I waved to Heather and nodded to the rest of them and followed the assistant to a conference room filled with other Arab men in suits around a large table. I was instructed to sit at the head of the table and as soon as I did, the lights were dimmed and a PowerPoint presentation appeared on the far wall.

God, how I hate PowerPoint presentations.

~ Heather ~

The four of us say goodbye to Scott as Omar leads us to what looks like a room in the Conference Center. But once we’re inside, I remember what I experienced two years ago. A fitting unlike any I’d ever had in the fashion industry. I was alone for that fitting so it will be interesting to go through it again with three friends.

I’m looking forward to many experiences I had alone the first time with friends this time.

“Heather, you’re at the far end,” Omar says as he directs who goes where. I walk to a short platform used in most fittings and I’m not surprised to recognize the same master tailor who fitted me before. I never got his name back then and he doesn’t offer it now, but we both recognize each other and nod silently as I step onto the platform.

Once again, he measures my body and his attention to detail is even more impressive than I remembered. He takes almost an hour to fully measure and record every aspect of my form and then he has me try on a dozen shoes, all high-end, all extravagantly tall stilettos that are surprisingly comfortable and perfectly matched to my feet. The sheer normalcy of being fitted eases whatever tension I’d been feeling as we move closer to tonight's event.

“Ladies,” Omar says as everyone gathers around my platform, all of us fitted to a tee. “We’ll be going out on the terrace now for a private yoga session with our two most accomplished yoga masters.” We follow Omar onto a luxurious terrace that is a kind of terrarium with a glass ceiling and intense tropical vegetation surrounding an area with four yoga mats and two beautiful Arab women in the latest Lulu Lemon yoga togs smiling at us. We are offered brand-new yoga outfits to change into before we enjoy a fantastic session that calms and refreshes.

Lunch with Scott follows and we are once again bowled over by the incredible food and decor of another private dining room. Scott regales us with the plans being made to bring an event like this to the States but he seems even more skeptical than I am about such a notion.

“How could they possibly pull something like this off?” Margot asks. “Where would they do it?”

“They’re talking about Vegas but I don’t see it,” Scott says. “I don’t see how they could keep it quiet.”

“That’s the least of their problems,” I add but don’t elaborate. One glance at Ashley tells me not to talk about potential issues and undo all the calming effects the yoga and fittings have had on her. And us.

After lunch, we move on to the best part of the day, the spa. I remembered my last massage in Dubai as the best I’d ever had and this one doesn’t disappoint. If anything, it’s even better than I remembered – two hours of impeccable treatment by another master of the craft. Everyone is serene when we are then taken to another area of the spa for skin treatments, a glorious regimen of exfoliants, mud masks, facial massage, and aroma therapy that seems to erase years of tension and stress from my face. Then we are off to the nail salon where our hands and feet are soaked in purifying salt baths and then massaged before our nails are trimmed, painted, filed, and polished to perfection. We all agree on close inspection as we arrive at our suites to dress casually for an early dinner that we have never looked or felt better.

Scott doesn’t join us for the light meal that follows and I struggle a bit to maintain my easy attitude for the others' benefit, mostly Ashley, as I know we’re getting close. We talk about things that don’t matter until Omar arrives.

“Ready for the final touches?” he asks and we all nod. He whisks us to the top floor of the hotel with four bodymen in the oversized elevator. No one says a word. When the door opens, we hear the sounds of others for the first time since we arrived. I remember being puzzled by the lack of other people in the hotel during my first trip but I must have prepared the others sufficiently that they don’t ask and I don’t offer as to why we’re always alone. Now that we’re not, we all look at each other nervously.

“What’s going on in there?” Margot asks as Omar walks us past a row of doors.

“The salon and dressing rooms are right down here,” he says, ignoring her question and leading us to the end of the hallway. We enter another large room and I’m not surprised but still startled to finally see other women. Not just women, models. Beautiful, stunning models. I don’t recognize any of them but when the four of us enter the room – our body men must have stopped outside the doors – all activity in the room halts. Hair dryers stop, chatter is silenced and everyone turns to look at us.

“This way, ladies,” Omar says to us, oblivious to the women in various stages of undress being attended to by stylists and makeup artists. Racks of clothes, mostly high-end lingerie at every station remind me that we will be more undressed than dressed for the show. When I entered this room two years ago, I was recognized as the headliner. Now I had arrived with my own entourage, another step up in this world, I imagined.

My girls and I walk down the row to our grander, larger team of stylists at the far end of the room. As we prepare to take our seats for the final preparations, Nasir appears, seemingly from nowhere, all smiles and pompous gestures.

“Heather, ladies, you all look amazing,” he says in a smarmy tone. “I trust you’ve been well taken care of so far.”

“Yes, everything has been so lovely,” I respond, speaking for the group.

“Excellent!” Nasir exclaims. “We’ve been planning for months to make this evening and the entire week a complete success. That you’ve returned to us, Heather is so incredible. Your popularity and fame are about to increase exponentially.” I am a bit shocked that he made no mention of my entourage.

“Oh, okay,” I whisper as I take my seat to be coiffed and made up. Margot, Jessica, and Ashley do the same.

As our stylists are working on us, we hear a growing commotion in the room next door. I remember being puzzled by the sound two years ago when I had no idea I would be auctioned to the highest bidder for unlimited sex, of any kind, that he wanted for an entire night. I’d thought that I would be on call for the week before the bidding began as if I were one of the women in a high-priced brothel. I never in a million years expected them to bid on me like prized livestock at a cattle auction.

I never expected to enjoy it as much as I did, either.

After our stylists finish their work, we are instructed to disrobe so we can don the high-end lingerie we will wear for the ‘whales’ as I came to think of them. I’m sure Nasir and Omar would be aghast if they heard me use that term – their preferred moniker for the rich men who would be bidding tonight was VIPs – but I think that doesn’t do them justice. Only the biggest creatures on earth are a sufficient comparison to the men who could drop $50,000, as one did with me, for a night of sex. Granted, it was a night with a million-follower, semi-famous, Instagram model who was willing to suck his dick at his direction, spread her legs for endless hours, and even take him up her ass. Still, I’d done that for many men in the States for a lot less money.

I’d thought long and hard about why this place and this event had such a hold on me. When I came here two years ago, I was intentionally ill-informed as to the way it would go. Mislead, really. I had almost no idea what was to happen to me when I signed on. And it took me weeks of rest and therapy to recover from the experience.

Now, I have no such defense. I know exactly what’s about to happen, and yet here I am. I can’t explain it, to Scott, to my friends, to my therapist, even to myself. I’ve tried and I just can’t.

“Heather?” the woman in charge of dressing me says to bring me back to reality. “We’re ready to go.” I’m already dressed in an expensive black bra and panties set with thigh-high seamed stockings held up by a sexy garter belt worn underneath my panties so I can keep my stockings and shoes on when I’m fucking my whale. Six-inch Louboutin stilettos with two-inch platform soles complete my ensemble and I walk to the far end of our group dressing room to join the other eleven models, three of them my friends, nine of whom I have never met before, but all eyes are on me as I make my way towards them and the room where everything is about to go down.
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~ Scott ~

I didn’t get to see the girls before the show. I was ushered to dinner with the same group of men I spent the day with in meetings, going over how the event was organized and executed. They’ve been organizing and managing events like this for almost ten years and they’ve really got their shit together. I’m beginning to wonder if holding an event like this in the States, or maybe somewhere in the Western Hemisphere, might be feasible after all.

After the meeting ends, I find myself with the men who I assume will be bidding on the women. The dinner itself is amazing for being produced and served to a hundred guests virtually simultaneously but everything is perfectly prepared and delicious. I’m stuck at a table with the organizers but I get to see the tables where the VIPs and their entourages are served. It’s perfectly obvious by the way they’re dressed and how they act that they are in charge at every table. I count twenty tables not including mine so just like two years ago, they’ve invited more VIPs than there are girls to go around, so almost half of them will be left high and dry to ensure a spirited auction. It’s genius when you think about it.

“Mr. Marshall?” one of the organizers says. “If you’ll come with me?” He motions for me to walk to the exit and I wonder if I’m going to be excluded from the main event for some reason. I don’t ask but follow him to a back room I haven’t seen before that is filled with people on headsets and looking at a dozen screens arrayed against the far wall. It looks like the control room at a TV station to my untrained eyes.

“This is where you will watch tonight,” my guide tells me while he motions to a seat near the back. I take it and he exits. I look at the screens and see a large room with chairs set up on either side of a long stage and runway, just like they use in the fashion shows Heather has told me about and shown me photos of. And just like the way he described her visit here two years ago.

This is where the auction will happen.

~ Heather ~

The noise and music coming from the main room are almost deafening as we are led into the backstage area behind a large curtain like you see in a theater. The twelve of us are surrounded by dozens of others – technicians, crew members, tradesmen, and the ever-present bodymen. How anyone could think we need protection now is beyond me but then I realize that the bodymen, guards in effect, are to keep us there as much as anything. The organizers don’t want any of us to get cold feet at the last minute.

I look at Ashley to see how she’s doing and for once, she looks under control. She’s less alarmed than many of the other models, all here for their first visit and clueless as to what’s happening. The looks of concern and fear on their faces are a stark reminder of how I felt two years ago. It was not a pleasant memory when I looked at another model in line and wondered what I had gotten myself into.

“Final touches,” my main makeup stylist tells me as she works on my eyes and lips, adding one last layer of lip gloss and mascara. All of the other models are being attended to when a tall, brown-skinned man, the same MC who presided over my event two years ago, impeccably dressed and with ridiculously tall hair, steps through the curtain to address us.

“Ladies, ladies,” he says in a loud enough voice to get our attention. “So glad you could all come.” All the girls turn to him as the makeup and hair stylists withdraw. “I trust your stay here has been wonderful so far.” It’s the exact same speech, I think to myself but say nothing. “My name is Hassan and I will be, as they say, your host for the week.

“What we have planned are a few days of fun and excitement. You each have been hand-chosen to participate in this exclusive event. An event that many, many of us have been looking forward to all year,"  the MC said as he was walking back and forth during his little speech.  "Many many people have a vested interest in this, and I'm sure you will all live up to our expectations," he said rather ominously.  "And if you do, you will be handsomely rewarded for your beauty and discretion."  The girls all looked at one another, only some of us knowing what underlying meaning that really entails.

"Now, we have a very special guest!" Hassan announces with even more energy. "Where is Heather99, the belle of the ball?"  I froze even though I expected to be called out as I was the last time. The models in front of me turned around and looked back, stepping aside to reveal my hiding spot. I guess they all know who I am. "Ah! Heather99!" the MC emphatically says as he walks past the other models towards me. "Wow, you are even more stunning than I remembered,” the MC says in a smarmy tone. "I am honored to be your host tonight". He grabs my hands and kisses them. "You have been the talk of the party.... and will be very popular as you were the last time you graced our presence." He scans my body, judging it, demeaning and objectifying it. "If there's anything you need, please have someone reach out to me personally,” he says as he kisses my hand again, and walks back to the front. The other girls just stare at me as I just stand there, trying to balance myself in my whore heels.

The MC walks away, past the curtain, the only thing now separating us from the ballroom.  You could hear him talk now, delivering a fired-up speech, MCing the event and party. The crew backstage comes back to finalize everything. A girl is adjusting my garter while another is applying last-second lip gloss. 

All of a sudden, I hear "And here are our lovely guests for the evening,” as the curtains are flung open. We could see now what the commotion was about. Before us, a runway stage. Lights, music, and a room full of people. Some sitting and standing. I can only imagine what the newcomers are thinking –  it’s a runway show, a fashion show of sorts. They will soon learn otherwise.

The MC calls the first model on stage. She looks relieved, as she instantly turns on her runway walk, and with the MC's command, she starts walking down the runway. There is a huge applause as she reveals herself to the crowd. Her walk is really good, confident, and sexy.  She's been down the runway before.  As she’s walking, there are TV screens set up, showing her Instagram profile, scrolling through her pictures, reels, everything. She has about 300k followers. She mostly posted swim and beach stuff. Everybody there could see who she was.  About halfway down the runway, she is told to stop and pose.  Twirling around, spinning so the VIPs sitting there could get a better view. Then she again struts further down the runway, stopping again at a pre-determined spot.  Twirling again.  Then off to the end with another stop and twirl.  Then she repeats it all in reserve as she returns to the stage from the runway. 

The MC announces the next girl in line, summoning her to reveal herself to the crowd.  Her Instagram profile is now plastered all over the TVs. She’s a gorgeous European brunette with about 150k followers. Again, a few stops and twirls, then she comes back from the runway and the next girl up. As each model got queued up, I was getting nervous again.  It's been a while since I've done runway. The number one rule is to not fall but in my six-inch Louboutin stilettos, I was nervous. Pretty soon, my group is next up. The last girl before us, a shorter Latin model.  I think she wasn't too experienced, only 60k followers, and you can tell this was her first runway.

Margot is the first of our group to be called. I’ve never seen her on a runway so I have no idea how experienced she is but she does fine, stopping and turning with style and grace in each spot as the others had before her. Jessica goes next and then Ashley. They each do well but no mention is made that they’re with me. I guess it doesn’t matter.

"And now, a very special guest. Re-introducing, Heather Anderson, whom you all know as Heather99!", the MC shouts from his podium.  And with that, I walk on stage in my lingerie and heels. The applause from the crowd is overwhelming. As I was last time, I feel so honored with the attention, as it felt like everybody was waiting for me to walk on. A tall blonde from Southern California. With over a million followers. I follow the path of the other models, stopping and twirling for the VIPs. My Instagram profile is shown on the screen. A mix of lingerie, swim, and personal stuff. A post about being a bridesmaid at a friend's wedding. A post about this swim shoot I did a few weeks ago. A post about dinner out with friends. Now, I'm halfway around the world, being ogled and objectified on this runway stage. And I feel alive. I was feeding off the energy in the room, strutting down, and showing some attitude and personality. Once again, I’m eating up this fashion show.

Even though I know what’s coming.
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~ Scott ~

As the MC works his way through the other eight models in the show, my minder, an Arab named Saeed who has been by my side the whole day stops by and asks me if I’d like to go to the ballroom to see my girls strut down the runway in person. He didn’t put it that way of course, but he’s fluent in English with a heavy Middle Eastern accent and I understood him at once.

I also jumped at the chance. The TV feeds are fine but it’s not the same as being in the room. So I nodded and smiled as soon as he asked and he walked me down a long back hallway to a door that looked like an emergency exit.

“Please stay in the background, Mr. Scott,” he tells me and I smile again. I’m not going to make a scene but I understand his concern.

“Don’t worry, Saeed,” I assure him. “I know my place here.”

“And no photography,” he says. “It’s in every contract.”

“So, they’re not recording in the control room?” I figured they would be even if I saw no evidence that they were.

“Oh, no,” he shakes his head emphatically. “Never. We have so many important clients here tonight.”

“Okay.” I figure he’s about to ask me to hand over my phone but he doesn’t. So I keep it in my pocket and walk through the door.

The room is buzzing. The model who was just starting her walk down the runway is finishing up as I look around and it’s a whole different perspective watching the audience react to her, something I didn’t get to see in the booth. The woman is pretty enough but the large screen video display on the wall at the end of the runway where each model’s Instagram page is shown while she shows off for the VIPs says she only has 60K followers, the lowest number I’ve seen so far. The reaction from the crowd is rather muted, polite more than raucous as it’s been for the higher numbers, better-looking women, and, let’s face it, the blondes. If I ever had any doubts, and I did not, this place proves that blond women command attention all over the world.

And a premium price, as well.

“Next, we have Margot Warner, from Los Angeles, California,” the MC announces as the first of my girls starts down the runway. I’m nervous for her because she confided in me on the flight that she’s not all that experienced when it comes to runway work but she does fine, no stumbles, no hesitations, just a solid performance.

Jessica goes next and she outshines Margot as she’s done a ton of runway work and it shows. She knows just how to work the crowd as she struts, knows how to pause, pose, and twirl for the VIPs, and ends with a signature flourish – an unexpected stop right by the MC’s podium where she looks over her shoulder with her hand on her hip and nods, winks, and blows a kiss to the crowd.

They eat it up.

Ashley is next and she’s a little nervous, not nearly as poised and polished as Jessica or even Margot, but she’s a stunning blonde and that is what this crowd wants from their reaction as soon as she emerges from backstage. She gains confidence as she goes and by the end of her walk, the crowd is even more enthusiastic than they were for Jessica.

Finally, the MC pauses for dramatic effect before he almost shouts into his mic, "And now, a very special guest. Re-introducing, Heather Anderson, whom you all know as Heather99!"

Heather emerges from backstage and the crowd goes wild. She is gorgeous, taller than everyone who preceded her and looking so good with her hair piled high on her head, her makeup dazzling, and her outfit, black bra and panties, seamed stockings, and the only pair of red-soled Louboutins I’ve seen tonight. She works the runway and the crowd like no one else and the men respond in kind, with whistles, catcalls, and finally, a standing ovation. Even the VIPs are on their feet as Heather makes her way back to the stage.

It’s a fucking triumph.

Until it’s not.

~ Heather ~

When I get back to the MC’s podium from my strut up and down the runway, I’m elated. The MC is smiling, the crowd is cheering and everyone is on their feet. I’m about to disappear into the crowd of models backstage when the MC grabs my attention with a look. I raise an eyebrow and he lowers the mic so he can whisper for my ears only, “Wait.”

“As you all know by now, this is Heather Anderson’s triumphant return visit to Dubai. She visited us two years ago and was the talk of the event for reasons you will understand shortly.”

I’m standing next to him, facing the crowd and wondering where he’s going with this little speech when the video on the huge display at the far end of the room goes dark. As with all the other models, it had been playing a video presentation of my IG page with posts of my private life – intimate, personal photos with my friends and colleagues, even my dog. It’s a bit demeaning, sharing my real name and my real life with these men but that’s the deal and I knew it when I signed on to come back to do this event a second time. So even though it’s a relief that they are no longer showing my IG stuff, I have to wonder – what’s going on?

“While she was here two years ago,” the MC continues with a side-long glance and a smarmy smile, “Heather Anderson allowed us to record her on the final day of the event.” I turn from him to the video display and see myself on it but in a completely different context from what came before. “We present it now, gentlemen, for your enjoyment and edification.” 

I’m naked. I’m riding a man, cowgirl style, and it’s clear he’s fucking me. Another man is kneeling behind me and it is also clear that his cock is buried deep in my ass. Another man, also naked, is standing in front of me, and his cock is buried deep in my throat. All three men, all Arab, all dark brown, are pumping the thick, long cocks in and out of my holes. Two other men are standing on either side of me and I have their thick brown cocks in my hands, jerking them off for all I’m worth.

My jaw goes slack as I watch the huge video monitor at the far end of the runway just as everyone in the room – all the VIPs, their entourages, the waiters, the MC, the models behind in backstage, everyone, watches me servicing five men at once with my mouth, my hands, my cunt, and my ass. I’m about to turn away when the MC grabs my arm and whispers, “You’re not going anywhere, Heather99.”

The video changes scenes. Now, just one man is kneeling behind me, fucking me while he holds a fistful of my blond hair in his hand as he pounds me unmercifully from behind. As he fucks me, the camera focuses on my face because it’s clear for everyone to see, I am on the verge of an orgasm. My eyes roll back, my mouth hangs open, I gasp and moan, thrash and spasm as I am experiencing the most earth-shattering orgasm ever because, I remember, the fact that they were recording me having sex, with my permission, was the most demeaning, degrading, and humiliating acts I’d ever committed.

Two cameras had recorded me. As one ranged down my body to reveal that the man who was fucking me was not fucking my vagina but was actually buried deep in my ass, the other camera moved to my face, where an unseen voice asked me what was happening.

And I fucking answered him.

“I’m being fucked in my ass,” I said as I came down from my orgasm all the while being fucked in the ass.

“Where are you?” the voice asked.

“I’m in Dubai,” I grunted as I rocked back and forth.

“Why are you here?”

“I’m being paid a lot of money to be here.”

“Why are they paying you a lot of money to be here, Princess?”

I opened my eyes and looked at the camera and the man questioning me. I knew what he wanted. He wanted me to say it so they could get it on tape.

“I’m a whore,” I said as I rocked to the tempo of the man fucking my ass who is getting more aggressive, more violent as the interview progresses as if he too is performing for the cameras. I turn to look at the guy fucking me but the interviewer grabs my face to turn me back to the camera.

“But what is your name, Princess?” the voice asked.

“Heather99,” I said.

“No, Princess,” the unseen voice chided me. “What is your real name? That’s what we want. Your real name, Heather99.”

“Heather Anderson.”

“And where are you from, Heather Anderson?”

“Los Angeles, California.”

“And what are you again?”

“I’m a whore.”

“That’s right,” the voice said. “And what kind of whore are you, Heather Anderson?”

“I’m a whore who loves the taste of her own ass.”

The camera shifts to focus on the man fucking me. “Mohammed, did you hear that? She wants to taste her ass.”

The man stopped fucking me and the camera stayed on him, with no cuts, until he presented his cock for me to suck. I looked up at him and opened my mouth. He jammed his cock deep into my throat. He fucks my throat for a few seconds, maybe a minute at most, until he steps back and aims his cock at my face, my beautiful, IG model, a million followers, destroyed face, and painted it with thick ropes of cum until I was dripping with his seed.

Then they had me walk the runway again to be auctioned, with cum dripping from my face and running down my thighs.

To be auctioned, again.

It wouldn’t be my last auction that night, either.

In real-time, the ballroom was deathly silent. Everyone was transfixed by what they had just witnessed and you could have heard a pin drop. It was so quiet, the MC didn’t need his mic to address the room. He strolled to the front of the stage and everyone turned to look at him. And me. I’ve never been so humiliated in my life. I look down, unable to meet their eyes but I feel them all looking at me in my fine lingerie, my expensive shoes, my hair perfectly coiffed, my makeup impeccable, but my ego destroyed.

I am mortified.

Absolutely mortified.

I look up at the other models staring at me, their mouths hanging open. Their eyes disbelieving. Some of their heads are shaking.

Then I hear the video begin again, with me and the five men.

They have it on a loop.

On the big screen.

Mortified.

“Gentlemen,” the MC announces. “We will now start the bidding.”
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~ Scott ~

I’m in shock.

Heather told me when she returned from her first trip to Dubai what she’d gone through but not in the kind of detail I’d just witnessed on the video screen. She didn’t tell me she’d agreed to be recorded, either. Not being recorded had been one of her dealbreaker conditions when she agreed to that trip in the first place. To see the incontrovertible evidence that she had changed her mind at some point levels me. She’s usually so careful, to the point of paranoia, about keeping her whoring life secret.

Clearly, she got caught up in the moment two years ago because what I just watched, along with the dozens of men in the ballroom, is astounding. Not that it happened – the girl loves degrading sex – but that she allowed it to be filmed. Not just allowed but actively participated, answering questions, looking directly into the camera while being fucked, all of it.

Worse, it looked to me like she was into it. A model knows how to work it for a camera and that’s what I saw. Heather was working to make that video what it was, what it is. A record of her most demeaning, degrading performance as a whore, including a full admission, with her real name, where she was, what she was doing, being paid for sex.

“Gentlemen,” the MC says as the crowd murmurs about what they’ve just witnessed. “We will now start the bidding.”

Heather’s sex tape keeps playing on some of the smaller video monitors spread around the ballroom but the large monitor at the end of the runway switches back to the Instagram profile of the first model who walked the runway to begin the show. The woman herself steps from the group of models huddled on the stage near the MC. She looks at him and he smiles and urges her to strut for him and the audience again, which she does, somewhat reluctantly.

It finally occurs to me that Heather’s video from her first visit to this venue is the girl’s first inclination of what’s in store for her at the end of this week. She looks as if she’s in shock.

As she tentatively begins her second walk down the runway, the MC launches into his pitch. "Our first model, you’ll recall, is Gabriela_3. She has 60k followers and comes from Mexico.  She is 28 years years old. Gabriela_3 is 5 foot, 6 inches.  34B-26-38." the MC in a normal tone before he whispers into the mic, "Her favorite position is cowgirl, and she will do oral and anal.”

The girl stops and looks back at the MC who ignores her before he goes on. "She has a boyfriend, so she asks that you wear a condom." The crowd murmurs its disapproval.  "The bidding will start at $1,000. Do I hear $1000?" he asks as he turns into an auctioneer.

I’m surprised, if not stunned. I know Heather went for $50,000 on her first night in Dubai two years ago. So for the MC to start the bidding so low strikes me as incredibly demeaning. The girl isn’t nearly as good-looking as Heather or any of my other girls, but she’s here, she's a model, and she’s willing to do anal. That has to be worth more than a thousand dollars. Heather gets $1500 an hour in LA. They all get more than a measly thousand bucks for an hour, let alone a full night.

"$5,000!" the MC shouted in glee, as the VIPs in the crowd bid her up. After stopping briefly, the girl regains her composure and walks down the runway, stopping in the same spots in front of the VIPs who are bidding on her.

"$9,000!" the MC announces, trying to goad a bidding war. But interest in this first girl is muted and the bidding stops.

"Going once.... going twice... SOLD!", the MC proclaimed.  "Sold to Mr. Sayed for $9,000, congratulations!” The girl walks back to the staging area next to the MC’s podium and gets back in line with the other models. She’s smiling but it looks forced. She has to know she was just sold on the cheap.

"Next up, TheRealSonjaGray!" It was the European girl. Her IG profile is now shown on the big screens.  "TheRealSonjaGray comes from Germany. She’s 27 years old, 5 foot 8 inches.  32B-25-34. Her favorite position is being spit-roasted by 2 men.” He pauses, looks up, and smiles. “Gentlemen, we have a crazy one here! She does not do anal and is recently tested and clean. No condom requirement.”

I’m astounded at how detailed he’s being about the girls’ sexual availability, what they like, what they’ll tolerate, what they won’t. Heather didn’t mention this when she got back home after her first trip.

“Bidding will start at $7,000"  As the bidding starts and progresses quickly, the MC announces, "And SOLD! for $28,000 to Mr. Fared, congratulations!"

I watch in awe as the girls I know nothing about other than what’s on the screens and their Instagram profiles are auctioned off one after the other. It’s an astounding process, one that Heather told us about but until you see it in real life, with real people and real consequences to follow, it doesn’t hit home.

Now, it’s hitting home big time.

The MC continues auctioning models one by one. $24,000. $13,000. $37,000. A redhead from the United Kingdom. An Asian woman from the Philippines. An American from New York City. 200k followers. 94k followers. 400k followers. 

Finally, the models I don’t know have all been sold for the night to one VIP or another. Now, it’s time for my girls to walk the runway and sell their bodies to the highest bidder. I’m almost vibrating I’m so excited.

~ Heather ~

“Did you know they made that video?” Margot asks me when I get back to the group on the stage. I nod.  “Did you know they were going to show it tonight?”

“I knew it was happening two years ago, obviously, since I was answering questions for them. And they got my permission in writing.” I give her a look. I give all of them a look as Ashley and Jessica are hanging on my every word. “But I had no idea they would show it here tonight.”

“Are they going to ask us to do that?” Ashley asks, looking pale and wide-eyed.

I shake my head. “I don’t think they filmed anyone else but me last time, so probably not.” I didn’t know that for a fact, there was far too much going on for me to know what the others were doing, especially later in the week.

“If you don’t sign a release, they can’t film you,” Margot says with a lot more certainty than I’m feeling. I know she’s right in the legal sense but I have no idea how concerned the organizers are with technicalities like that. Still, they did get my permission before they filmed me.

Biggest mistake of my life, I realize now.

“Margot, you’re up next,” one of the handlers tells her as we’re watching the others. She gives me a look and moves to stand next to the MC. I take Ashley’s hand and Jessica takes her other hand for moral support. I still have my doubts about her but a least she hasn’t bolted yet.

I feel like it’s so serendipitous that Margot is the first of us to go, she’s such a trooper. She struts down the runway as the MC touts her real name, her measurements, and what she’s willing to do with the whale who buys her. Not surprisingly, she goes for more than any of the other models, a cool $45,000. I’m impressed. I was the headliner two years ago and I didn’t get much more than that. I begin to wonder what I’ll go for tonight when the same handler appears to move Jessica to the podium for her auction. I look at Ashley as she grips my hand even tighter.

“Are you going to be okay?” I ask and she looks at me.

“Yeah, I can do this,” she says in a voice that sounds like she’s trying to convince herself more than she’s trying to convince me.

Jessica goes for $39,000 and I can see on her face as she makes her way back that she’s disappointed. One of the most diabolical aspects of this is that every girl knows where she stands in the pecking order of auctioned whores. It’s bad enough in the modeling world, where everyone has a general sense of everyone else’s day rates and the demand for her time. But this is so much more than that. This is so in-your-face, not to mention the MC giving details about what sexual acts you will or will not tolerate. I wonder, not the the first time and certainly not for the last time if this was all a huge mistake, not just coming back but bringing my friends.

“Ashley,” the handler says. “You’re up.”

She gives my hand one last squeeze and walks to the podium. The MC smiles at her and sends her down the runway. I have to admit, saving her and me for last was genius. With twelve models and twenty VIPs, the bidding on the last of us, blondes at that, will be fierce.

Ashley goes for $75,000. A new record, according to the MC.

Then it’s my turn.  

"And now, our very special guest," the MC says with such enthusiasm. "The one that you have been waiting for all night.” The other models on stage all turned their heads to me, knowing that I was being saved for last. I feel the spotlight and attention focus on me, as I faintly smile. I have knots in my stomach as I’m told to start strutting down the runway. Just like the last time I was in Dubai. Only worse.  

"Next up, Heather 99!"  Just like with the others, my Instagram profile was now front and center on the big screen while my sex tape continued to play on a loop on all the smaller screens. 

"Heather99 comes from the United States, Los Angeles. 26 years old. 5 foot, 9 inches. Blonde hair, blue eyes.  34C-24-35."  I walk to the first stop and twirl, making eye contact with my would-be bidders and suitors. "Her favorite position is doggy style.... and gentlemen.  She has agreed to many things we have asked of her. Heather99's ass is available for your use, she will deepthroat you and as you’ve already seen on the video, she does not have many limits, not like these others. She is certified clean, which of course means you can fuck her raw all night and into the morning.” 

A hush comes over the crowd. Likely relishing in this fact. As I stand on the end of the runway, I feel so humiliated. Just standing there, on stage, in the middle of strangers. Wearing this whore lingerie, twirling, about to get bid on. Every inch of my body is available for use, for the right price. A price that I don't control. It isn't my body anymore. It’s theirs. 

"The bidding will start at $50,000", the MC proclaims.  I could hear the whispers and rumblings throughout the crowd as I stood there. 

"$50,000!" one faceless name from the crowd shouts out. 

The MC replies "$50! Do I hear $60?" 

“Sixty,” a second mystery bidder emerges. 

"$80k!" one man announces, causing a fervor among the competition. The bidding has already exceeded Ashley’s record bid and it's clear that the audience was waiting for me to be put up for auction. 

"$90k!" comes an almost immediate reply.  The MC is losing control of the room as the men are willing to empty their wallets to win me at auction. 

"$100k!" as applause breaks out.  

"Wow, $100k, six figures for one night!! Do I hear $110k?” the MC continues. The bidding keeps escalating higher and higher and my mind is spinning out of control. This amount of money is insane. For a night with me? Six figures? Holy crap.  

I hear the MC say "$125k?  Do I hear $125k? Guys, a million followers, look at her!" With that, the MC squeezes out a $125k bid. My bidding is nearing its end, it has to be. 

"Do I hear $130k? This is once in a lifetime opportunity. Heather99 will likely not be coming back here after this trip." I’m confused as I look back at the MC. He has this smirk on my face.  But before I realize it, I hear "$130k!" with pandemonium erupting in the room.  

"$130k! $130k going once. $130k going twice… SOLD $130k SOLD to Sheikh Mohamed.” 

Wait, I know that name. I look around and see him for the first time. The first time tonight, at least. 

He’s the same man who bought me two years ago. 

As I walk back in line, I am dumbfounded. I have just been sold for $130k to the same man as two years ago.  He’s already had me once so there’s no novelty in having me again. And unless I’m mistaken, his winning bid was the only one he made. He must have been lying in wait to swoop in and win me at the last minute. I’m astounded. 

All the models are ushed off stage and within moments a pair of security guards comes for me.  Accompanied them is Omar as he congratulates me and asks me to follow him.  I’m escorted out, leaving the other models behind. I was the last to be bid on and the first to be taken away, just like two years ago.  I should have expected it – somehow, I did not. 

But I know what’s about to happen now. 
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~ Scott ~

“So, several of the VIPs don’t get anyone, is that right?” I ask my minder. He gives me a look and nods. 

“They all know in advance how it’s going to work when they pay their admission fee.” He shrugs. “Don’t feel sorry for them, though. They’ll be back tomorrow night when the prices will be much lower.” 

“But they only get an hour with them.” Not only did Heather explain how the week plays out but we went over the design in the meetings and presentations earlier. If I’m going to organize and run an event like this in the States, I need to know everything. 

“They get as long as it takes for them to be satisfied but most take an hour or less,” he says. “And with the richest men gone, they will all get what they came here for.” 

I don’t mention that an hour seems like a small consolation compared with an entire night, but the prices paid just now are mindboggling. I thought Heather was exaggerating when she told me she was bought for $50k two years ago, but having just witnessed her going for $130k for one night, I’m still trying to wrap my head around it. 

“That’s it for tonight, Mr. Scott,” my minder tells me as he offers to shake my hand. “I will come for you in the morning.” He walks off leaving me to find my way back to my room. 

The venue has emptied quickly and the cleaning crew is stacking chairs and vacuuming the floor as I leave. I take an elevator alone to our floor, mindful of the fact that none of my girls will be on the floor with me tonight. They will be otherwise occupied. 

I smile at the thought of all the sex even if none of it will be with me. 

When I enter my room, I am surprised to find the lights on. I haven’t been back here since the morning but I assume the maid left them on when she turned down the bed, which has been adjusted. No sooner than I walk into the room when the bathroom door opens and two beautiful Arab women in lingerie walk out and smile at me without saying a word. They slink over to where I’m standing and while one kisses me the other one tugs at my belt. My dick swells in my pants as they are gorgeous, voluptuous, and clearly eager to please me. 

What can I say? 

I’m easy. 

~ Heather ~

As I was being whisked away from the auction, the others around me were celebrating, the auction staff on a job well done. The VIPs, on their recent purchases. And the MC, personally shaking the hand of Sheikh Mohamed. On the bounty of the night, the high bid, and the trophy that will return to his collection.  

I just caught a glimpse of my date before being escorted away by Omar and security. The elevator ride was as silent as it was scary. As we were climbing higher, the floor signs kept going higher and higher.  A countdown of sorts, to my ultimate purpose. A clock to my value.  

The Royal Suite, the same one I was taken to on my first assignment in Dubai two years ago, is simply stunning – I had forgotten how sumptuous it was.  Omar leads me in revealing a level of wealth and luxury that I’ve only seen here, nowhere else in the world.  The level of opulence, befitting a Royal, and to celebrate, an Instagram whore with a ridiculously high price tag.  

I am greeted inside the suite by my beauty team – the same group as before the auction.  They had arrived earlier, with my kit already prepared, ready for my final touch-ups.  In a way, I feel comforted to see them, to sit in the chair as they are preparing me.  It feels... familiar. Like on a modeling shoot. But I was lying to myself, I knew, we all knew, what was about to happen.  

During my glam out, I hear the suite doors open. And Omar rushes out to greet the new entrant. A hush comes over the women preparing me. An unspoken hurried final rush to not be seen or heard. Only from a distance could I hear Omar greet and salute the Sheikh. Omar, a man who was so much in control, now deferring to this new entrant.  

The makeup women quickly finish and slip away as I hear Omar summon me. 

"Heather?" Won't you come out and greet our man of honor?" 

With the flutter in my stomach, I stand up in my 6" Louboutin heels. I walk out of the room and into the foyer. I see my suitor, my winner, my Sheikh for the first time in two years.  

I hadn’t forgotten how impressive he is. 

A tall man, about 6'4", taller than me even in my high heels. Mid-50s, perfectly polished and groomed. What is so striking is his beard. A fully luscious beard that screams masculinity. A masculinity that was soon going to test a woman, no, a model, no, a whore standing in front of him. Dressed in whore lingerie and luxury heels. Just freshly primped for the most intense, sexually humiliating, and objectifying night of her whore life. Again.  

As Sheikh Mohamed comes closer, the room empties. Omar, security, everybody disappears as the doors shut behind them. Complete privacy. Discretion. Silence. The things that money can buy. I stand before him, not as a model or even as a person. But as a whore. A whore with a million followers. 

“It’s good to see you again, Heather,” he says in a low voice that I feel in my bones. “When I heard you were returning this week, I knew I had to have you again.” 

I smile demurely. “I’m so glad you did, Sir.” I never call him anything but Sir, not only because I don’t know how to address a man of his position and stature but because it just feels right. He doesn’t correct me so I assume he’s fine with it. 

“That was quite a performance you put on last time you were here,” he says in a tone that hits me hard. 

“You hadn’t seen that video before?” I just assumed it made the rounds here, a fact that jolts me with a fresh round of humiliation. 

“No, never,” he whispers as he pulls me into his arms. “It’s such a contrast.” 

“Contrast, sir?” 

“You are so beautiful, so unattainable for most men, and I have to pay such an exorbitant price to secure an evening of your time and attention.” He gently kisses my freshly painted lips, his beard tickling my chin. 

“And yet by the end of the week…” He kisses me again, a bit more forcefully, his tongue slipping between my lips, his hands on my ass. “By the end of the week, the things you will do with this beautiful mouth…” He kisses me again, passionately, deeply. 

When we break from the last kiss, he takes my hand and walks me into the bedroom and the ornate bed that has been turned down for our night together. I wait for instructions – I will assume nothing with this man of immense wealth and power. I will do what he tells me to do and make this night that he paid an insane amount of money for even more memorable than our last night together. Which obviously made quite an impression on him, I remind myself. 

“Show me that body, Heather,” he says as he steps back to rake me up and down with his eyes. “I remember you but I want to see you naked again.” 

I do a subtle strip tease for him, nothing overt, no over-the-top flourishes, just a sexy smile here and there as he watches me remove my expensive lingerie, my bra, my panties. I keep my garter belt and stocking on, along with my Louboutins because I have yet to meet the man who doesn’t love fucking a gorgeous model with weapons on her feet. 

The Sheik is no exception. 

“Now, undress me,” he orders me and I obey with another flutter in my belly. I smile as I unbuckle his belt and pull it out of the loops, tossing it on the floor. I undo his pants and pull them to the floor as I go to my knees at his feet. I look up and he’s watching me closely, his dick hard and ready, leaking precum as they all do. I lick it, suck it gently, reach up, and massage his balls with one hand while grabbing his shaft with the other. He’s not huge but not small, either. I take his dick into my mouth and lean forward, driving the head into my throat and gagging myself for his benefit. I watch his face as I do so and earn a slight smile, which thrills me. 

I’ve never fucked anyone for so much money before and that thought of it stays uppermost in my mind. I wonder if it’s even possible to make myself worthy of such an incredible sum but I make it my mission to do everything in my power to do so. I decide I need to ask him what he wants from me, something I never do. I might ask a client how he wants me to start our session, but I avoid an open-ended question about an entire session. 

Until tonight. 

I’ve stopped fellating him and have moved on the removing his shoes and socks as he sits on the edge of the bed, a particularly subservient position and task that I find most men love. He seems to be no exception. 

So it’s the perfect time for me to ask, “What will make tonight perfect for you, Sir?” 

He looks at me. “That’s a good question, Heather.” He strokes his beard as he contemplates his answer. I find myself suppressing a smile at the cliche of his gesture. 

“Do you remember our night together two years ago?” he asks. 

“Of course, Sir,” I tell him honestly. I would say that in any event but in this instance, it’s true. It was the first time I’d ever been paid $50,000 for a night and I never forgot what it was like. “Do you want to recreate that night?” 

“Tell me what you remember of it,” he says with a look as if he’s trying to catch me in a lie. Luckily, I wasn’t lying. 

“To begin with, you fucked me until I came, Sir,” I tell him as I remove his trousers from his ankles. “You didn’t cum, though. You fucked me in missionary position, then doggy style, my favorite, and I came again. I remember cumming so many times that night I lost count.” 

“Do you remember how many times I came, Heather?” 

He stands up and I begin unbuttoning his dress shirt. He had already removed his suit coat and tie but left it to me to take off his shirt. When I do, I’m again confronted by one of the hairiest chests I’ve ever seen. My pussy clenches once again. 

“Oh, yes, Sir,” I tell him as I work my way down the buttons on his shirt. “You came twice, Sir. Once before we turned out the lights, and just before you left me the next morning.” 

“Do you remember how many times I fucked you, Heather?” 

“No sir. I’m afraid I lost count of that as well.” At the time, I couldn’t see my phone or a clock but it felt like he climbed on my body every twenty minutes or so all through the night to fuck me either missionary or prone-bone. 

I usually came whenever he fucked me missionary. 

It was a very long night. 

“That’s what I want tonight, Heather. To fuck you all night long. But with one difference.” 

“Yes, Sir?” I ask, wondering what he’ll say but with a pretty good idea, now that he’s seen my video. 

“I want to fuck your ass just before I leave you in the morning, Heather. But after I do I want to cum in your mouth. Will that be a problem?” he asks with a tone that tells me he may have phrased it as a question but didn’t mean it as such. Not in the least. 

“Of course not, Sir.” 
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~ Scott ~

When I woke up the next morning, the women were still sleeping in the bed, one on either side of me. I’m mildly surprised they’re still here. I went to sleep expecting them to slip out of the room at some point but I’m pleased they didn’t. When they first approached me I wondered if the fantasy of having two women at once might be better than the reality turned out to be, but they proved me wrong. After sucking my cock together, then rimming my ass and sitting on my face at some point, I fucked them both, one after the other until I came and we all went to sleep. I have no recollection of which one I came in as they look so similar and they never did introduce themselves. Hell, I don’t even know if they speak English. It never came up.

As I stare at one of them, the one with the slightly thicker lips and marginally smaller tits, I give up trying to figure out who I fucked and just lean over to kiss her awake. She stirs gently as she kisses me back without opening her eyes before she wraps her arms around my neck and pulls me on top of her luscious body. I’m already hard so she spreads her legs to welcome me and reaches down to guide my dick into her slot. She’s tight and wet and perfect. I fuck her with enthusiasm until I cum. She does as well but I’m not sure if it was genuine or an act for my benefit. I’m good either way.

When I’m done panting from the exertion, I open my eyes and find the woman beneath me looking at the other woman to my right. I glance over and the other one smiles at me, then shifts her body close enough to kiss me but just enough to ease me to my left. I roll off the one I just fucked and the one I didn’t just fuck kisses her, deeply, thoroughly, as I watch.

I’m content to watch.

I prop my head on my hand as their two bodies entwined each other. The one on top slides down to lick and suck her partner’s nipples before she works her way down that perfect body, past her navel, past her bare mound, to her slit which I can’t see but I know is dripping with my seed. She kisses and licked the woman’s vagina until she wrests an orgasm from her, a gasp and a spasm, followed by the grabbing of hair and mashing of her face against her crotch until she pushes her away and almost whimpers from the overstimulation.

The woman on top looks at me and climbs over the other to get to me. She takes my dick in her mouth and quickly sucks me to a fresh erection, then she climbs onto my body and inserts me into her cunt. She rides me until she gasps and spasms with her own climax. I don’t have another shot in me but I’m content to hold her when she falls forward and collapses into my arms.

A few minutes later, she lifts her head and kisses me. She climbs off my body and joins her partner in the bathroom – I never noticed when she left the bed – until they emerge together in their lingerie, smile, wave, blow me a kiss, and slip out the door.

We never exchanged a single word the entire time.

I close my eyes and contemplate dozing off for a few seconds before I drag myself out of bed, take a shower, and get dressed. A few minutes later I’m in the lobby looking for Saeed.

“Mr. Scott,” he says as he comes around a corner. “You slept well, I trust?” He smiles but I don’t detect a hint of irony in his question. So I don’t thank him for the company I’m sure he provided me with.

“Great,” I tell him with a nod. “Any sign of the girls?”

“They are all back in their rooms, Mr. Scott. Will you please follow me?”

I’m surprised that I won’t have a chance to talk to Heather and the rest but I understand their need to get some sleep. It’s a pretty good bet that none of them got much sleep last night from what Heather told me about her first trip and from the incredible prices paid for their services.

“Can I ask you something, Saeed?”

“Of course, Mr. Scott, sir,” he says as we continue walking in the direction of the same conference room I spent the day in yesterday.

I decided to put it bluntly to the man and let him deal with it. “When will I get to talk to my girls?” I arch an eyebrow and he nods.

“We have scheduled all five of you to have dinner together, sir.”

“Tonight?”

“Yes, sir.”

~ Heather ~

I slept for hours after I returned to my suite. I didn’t see Ashley but I didn’t go looking for her either. I just wanted to brush my teeth a dozen times and go to bed, which is what I did.

Well, maybe I brushed my teeth two or three times, but you understand.

The organizers of the event, or perhaps the hotel management, did a great job of providing light-proof curtains in my bedroom and I slept soundly for hours. When I finally woke up, I was not quite refreshed but I was at least rested. My pussy was sore, as was my asshole, but I’m used to that. And all things being equal, I was fine with it. A little discomfort for a payoff of that magnitude, well, if I’m ever caught complaining I should have my head examined.

When I finally open my eyes, I hear someone in the living room of our suite, so I throw on a hotel robe and see who’s around. I’m not surprised to find all the other girls and Scott as well.

“Do we have time for any spa treatments today?” Margot asks as I enter the room.

“Nice to see you too, Margot,” I tell her with a cocked eyebrow. “I had a great time last night, how about you?”

“Funny,” she says with a sarcastic look.

“No, I mean it. How was your whale?”

“It was fine,” she says diffidently. “I gave him his money’s worth.”

“Didn’t we all?” Jessica asks with a smirk. “I mean, what did they expect, fireworks to shoot out of our asses while they fucked us?” She laughed at her own joke while the rest of us smiled politely. I looked at Ashley.

“How’d you do, babe?” I touch her arm.

“Good,” she says with a bit of enthusiasm. “Really good. I had fun.”

“I did, too,” Scott adds out of the blue. “If anyone’s interested.”

“Do tell,” Margot says with a smirk of her own. “Did you have some company?”

“More than I could handle,” he says with a sly smile. “But I want to hear about you guys. What was it like?”

I smile. He’s always great at putting me, us, first. It’s one of his most endearing qualities.

“Yeah,” Jessica says with a start. “How was Round 2 with your guy, after, uh, everything?” She looks at me a bit sheepishly. I try not to frown.

“It was good,” I say honestly.

“Really?” Ashley asks. “Did he, you know…?”

“Yeah, but I’m used to it,” I tell them which is more or less true. I’ve done it enough to know what to expect and although it’s not something I’d ever do of my own volition, I do get a certain thrill out of thrilling my client. And I know for a fact he was thrilled. He even surprised me by kissing me. Quickly, not deeply, but still. Kudos to him.

“I don’t know how you ever get used to it,” Margot says with more than a hint of disgust.

“Have you ever done it?” I ask pointedly.

“No,” she admits. “I’ve never shot myself in the foot, either, but I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t enjoy it.”

“I didn’t say I enjoy it…” I begin, getting a bit heated when Scott cuts me off.

“Ladies, please. Let’s put the past behind us and talk about tonight. Everyone knows what to expect, right?”

They all turn to look at me. I nod.

“Yeah, so tonight is what we wound up calling the Dubai train last time I was here.”

Scott pipes up. “That’s what the organizers call it, too.”

“Really?” I ask. “That’s pretty cheeky of them.” I look around but nobody is smiling. “Anyway, we’ll all go down the runway like last night but no preliminary walk. They’ll go straight to the bidding. Big difference is, it’s for an hour each, more or less. They don’t watch the clock and bang on the door when the guy’s time is up, but everyone understands that it’s a one-and-done type of thing.”

“No multiple shots on goal?” Jessica asks with a smile.

“They can try if it doesn’t take forever, but you can say no and I suggest you do,” I tell her and everyone. “They’ll try to get us on the runway five times before the evening is over, so pace yourselves.”

“Do we really have that option?” Ashley asks, her first question since we began discussing tonight’s festivities. I’m still worried about her. She looks rattled and the evening hasn’t even begun.

“You can always say no, Ashley,” I tell her but I also know that if she does turn anyone down before the fact, we’re all out of here and my big payout from last night, along with everyone else’s in the room, is forfeited.

“Fuck that shit,” Margot growls. “She said she could do this. I’m not about to let her piss away my $45,000 fee from last night. My guy was no fun at all and I expect to be paid for fucking him. Repeatedly.”

“We’ll figure it out, Margot, so cool your jets,” I growl right back at her. I’ve still got my arm around Ashley’s shoulders and she seems relatively calm. “You okay, hon?” I whisper.

“Yeah, I’m good,” she says with a weak smile. Yeah, I’m really worried about her.

“Ladies. Gentleman,” Omar says as he strides into the room. “Dinner is served in the private dining room on the main floor.”

We all head for the elevator.
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~ Scott ~

In the private dining room, the girls avoid any more talk about what happened last night and what is about to take place after dinner. We talk about how good the food is and how great all their spa treatments were yesterday. I make the mistake of asking if they’ll go back to the spa and some point and everyone looks at Heather.

“No, I’m afraid not,” she says and you can hear a pin drop in the ensuing silence. Each day will be spent recovering from the prior night’s festivities, leaving no time for facials and messages. Well, spa facials. I’m curious to know if there will be any of the other kinds of facials later in the week but I’m smart enough to keep that question to myself.

After dinner, the girls go off to prepare for the auctions and Saeed takes me back to the same meeting room. We spend some time with the same group of Arab men I met with yesterday and they tell me they’re ready to move forward with plans for a US version of the event. I once again voice my concern that Vegas is far too public for such a production, but the guy in charge smiles and assures me they won’t be locating the event in Vegas.

“Where, then?” I ask.

“A place I’m sure you’ve never heard of, Scott,” he says with a smirk. I don’t press the issue and we adjourn the meeting as the auction is about to begin.

In the main ballroom, the crowd of men is a little rowdier than the night before, mostly due to the absence of more than half of the VIPs. The place is full but the status of many of the audience members strikes me as less polished, less sophisticated, less wealthy, to be blunt about it. I know the auction tonight will be structured differently and it’s easy to see why – most of this crowd can’t afford last night’s prices. Lucky for them, they won’t have to.

“Gentlemen,” the MC says as he steps from behind the curtain on the main stage at the end of the runway. “Welcome back.” He grins and his teeth are blindingly white but his smile is still a little dirty. Maybe I’m projecting but he just strikes me as oily and smug. I don’t like him.

“Tonight we will dispense with the introductory walk down the runway and get right to the main event, the auction. We will keep the same order as last night so you know what’s coming. And good news, gentlemen. All of the models you saw auctioned off yesterday are still with us, so we have plenty of pussy for you to choose from.” He laughs along with the audience which is getting rowdier by the minute.

“First up, you remember Gabriela_3, our little Latin firecracker…”

And, we’re off.

~ Heather ~

After dinner, we’re led to the small ballroom used to prep us for display on the runway and my same team of makeup and hair stylists work their magic on me. I don’t look quite as spectacular as last night but there wasn’t as much time before we’re called to the main event. We all troop out to the staging area and the looks being exchanged by the models who don’t know what to expect remind me of my first visit two years ago, when I had no idea what was about to take place.

Now, I know exactly what to expect.

The bidding begins and the dollar amounts are tiny fractions of what was bid last night. The new girls look at each other and wonder what’s going on. I know I did. I was astounded when a final bid of $50,000 on my first night was followed by a final bid of $5000 on the second, both record amounts, I was told. The girls being auctioned now are getting bids far below that and it’s having its intended impact. The goal of the organizers of this event, I warned my friends before we signed on, is to degrade us, to break us. Tonight is just the start of that process.

The MC works his way through the other eight models until he gets to Margot. She doesn’t look at the rest of us for moral support – all the other models have left the stage as soon as their auctions were concluded – so it’s just the three of us watching as Margot struts down the runway.

“Margot is 30 years old…” the MC begins, going over the same details he described last night but concluding with the price she fetched. “Margot went for $45,000 last night, gentlemen, and tonight you can have her for a much more reasonable sum. We will start the bidding at $1000.”

I glance at Margot and see her wince at the low value the MC has put on her, less than she gets in LA. But the bidding is spirited and she ultimately brings a winning bid of $2500. Jessica goes for $2000, and Ashley, who is holding up surprisingly well, goes for the highest price so far tonight, $3500.

Then, it’s my turn.

“And now, for our last model of the first round, we have Heather,” the MC announces. My sex tape begins to run on the big screen and all the smaller screens spread throughout the venue as I strut to the first mark where I stop and turn, half the audience looking me up and down, the other half staring at the image of me ‘airtight skiing’ with five dicks.

“We will start the bidding for the lovely, sexy Heather at $5000,” the MC says, and as I walk the rest of the runway before returning to the stage in my 6” Louboutins and sexy lingerie, I am won for $10,000, another record, the MC announces.

After my auction, the last of the first round, I am whisked away from the ballroom, not for another touchup session with my stylists like the previous night but directly to a private room where the man who won me is waiting.

My first session of the evening is no different than a session in LA. I ask my client how he would like me, he points at the floor so I go to my knees and undo his belt and pants, suck his dick for a few minutes before he moves me to the bed and fucks me in missionary for a surprisingly short time before he cums in my pussy. I don’t orgasm but I didn’t expect to. I wasn’t kidding when I told the others that tonight was all about pacing yourself. We hold each other for a few more minutes before we disengage, he dresses and I pull on my panties, the only article of my outfit I had removed, he kisses me and leaves.

Now comes the hard part.

With a pussy full of cum I walk back to the small ballroom for my stylists to touch up my hair and makeup before I make my way to the stage in the main ballroom. I take my position in line for another auction. Most of the other models are all back as well and Round 2 is in full swing. I don’t recognize the girl making her way down the runway except to know that she looks familiar and I know her story. It’s the same story for all of us. We just fucked a client and now we’re back to be auctioned to another, then another, then another.

I expected that having been through this before it would get easier and maybe it is but not much. When I finish an appointment in LA, I’m almost always done for the day or the evening. Scott rarely schedules me for two appointments in one day and if he does, they’re usually several hours apart so I have time to recover.

Here in Dubai, having to drag myself out of bed and get dressed and prepped for another turn on the runway is a whole other kind of demeaning. So many thoughts run through my mind as I’m on the runway. These men know I was just fucked by someone else and yet here I am, displaying myself for another round as if I’m insatiable, for money or sex, or both. What they must think of me.

And, it gets worse with each trip down the runway. The effect is cumulative. By my fifth showing and auction, where I once again fetch an astonishing sum of $10,000 for an hour of my time and my willingness to perform just about any sex act, I feel as disgraced and degraded as you can imagine. It’s so overwhelming, especially when I look up at the end of the runway and see my sex tape still playing on a loop, being interviewed, while I’m being reamed, about how I love the taste of my own ass.

When I arrive at the room for my fifth client of the evening, I am exhausted, depleted, and ready to collapse. But when I enter the room, I am confronted by a man who is fucking gorgeous. He has piercing brown eyes, incredible black hair, and a devastating smile that revives me unexpectedly. Unlike my last client who took undo pleasure in reminding me what a disgusting whore I was as he fucked my ass doggy style while he pulled my hair unmercifully, this man looks like he wants to ravish me in the best way possible.

“Hello, Heather,” he says in a voice that melts every bone in my body. “I’ve been waiting all night for this moment.” He steps towards me and takes me in his arms, but as he leans in to kiss me I stop him.

“You’ve seen the tape.”

He gives me a confused look.

“You know, everybody knows, what I’m willing to do,” I whisper, hoping against hope I don’t have to spell it out for him any further. My last client, once he fucked my ass for most of the hour, came in my mouth. The last three of my clients did pretty much the same thing.

“I understand, Heather,” he says as he runs his hand through my hair. “I don’t care about that. I just want to kiss these incredible lips of yours.”

Which he does.

Deeply.

And I just about melt into his body.

He senses how exhausted I am so he bends down and lifts me in his arms as if I weigh nothing and carries me to the bed. He places me on it gently and I am overwhelmed with his tenderness. He is exactly what I need at this moment.

“Would you mind removing your lingerie so I can see your body?” he asks as he undresses. I remove my bra and panties but leave my garter belt and stockings on, as well as my shoes. He doesn’t object.

“You look amazing,” he says as he climbs onto the bed beside me. He kisses me again, even more passionately than before and I’m so taken with him. He bends to kiss my breasts and he’s so gentle, so loving, I wrap my hands around his head and press his lips to me.

The feeling is sensational. After two days of being treated like a whore, he is making love to me. And he is one of the most handsome, masculine men I’ve ever encountered, which is saying something.

Tired as I am, I’m thrilled when he climbs on top of me and guides his sizable erection into my vagina. I’m still a little sore from last night and my first client this evening but I revel in how good he feels as he fucks me slowly, sensually, as if he’s as concerned for my pleasure as he is for his own. Better still, I feel my first and only orgasm of the evening well up and his cock swells and we climax simultaneously.

“That was extraordinary,” I tell him, meaning it.

“I agree.” He kisses me again before he climbs out of the bed. “I’ll look for you tomorrow night,” he tells me when he finishes dressing.

“I’d like that,” I say as he blows me a kiss and exits the room.

I fall asleep almost immediately.
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~ Scott ~

“Mr. Scott,” someone says, waking me. “I’m afraid we have a problem.” 

I blink and scrub my face to see Saeed standing over my bed. Sleeping next to me are two Black women, my companions for the night, whom I fucked last night and was looking forward to fucking again this morning. All I can think of is that I’m disappointed that this is not going to happen. 

“What’s the problem?” I whisper. I disentangle myself from the impossibly black limbs of my companions and they either fake being asleep or they are heavy sleepers because they don’t budge. I slip out of the bed and head for the bathroom. Saeed follows me until I close the door in his face. I don’t need company, I don’t care what the problem is. 

“Ashley, one of your girls, wants to leave,” he says from the bedroom. I’m already pissing in the toilet so I’m not sure I heard him but my heart sinks just the same. Heather has been worried about Ashley for weeks and now the shit is hitting the fan. I finish peeing, flush the toilet, wash my hands, and exit the bathroom. 

“Did I hear you right?” I ask. Ashley wants to go?” 

“She insists she can’t go on.” 

“Has anyone else quit?” 

“No, sir.” 

Fuck. 

The deal we made with the organizers was all-or-none. We only get paid if all four girls stay until the end of the week. “What does that mean?” I ask Saeed, knowing what he’ll say. 

“You need to come with me, Mr. Scott,” he walks to the door and waits for me to get dressed. I pull on the same clothes I wore last night and look at the two beauties still asleep in my bed wistfully before I go with him out the door. 

“Where is she?” I ask as we push the elevator call button. The door opens immediately and we enter. Saeed pushes a button for the main lobby. 

“She’s on her way to the airport as we speak,” he says with a sad face. “We couldn’t change her mind.” 

Fuck. “How hard did you try?” I’ve been suspicious of these guys right from the start. If they can force one of my girls to leave, it’s four times more lucrative for them as they pocket all the money paid by the bidders without having to pay me or my girls. And with Heather’s huge winning bid on the first night, not to mention the five-figure bids she got last night, They’ll clear more money by not paying her than they’ll make on all the other models combined. 

“We did, Mr. Scott. We talked to her for hours but she wouldn’t hear it. She just cried and insisted on leaving. She said she couldn’t do what Heather did in the video.” 

Shit. “I knew showing that video was a mistake,” I mutter. “What the fuck were you thinking?” 

“It was not my decision, Mr. Scott,” Saeed says with a side-eye look. “I’m just the messenger in all of this.” 

“Who else is coming to this meeting?” I assume they’ll wake my other girls but I don’t know that. I can hardly wait to hear what Margot will say when she hears that Ashley is already gone. 

“Just you, Mr. Scott.” 

“Go get Heather,” I tell him as I walk into the meeting room. 

~ Heather ~

I’m sleeping soundly when I hear a knock on my door. No one came to get me after my night with the whale so I’m slightly annoyed when I climb out of bed, pull on one of the hotel bathrobes, and ask who’s there. 

“It is Saeed, Ms. Heather,” a deferential voice announces softly. I recognize the name – he’s the staff member who has been chaperoning Scott around for the past two days. I open the door but leave the chain on. 

“Ms. Heather,” he whispers. “We have a problem.” 

“What?” 

“Ms. Ashley has left.” 

Shit. 

“I’ll get dressed.” Then I remember, all I have is the lingerie I wore for the auction. I decide it will have to do. I slip on my bra and panties, my teddy, and my shoes. Six-inch Louboutins at eight in the morning. Is there a better way to take the ultimate walk of shame? This week just keeps getting better and better, I say to myself. 

“Let’s go,” I tell Saeed as I exit the room and try to ignore his wide-eyed look. He follows me to the elevator and I pray there’s an empty car when I press the call button. We wait for a surprisingly long time before the bell dings and the doors open. 

To a full car. Full of couples, Arab men with Arab women, who all stop talking and stare at me. No one moves. I hesitate for a moment before I decide, fuck it, and barge into the car, forcing them to make room for me. And Saeed, who looks like he might die of embarrassment. Which makes me want to laugh – what the fuck is he embarrassed about? 

The trip to the lobby is short and endless as no one so much as breathes as the elevator moves to the ground floor. I’m the first one out the doors when they open and of course, the lobby is packed with people. Where are they all going? Why are they here? Didn’t the organizers of our event book the entire hotel? Wouldn’t that have made sense? 

I wait for Saeed to lead me to wherever it is we’re going and he walks me toward the ballrooms but we stop at a small conference room that doesn’t have glass walls, thank god. I wait for him to open the door for me which he does after a long beat and an embarrassed nod. 

“So,” I begin as I walk into the room in my whore heels, my whore lingerie, my hair a mess, my makeup even worse, to find Scott on one side of the table and five Arab men in suits sitting on the other side. Scott looks grim. “What’s going on?” I ask them. 

“Ashley is on a plane back to the States,” Scott informs me as I take a seat next to him. He must be reeling emotionally as normally he would have stood up and helped me with my chair but he didn’t. He looks as if he’s about to break down in tears. 

The man in the middle says, “We were just telling Mr. Marshal that we have no choice but to enforce the terms of your contracts and send you all home with your appearance fees, Ms. Anderson.” 

“That makes no sense,” I tell the guy. “No sense at all.” 

“I’m afraid the contract is quite clear on this point,” he says apologetically but he’s barely containing his glee. He knows he’s got us over a barrel and the organization stands to make a hell of a profit on us if they don’t have to pay us. We need some form of leverage but I know we have none. They hold all the power, as it always is in this part of the world. 

“What can we offer to get you to change your minds?” I ask. “What will it take?” 

“I’m not going to manage the US event if you do this,” Scott says. I look at him. Did they already come to some agreement about that? If so, I was not aware. 

“We’ll make do without you, Mr. Marshall,” their guy says. 

“I’ll do another video,” I say quietly. No one says a word. They look at each other for a few seconds before Scott turns to me. 

“You don’t need to do that, Heather,” he whispers. 

“You’ll sign a release, like two years ago?” one of the underlings asks. 

“I will,” I tell them as I turn to look at Scott. “It’s okay. I’ll be okay.” 

He looks at me as if he’s going to kiss me. Or cry, I can’t tell which. 

“For all three nights?” the leader asks. 

Shit. 

“Yeah, all three nights.” 


Part 3
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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:

[image: ]

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.”
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~ 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.

Click here to leave a review of

Insta-Harem (The Complete Bundle)

[image: ]

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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(Click here to go to my Amazon Author Page)
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer
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