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    Part 1 - Do whores make the best wives?  
 
    Lauren is about to find out. 
 
    After working part-time at the Penthouse Hotel (a.k.a. the Whore Hotel) for a year, Lauren is ready to settle down. Her mentor at the hotel introduces her to her future husband, but also to his future boss, who insists on getting to know Lauren intimately. As her new life spirals into unexpected complications, Lauren discovers a world that surprises her in ways she never imagined possible. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Part 2 - Lauren is such an exceptional whore, she gets promoted to madam, to recruit her debutante society friends to whore right along with her at the Penthouse Hotel (a.k.a. The Whore Hotel). 
 
    With her career taking off, her marriage starts to crumble. She's bored with her husband, so she invites her first bull into their relationship and bedroom, with unexpected consequences. Lauren's story of interracial domination, cuckoldry, whoring, and submission continues. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Part 3 - Lauren is even better at recruiting whores than she was at being one. Rodney Morrow, the owner of the Penthouse Hotel (a.k.a. The Whore Hotel), notices just what a rising star Lauren might be, and her life changes course. Again. 
 
    Lauren's story of interracial domination, cuckoldry, whoring, and submission continues as she transfers to the original Penthouse Hotel in Atlanta, with mindblowing consequences for her marriage, her career, and her life. 
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    Chapter 1 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Zach smiled at me as he loosened his tie. “I guess this is one of the benefits of having dated a whore.” 
 
      
 
    I unzipped my dress and let it fall to the floor. “What benefit is that?” 
 
      
 
    He unbuttoned his shirt. “Even though you broke up with me, I still get to have sex with you whenever I want to.”  
 
      
 
    I stepped out of my dress and threw it over the back of the chair. “As long as you’re willing to pay my fee, why wouldn’t I have sex with you or anybody else?” 
 
      
 
    He unbuckled his belt and exposed himself. He was hard. Zach was always hard, at least he was for me. “Yeah, I understand how prostitution works. So why don’t you come here?” He pointed to the floor in front of him. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to him and kneeled on the plush carpet. Zach was into the domination thing, even in this small way. I took his cock in my hand and kissed it. I licked it and caressed his balls. He cradled my head in his hands and tried to push his way into my mouth but I wouldn’t let him.  
 
      
 
    “You’re so fucking gorgeous. Why won’t you leave this place and be with me?” 
 
      
 
    I stood up and walked to the bed. He had to step out of his trousers before he could follow me. I took my heels off and slipped between the white sheets. “This again?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, it’s just for a couple of days.” He removed the rest of his clothes and laid down beside me. He touched my breasts and stroked my belly and fingered my pussy in one motion. 
 
      
 
    “I have a job.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll take care of you.” He pulled me close and kissed me.  
 
      
 
    I turned away from him. “We’ve been over this.” I took his cock in my hand and squeezed just a little.  
 
      
 
    “You drive me crazy.” He turned me around and fingered me from behind. “You get wet so fast.” 
 
      
 
    “You make me wet. You always have.” 
 
      
 
    He positioned his cock against my labia. I tensed a little, just to tease him. He grabbed the back of my neck with one hand and forced his cock into my cunt with the other. With one stroke he entered me deeply.  
 
      
 
    “God, you’re so fucking wet. You’re such a fucking slut.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a whore.” I pushed my ass back into him, driving his cock deeper into my vagina. “I’m a whore who gets wet when someone is about to fuck me.” 
 
      
 
    Zach fucked me while we lay on our sides, then he rolled on top of me. He rose up and pushed my head into the pillow. He pulled my hips up and fucked me with long, deep strokes for several minutes. I moaned as I neared orgasm. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it,” I said. “Fuck me, Zach, keep fucking me, hard. Don’t stop.” 
 
      
 
    His tempo increased and I climaxed, shuddering. He kept fucking me.  
 
      
 
    I knew what was coming. Zach had been a client for almost a year and we dated for several months so I knew what was coming next. Without asking me, he pulled out of my dripping pussy and positioned his cock at my ass. Without a word, he plunged into me and I grunted. He loved it when I made that noise as if I was surprised, as if his cock was too much to take that way, as if I was in just a little pain. He fucked my ass hard and I tightened around his cock. He swelled inside me and shot his load deep into me with a loud groan. He pushed against my ass again, and again, emptying himself in me, moaning as I did with him. I knew just how to please Zach.  
 
      
 
    I’m a damn good whore. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Did you see Zach again?” Heather asked me. “I thought you guys were done.” 
 
      
 
    “He booked me so I saw him.” Heather and I work at the same internet marketing firm in San Francisco. She also works part-time at the Penthouse Hotel, like I do, as a whore. In fact, she recruited me. Before I met Heather, I was just a garden-variety slut.  
 
      
 
    “So you’re not thinking about seeing him again, are you?” 
 
      
 
    “No, that’s over. He’s married and he’s not willing to change that.” 
 
      
 
    We were alone in the break room at the office. When I got hired two years ago, Heather was my manager and was charged with training me. I was fresh out of college and as green as they come. Now I had her old job managing the department and she was VP of operations.  
 
      
 
    She poured a cup of coffee and sat down at one of the tables. I joined her even though my desk was jammed with work. When Heather wanted to talk, I indulged her. I owed her a lot.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I wanted to talk to you about that.”  
 
      
 
    “About what?”  
 
      
 
    “Your husband search.”  
 
      
 
    “Is that what we were talking about?” I asked with a touch of sarcasm.  
 
      
 
    “Look, I know you thought Zach had marriage-potential, and I know it was tough admitting you were wrong.” 
 
      
 
    “So?”  
 
      
 
    “So, Justin’s college roommate just moved to town and we both think you should meet him.” Justin is Heather’s husband. They met at the Penthouse Hotel, which is a whole other story. “Are you free for dinner this weekend?” 
 
      
 
    “I was planning on working a shift at the hotel but I can improvise. Does the roommate know?”  
 
      
 
    “Justin said he’s going to tell him but I said maybe we should tell him after dinner. What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Heather in disbelief. “I don’t think that’s a good idea at all. I can’t believe you think it is.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, hear me out.” She got up to refill her coffee cup. “Cole and Justin have stayed in touch since college and in fact, he was an usher in our wedding party. I think Cole knows about me and doesn’t seem to have a problem with it, at least that’s the impression I get from Justin.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, well that’s a relief,” I said with even more sarcasm. “As long as you have the impression that maybe he knows.” 
 
      
 
    Heather gave me a look. “I know, it’s not a lot to go on, but it’s just dinner. I think it’s worth a shot.” 
 
      
 
    I sat for a few seconds. “What’s he look like?” 
 
      
 
    Heather smiled. “You won’t be disappointed.” 
 
      
 
    “What does he do?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s in finance. Hedge funds or something. Maybe venture capital.” 
 
      
 
    “So he’s doing pretty well?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s doing okay. He’s still pretty new I think.” 
 
      
 
    “So he’s not an entitled prick yet?”  
 
      
 
    “Not yet.” Heather got up and put her cup in the sink. “Come to dinner.” 
 
      
 
    I stood up and said, “Okay.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I took an Uber out to Heather’s house for my blind date with her husband’s college roommate. They live out south of the Castro District in a small duplex that cost a fortune but welcome to San Francisco real estate. I’d been to their place before. It’s nice enough, much better than the dump I live in, which is south of Market. I’ve been saving most of my earnings from the hotel for a downpayment but it seems like it will take forever to stop renting, which is one of the reasons I’m husband-hunting.  
 
      
 
    I went to college late and then took six years to finish, so I feel like it’s time to get my ass in gear if I want to have the life I think I deserve. I know that sounds a little mercenary but what can I say? I watched so many of my friends from prep school go the traditional route - college in four years, husbands before thirty, kids either on the way or just over the horizon. I know it’s my own fault for screwing around in my twenties but I had a ton of fun. I traveled around Europe and Southeast Asia without a thought about all that family bullshit. But when my sister got sick and had to have a hysterectomy before she had any kids, it hit me hard. The fact that I turned thirty the year she was diagnosed probably didn’t help, but I went into a pretty deep funk. I’m sure there was a whiff of desperation in my dating since then but San Francisco is a fucked up scene for straight women. At least that’s my assessment. 
 
      
 
    “Lauren, you’re late as usual,” Heather said as she welcomed me into her house. “Don’t you know you can’t be late to a dinner party? It’s rude and it fucks up the food.” 
 
      
 
    “Got to make a proper entrance, don’t you know?” I handed her my coat.  
 
      
 
    “The guys are in the den. I’ll be there in a second, I just want to check on dinner.” 
 
      
 
    I made my way through their home and could hear masculine voices as I approached the back of the house.  
 
      
 
    “Lauren, so good to see you,” Justin said as he kissed my cheek. “This is Cole Martin, a good friend of mine. Cole, Lauren works with Heather.” 
 
      
 
    Cole stood as I approached him and I was more than pleased as he unfolded himself to almost a foot taller than me. He was as broad as he was tall and great, great looking, with a full head of thick black hair that framed his rugged masculinity in just the right way. I understood why Heather said I had to meet him. I just wondered about all the rest of it. 
 
      
 
    “A pleasure to meet you, Lauren. I hope you don’t mind but I took the liberty of bringing you these.” He picked up a gorgeous bouquet of flowers from the coffee table and presented them to me.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you so much, they’re lovely.” I took them and offered my cheek as he leaned in for a kiss. “Let me find Heather and put them in some water.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll do that,” Justin said. “You two get acquainted.” He took the flowers and was out of the room before I could object. “Lauren, what would you like to drink?” he asked from the hallway that led to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “White.” I turned back to my date.  
 
      
 
    “Please,” Cole said as he motioned me toward the sofa. I was a little disappointed when he sat in the chair facing me, although it was probably too soon to be overly interested.  
 
      
 
    “So what brings you to San Francisco?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “Work. And after listening to Justin rave about it here for so long, I decided to give it a try.” 
 
      
 
    “How long have you been here?” I wanted to get to the more important stuff before our hosts returned but he didn’t seem to be in any rush to share.  
 
      
 
    “Just a week. I’ve been spending long days at the office so this is my first break since I arrived.” 
 
      
 
    “And what do you spend your long days doing?” I smiled to try to get away from an interview feel. I realized he had me a little flustered. I liked that. 
 
      
 
    “A little of this, a little of that,” he said as he returned my smile with a dazzler of his own. Perfect teeth, except for the endearing little gap in front.  
 
      
 
    “Alright then, don’t tell me.” I pouted a little. “Is your move here long-term?” Real smooth. Why don’t you just throw yourself at him, you little tramp? 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure. I just came off a bad breakup and I’m a little reluctant to make any commitments.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, that was subtle. I guess I’ll be going now.” I stood up, fully prepared to walk out the door. 
 
      
 
    He stood up with me with a look of surprise and a touch of panic. “You misunderstand me. It was a bad business breakup. I split from my firm and they were really not happy about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” I said. “Now don’t I feel like a fool.” 
 
      
 
    “Not at all, a simple misunderstanding.” We sat down again. “But I have to tell you,” he said with a serious look. “I’m gay.” 
 
      
 
    I sat back and looked at him. No way my gaydar failed me so completely. I couldn’t manage a word.  
 
      
 
    Then he smiled again. “I’m kidding.” 
 
      
 
    I threw a small pillow at him.  
 
      
 
    “Hey,” Justin said as he entered the room carrying two wine glasses, “you two are tossing the furniture around already?” 
 
      
 
    “Cole has an interesting sense of humor,” I said as I took a glass and Justin sat in the other chair opposite the sofa. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, he always was quite the kidder. You don’t ever want to be around him on April Fool’s Day.” 
 
      
 
    Cole turned toward the hallway and stood up as Heather came back into the room carrying a tray of hors-d'oeuvres. Justin stood up to kiss his wife. 
 
      
 
    “So what did I miss?” she asked as she sat next to me on the sofa. Justin handed her his glass of wine and headed back to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Just getting to know each other,” Cole said with a cute as hell twinkle in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Did Cole tell you he’s staying at the Penthouse?” Heather asked me. 
 
      
 
    “He did not.” I turned back to him. “Nice place, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “Quite. I haven’t had any time to get to take advantage of all the amenities.” 
 
      
 
    Heather interrupted. “Cole ran track at Columbia. He and Justin were teammates.” 
 
      
 
    Justin arrived with another glass of wine along with the bottle and he and Cole swapped sports stories for a few minutes. I enjoyed watching them relive their youth but I couldn’t help thinking that it wasn’t a coincidence that he was staying at the Penthouse. Heather seemed to read my mind. 
 
      
 
    “So, let’s get something out on the table before we go into dinner.” She talked to Cole. “I think Justin told you how we met. Isn’t that right?” 
 
      
 
    Cole put his drink on the table. “He did.”  
 
      
 
    “And he told you everything about how we met, right?” 
 
      
 
    “He did.” 
 
      
 
    “And that is one of the reasons you moved here. And it’s why you’re staying at the Penthouse Hotel, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Right on all counts.” 
 
      
 
    “Did he tell you that Lauren works part-time at the hotel?” 
 
      
 
    Cole looked at me, his eyes widening just a little bit. “He did not.” 
 
      
 
    I felt myself blushing. How’s that for irony. A blushing whore. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Does somebody want to tell me what’s going on here?” I asked no one in particular. 
 
      
 
    Justin cleared his throat. “I’ve been telling Cole about how things work at the Penthouse Hotel ever since I moved here.” He reached across the coffee table for Heather’s hand. “And I’ve been telling him about how things work between me and Heather.” He smiled at his wife. 
 
      
 
    “How things work?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right.” He turned to me. “I think you know that a number of marriages have come out of the Penthouse. Did you ever wonder about that?” 
 
      
 
    “A little,” I said. “Heather has tried to explain it to me.” 
 
      
 
    “Well let me fill in some gaps she might have missed, because as much as she understands me and us and our relationship and where it came from, there are some things only a man can explain.” 
 
      
 
    Cole said, “I’m interested in hearing this as well.” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing like having all the interested parties in the same room to really get down to it,” Justin said. He took a long drink of wine. 
 
      
 
    “The stereotype we all know about how men feel about sex and love, about wives and whores, I probably don’t need to go over that. We’re all good on that, right?” We all nodded. “But what most people don’t get is that there are a fair number of men out there who don’t conform to the conventional thinking.” 
 
      
 
    Heather said, “Honey, you’re getting it all twisted up. Just relax and say it.” 
 
      
 
    Justin took a deep breath and smiled at his wife. “I think having a whore for a wife is the best thing that ever happened to me.” 
 
      
 
    Cole looked at me and raised an eyebrow. “And why is that, Justin?” 
 
      
 
    Justin rolled his eyes and smiled. “Where do I begin? For one thing, the sex is unbelievable. I don’t mean to brag, but Heather is great in bed. Beyond great. She’s an expert and it is so obvious. I’ve never understood the preoccupation that most men have with virgins or innocent women who are not experienced sexually. I mean I get it a hundred years ago, but today? Why would you want a woman who doesn’t know what she’s doing?” He turned to his wife. “How many men would you say you’ve been with?”  
 
      
 
    Now it was Heather’s turn to look embarrassed, but she didn’t blush, damn her. “I’ve got no idea.” 
 
      
 
    “Bullshit,” Justin said with a broad smile, then he turned to Cole. “We talked about it when we decided to get married. She guessed she’d been with over a thousand guys, and that was two years ago. Probably over twelve hundred now.” 
 
      
 
    “So you’re still seeing men at the Hotel?” Cole asked. He tried not to act too surprised but he didn’t quite pull it off. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m still going to the hotel a couple of times a week,” Heather said. 
 
      
 
    Cole turned to Justin. “And it doesn’t bother you?” 
 
      
 
    “Far from it, I wish she’d go more often.” He was still holding his wife’s hand and he squeezed it and kissed it. “I love fucking her after she’s been with a client.” 
 
      
 
    Cole leaned back in his chair and blew out a long breath. “I’m not sure I get that. In fact, I’m sure I DON’T get that.” 
 
      
 
    “Look, I’m not the jealous type. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t want to ever lose Heather, and I know that it’s a possibility someone comes along that sweeps her away from me. But that’s a risk in any relationship.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah but this is really playing with fire, isn’t it?” Cole asked. “Aren’t you just tempting the hell out of Fate?” 
 
      
 
    Heather and I were just sitting there, listening to them bat the idea back and forth. I’d never heard any of this from Heather even though she’d tried to explain her marriage to me a dozen times and I thought I understood it. Sort of. I was so wrong. 
 
      
 
    Justin said, “A little, but I guess I like living on the edge. There’s something about sending her off to fuck other men that makes me feel a little sick and a little excited. But when she comes home, it’s fucking amazing.” 
 
      
 
    “And what do you feel, Heather?” Cole asked. “Do you feel disrespected, or underappreciated, or cheapened when you leave here to go to the hotel?” 
 
      
 
    “There’s nothing cheap about it,” Heather said with a smile but also with an edge in her voice. 
 
      
 
    “Look, I’m not trying to insult anybody, I’m just trying to wrap my head around it.” 
 
      
 
    Justin said, “There’s a conflict for me, no doubt. Part of me doesn’t want another man touching my wife. But part of me does. Part of me wants to revel in the fact that other men will pay a lot of money to fuck my wife. Part of me hates the fact that she enjoys fucking other men. A bigger part of me loves it. Living with a whore, being married to a slut is just an immense turn-on.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, honey,” Heather said with a thin smile.  
 
      
 
    Justin turned back to his wife. “You know I love you. You know this can all go away whenever you want it to. Just say the word.” 
 
      
 
    Heather said, “I know. It’s just, I don’t know, really different when you describe it to other people. Different than when it’s just us.” 
 
      
 
    Justin said, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make anyone uncomfortable.” 
 
      
 
    Cole turned to me. “What do you think about all this, Lauren?” 
 
      
 
    Hearing my name dragged me back to reality. I’d been coasting on the wave of feelings that were flowing back and forth without really letting myself get involved, but here I was. I was involved. “I’m not sure what I think.” 
 
      
 
    Cole asked, “How many men have you been with?”  
 
      
 
    “Woah there fella,” Heather said to Cole. “That’s a little over the top.” 
 
      
 
    Cole said, “Obviously you don’t have to answer me, I’m just curious.” 
 
      
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Cole stopped short. He looked at Heather, and then Justin, and then he looked at me again. “I guess because something that Justin said stuck in my mind and I can’t stop thinking about it.” 
 
      
 
    Justin asked, “What did I say?” 
 
      
 
    Cole said to Justin, “You said it’s fucking amazing when you fuck your wife after she’s fucked someone else. I kind of get that. I’m not sure why but I do.” Cole turned to me and said, “And when I look at you, I’m blown away by how gorgeous you are, and I wonder what it would feel like to fuck you after you fucked a client. It seems to me, right here, right now, that might be even more fucking amazing than I can imagine.” 
 
      
 
    Cole and I were married a month later. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Our courtship flew by. Cole came home with me after Justin and Heather’s dinner party and fucked me all night long. And I do mean long. His cock was everything I was hoping it would be - those people who tell you that the size of a man’s shoe is not indicative of his cock size are full of shit. His size 13 shoes actually led me to underestimate his length and girth, to say nothing of his prowess at using it. I was in heaven.  
 
      
 
    And things just got better from there. We discovered we liked the same music and movies and sports. We both loved to read, although he was more interested in technical books than I would have liked. Still, when we weren’t fucking on a Sunday afternoon, it was so natural and relaxing for us to lay around in his hotel room or at my dinky apartment, eating and reading and getting to know one another. I was afraid that Cole might be too good to be true. 
 
      
 
    The hotel became a sore point for a few days but we got through it. At first, Cole didn’t want to share me at all and for a while, I was okay with that. But I can’t afford my apartment, small though it may be, without supplementing my salary with at least a couple of shifts a week at the Penthouse. The first night I told him I needed to go fuck some guys for money, well, it didn’t go well. 
 
      
 
    “I can pay you if you need the money,” was the first thing he said and it was almost the last. 
 
      
 
    “If you pay me, that makes you a client and I don’t want to blur that line. Can’t you understand that?” 
 
      
 
    “Justin started out as Heather’s client. It seemed to work for them.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, he started out as a client of hers, not the other way around. Jesus, don’t you get it?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t. What difference does it make?” 
 
      
 
    “A huge difference, and if you don’t understand it, you will either have to just trust me or get the fuck out and let’s forget about it.” 
 
      
 
    That hit him right where it hurts, which is exactly what I was counting on. He needed to get it, and I needed to see that he needed to get it. And I did. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, look. I understand that’s what you do, and you need to do it, and you, I guess, like to do it.” 
 
      
 
    “True on all counts.” I started getting ready to leave so I didn’t miss the after-dinner crowd.  
 
      
 
    “It’s just that I’m trying to remember all the reasons Justin gave me at dinner last week that he loves it when Heather goes off to fuck other men. I’m really trying to, but I’m having a hell of a time remembering why he likes this. I’m not liking this.” He pointed at my come-fuck-me shoes and my skin tight little black dress. I continued to apply my makeup. 
 
      
 
    “Can you help me out here?” He sounded so pathetic. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t have time to get into all that or I won’t be able to function at work tomorrow. Why don’t you give Justin a call and have him walk you through it if that’s what you need?” I put my lipstick in my clutch and grabbed my coat. Cole met me at the door. 
 
      
 
    “You look great,” he said. “I’m sure you’ll have them throwing money at you all night.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “It’s not a strip club, Cole. No cash exchanges hands, or anything else.” 
 
      
 
    “Is it okay if I wait here for you, or would you like me to walk over to the hotel with you?” 
 
      
 
    “Tell you what. I don’t really want to stay in your room tonight since I have to be at work early tomorrow, but I can meet you there for a quickie after I’m finished with my client.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened. A flicker of Justin’s speech must have resurfaced in his mind, or in his pants, which bulged noticeably.  
 
      
 
    He grabbed his coat and we headed for the hotel. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Once Cole got a taste for reclaiming me, we spent a lot more time together in his room. I had to move some of my clothes from my apartment so I didn’t have to make the walk of shame (yeah, I know, ironic as hell) in the morning to get ready for my real job. I was enjoying all the sex but the commute was killing me. I told Cole that something had to change. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’ve been looking around for apartments and I found one across the street from the hotel.” 
 
      
 
    “Expensive I’m guessing,” I said. I knew San Francisco real estate and the hotel was in a prime location, not far from Union Square.  
 
      
 
    “I can handle it.” We were lying in bed in his room. I was dreading the walk back to my apartment but I was out of clean clothes and the concierge service at the hotel was eating up my account. I didn’t feel I could ask Cole to pay for my dry cleaning, at least not yet.  
 
      
 
    “I’m going to Seattle for work next week and when I come back, why don’t you pack up your stuff and move in with me. I get the keys to the place a week from Saturday.” 
 
      
 
    I propped myself up on my elbow and frowned at him “We’ve known each other less than a month and you want me to move in with you? Do you think I’m a woman of such easy virtue?” I smiled, but I was serious too. 
 
      
 
    “Easy virtue? You? Don’t make me laugh.” We both laughed.  
 
      
 
    “Seriously,” I said. “Are we ready for that kind of commitment?” 
 
      
 
    Cole reached for something. “I think we are. I’m ready for something more.” He opened the nightstand drawer and produced a light blue box. A Tiffany’s box. I thought my heart would explode.  
 
      
 
    “I know it’s only been a few weeks, but I’ve never been surer of anything in my life. Lauren Duchene Jones, will you marry me?” 
 
      
 
    Of course, I said yes. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I never wanted a big wedding and my family was not very important to me since my father died, so Cole and I got married at City Hall with Heather and Justin as our witnesses. We moved into the new apartment and took a few days off as an informal honeymoon since Cole didn’t have any real time off accumulated at his new job. We spent the time fucking and settling into the new space, which was surprisingly large and sunlit. We loved it and life looked great. 
 
      
 
    Once the honeymoon was over, reality set in. Cole didn’t say much about his new job but it wasn’t going well. He’d been paid a signing bonus to move across the country but the chemistry wasn’t what he expected and he was seriously considering paying the bonus back so he could get out of his contract with his firm. I listened to his complaints with a sympathetic ear but with some concerns of my own.  
 
      
 
    My father died when I was a senior in high school. He committed suicide because he couldn’t live with the fact that his business and his personal finances were destroyed in the runup to the 2008 recession. My world imploded with the economy. I had grown up in very good circumstances, with no concerns about money and a certain degree of entitlement that I’m not proud of. To put bluntly, I was a spoiled bitch, used to the best private schools, overseas vacations, designer wardrobes, and ridiculous material possessions and expectations. All that ended with a thud and I did not handle it particularly well. I’d expected to go to Stanford and wound up at a junior college, which I flunked out of in my first year. I know - who the hell flunks out of junior college? This girl. 
 
      
 
    My mother and sister disappeared from my life. Mother went off to Europe with a family friend who promised to take care of her but didn’t. My sister, who is older than me, had moved to the east coast when I was in grade school and had her own family and problems, including domestic abuse and a serious addiction to pain pills. I couldn’t count on either of them for anything. 
 
      
 
    After several years of partying around the world, I finally learned a bit about internet marketing and got hired by Heather, which helped my self-esteem enormously. She taught me how to be a serious adult and mentored me, and I turned out to be pretty damn good at my job. When she got promoted to run the entire operation, she elevated me to run her old department. All this while she was moonlighting at the Penthouse Hotel. Soon I was too. 
 
      
 
    So I listened to Cole complain about his new position with more than a bit of skepticism. I wanted to be supportive but my concern was hard to hide. I talked to Heather about it over lunch a few weeks after my ‘honeymoon’ break. 
 
      
 
    “I know I should be more sympathetic,” I said, “but I just want to grab him by the shoulders and shake him. I just got my shit together and as you well know, it was not easy. I can’t stand the idea that he’s going to blow up his life, again, just because he doesn’t like the vibe in the office.” 
 
      
 
    Heather was supportive and we talked about what I should do to stand by my man, but I was really starting to panic. I asked her if she knew anyone in Cole’s industry. I was willing to break the implied wall between our day jobs and our nighttime activities.  
 
      
 
    “Actually, I do know someone. Do you want me to set up a meeting?” 
 
      
 
    “I think so. Let me run it past Cole and I’ll let you know.” 
 
      
 
    Heather looked at me like she wanted to say something but wasn’t sure if she should. “What?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve known this guy for over a year. He’s been a very good client and I’m not sure I want to lose him.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would you lose him if he meets with Cole about business?” 
 
      
 
    Heather just stared at me for a few more seconds. “I think the meeting would go better if you were there with Cole.” 
 
      
 
    “Why? What do I have to do with it?” 
 
      
 
    “Because I know Shawn, my client, and he might be somewhat interested in Cole. I really don’t know enough about his business to judge. But I know for a fact that he’ll be interested in you. Maybe enough to swing the deal.” 
 
      
 
    It was my turn to stare with my mouth hanging open. “Why would he be interested in me?”  
 
      
 
    “Do you want the long answer or the short one?” 
 
      
 
    “Give me the short answer first.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, Shawn has a thing for beautiful white wives.” 
 
      
 
    “White wives?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
      
 
    “So…” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. Shawn is black.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Heather set up the meeting. Cole wasn’t too happy about either of the salient facts, that Shawn was black or that I was attending the meeting. But he was sufficiently unhappy with his current situation to swallow his pride and take the meeting. We waited at a downtown white-tablecloth restaurant for him to arrive.  
 
      
 
    At Heather’s suggestion, I went all out to make a great first impression on Shawn. I had my hair pulled back in my favorite Grace Kelly hairdo. I was wearing a dress I bought, with Heather’s help, just for the occasion. It was a skin-tight, shiny black sheath dress, strapless and really short, that really emphasized my slim figure.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t black men like women with big booties and lots of curves?” I asked Heather as I tried on the dress at her suggestion.  
 
      
 
    “Not all of them. I know Shawn is partial to women who look just like you. Sleek, blonde, blue-eyed beauties that are so elegant and unapproachable that just showing up with you on his arm makes all the white men boil with an ancient rage that they don’t understand.” 
 
      
 
    I checked myself out in the three-way mirror as she spoke. I had to admire the way I looked. But I also had to ask, “So this is all about race?”  
 
      
 
    Heather smiled. “Shawn once told me something I never forgot. He said, ‘for white people, it’s never about race - for black people it always is.’” 
 
      
 
    “So he wants me because I’m white, or he just wants white women?” 
 
      
 
    “He just wants white women, but once he gets a look at you, it’s going to be all about you.” 
 
      
 
    “And what did you say about Cole showing up with me? This isn’t just about sex?” 
 
      
 
    “I think it’s going to be about a lot more than just sex, but I don’t know that for sure. Shawn likes to fuck me, but he never took me anywhere, which I’m fine with. He’s a hell of a good fuck.” The saleswoman gave Heather a sidelong glance that I noticed but Heather didn’t. Not that she would have cared. “Shawn just complains about not being able to find anyone here in San Francisco that was, as he put it, suitable and up to his standards.” 
 
      
 
    “He sounds pretty rude if you ask me.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh he can be charming and he can be rude as hell. I don’t think I’ve ever met a man who was more sure of himself, but with complete justification for his immense self-esteem.”  
 
      
 
    “What the hell does that mean?”  
 
      
 
    “Just go to the dinner. You’ll see.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When Shawn arrived at our table I knew immediately what Heather meant. He was tall and angular, impeccably dressed, with an easy manner that seemed to give cover to his overwhelming charisma. Before he even introduced himself, I was totally impressed. 
 
      
 
    “Cole?” he asked as he reached for my husband’s hand. “Shawn Morrow. And this must be Lauren,” he said as he turned his attention to me. “So good to make your acquaintance. I have to say that Heather was very complimentary when she described you but she did you a grievous injustice.” He turned back to Cole. “My compliments.” 
 
      
 
    Cole had stood to greet his prospective employer when Shawn arrived at the table, while I stayed seated as I had been taught was proper etiquette at finishing school. But Shawn’s compliment and Cole’s reaction to it seemed to alter the power structure between them. It was subtle but unmistakable. I felt bad for Cole but I have to say, I was impressed by Shawn.  
 
      
 
    “I took the liberty of pre-ordering the tasting menu for us all when I made the reservation,” Shawn said as he sat down. He handed the menus to the waiter without waiting for us to answer. “I know the chef personally and we couldn’t be in better hands.” 
 
      
 
    Cole said, “That sounds great, thank you.” I nodded my approval but didn’t say anything. I had yet to say a word and felt more than a little intimidated.  
 
      
 
    “Heather tells me you’re looking for a new position.” Shawn focused solely on Cole. “Tell me a little about yourself.” 
 
      
 
    Cole went into his background and resume as I sat in silence. The waiter arrived with the first tasting and the conversation between my husband and my potential future lover continued as if I wasn’t even in the room. I wondered if Heather had been wrong to say I should attend. 
 
      
 
    The interview went extremely well from what I could tell. Shawn and Cole seemed to really connect, although they were already falling into a very strong pattern of superior and subordinate. I imagined that this was pretty standard for Shawn, less so for Cole. 
 
      
 
    As the fourth of five courses was served, Shawn turned to me. “I apologize for ignoring you all this time, but I wanted to make sure I was ready to proceed before we continued. Tell me a little about yourself, Lauren.” 
 
      
 
    I gave Shawn the short version of my story and left out more than a few details, specifically my connection to the Penthouse Hotel. Which he called me on. 
 
      
 
    “I understand your hesitation in talking about every aspect of your life, but rest assured that Heather filled me in, just so we all understand each other.” Shawn turned back to Cole. “I’m very impressed with you and your wife, so I will expect you at my office tomorrow morning at 8 sharp to finalize the details of your employment with my organization.”  
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” Cole said. “I’m happy to hear that,” he added, somewhat unconvincingly. 
 
      
 
    “My only condition, and it is not negotiable, is this. I will take your wife home with me tonight. I will bring her with me to the office in the morning. Is that acceptable?” 
 
      
 
    Cole looked like he was going to be sick. I felt like I should say something but it was completely clear to me that I was not a part of this conversation. I was an item to be battered, between my husband and his new boss. I was helpless.  
 
      
 
    After a long pause, Cole said, “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” Shawn said as he stood up. “The desserts here are exquisite but I’m not one for that sort of thing, so we’ll be leaving now. But you stay or Pierre will be devastated. The bill has been taken care of.” He offered me his hand. “Lauren?” I stood up and Shawn walked me away from the table, and my husband.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t look back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Shawn called for his car as we made our way to the front of the restaurant. I stood next to Shawn as he complimented the maitre d’ on the meal and we waited for the car. It arrived in just a few seconds but I couldn’t help but feel like I was on display, especially since Shawn had arrived at the restaurant alone.  
 
      
 
    He held the door for me and waived off his driver who had been coming around the back of the limo to open the car door for me. Shawn held it open for me and then circled the vehicle to enter from the other side. I felt like I was being manipulated, but that was ridiculous - I had already agreed to go home with him and fuck him. So why did I feel so vulnerable? 
 
      
 
    “I’m staying at the St. Francis,” Shawn said to me when he climbed in. The limo’s interior privacy window was up so the driver already knew where to go.  “So tell me about yourself, something you didn’t feel comfortable sharing in front of your husband. What do I need to know about Lauren Jones Martin?”  
 
      
 
    “You seem to know a lot about me already. I don’t remember telling you my maiden name.”  
 
      
 
    “I do my homework but that’s just a label. Tell me about you. What are you hoping to get out of this relationship?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at him for a few seconds to collect my thoughts. He was certainly direct. “I’m really not sure I expect anything, other than consideration for my husband’s career.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that goes without saying. Why else would you leave him sitting on his thumbs as you ride off into the sunset to sleep with his prospective boss?” 
 
      
 
    “Are you still his prospective boss?”  
 
      
 
    He smiled. “No, not really. I can’t imagine you’re such a lousy lay that I would renege on the offer tomorrow. In fact, if you’re half as good as I expect, I’ll probably up my offer by twenty percent.” 
 
      
 
    I decided to stay silent for the remainder of the drive to Shawn’s hotel. I knew it was a short drive even at rush hour, so I looked out the windshield and kept my hands in my lap. Shawn seemed content to wait until we were in his room to continue our conversation, assuming he would be interested in talking once we were behind closed doors. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll tell you a little more about myself since you’re not very talkative.” He shifted in his seat so he was facing me. I just turned my head to look back at him. I didn’t think we had enough time to get physical in the limo, but I didn’t want to do anything to encourage him either. 
 
      
 
    “What I didn’t tell your husband at dinner is that I’m looking for a long-term relationship. Heather mentioned that you two are newlyweds, so I expect that might be an issue for you. I am not interested in breaking up your marriage. On the contrary, I will insist that you stay married to Cole. If you ever divorce him, his position in my company will be terminated immediately.” 
 
      
 
    I was bewildered. I could hardly grasp what Shawn was telling me so I latched on to the one piece of information that seemed to not directly affect me.  
 
      
 
    I asked, “When Heather told you we were newly married, did that influence your decision to see us?” 
 
      
 
    “It was crucial.” 
 
      
 
    “Why is that? Why was that important?” 
 
      
 
    We arrived at the St. Francis. “You’re the wife of a white man. I’m not interested in anyone who is not. Watch your step getting out of the limo.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Shawn offered me his arm as we walked through the lobby of the St. Francis, past the looming black marble columns and the great grandfather clock I remembered from when my father brought me here as a kid on my birthday. Once again I had the distinct sense I was on display as he strolled at a leisurely pace toward the elevators, saying hello to the staff and making sure everyone took note of us.  
 
      
 
    When we entered the elevator, he turned to me and took me by the shoulders. I expected him to pull me toward him for a kiss but he just held me at arm’s length and asked, “Have you ever been with a black man before?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I haven’t.”  
 
      
 
    “Good. I enjoy introducing white women to the special pleasures of black-on-white sex. I’ve been doing it since I was a teenager and I never tire of it.” Then he pulled me in for a deep, long kiss. He caressed my back and ran his hands down to my ass and up again. He turned me sideways and felt my breasts through my dress. He reached down to the front of my dress and pulled up the hem, then he rubbed the back of his hand against my pussy.  
 
      
 
    All this happened in the space of a few seconds because the elevator stopped at the fifteenth floor. An older couple got on and stared at us as Shawn continued to kiss and manhandle me. I tried to push him away but his grip on me was like steel. My discomfort increased as the couple whispered disapproving comments to each other.  
 
      
 
    At last Shawn stopped kissing me and turned to the couple. “I’ve got her for the entire evening, so stop by later if you want to see what I’ve done to her. Room 2550.” Then he kissed me again. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I never,” the woman said as the elevator stopped again. They exited quickly, but not before the man turned and winked at me with a sly smile. 
 
      
 
    “You handled that well, but I don’t like it when you resist. I like pliable, compliant women, who know their place and what’s expected of them.” He slid my dress up over my hips and slapped my ass, hard. Then he reached into his pocket and pulled out a pocket knife. He reached under my dress again and cut the side of my thong clean through, then he spun me half around and cut the other side. He extracted my ruined underwear and held it up. “I catch you wearing anything like this again and I will beat you.” Then he tossed my mutilated thong over the rail on the back wall of the elevator. 
 
      
 
    When the elevator stopped on the twenty-fifth floor, he ushered me into his room. I expected him to be in an all-fired rush to strip me out of my dress and fuck me but he surprised me again. 
 
      
 
    “Drink?” 
 
      
 
    I gathered myself and said yes. I looked around and was impressed by the size of the room. I knew the St. Francis was not cheap. I sat down on a sofa near the window as Shawn popped the cork on a bottle of champagne that had been waiting for us in an ice bucket.  
 
      
 
    Shawn said, “So, you never really answered my question in the limo. Aside from the fact that you’ve never fucked a black man before, what else should I know about you?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m struggling to process everything you’ve told me, us, tonight. Can we stay on that for a while?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course.”  
 
      
 
    I drank down the entire glass of champagne and held it out for a refill. “What do you mean by a long-term relationship?” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “I used to have several women whom I saw regularly back home in Atlanta. I’m looking for something like that again but with only one woman this time.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you see them at the same time, concurrently?” 
 
      
 
    “I did both. I saw probably a dozen women over the years, but no more than three or four concurrently, as you put it. When one drifted away, or I tired of her, I found a replacement.” 
 
      
 
    “And now you only want to see me?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s my idea right now. We’ll see how we do, but I feel like that’s going to be more to my liking at this point in my life.” 
 
      
 
    I sipped the champagne. “Have you ever been married?” 
 
      
 
    “Once, when I was very young.”  
 
      
 
    “Was she white?” 
 
      
 
    “She was black.”  
 
      
 
    “But all your girlfriends since then have been white.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, and married. Except for one, but that was a very long time ago.”  
 
      
 
    “Why the attraction for white women?” 
 
      
 
    He put down his champagne glass and started undoing his tie. “I just find them more to my liking.” 
 
      
 
    “And why only married white women?” 
 
      
 
    He pulled his tie from his shirt collar and threw it over the chair. “Again, more to my liking. No attachments, although that didn’t always work out, again, a long time ago. I’ve been more careful for many years. Decades, in fact.” He unbuttoned his shirt. 
 
      
 
    “How long is long-term?” 
 
      
 
    He pulled off his shirt. For an older man, he was in really good shape. I have to admit I felt a little twinge in my belly when I saw his six pack. “I’m not sure. Maybe a couple of years, maybe a lot more.” He unbuckled his belt, pulled it out of the loops and tossed it on the chair as well. “I think I’ve answered enough questions to get an answer from you.” 
 
      
 
    I walked over to him and turned to offer him the back of my dress. He unzipped it. I peeled it off and stepped out of it and tossed it on the chair. I reached up and put my arms around his neck. “What exactly would you like to know?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, for starters, tell me how you felt back there in the elevator. Were you embarrassed?” 
 
      
 
    “I was mortified.” I kissed his neck. 
 
      
 
    “Because I wouldn’t stop, or because I’m black and they were white?” 
 
      
 
    “Both, but mostly because you’re black.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you embarrassed to be seen with a black man?” 
 
      
 
    I brushed his lips, so softly, with mine. “It’s more than embarrassing. It’s degrading. I feel like the lowest slut imaginable. What kind of white woman fucks a black man?” 
 
      
 
    He pulled me to him and kissed me hard. He fondled my ass and reached between my legs to finger my cunt. I was wet.  
 
      
 
    He leaned back and looked at me. “But it turns you on a little, doesn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but it disgusts me.” I unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his cock. It was massive and it wasn’t even fully erect. “You disgust me.” I massaged his cock and his balls. “Just touching you makes me sick to my stomach.” I sank to my knees and took him in my mouth. He leaned against the back of the chair so he could watch his black cock penetrate my mouth. I took him deeply but I gagged before I could get half of him down my throat. I took his hand and put it on the back of my head to force himself on me. He held my head and I choked for breath.  
 
      
 
    “Lauren, have you ever been fucked in the ass?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Shawn didn’t fuck me in the ass that night. He fucked me in my pussy, several times and actually fell asleep inside me. I didn’t get much sleep. He mostly fucked me from behind, leveraging his body over mine to penetrate my tight white cunt with his huge black cock for what seemed like hours, then he rolled on his side and wrapped me in his arms. He played with my nipples, his large black hand massaging both of my breasts simultaneously. His cock didn’t shrink much when he fell asleep. My vagina was stuffed with black cum and black cock virtually all night. Like I said, I didn’t get much sleep.  
 
      
 
    The next morning we dressed for the meeting with Cole. I had to wear the same dress and shoes, which I’m sure Shawn had in mind when he took me with him from the restaurant. I felt completely out of place walking into his office building in evening wear at eight in the morning, but I was pretty sure I would have to get used to feeling extremely uncomfortable with Shawn. He seemed to relish my discomfort. 
 
      
 
    I was surprised that Cole was not waiting in the lobby when we arrived at Shawn’s office. I expected him to be there early for this meeting. Then I wondered if maybe he wasn’t coming at all. 
 
      
 
     I was also surprised at the extent of Shawn’s operation. The office was bustling with people, all of them young, very attractive and white. The receptionist greeted Shawn with a respectful but comfortable manner and asked if I wanted coffee. I couldn’t help but feel mortified. My hair was a mess and my clothes must have made it completely obvious I had spent the night with him. What other explanation could there be? She didn’t make me feel uncomfortable, but she didn’t have to. I had that handled.  
 
      
 
    Cole arrived a few seconds after Gail, the receptionist, handed me my coffee. I had trouble looking him in the eye and he seemed to be embarrassed as well. I guess I would have been disappointed if he was not uncomfortable with the situation. Shawn made a big show of greeting him and ignoring me, then we all walked back to his corner office, past all of his employees.  
 
      
 
    Shawn sat at his desk with his back to the large window that offered a beautiful view of the city and the bay. Cole and I sat in the chairs facing his desk. We still hadn’t said a word to each other, when Shawn broke the silence. “Last night after dinner I told Lauren that as long as she was half as good a fuck as I expected her to be, I would increase my offer to you by twenty percent. Well, I’m going to increase it by fifty percent. Your wife, as I’m sure you know, is an incredible fuck.”  
 
      
 
    I stole a glance at Cole and was somewhat relieved to see that he looked like he might be ill - the comment about my night with Shawn outweighed his better offer.  
 
      
 
    Cole said, “I do have a few questions if that’s acceptable.” Shawn nodded. Cole continued. “What designs do you have on my wife? Will you steal her away from me at some point?” 
 
      
 
    Shawn smiled. “I doubt it, but that’s always going to be a concern for you, isn’t it, Cole? I told Lauren last night that I haven’t been married for decades and have never spent more than a few years with any one woman, so it’s unlikely. But this is new for me as well. I’ve always been with several women at once, so I can’t say for sure. We’ll just have to see how it plays out.” 
 
      
 
    Shawn picked up the phone and dialed a number. “Bring me the contract.”  
 
      
 
    I wanted to interrupt but was intimidated by the momentum of the situation. I felt like I had nothing to say about how I would be used by Shawn, which I was beginning to understand was exactly what he had in mind. I wasn’t sure if Cole still wanted to be married to me, but Shawn’s requirement that we not get divorced was ringing in my ears from last night. So I just sat there. 
 
      
 
    The contract arrived and Shawn made a show of crossing out the original amount he offered Cole and writing in the better offer. He initialed and signed the contract, as did Cole. I did nothing. I had been bought and paid for. 
 
      
 
    “Gail will show you to your office in a few minutes. I just want to ask you something before we get to work.” He came around the desk to stand in front of me. “Do you like to watch?” 
 
      
 
    Before Cole had a chance to answer, Shawn offered his hand and I rose from the chair. He pulled me close to him and kissed me deeply, as he had in the elevator the night before. I tried to back away from him but he held me tight and then reached under my dress to finger my cunt. I squirmed to get away from him but he overpowered me. His tongue was down my throat and his finger was deep in me for what seemed like forever. Then he let me go. 
 
      
 
    “I guess you do.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next few months were surreal. Cole never talked to me about his work. I went back to my job with Heather and continued to go to the Penthouse Hotel a couple of nights a week. I rarely stayed the night at the Hotel - usually, I was there for one or two clients and then I went home. Cole and I spent most nights together and our sex lives seemed to get back to normal if anything about our lives could be called normal.  
 
      
 
    Saturday night was reserved for Shawn. He usually took us both to dinner, always at one of San Francisco’s finest restaurants, then he took me back to his room at the St. Francis to fuck me. When I came home to our apartment the next morning, Cole was always out. He still enjoyed reclaiming me after I’d seen a client at the Penthouse Hotel, but he never reclaimed me after Shawn fucked me. 
 
      
 
    As spring gave way to summer in California, Shawn told me that he would be traveling to Europe and Asia to scout new locations for the Penthouse Hotel organization. It turned out that his brother Rodney started the chain and owned the business, but he leased each location from Shawn. Cole’s role in Shawn’s company remained a mystery to me as Cole and I never discussed it.  
 
      
 
    “I leave for Paris on Monday and you will be coming with me. Tell Heather that you’ll be away for at least a week, maybe ten days.” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to ask if Cole would be coming as well, but something about the way neither of them talked about the other to me kept me silent. At our Saturday dinners, they talked business throughout the entire meal as if I wasn’t even at the table, then Shawn left with me the way he did that first time. We talked very little in the limo and at his hotel room. He asked about my week at the Penthouse while we undressed and that was about it. We fucked, he slept with his cock in my cunt and I went back home in the morning, to an empty apartment. Like I said, surreal. 
 
      
 
    When Cole returned to the apartment Sunday afternoon I asked him if he would be going with Shawn and me to Paris.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I will.” He seemed determined to say as little as possible to me about Shawn. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know what the sleeping arrangements will be?” I was used to sleeping with my husband.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t.”  
 
      
 
    “Can you find out before we leave?” 
 
      
 
    “What for?” Now he was pissed. “It’s not like I can do anything about it.”  
 
      
 
    “Are we ever going to talk about this arrangement? Or are we just going to go on pretending that I’m not sleeping with your boss every week?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m good with not talking about it.” I think if we owned a dog he might have kicked it. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m not sure that works for me. Do I have a say?” 
 
      
 
    “I’d really rather not.” 
 
      
 
    “If you keep pushing me away…” 
 
      
 
    “What? What will happen? We can’t change anything.” 
 
      
 
    I took his hand and dragged him to the bed. “Look, I know this is weird as hell, but I need to talk about it. Next week is going to be super-weird and I’m not sure I can do it if we aren’t communicating at all.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m under strict instructions not to discuss next week with you.” He got up from the bed and left the room. 
 
      
 
    “Why?” I asked following him. “Shawn told you not to talk to your wife?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. If you want to ask him, be my guest, but I can’t talk to you about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay then, I’m going to see Shawn.”  
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Can’t get enough of me, Lauren?” Shawn asked with a lascivious smile. “What’s it been, a couple of hours and now you’re back?” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to tell him to just cut the crap and fill me and Cole in on what we could expect next week. I wanted to yell at him that he was expecting too much from us, with all the mystery and secrecy. I wanted to slap that smirk off his face, but I couldn’t. Shawn didn’t just intimidate me, although he surely did. It wasn’t just that I was more than a little afraid of him, although he’d given me no overt reason to fear him. And it wasn’t just that I felt small and helpless in his presence, given that he towered over me. It was mostly that when I saw him in the sunlight, standing behind his desk in a sports shirt and shorts, so casual and yet as forceful and charismatic a man I’d ever known, he just melted me. The clench in my belly and the twinge in my pussy, the tingling of my nipples as they poked against my tank top, and the flush I felt in his overwhelming presence, stole my voice and pressed down on me like a physical force.  
 
      
 
    But I needed answers, so I rallied my nerve and said, “Cole and I are curious about next week.” 
 
      
 
    Shawn smiled just a bit. “How so?” 
 
      
 
    “About everything. Why are we going? Why am I going with the two of you on a business trip?” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you might enjoy Paris. Have you ever been?”  
 
      
 
    “Not since I was a teenager. I went with my father once, before he passed.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I think you’ll find it much the same as it was then.” He came around the desk and stood close to me. I kept my head down and moved away from the door to his office. He closed it. 
 
      
 
    “Is that the only reason I’m going with you?” 
 
      
 
    He reached for my breast and rubbed my nipple through my shirt. I felt a surge through my entire body but mostly in my cunt. He pinched my nipple and I jumped a little. Then he reached down and hooked the hem of my skirt with one finger. He lifted it up high enough to expose my vagina. 
 
      
 
    “No, it’s not. For one thing, I’m looking forward to sleeping with you every night. I think this once a week thing has to change. I decided that getting out of town for a trial run made sense.” 
 
      
 
    “A trial run for what?” 
 
      
 
    He rubbed the back of his hand on my pussy lips. I forced myself to not react, but I’m sure he could feel how wet I was. He pinched my other nipple with his other hand and pulled me toward him. I had to move my feet and he pushed my thighs apart so he could finger my cunt.  
 
      
 
    “A trial run for what?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been thinking about using you to help land clients for the firm. I want to see if you can be an effective sales tool for us.” He continued to finger me and pinch my nipple. He twisted it and I let out a soft moan, against my will. “You like the idea of whoring for me, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t answer. I didn’t have to. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We flew to Paris on a private jet. Six members of Shawn’s company made the trip, including Cole and me. Also on the flight were the firm’s comptroller, a stunning brunette with a lavish figure and an easy manner, the head of the legal department, a vivacious redhead who reminded me of Katy Perry, and a gentleman who was introduced as our security detail for the trip. I looked at the entire group as we settled into our seats for the long flight and decided I was the least-attractive person on the plane. 
 
      
 
    To add to my discomfort, Shawn introduced me to everyone as Cole’s wife. Introductions were made in the airport so I was interested to see how the seating arrangements would be handled. Shawn ushered us all toward the plane in his typical dominant yet subtle way, ensuring that I was the first passenger aboard so I had my choice of seats. There were two single seats in front facing each other on either side of the aisle, with a table grouping of four seats facing each other in the back and a three-seat bench across the aisle from the table. I sat in the middle of the bench so someone could sit on either side of me.  
 
      
 
    The other filed onto the plane, talking and laughing, with the exception of Cole, who was quiet and serious. When he saw where I was sitting, I saw his look of relief and I knew I’d made a good decision. He made his way back to me and sat next to me on the bench. It wasn’t very comfortable but I didn’t care. I wanted to sit next to my husband. 
 
      
 
    Shawn was the last one to enter the plane. “Lauren, sit with me up here.” My heart sank. I made my way to the front of the plane and sat across from Shawn. “I want to let you know what to expect when we arrive in France.” I couldn’t believe my ears. He was going to discuss my role in front of everyone on the plane. I was truly mortified. 
 
      
 
    “You will want to take notes,” Shawn said as we taxied out to the runway. “I’ve arranged for you to spend time alone with these individuals on these dates.” He handed me a sheet of paper. There were a dozen names, two of them female. “Do you speak French?” I nodded. “Good. I don’t expect you to talk about business or the company. In fact, if anyone brings up the project or anything related to it, tell them to see me or Cole. Make sure they understand that you are strictly there for their pleasure and entertainment.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over Shawn’s shoulder at Cole sitting across the aisle on the bench and I knew at once that he could hear everything Shawn was saying - everyone could. There would be no hiding or denying, to myself or my husband or anyone else at the company - I was Shawn’s whore. My function was purely sexual.  
 
      
 
    Although I’d been whoring at the Penthouse Hotel for well over a year, the circumstances of that environment were completely different. No one knew, other than those who worked there in the same role, what I did or who I was. There were no casual spectators as on the plane. Everyone was discreet and professional, but the fact that I was the only whore on the flight made me unbearably uncomfortable. Compounding it all was the fact that they worked with Cole, had just met me, his wife, and five minutes later learned that their co-worker’s spouse was the company whore. I wanted to kick out the emergency exit at cruising altitude and leap from the jet without a parachute. 
 
      
 
    The flight was uneventful after the first harrowing minutes. I actually got to know everyone a bit and they made me feel accepted and part of the team. I guess they were all well aware that the firm’s primary business was building whore hotels around the world, so I guess my role was less shocking than I feared. I still felt humiliated but it could have been worse.  
 
      
 
    I don’t think it could have been worse for Cole. I didn’t know anything about his relationship with any of his co-workers but whatever it was, now it was different. It had to be. If nothing else, they had to realize just how he got the job. Though what exactly his job was, I had no idea. 
 
      
 
    We’d taken off in the evening from California, so we arrived in Paris the next morning. Sleeping on the plane was not easy but I did manage to doze for a good portion of the flight. That said, we arrived in France looking a little tired and worn. 
 
      
 
    We all took cabs to the hotel and checked in. As I had feared, I was staying in Shawn’s room, but given what everyone learned on the plane, I only felt bad for Cole. I didn’t tell him after I visited Shawn’s office what the plan was, so he found out at the front desk. I didn’t look at him when he got the news. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s get settled and take a quick nap to get over the jet lag and meet back here at three local time,” Shawn said to the group. He took my arm and escorted me to the elevator. Cole lingered at the front desk. 
 
      
 
    Shawn called back to the front desk at the elevators. “Cole, why don’t you join Lauren and me?”   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Shawn didn’t want to just talk when we all got to the room. To say that fucking my husband and his boss was a unique experience is to understate. It was my first time with more than one man. All the years that I was just a slut, and the year I’d spent whoring at the Penthouse and I never fucked more than one guy at a time. I felt like a neophyte.  
 
      
 
    Shawn, of course, orchestrated everything. He took complete control and Cole followed his lead. I was, of course, completely submissive and compliant. I was spit-roasted several times, fucked until I was sore, and worn out from multiple orgasms. I was also drenched in cum.  
 
      
 
    Afterward, the three of us were lying on the king-sized bed. We slept a few hours before the front desk called to give us time to get ready to meet the group. I wondered what my role was at the meeting, or even if I was to be included. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely, you’re coming with us,” Shawn said. “I want all those French bastards to know what the stakes are.” Cole had been getting dressed to make his way to his room when Shawn said to him, “Care to wager on your wife’s success rate this week?” 
 
      
 
    “Meaning what?” he asked as he tied his shoes a little too aggressively. 
 
      
 
    “I gave her a list of ten men and two women that I want her to sleep with. It’s a tall order with only a week, but I think she’s up to it. I’ll pick the over-under number at nine.” 
 
      
 
    Cole looked at me with a fierceness I hadn’t seen before. “I’ll take the over.” He left the room. 
 
      
 
    “He’s a little out of sorts,” Shawn said. “Easy to understand why. I think he’s holding up very well for his first time, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “I guess.” I really couldn’t tell. 
 
      
 
    Shawn looked at his watch. “We have thirty minutes, so one more fuck for the road.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Our group met in the lobby and then climbed into a small bus for the trip to our host’s offices. From there we went to an elegant restaurant and dined in a private room that accommodated all 18 of us. At Shawn’s insistence, I was wearing the same black dress I wore the night Cole and I met him for dinner, with my hair pulled back and my tallest come-fuck-me heels on. The only difference from our first encounter was that tonight, in an elegant Parisian restaurant, at a lavish business dinner, in an impossibly short dress, I was wearing no underwear. 
 
      
 
    The dinner was unbelievable - French haute cuisine at its absolute finest. The company was great, Every one of our hosts spoke impeccable English and all were charming, especially for the French. I didn’t understand any of the business that was discussed but there was mercifully little of that anyway. Best of all, nobody treated me like a whore. Nobody but Shawn, that is. 
 
      
 
    “Everyone, thank you for your attention. I want to make sure you all have met our Lauren here. Stand up, Lauren. I also want to make sure you all make sure to spend some time with her during our week in Paris. I’ve reserved a room at our hotel for the express purpose of allowing you to fully enjoy her as often as you like, she’s only here for one reason, so don’t be shy. I would ask that you don’t wear her out but I know from personal experience that you can’t. Feel free to give her your all. Lauren will spend the entire week in room 323 and she is perfectly capable of accommodating groups as well as singles. And ladies, I’m not sure if Lauren has ever had any lesbian encounters before.” Shawn looked at me and I shook my head. “So that will be a new experience for her but I’m sure she will not disappoint. I will, however, be very disappointed if anyone does not avail themselves of her considerable charms, so please, do enjoy yourselves.” 
 
      
 
    I thought I would die.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My week in Paris was possibly the most boring week of my life. During the day I didn’t leave the room, not once. I lay in bed the whole time. I fucked everyone who attended that dinner, every day, some twice or more. I’m surprised any of them got any work done. 
 
      
 
    That first night, after we got back to the hotel, Shawn asked Cole to stop by our room. Since Cole’s room was right next to ours, he did so right away.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve never understood the concept of reclaiming a woman after she’s fucked another man, but I understand you’re a big fan, so please, explain it to me.” 
 
      
 
    Cole gave me a look. Then to Shawn, he asked, “What exactly do you want to know?” 
 
      
 
    “What’s the attraction? Why on earth would you want to fuck a cunt that was full of another man’s cum?” 
 
      
 
    Cole looked like he might be ill. “I don’t really understand it myself, but there are two distinctly different aspects to it. The first is the satisfaction that comes with topping another man’s orgasm. There’s a kind of pleasure in knowing that you know he was there but he doesn’t know you’re following him and to some extent wiping out what he did.” 
 
      
 
    “But you’re not wiping it out,” Shawn said. “If anything, you’re mixing in with it but if she got pregnant, it could just as easily be his as yours.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that’s true, but the logic of it isn’t what’s important. It’s totally an emotional thing. I don’t know why, but last in, wins.” 
 
      
 
    Shawn looked at me with a strange look in his eyes. Then he turned back to Cole. “Okay, what’s the other aspect?” 
 
      
 
    Cole looked at me and then back at Shawn. “Physically, it feels great. Cum is the best lube ever.” 
 
      
 
    “So it’s just the sensation.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. When you’re entering and she’s so wet with another man’s cum, there’s a luxuriousness about it that I’ve never felt under any other circumstances. The silkiness of her cum-filled vagina,” Cole looked at me, “is amazing.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Shawn said as he stood up. “Thank you.” Before Cole could leave, Shawn turned to me and said, “I want to experience this, so you will stay in bed and wait for me to return. No clean-up, no standing up and having it all drain out of you. I want the full effect.” 
 
      
 
    “So I’m spending my week in Paris in this room?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” Shawn walked Cole to the door. “Feel free to come by during the day if you want to fuck your wife, but I’ll be sleeping with her this week.” Cole nodded and left without a word or even a look at me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m serious about this, I don’t want you to budge after you fuck one of our hosts. I’ll arrange for a maid to attend to your needs after they visit, but I want to come home to a well-filled cunt every afternoon. You can clean up after I fuck you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The first day after Shawn offered me to everyone at dinner, I had only three visitors. They arrived separately throughout the afternoon so I was confined to the bed after lunch. The sex was rather ordinary. I explained to each of my visitors that I was under strict orders from Shawn - missionary was the only permissible position. So after each of them left, I just lay in bed and watched French TV. By the time Shawn arrived in late afternoon, I had three loads of cum in me and I was going nuts with boredom.  
 
      
 
    “So, how was your day?” he asked with a sly smile. “Are you full?” 
 
      
 
    “I had three visitors.”  
 
      
 
    “Then let me see.” He inspected my pussy from the end of the bed. “I’m still not sure about this but I want to find out if I’m missing anything.” 
 
      
 
    Shawn stripped off his clothes and climbed on top of me. He was never much interested in foreplay but his urgency now was undeniable. His cock was harder than usual when he slid it inside me. He slid it in slowly, savoring his initial thrust, then with increasing tempo.  
 
      
 
    “You feel great, I see what Cole meant.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re so big, so much bigger than the others.”  
 
      
 
    “No need to patronize me with that bullshit.”  
 
      
 
    “Just fuck me,” I said between moans, real moans. I was close. 
 
      
 
    “This works for you, too, doesn’t it?” I moaned louder. “You like being reclaimed.” 
 
      
 
    He lifted his body up over me to leverage his thrusts. The angle made him feel even bigger, harder. Then he lifted my legs and pinned them back near my head, making the angle unbearable. I tried to adjust but the pain wouldn’t stop. I tried to protest but he covered my mouth with his hand, my legs trapped against his arms. I started to panic just as he came. 
 
      
 
    “You were hurting me,” I said after he rolled off me. “You’re too big to fuck me like that.” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve never complained before.”  
 
      
 
    “You’ve never been that hard before.” 
 
      
 
    Shawn pulled me to him and cradled my head in the crook of his shoulder. He fingered my pussy. “I think you’re going to have to get used to it.” 
 
    . 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Each day in my room after the first was much like the day before only more so. Each day more of our French hosts came by to fuck me, earlier and more frequently. On the fourth day, one of the women came to my room. She was not my first visitor of the day so she was uninterested in licking my pussy, but she was very interested in having me lick hers. I slid down on the bed and she straddled my face as she hung on to the headboard. I had little time to wrap my head around my first lesbian encounter because as she entered the room she informed me that she only had a few minutes to spare.  
 
      
 
    “So am I your first female partner?” she asked as she shimmied out of her panties and hiked up her dress. I nodded. “But you like to have your pussy licked, no?” I nodded again. “Then I’m sure you will be most satisfactory.” Her cute French accent helped a bit but as she climbed over my head and jammed her cunt lips on my mouth, I thought I might retch. I have no problem whatsoever with lesbians and all that they stand for, I just never saw myself as one of them. I never considered for a minute that I might enjoy munching a carpet, and the pussy on my face had one hell of an old-school carpet tickling my nose. Plus, the French people’s casual relationship with personal hygiene was indisputable. Her cunt was ripe, and it was only 10 o’clock in the morning. 
 
      
 
    I licked and poked my tongue between her folds as best I could as she ground her pussy against my face and moaned as if she was enjoying herself. I could only assume I did an adequate job as she soon made orgasmic noises and climbed down from her perch on my lips. She thanked me, not very profusely, and left without a lot of fuss. I was left to contemplate my fate with a face full of pussy juice until the maid reappeared with a fresh towel. 
 
      
 
    On the fifth day, the men started showing up in pairs. I politely explained that Shawn’s instructions prohibited the classic spit-roasting position, with me on my hands and knees and a dick in each end. The solution was for me to swing around ninety degrees and hang my head off the edge of the bed so I could accept both cocks while staying flat on my back. The upside was that the sight of another man fucking my mouth invariably led to a quick ejaculation in my vagina, while the downside was my sore jaw by the end of the day. 
 
      
 
    My last day on my back was non-stop fucking and sucking. The end of our trip sparked an extra urgency among our hosts - you’d think there wasn’t another available vagina in all of Paris. I think I had over two dozen loads of cum in my cunt by the time Shawn arrived to reclaim me. I was never so happy to see him, although not for a reason he would have appreciated.  
 
      
 
    After he fucked me in his now-standard, ankles-behind-my-ears position, nearly splitting me in two and capping a very long day for my drenched but sore cunt, he rolled over and lay next to me on the bed. 
 
      
 
    “I have to admit, Cole was right about the whole ‘reclaiming’ mystique. It is impossible to explain, even to myself, but I like it. I don’t think I want to do it on a regular basis, and maybe not to the extremes we went to this week, but I get the attraction. I don’t understand it, but I get it.” 
 
      
 
    I lay next to him in silence, my pussy throbbing from the battering of a full week and an even fuller day of non-stop fucking. Finally, I screwed up my courage and asked, “Am I going to be paid for all the fucking I’ve endured for your company?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” Shawn said without hesitation. “I’m somewhat surprised it took you this long to ask. Happy, but surprised.” He rolled over and looked at me with a serious expression. “The maid has been keeping track and you will receive your standard fee, same as if you were fucking your brains out at our soon-to-be-launched Paris Penthouse Hotel.” He broke out into a broad grin as if I should be as thrilled as he was that he signed the deal he came for. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t give him the satisfaction of smiling back. “Why were you happy it took me so long to ask?” 
 
      
 
    “Because a true whore would have nailed down the compensation up front, never mind asking if there would be any compensation at all. The fact that you waited until today to even ask tells me that, although you enjoy whoring for me, you’re more about pleasing me that getting paid to fuck.” He kissed me. “Call me a romantic, but I like that.” 
 
      
 
    “Is this going to happen to me on a regular basis? Are you going to whore me out all the time to make sure you get the deal you want?”  
 
      
 
    Shawn propped himself up on an elbow. “Well, let me pose a question to you. If I was going to whore you out for my commercial advantages, would you do it?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at him but his eyes didn’t tell me what I wanted to know. Goddamn him. “I probably would.” 
 
      
 
    “Probably?” 
 
      
 
    I turned away from him. I didn’t want him to see me cry. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The flight home from Paris was uneventful - we slept most of the way. Shawn allowed me to sit with Cole in one of the double seats at the small table and the rest of the staff left us to ourselves. Cole hadn’t visited me once during the week, despite Shawn’s explicit invitation. I understood to a certain extent why it might be difficult for him to fuck me in Shawn’s room, but I was hurt as well. I wondered if our short marriage was going to survive our involvement with Shawn. 
 
      
 
    As our plane began its descent into San Francisco International, Shawn sat in the seat across the table from us. All the others were still sleeping.  
 
      
 
    “I wanted to let you both know that I am extremely pleased with the way this trip turned out. I understand that you never had a proper honeymoon, so I wanted to offer you the use of my place in the Bahamas.” He looked at me.  “I’ll square it with Heather about you taking more time off from your job. Let me know.” Shawn stood and made his way back to his seat in the front of the cabin. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” Cole asked me.  
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” I asked. I wanted to say yes immediately but I also wanted him to be genuinely enthused about the idea.  
 
      
 
    “I think I would like to have my wife all to myself for a change.” 
 
      
 
    Good answer. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We spent exactly six hours on the ground before getting back on a plane. I know it sounds nuts to fly halfway back to where we just came from, but the actual flight path from Paris to San Francisco goes over Greenland, so we weren’t really within shouting distance of the Caribbean anyway. We flew commercial, first class, courtesy of Shawn. I certainly could have afforded it given the substantial money I made on my back, literally, in France, but Shawn paid for our entire trip. He just gave us the keys to his house on the beach near Lyford Cay and said a limo would pick us up from the airport. I was thrilled. 
 
      
 
    We spent the week getting reacquainted. We slept late, had breakfast on the veranda that overlooked the ocean, swam in the infinity pool, had lunch in town, napped and fucked all afternoon and had dinner at one of the restaurants Shawn suggested. At first, I wondered if Cole would be willing to even take a dining recommendation from Shawn, but after just a slight hesitation he relented and we thoroughly enjoyed ourselves. We didn’t discuss our situation with Shawn at all, by mutual consent. Whatever waited for us back in the States would be there when we got home. No need to spoil paradise, if only for a week. 
 
      
 
    Of course, Shawn spoiled paradise for us. He flew in on Saturday afternoon and just showed up unannounced at our, or rather his, door. Cole was not amused   
 
      
 
    “I got a last-minute invitation to the Black and White Ball and decided I couldn’t pass it up.” He arrived in a tuxedo so I assumed he would just stop in briefly and go to his party. I was sorely mistaken.  
 
      
 
    My first clue should have been the garment bag he carried in with him from the flight. I assumed it was for the tux, but it was not. It was for me. It contained an evening gown. I thought Cole might do something stupid, but he restrained himself.  
 
      
 
    “So I’m going with you to this party?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes. You don’t mind if I steal your wife for the evening, do you, Cole?” My husband, almost to my despair, shook his head in gloomy silence. “The ball starts in an hour,” Shawn said as he handed me the bag. 
 
      
 
    “What is this?” I asked Shawn as the limo pulled away from his house. “You didn’t get a last-minute invitation, did you?” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a sly smile. “Guilty as charged. I’ve been thinking about this for the last month or two, ever since you two came into my life.” 
 
      
 
    “What has Cole got to do with this?” 
 
      
 
    “You’ll see. You look great by the way. I was worried the gown might not fit you but Heather helped me pick it out.” 
 
      
 
    I made a mental note to quit my job and kill Heather, not necessarily in that order. “This gown leaves little to the imagination. Am I going to stick out like a sore thumb at this thing?” 
 
      
 
    “Not at all,” Shawn said. “But if you really want to fit in completely, you’ll need to put this on.” He handed me a thick piece of leather. It took me a half-second to realize it was a dog collar. 
 
      
 
    “You must be joking.” I looked at the collar and then back at him and tried not to throw it at him.  
 
      
 
    “If you don’t, you’ll be the only woman there who’s not wearing one.” 
 
      
 
    “What kind of a ball is this?” 
 
      
 
    “Black and White.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The ball was at a country club that looked exclusive as hell. The building was large and stately, almost out of place for a small Caribbean island until I realized it was probably an old plantation.  
 
      
 
    “What is this place, Tara?”  
 
      
 
    “Close,” Shawn said. “It was built in the style of the old antebellum plantations but just ten years ago. It’s a black club.” 
 
      
 
    “A black club?” 
 
      
 
    “You have to be black to be a member.” 
 
      
 
    “So, reverse discrimination?”  
 
      
 
    “If you insist. I prefer to think of it as subtle retribution.”  
 
      
 
    “How subtle?” 
 
      
 
    Shawn smiled. “Not very subtle at all, now that you’ve called me out on it.” 
 
      
 
    “So you really want me to put this on?” I asked as we pulled up to the front door. The valet opened the door for us as I held out the collar. 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid I’m going to have to insist.” Shawn slid out of the car before I could react so I sighed and buckled the collar in place. I followed him out of the car and he met me with, you guessed it, a leash. 
 
      
 
    “Hold still,” he said as he clipped it on my collar. 
 
      
 
    I noticed another couple walking from the car that pulled up just ahead of us in the circular driveway. The woman wore a collar even thicker than mine and she was leashed as well. She was white, he was black. The Black and White Ball indeed. 
 
      
 
    What’s more, she wore a gown that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. The front plunged to her navel and the back was cut down to her butt cleavage. The sides featured slits up to her waist, but the fabric was loose. It didn’t cling to her at all, so as she walked the folds moved in such a way to expose everything. I could see her breasts in their entirety, not just a side glimpse but full-on nipple exposure. The motion of walking exposed her legs up to her hips and there was no doubt that her Brazilian wax was fresh. I also noticed several marks on her ass that looked like they’d been made by a whip. I almost stumbled.  
 
      
 
    I realized that my staring had caused Shawn to stop and wait for me to finish. Then he tugged on my leash and I was dragged back into my own reality. I caught up with him and took his arm.  
 
      
 
    “What is this place?” 
 
      
 
    “I told you, the Black and White Ball.” We walked thru the entrance into a large foyer that led to a ballroom. Inside were dozens of tables, each one set for eight, nearly all of them fully occupied by black men in tuxedos and white women in revealing gowns, dog collars, and leashes. My eyes must have been popping out of my head as I surveyed the surreal landscape. At several tables, a white woman sat fully naked except for the collar and inevitable leash. 
 
      
 
    “Why are…?” I couldn’t finish the question. I had way too many questions to try to formulate one.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t make a scene.” Shawn walked me across the room toward a table with two empty seats. It was the only table I could see that wasn’t full. As we approached the men, all in black tie and looking very dignified, stood up to greet us. Shawn introduced the men but ignored their companions, one of whom was naked but for the collar. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand,” I whispered to Shawn.  
 
      
 
    “Just watch and listen.” 
 
      
 
    “Gentlemen,” a voice boomed over the sound system. “We will serve dinner in just a few minutes, but I thought we’d get the evening started with a preliminary auction. What do you all say to that?” 
 
      
 
    All the men in the ballroom clapped. The women sat in silence. 
 
      
 
    “Okay then. Let’s get our first subject up here. Carl?” 
 
      
 
    The man at our table sitting next to the naked woman stood up and pulled her out of her chair by her leash. She stumbled a bit climbing up to the stage in her heels. Carl led her to center stage and onto a small elevated platform. She looked scared but maintained her poise, somehow. She was gorgeous. Honey blonde hair in cascading waves covered her shoulders. Her makeup was impeccable, and her pale, translucent skin flawless. Her breasts were magnificent and her figure overall was perfect. I was jealous and sympathetic simultaneously.  
 
      
 
    “What’s her name, Carl?” Carl whispered in the MC’s ear. “Tammy. A round of applause for Tammy everyone.” 
 
      
 
    The applause thundered through the hall, this time the women joined in with the men, although I did notice that the men were a little more enthusiastic. Finally, the hall quieted down. 
 
      
 
    “As you can see,” the MC said as he clicked a device he was holding in his hand and the platform began to rotate, “Tammy is unmarked. Carl, has she ever been whipped?” Carl shook his head. “Any other pain inflicted, wax, clamps, suspensions?” Carl shook his head again. “So, a pain virgin, very nice.”  
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I leaned over to Shawn and whispered, “What’s going on here?” 
 
      
 
    “Patience, please.” 
 
      
 
    The MC said, “Carl has indicated there will be no minimum but he asks that we start the bidding at $500,000.” The platform continued to spin like a display. It was a display. Tammy was on display. 
 
      
 
    “Five hundred thousand,” shouted a voice from the other side of the room. 
 
      
 
    “Six hundred,” said another voice from nearby. 
 
      
 
    “Seven hundred,” said the original voice. 
 
      
 
    “Seven fifty,” said a third voice.  
 
      
 
    “Eight hundred,” said the original bidder. 
 
      
 
    The room murmured but no additional bids were made. “We have $800,000, does anyone want to make another bid?” The room quieted.  
 
      
 
    “Sold.”  
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    Chapter 13 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tammy did not return to our table with Carl. Congratulations were offered by the other men at the table when he took his seat after the auction. None of the women spoke and I was intimidated enough to follow their lead. 
 
      
 
    “Carl, is Tammy your first sale?” Shawn asked. 
 
      
 
    “She’s my second. I sold my first last month.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you have any more to offer?” 
 
      
 
    “I have three others and I’m negotiating a private purchase, but I haven’t decided whether to sell any of them this year.” 
 
      
 
    “How long do you usually keep them?” 
 
      
 
    “That depends on their condition when I purchase them. Tammy was a bit of a project and it took me almost two years to make her saleable.” 
 
      
 
    “And you do that without inflicting any pain?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve found that to be the best way. I know I’m unusual in that regard, but it works for me.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you do everything yourself, or do you have a staff?” 
 
      
 
    “I have a staff of three who have been with me for a few years.” 
 
      
 
    Shawn thanked him and turned to the man on the other side of the woman seated next to him. I watched her as they made small talk. She was beautiful, dressed in a similar gown to the one I saw outside the clubhouse and looked completely at ease. I wondered if this was her first Black and White Ball, but I didn’t have the nerve to ask. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the night was much the same, a mix of the mundane and the surreal. Dinner was served and more auctions took place over dessert and coffee. Afterward, there was dancing. I tried to ask Shawn about everything while we danced but he only said we’d talk in the car on the drive back to the house. 
 
      
 
    Several of the men at the ball approached our table and asked Shawn if I was available. In each instance, he said, “Sure if you just want to dance with her.” So I spent a fair amount of the evening in the arms of several well-dressed, handsome, obviously wealthy black men. I say obviously wealthy because I saw a lot of Rolex watches, diamond ear studs, and expensive cufflinks but more than anything else, it was the way they carried themselves. They reminded me of Shawn. I understood one reason why he brought me to the ball, but I needed a lot more answers and the ride home would be way too short. 
 
      
 
    One of the men I danced with seemed more approachable than the others, but he wouldn’t answer any of my questions. He told me Shawn would tell me what he thought I should know, so I spent most of the evening biding my time for the ride home. At long last, it was time to leave. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you have several if not dozens of questions,” Shawn said as we settled in the limo, “but the ride will be short and I’m flying out tonight so spend your time wisely.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at him. He was so relaxed and I was so not, I wanted to just ignore him but I couldn’t. “What happened in there?” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “An auction.” 
 
      
 
    “Were those women sold into white slavery?” 
 
      
 
    “Slavery is illegal.” 
 
      
 
    “Then what did those men buy?” 
 
      
 
    “Contracts.” 
 
      
 
    “What kind of contracts?” 
 
      
 
    “Service contracts. Similar to sports franchises.” 
 
      
 
    “So those women are like employees?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, not really. They ‘re not paid, at least not directly, for their services.” 
 
      
 
    “So what are they, indentured servants? 
 
      
 
    “No, not really. They’re free to leave whenever they want to. I’m not that familiar with indentured servitude, but I believe they were not free to leave.” 
 
      
 
    “So Tammy didn’t have to go with her new…” I struggled for the word.  
 
      
 
    “No, she didn’t. She did because she is very well trained.” 
 
      
 
    “Trained to do what?” 
 
      
 
    “Trained to obey.” 
 
      
 
    “Like a pet?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “Hence the leashes.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    We were getting close to his house and I still had a million questions. “Why did you bring me to the ball?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re a very beautiful woman and I wanted to show you off.” Shawn tapped on the privacy glass between us and the driver. The glass went down. “I’ll be heading directly to the airport after we drop her off.” The glass went back up. 
 
      
 
    I had time for maybe three more questions. “Do you plan to sell me at some point?” 
 
      
 
    “No, you’re completely untrained and I’ve no inclination to train you or have you trained.” 
 
      
 
    “Then why bring me?” 
 
      
 
    “I always wanted to go and you can’t go stag. I needed you to attend.” 
 
      
 
    “You could have brought someone else. Why me?” 
 
      
 
    Shawn had been answering all my questions without looking at me. He stared straight ahead and kept his eyes on the road as if he were driving. Until now. He turned and looked at me. 
 
      
 
    “I wanted you to see this other world.”  
 
      
 
    “What world?” I asked in a low voice. 
 
      
 
    “That world, where women know their place and men keep them safe. All the women in that ballroom are wives of white men, just like you. All the men are very successful, wealthy and completely comfortable in that world. I wanted to see if that world suited you.” He turned and faced forward again. “I wanted to see if that world suited me.” 
 
      
 
    The limo turned into the driveway to Shawn’s house. I didn’t want to ask the last question, I didn’t want to know the answer. But I was helpless. 
 
      
 
    “Does it suit you?” 
 
      
 
    The limo stopped at the front door and the driver exited. He opened my door as Shawn turned to me.  
 
      
 
    “I believe it does.” 
 
      
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
 
    . 
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    In the months after Cole and I returned from our honeymoon, Shawn showed up at our apartment three or four nights a week. Shawn always stayed the night, so Cole had to sleep in the other bedroom. Cole still loves to reclaim me, so he usually fucked me after Shawn had left in the morning. Shawn, who is Cole’s boss, never complained about my husband’s late arrival at work. Big of him, don’t you think? 
 
      
 
    Given that I was still entertaining guests at the Penthouse Hotel, I was having a lot of sex. With my full-time marketing job on top of everything else, I was exhausted. I loved all the sex and the money was great but I couldn’t maintain the pace. Finally, I talked to both of them about it at our usual Sunday night out. 
 
      
 
    “Well,” Shawn said after I finished my pity-party, “I’ve been thinking about hiring you at my firm.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t need another job,” I said with more than a trace of annoyance. 
 
      
 
    Cole asked, “Why do we need a PR person?” Great, my new husband doesn’t know I work in Marketing, not PR.  
 
      
 
    “I’m considering a new venture.” Shawn motioned for the check - leave it to him to spring this at the very end of the meal. “I think we can form a division of our own to take advantage of all we’ve learned from my cousin, Rodney, and his hotel chain while adhering to our non-compete agreement.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to start recruiting some of your socialite friends,” Shawn said with a sly smile and raised palms. “Hear me out before you object.” I restrained myself. “I know you’ve been out of the high-society scene for a few years, but I think that might work to your advantage. Many of the women you knew in prep school are now married and, no doubt, bored. You offer them a way to revitalize their lives and their marriages and bring them on as employees of our new venture.”  
 
      
 
    “What kind of venture?” Cole asked. 
 
      
 
    The waiter arrived with the check and we waited as Shawn signed. He had an open account with all the best restaurants in San Francisco, which is no mean feat. I looked at Cole as we waited. He looked as concerned as I felt. 
 
      
 
    Shawn said to me, “I think the way your friend recruited you to the Penthouse Hotel is something you can do, but many times over. You get your rich, bored, gorgeous friends to turn a few tricks, have them develop a taste for the excitement and the money.” He wiped his mouth and lay his napkin on the table. “Once they decide whoring suits them, you bring them over to work for us.”  
 
      
 
    My mind was reeling with all the ways this plan was beyond ridiculous but I played along as I could see Shawn was getting ready to leave. “Work for us doing what?” 
 
      
 
    Shawn smiled as he stood and reached for my chair. I always went home with Shawn on Sunday night, ever since we met the night he hired Cole and took me as his lover.  
 
      
 
    “Why, whoring, of course. What else would they possibly do?” 
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    Chapter 2 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As usual, Shawn’s limo picked us up at the restaurant after dinner. Also, as usual, Cole stayed behind when Shawn and I left the table. We rode in silence back to Shawn’s apartment. I had too much to think about to talk and Shawn seemed to sense that so he kept quiet. At any rate, it was a short ride. 
 
      
 
    The little Shawn had told us about his new scheme made absolutely no sense to me. The women he was talking about, girls I knew back when my father was alive and sending me to the best private schools in the Bay area, I hadn’t seen in over a decade. My father’s suicide after the collapse of his business in the Great Recession ended all of those relationships, along with my life as a spoiled member of the upper echelons of San Francisco society. I couldn’t imagine any of those women deigning to accept a lunch invitation from me, never mind sit still for some insane ruse to talk them into my life as a high-end prostitute. As usual, Shawn read my mind. 
 
      
 
    “I know this sounds far-fetched, but I think you underestimate both their unhappiness and your sales ability when you’re selling something you believe in.” 
 
      
 
    I could only stare at him in response. Words deserted me. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t expect you will be able to convert all of them, but we only need a few to start. That will let us grow the business at a sustainable rate.”  
 
      
 
    The limo pulled up to Shawn’s apartment building and the driver hurried to open the door for us. The doorman let us in the building. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know these women. We were teenagers the last time I saw them. I wouldn’t know where to look for them.”  
 
      
 
    “Start with the Alumni Association at your prep schools.” We entered the elevator and rode up to his apartment. The penthouse, of course. Soon enough we were standing in his living room. The view of the city was even more spectacular than at his office. 
 
      
 
    “And say what? ‘Hey, Tiffany, long time no see. I’ve been turning tricks for fun the last few years, want to join me?” I turned my back to him so he would unzip my dress. 
 
      
 
    “If you think that might work, go for it.” I stepped out of my dress. As per his instructions, I wore nothing under my dress but a garter belt and stockings. I turned to face him and undid his belt and trousers. I pulled his cock out and fell to my knees. It was our standard routine after dinner with my husband every Sunday, but tonight I was happy to stop talking about the nonsense Shawn was spouting. As I took him into my mouth and he gripped my hair, I gagged on his immense black cock. He face-fucked me for several minutes before cumming on my face. Also at his insistence, I didn’t clean up as he finished undressing but went straight to bed wearing my garters, stockings, shoes and his seed.  
 
      
 
    “I know it might take a little ingenuity on your part, but I’m sure you’ll be up to the task.” 
 
    Clearly, he wasn’t going to let it go tonight. I thought just maybe getting that first orgasm out of the way might lead him to change the subject. I was wrong. 
 
      
 
    “As an added incentive, let me tell you what I have in mind at the office.” Which he did. After which he fucked me before falling asleep with his cock in my pussy. I lay awake for hours thinking about what he’d said. 
 
      
 
    My life was about to change. Again. 
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    Chapter 3 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, Shawn and I met Cole at the office. Unlike the first time we reunited at Shawn’s office after I slept with him to secure my husband’s new job with Shawn’s company, I wore a business suit instead of the strapless evening dress I wore at dinner. I thought Shawn’s desire to humiliate Cole and me at work had subsided. I was wrong. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t bother with giving your old firm notice,” Shawn said as we rode to his office. “I’ll send them a check to placate them. I want you to start today with this morning’s staff meeting.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not very fair to Heather,” I said. “I thought you liked her.” 
 
      
 
    “I do, but I like to fuck her, that’s all. Besides, I’ll ask her what she wants for you and then double it. She’ll be fine.” 
 
      
 
    “So you’re buying me?” I gave him a sidelong glance. 
 
      
 
    “I’m buying your services. Like I mentioned after the Black and White Ball, slavery is illegal. Service contracts are not.” 
 
      
 
    “So I can quit at any time?”  
 
      
 
    “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    We rode the rest of the way in silence. Traffic was heavy, even for a Monday morning. I thought about seeing Cole’s co-workers again for the first time since Paris, and it was not a pleasant thought. We all spent a week together, although my week was quite different from theirs. Shawn brought me along on the trip to entertain our hosts as he and his team negotiated the terms for a new Penthouse Hotel in Paris. While they worked on the contracts, I spent the week on my back, fucking and sucking every stinky Frenchman who took advantage of Shawn’s open invitation. Worse than anything, Cole was on the trip as well.  
 
      
 
    We finally arrived at Shawn’s office late for the staff meeting. That meant I had to walk in with Shawn in front of Cole and everyone who knew me from the trip, along with a dozen new faces. Maybe it was my imagination, but I swear I heard a few snickers as we arrived.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry we’re late, couldn’t be helped,” Shawn said as we approached the long table in the main conference room. Shawn sat at the head of the table. I sat in one of the chairs behind him along the windows. “I know we have a full house in here today and you all have a ton of work to do, but I need to let you know about a couple of sizable changes I’m making to the organization, starting immediately.” 
 
      
 
    Heads turned and whispers flew around the room. Shawn waited for everyone to absorb the news. I looked at Cole but he was studying his hands. 
 
      
 
    “As you know, we’re having a fantastic year. In part, as a reward for your tremendous work, all salaries are doubled retroactively to of the first of this month and bonus ranges are increased 50% for this year.” Gasps and smiles abounded. Even Cole managed a small grin. 
 
      
 
    “The other part is that we are changing the way we operate here, also starting immediately.” Shawn turned toward me. “First of all, I’m sure many of you remember Lauren from our Paris trip. Stand up, Lauren.” I rose and then sat back down. “No, don’t sit.” Shawn offered his hand to me. “Come here.” I walked the few steps toward him and took his hand. “Lauren is going to head our new department.” The smiles diminished. 
 
      
 
    “Now I’m sure many of you will feel that it is unfair that a newcomer will be elevated to a high position ahead of all of you. But before you judge me, and Lauren, I want you to understand the unique set of skills Lauren brings to the table.” Shawn stood up, still gripping my hand, and faced me. “Lauren, show them what you can do.” 
 
      
 
    I was dumbfounded. The only thing I could imagine Shawn meant was unthinkable. I looked at him, then at Cole. My husband would not look at me. I looked back at Shawn. He was smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Cole, it seems your wife is confused by my instruction. Do you want to tell her what she needs to do?” 
 
      
 
    Cole was silent. 
 
      
 
    “Lauren?” Shawn smiled his most lascivious smile at me. “You may begin.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at him for a few seconds and then began unbuckling his belt. The gasps from the rest of the table were much more audible than the first round. A few started to protest.  
 
      
 
    “Keep your seats,” Shawn said to them in a commanding voice. “You all know that you work for a company that builds and maintains whorehouses. This is what we do.” He turned back to me. “Proceed.” 
 
      
 
    I repeated my performance from the previous night. All of it. Then I went back to my seat by the window, his cum drying on my face. Shawn adjusted his trousers and sat down as well. 
 
      
 
    “From now on, advancement will be considered with these skills in mind. If you have a problem with the new protocol, there’s the door.” He pointed through the floor-to-ceiling windows at the main entrance in the lobby.  
 
      
 
    “Lauren will not be our only additional employee. She will be recruiting staff for our new venture and will be paying sizable bonuses to any and all employees that offer meaningful assistance in her endeavors. I expect everyone’s full and enthusiastic cooperation at all times.”  
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    “I’d heard you were back and making the rounds with some of the old gang.” Marla was one of my best friends at Stafford Country Day School when we were teenagers. We were just making the transition from tomboys to girly-girls who found that boys were attractive for more than their abilities to run fast and throw strikes. We lost track of each other when my circumstances changed, but she was quick to accept my invitation to lunch when I called. She was my fifth lunch in ten days. 
 
      
 
    “How is life with Jim?” I asked. Two days ago I’d heard she married a Google executive and was living in a townhouse near the office.  
 
      
 
    “He keeps making noises about moving us to Mountain View. He says he’ll never get the next promotion if he’s stuck at the San Francisco office, but I told him if he wants to work at headquarters, he can take the bus. I’m never moving out of the city.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought living a short walk from the office was part of the attraction,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Marla motioned at the waiter and ordered another glass of wine. “So did I, but all that means is that he can spend a full fifteen hours a day at the office when he’s not traveling.” The waiter came by with a fresh glass of an expensive Chardonnay, but when he reached to pick up her first glass she waved him off. “Not finished, hon.” There was a half a swallow left in the bottom of her first drink. It was not quite noon. 
 
      
 
    “What about you? Did you ever get married?” I filled her in on the rough details with Cole. She feigned displeasure. “And I wasn’t invited?”  
 
      
 
    “Nobody was. We got married at City Hall with my ex-boss and her husband as witnesses, and our only guests.” I sat back as the waiter arrived with our salads. “We’d only known each other a month.” 
 
      
 
    “You always were out there. I’m so glad you called. I’ve thought about you often.”  
 
      
 
    I nodded. “My too.” I played with my salad but didn’t take a bite. “What do you do to keep yourself busy?”  
 
      
 
    She frowned momentarily and then smiled at me, straining to cover her lapse. “Oh, you know, this charity and that fundraiser. All the stuff our mothers did that we said we’d never do.” 
 
      
 
    “No children in your future?”  
 
      
 
    “Not a chance. I work my ass off on this figure and there is no way in hell I’m going to ruin it for some fucking rugrat I’ll wind up raising myself.” I gave her a look. “Jim doesn’t want kids either, so if anything happened,” she raised air quotes, “I’d be on my own.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you ever think about going back to work?” In the previous lunches I’d had, this was the moment I’d know how to proceed with the rest of the conversation. 
 
      
 
    Another frown. “I hated working. I was happy to give it up as soon as I landed Jim.” She played with her salad for a few seconds. “I guess I didn’t think I’d be so bored with my life so soon.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry to hear that.”  
 
      
 
    “What about you?” Marla asked. “What are you doing?” 
 
      
 
    “I just changed companies. I’m working with Cole now.”  
 
      
 
    “Doing what?”  
 
      
 
    “Recruiting.”  
 
      
 
    She gave me a surprised look. “Is that what this lunch is all about?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it is.” I wasn’t sure Shawn’s suggestion that I be very direct would work but I figured I’d give it a try. 
 
      
 
    Marla smiled at me like I was a little daft and she wanted to let me down easy. “Lauren, I don’t need to work.”  
 
      
 
    “I know you don’t. I’m not suggesting you do it for the money.” 
 
      
 
    “Why else would someone work, at a job?” She said it like the word left a bad taste in her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Because it’s fun.” I smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Fun how? What is it your company does, exactly?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s hard to explain.”  
 
      
 
    “Try me.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a long look and then a sly smile. “Why don’t I show you instead?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As we walked toward the Penthouse Hotel, I noticed how much attention Marla drew in the street. Men’s eyes were drawn to her, starting with her face and her gorgeous mane of chestnut hair, then working their way down her perfectly toned body and back up again. She would be the perfect first recruit, which is why I took my time reaching out to her. I fumbled and stuttered my way through my first few lunches, improving each time until I felt confident enough to call Marla. We always clicked at school and I knew if I had a shot with anyone, it would be her. 
 
      
 
    “Why are we going to a hotel?” she asked as we entered the lobby. I guided her to the elevator.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll explain upstairs.” I wondered how well-known the hotel’s true business model was in town. Most of my clients were from the Midwest, Asia, and Europe, with a few East Coast and SoCal visitors sprinkled in. After all these months, I couldn’t recall any locals - at least none who identified themselves as such. I wondered as well if Shawn’s new business plan would work if we attracted a home-grown clientele. I would imagine Marla might have a problem with the possibility of her neighbor or fellow charity board member booking her for a quickie. 
 
      
 
    We sat at one of my favorite tables near the window in the main room. We had a great view of the city and an even better vantage of the bar. I wanted her to see it all before we got down to the nitty-gritty. 
 
      
 
    As soon as we sat down, Marla ordered another glass of Chardonnay, her fourth of the day, assuming she didn’t start at home. The waiter didn’t waste any time filling our order so I waited until we had a bit of a quiet space.  
 
      
 
    “So, the company I now work for builds and manages this hotel chain. We have a dozen here in the states and several overseas, with about five more under construction.” I went over a few more details but I could see Marla was losing interest. So I shut up and waited. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, but what do you want from me? I have a degree in French Lit and absolutely no interest or desire to explore the exciting field of hotel management.” She wasn’t quite slurring her words but she was close. “No offense.” 
 
      
 
    “None taken.” I smiled at her and looked out over the expanse of the room. There were at least a dozen hostesses sitting at tables and the bar, most engaged in close conversation with one or two prospective clients. All of the women wore the hotel’s trademark scarf. “Tell me, Marla, what do you see here?” 
 
      
 
    She finished her latest glass of wine and waved at the waiter for another. “I don’t know, a bunch of people having a good time, I guess.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you think it’s a little unusual for there to be this much going on here at 2 o’clock on a Thursday afternoon?”  
 
      
 
    “I guess so,” she said as the waiter made the same mistake with her first glass as the one in the restaurant. “So what?” 
 
      
 
    “And isn’t it odd that all the women in here are so attractive?” She looked around with a little more interest.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but you know this town. The competition is fierce.” 
 
      
 
    “Notice anything else?” I wondered if she was too drunk to pick up on the scarves. 
 
      
 
    She wasn’t. “Yeah, now that you mention it, there does seem to be a theme in neckwear. What’s that about?” 
 
      
 
    I decided it was now or never. I reached for my purse and pulled out three scarves, all the same pattern but each a little different shade of red. I held the lightest-shaded one up and handed it to her. 
 
      
 
    “This one,” I whispered as I leaned toward her, “means you charge $500 an hour.” I held up the middle-shaded scarf and said, “This one means you get $750, and of course the last one means you get a cool grand for an hour of your time.” I smiled innocently and waited for it to sink in. She blinked at me and then looked back out into the room. 
 
      
 
    “You mean?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s right.” I let her chew on it for a few seconds longer before I pushed her farther than I knew she was ready to go. “Want to see how it works?” I picked up the deepest shaded scarf and wrapped it around my neck. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, what are you doing?” She was sobering up fast but still totally lost. Well, not totally. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s see,” I said as I looked around. A couple of guys who’d been eyeing us from the bar noticed as soon as I put on the scarf and started walking toward us. 
 
      
 
    “Seriously, Lauren. What the hell are you doing?” Marla was totally sober now and pretty much caught up. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ll handle this. Just stay cool and don’t say anything.” I stood up to greet our new admirers. “Hello, gentlemen.” I shook their hands. “I’m Lauren, and this is my friend Marla. She’s just observing.” 
 
      
 
    They seemed immediately disappointed but introduced themselves nonetheless. They were from Boise, in town for the night and eager. First timers, I’d wager. I made small talk for a few minutes and then let them beat a hasty retreat to look for more suitable companions. 
 
      
 
    After they walked away, I turned to Marla and smiled. “So, I imagine you have questions, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Ya think?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    One of the reasons I thought Marla might be my best hope as my first recruiting success was not just our tight relationship at school, but the way she went nuts when puberty finally kicked in for her. She went, over the course of one summer, from being totally uninterested in boys and sex to being unable to talk about anything else. Her fascination with the Giants in the spring disappeared completely by the fall, even though they went to the World Series that year. I rolled the dice that she was still oversexed and I think I was right. 
 
      
 
    “How long have you been working here?” she asked when she finally recovered from the initial shock.  
 
      
 
    “A little over a year.” 
 
      
 
    “Does your husband know?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    She looked like she might hit me. “Of course? You’ve got to be kidding. How can you say that?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess because we met at the bar, right there.” 
 
      
 
    I wondered at that moment if I overplayed my hand; if there was only so much Marla could take in before she short-circuited. I wouldn’t have been surprised if she just up and walked out at that moment.  
 
      
 
    But she didn’t. “So he knew what you were doing right from the start?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it took him a few minutes and a conversation much like this one, but yeah, almost from the get-go.” 
 
      
 
    “And he’s okay with it?”  
 
      
 
    “More than okay, he enjoys it.” I decided at that point to NOT bring up Shawn. Not yet. 
 
      
 
    Marla sat back in her chair for the first time in a while and took a long drink of wine. Despite the shock, she seemed intent on getting the whole story, which I have to admit, surprised and delighted me. I always wondered what it would be like to tell another woman about what I do. Now I knew. 
 
      
 
    “How often do you come here?” She was back to the nuts and bolts, which was good. 
 
      
 
    “A couple of times a week.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you do it for the money?” 
 
      
 
    “I did when I started. Now I do it because I enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    Marla had done a good job of not judging me…until now. Her face dropped into a look of disbelief bordering on contempt. “You enjoy being a whore?” 
 
      
 
    “I do. It’s like with those two from Boise. I get to choose if I want to fuck them or not. No pressure, from the hotel or from the clients. We have bouncers here at all times,” I motioned to one of them sitting at the bar, “and if anyone gets a little rambunctious, we always come out on top.”  
 
      
 
    “And the police? They’re cool with this?” 
 
      
 
    “So far. I don’t know how they do it but the management seems to have completely insulated us from law enforcement. My guess is they get taken care of.”  
 
      
 
    “Taken care of how?” 
 
      
 
    “Money, I’m sure. An open invitation to partake of the amenities here at the hotel. All I know is I have never heard of anyone going to jail, no raids, nothing.” 
 
      
 
    I waited again for Marla to digest it all, but also for her to ask the question I knew I wanted to hear. The question that told me I’d succeeded. I didn’t have to wait long. 
 
      
 
    “And the sex? Is it good?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled broadly. “It’s good in so many ways. I’ll try to explain it but I won’t do it justice.” She took another sip of wine. “There is something about this situation that just goes beyond anything you’ve ever experienced in the dating world. When a man selects you, knowing he’s going to shell out at least a thousand dollars and maybe a lot more, it does something to your self-esteem that is impossible to describe.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a lot of money for sex, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a ton of money, and I don’t care if they expense it or not, it’s still a ton of money and it feels great.” I took a sip of wine myself. “And the sex on its own merit is great too. Not always, but more often than you’d think. Again, there’s something about being at the service of someone, of being the instrument of their pleasure, that really makes it exciting. Not every time, but a lot.” 
 
      
 
    Marla finished her wine and touched the scarves I left on the table. I was still wearing mine. I checked the bar and the Boys from Boise were still sitting there, looking at us.  
 
      
 
    “Want to give it a try?” I whispered. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Marla was easily convinced. The guys were reasonably attractive, from out of town, and eager. I think the fact that they were back at the bar, waiting to see if we changed our minds, did the trick. No pun intended. A bottle and a half of wine didn’t hurt either. I waved to them and they were at our table in short order.  
 
      
 
    After they introduced themselves again, I did a little orchestrating. “Now this is a unique opportunity for one of you,” I said to them. “My friend Marla is new to this. So I want you to be very nice to her. And I’m going to insist that whoever gets to take her back to the room pays the full rate for her time. I’m sure she’ll be worth it.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem,” Tom said. “Why don’t we let Marla decide who she’d like to go with?” 
 
      
 
    I could have kissed him.  
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure I can decide,” Marla said. “You both look great.” They both smiled broadly.  
 
      
 
    “Paul,” I asked as gently as I could, “would it be alright with you if we give Tom the honors?”  
 
      
 
    Paul took it like a man and didn’t show any displeasure at all, for which I was touched. After all, I was his consolation prize. The three of us waited for Marla to gather her courage and stand up. As soon as she did, we all moved toward the elevators. Paul wrapped his arm around my waist. Marla stood at a slight distance from Tom and he respected her space. We got on the elevator and rode to Tom’s floor.  
 
      
 
    “Meet back upstairs in an hour?” I asked Marla as the doors opened. Tom walked into the hallway but Marla hesitated.  
 
      
 
    She looked at me. “Do you think we might do this together?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Tom and then Paul. “Gentlemen, does that suit you?”  
 
      
 
    Their smiles said it all. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We continued on in the elevator to Paul’s floor. I took Marla’s hand in mine and gave her a squeeze. “Hang in there, we’re going to have fun,” I whispered. She gave me a half-hearted smile as the elevator doors opened. The boys nearly sprinted to the room. 
 
      
 
    Once we were all safely in Paul’s room, I turned to Marla and caressed her cheek. She smiled again, and I leaned in to kiss her. I brushed her lips with mine and murmured that she looked great. I put my other hand on her hip and started swaying to the music playing in my head. Slowly she joined me and we moved closer. I pulled her to me and kissed her deeply. She responded. For several delicious moments, the rest of the world ceased to exist.  
 
      
 
    The boys were smart enough to keep silent and enjoy the show, but I knew that eventually, the show must move on. I reluctantly peeled myself from Marla’s embrace and looked at Paul. Then I said to Marla, “Follow my lead.” 
 
      
 
    I reached out to Paul and he stepped toward Marla and me. With my arm still around Marla’s waist, I put my hand on Paul’s cheek and guided him to my lips. He let me kiss him. I reached down for his belt and pulled him into our embrace. He wrapped an arm around my waist and I pushed my breasts against his chest. I let go of Marla and Tom stepped in to kiss her. I undid Paul’s belt and he unbuttoned his trousers. I knelt in front of him and pulled his cock free and took it in my mouth. He moaned and put his hand behind my head. He was gentle with me and let me guide his cock in and out of his mouth. Then I heard Marla fumbling with Tom’s belt and I knew she was going to be just fine. 
 
      
 
    We all stripped off our clothes while continuing to explore each other’s bodies and fell onto the bed. The boys stayed away from each other and positioned Marla and me between them. As we kissed and touched, caressed and fondled each other, I realized this was my first attempt at an orgy. I had always wondered what it would feel like and it turns out it’s wonderful. I loved the contrast between Marla’s soft mouth and Paul’s rough stubble. I loved the wet, yielding folds of Marla’s pussy and the hard, urgent thrust of Paul’s cock. 
 
      
 
    Surprisingly, Tom took charge. He positioned Marla on her back across the bed and stood between her legs. He instructed me to get on my hands and knees with my head over hers to facilitate deeper, lesbian kissing. Paul stood behind me without having to be told. As I pushed my tongue deep into Marla’s mouth she moaned in response to Tom plunging into her pussy. Before I could respond, Paul impaled my cunt with his sizable cock. I was in heaven. 
 
      
 
    We fucked and sucked for the entire hour before Paul called a reluctant halt. “We can’t afford any more time on our expense accounts.” Tom didn’t object, much as it looked like he wanted to.  
 
      
 
    I looked at Marla. “I think we can comp you some extra time if Marla is okay with that.” She nodded vigorously.  
 
      
 
    Marla and I spent the entire afternoon with the Boys from Boise. 
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    Chapter 6 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cole and I were eating dinner at home a few nights after I recruited Marla. After I recounted that afternoon’s adventure to him, I said, “Marla said something that stuck with me. She’s got her mind made up that she never wants children.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, so?” He played with his food without looking at me. 
 
      
 
    “Well, how do you feel? Do you want kids? Have you given it any thought?” 
 
      
 
    Cole looked at me. “I want kids, just not now.” I nodded. “What about you?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure. I can see myself wanting them someday, but not right now.” 
 
      
 
    “So we’re on the same page about something. Hallelujah.” He went back to playing with his food. 
 
      
 
    I looked at him. “What the hell does that mean?”  
 
      
 
    He continued to play with his food. Finally, he said, “I just don’t feel like we’re, I don’t know, communicating anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “So what do you want to say?” I was truly confused.  
 
      
 
    “I guess I’m not happy about all the time Shawn is spending here. I didn’t mind when it was just Sunday night, but now he sleeps with you more than I do.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, so what are you going to do about it?” I didn’t even have time to process what he was saying, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to let him pin the whole Shawn thing on me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure what I can do. If you bring it up, he might just fire me. I’ve seen him do worse.” 
 
      
 
    I had only been working in the office with Shawn and Cole for a few days, but I never saw Shawn do anything to any of his employees that would qualify as vindictive or disrespectful. Except, of course, to me. “Like what?” 
 
      
 
    “Forget it. I’m sorry I brought it up.” He stood and took his plate to the sink.  
 
      
 
    I followed him and put my arms around his waist. “Hey, what’s going on? What’s this all about?” 
 
      
 
    He turned around and put his arms around my shoulders. “I just don’t feel like we’re connected anymore. Your new job, the old one, Shawn - we never see each other, at least not as we should be. Hell, Shawn even showed up on our honeymoon. What have we gotten ourselves into?” Cole’s eyes filled with tears. This was a side of him I’d never seen before. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, I married you, not Shawn, not the job, and certainly not the hotel.” I kissed him. “Do you want me to talk to Shawn about cutting back on his visits?” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think he’d listen to you?”  
 
      
 
    “I can’t see that he has a choice.”  
 
      
 
    “Then, yes. I would like that.” He wiped his eyes and gave me a crooked grin. “Not exactly the most masculine display, right?” 
 
      
 
    I lifted his chin with my finger. “Do you want to end this? We can quit and move away if that’s what you want.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t want that. Do you?”  
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t either.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A few hours later, I lay awake in bed, staring at the ceiling as Cole slept next to me. I’d texted Shawn and told him I needed to spend some quality time with my husband tonight and he texted back his approval. I’m not sure what I would have done if he fought me on it.  
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure what I felt about so many things. I love Cole and I want him to be happy. But I love my new life as well. I was excited about my new position at the company. It was a huge responsibility and I was excited about the challenges and the work. The money was great too. And I wasn’t lying when I extolled the virtues of whoring to Marla. I still loved seeing clients at the hotel, and I was looking forward to another recruiting session like I had with Marla and the Boys. I know it may not always work out so well, but I was looking forward to trying. 
 
      
 
    I love all the sex. I was not what you would call promiscuous when I was younger, but I wasn’t a prude, either. I enjoyed sex, but I didn’t really trust myself to really let go. I was always on guard, cautious about my vulnerabilities, both physical and emotional. I held back. I fought my urges. Now I indulge every whim, every desire, fully, without remorse and with caution thrown to the wind. I feel totally uninhibited and I love it.  
 
      
 
    Finally, I love being under Shawn’s spell. I don’t love Shawn. I know he doesn’t love me and he never will. I’m fine with that. I don’t want him to love me. But I love being his white hotwife-whore. I love everything about it. I never had a thing for black men before but Shawn’s blackness turns me on in a way that scares me. His touch excites me more than anything, including my husband’s. I am ashamed to admit that, but it’s true.  
 
      
 
    I rolled over and looked at Cole sleeping next to me. I thought about the first part of our discussion this evening - children. I tried to imagine having Cole’s child. Then my mind drifted to having Shawn’s baby. I didn’t want to think about it anymore, so I woke Cole up.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck me,” I said to him. “Fuck me like you mean it.”
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    Chapter 7 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next few weeks were really hectic at the office. I needed to figure out exactly how we would integrate our operation with the hotel chain. Shawn got his cousin’s approval for our little experiment but no indication of how we should run it. I had to figure that out on my own.  
 
      
 
    We also had three recruits come forward in the office - two female employees and one girlfriend of a male employee. So I had four trainees to worry about, including Marla. I decided I needed help, so I called the woman in charge of Hospitality at the Penthouse Hotel. Tania agreed to meet with me that morning. 
 
      
 
    I met Tania shortly after I started whoring at the hotel. She intimidated me right from the get-go. She’s tall, beautiful, and black. She held a training class for new girls at the hotel every month, where she walked us through the basics of meeting clients, making sure their needs were satisfied and handling such nuts-and-bolts issues like payments, upselling and encouraging repeat business. I smiled at the thought, once I’d been with the hotel for a few months, that repeat business needed to be encouraged. I felt like I could have all the business I wanted if I was interested in working full-time. I guess other girls might not be so lucky, but I can’t say I ever saw a whore at the hotel that didn’t look like a million bucks. I’m sure a lot of the credit for that went to Tania. 
 
      
 
    “Lauren, so nice to see you again. It’s been a while.” Tania’s office was small but stylishly decorated, with a minimalist glass desk, white leather sofa and gorgeous art on the walls. She matched the office with her white suit, sleek and revealing, yet perfectly business-like in its own way. I had to admit she was the perfect madam at a modern, black-owned brothel.  
 
      
 
    I also had to remember that I was no longer just another part-time employee of the hotel, one of her legions of ‘hospitality hostesses’ with no standing. I was not quite a peer, but my goal was to become her equal and then surpass her if I could. This meeting would set the tone for what I hoped would be a long and mutually beneficial relationship. But oh, did she intimidate me! 
 
      
 
    “Great to see you too, Tania. Thanks for making time for me on such short notice.” I sat in one of the chairs in front of her desk. 
 
      
 
    “I understand from Rodney that you’re going to run our pilot program for the new escort division.” She smiled at me looking like the cat who owned the canary and could eat it whenever it pleased. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, yes. I wasn’t sure how much you’d heard.” I was already at a disadvantage; multiple disadvantages, in fact. I didn’t know I was running a ‘pilot program’ for the parent company. I thought I was running a new department for Shawn’s company. And I certainly didn’t know that Shawn’s cousin, Rodney, the founder and sole owner of the Penthouse Hotel chain, was not only aware of my little experiment but that he had already communicated with Tania about it. I was going to kill Shawn when I saw him for keeping me in the dark. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’ve got a pretty good idea about it all,” Tania said as she reached for a leather portfolio and opened it. “Rodney FedExed this to me yesterday. He has some interesting ideas about how this is going to work.” I strained to see what she was paging through as she spoke but I can’t read upside down. It did look official, detailed, and intimidating. Just what I needed. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know if he got that from Shawn?” I was really on the defensive. I didn’t know what else to say. 
 
      
 
    “No, he sent this to Shawn. Didn’t you get a copy?” I shook my head. “Well, I’m sure he’ll fill you in.” She closed the portfolio. “This is quite an opportunity for you, Lauren.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. “Thank you.” I still didn’t know what to say.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t thank me, I’m sure you deserve it.” There was a little edge to her voice that made me suddenly aware - Tania didn’t think I deserved it.  
 
      
 
    “I look forward to working with you to make it successful,” I said.  
 
      
 
    “Quite,” she said. “Why don’t you run back to the office and look over Rodney’s work. I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot more of each other in the coming weeks.” She stood up and walked around her desk. I took that to mean the meeting was over before we really discussed anything I’d come to talk about. I reluctantly rose as well. She came close to me and took my hand in hers. I was surprised and confused. She pulled me toward her and whispered in my ear. “Why don’t you come by my place Saturday night? I’m having a few people over and Rodney will be there. I’m sure he’ll want to meet you.”  
 
      
 
    I felt her breath on my face as she spoke. I leaned back and nodded as I looked her full in the face. Then she did something I never expected.  
 
      
 
    She kissed me. On the lips.  
 
      
 
    “Eight o’clock sharp. And bring your husband.” 
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    Chapter 8 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cole and I arrived at Tania’s house with a bottle of wine and no idea what to expect. Shawn was out of town the rest of the week so I never got a chance to ask him about anything Tania said at our meeting. I was able to look at Rodney’s proposal and it shook me to my core. He had five-year projections that ran into the millions from my little venture, with a network of escort operations around the world, basically operating in conjunction with every Penthouse Hotel, current and planned. I was now, officially, nervous as hell. 
 
      
 
    Tania greeted us at the door and was extremely welcoming, much to my relief. Cole seemed, if not relieved, then something. She kissed us both on the lips as we entered her foyer. 
 
      
 
    “So glad you both made it on such short notice.” She turned and led us into one of the most astonishing interiors I’ve ever seen in San Francisco, and I used to see a lot of really nice places in my days as a debutante. The house was a riff on her office, all white on white, impossibly chic and impeccably decorated, with stunning art, expensive furniture, and mind-blowing architectural touches. The staircase alone must have cost a fortune to construct; its elegant curves and seeming lack of structural support was like a mirage. I felt like a child seeing Disneyland for the first time.  
 
      
 
    Cole and I followed Tania through the first floor of the house and out into the backyard, which was surprisingly expansive and also beyond description. There was a pool, a clay tennis court, immaculate gardens, and a huge patio. Dozens of people milled around the tables of food and drink, and still the place seemed almost deserted - there was room for another hundred guests. 
 
      
 
    Tania said, “Randall, this is Lauren and Cole. My husband will introduce you around.” Before we could even shake his hand, Tania was off to the other end of the party.  
 
      
 
    “Pleased to meet you,” Randall said. He seemed to be the perfect compliment to Tania - tall, handsome, blond and white. I was surprised beyond words that Tania was married, let alone to a white man. I can’t say why exactly; I just was. 
 
      
 
    “You have a lovely home,” Cole said.  
 
      
 
    “All thanks to Tania, and the hotel. I’m just the hired man around here.” He smiled but there was a shadow in his smile that told me he wasn’t exaggerating.  
 
      
 
    “Really?” Cole asked. “All this from the hotel?” I nudged him. “What?” He looked at me as if he wasn’t sure what he did wrong. 
 
      
 
    “It’s alright,” Randall said. “I’m used to it. Yes, this is all from the hotel.” He turned to me. “I understand you’ve just been elevated to management.” I nodded. “You will be amazed.” He smiled and pointed to the bar. “Drink?”  
 
      
 
    “How long has Tania been with the hotel?” Cole asked. He was not going to let it go. 
 
      
 
    “About five years.” Drinks in hand, we walked over to the pool. It was enormous. Cole looked at me like he’d just hit the lottery. Randall waved to someone. “Let me introduce you two.”  
 
      
 
    I looked at the crowd. There was an almost even mix of men and women, black and white, all good looking and impeccably dressed. Then a black man strode toward us.  
 
      
 
    He took my breath away. He was tall and handsome, a bit past middle-age but not suffering any ill effects. He was one of those men who aged extremely well. But there was something else about him that was like a beacon and an aura, impossible to ignore but so subtle. The man just oozed charisma. I’d never seen anything like it before. 
 
      
 
    “Rodney, this is Cole and Lauren Martin,” Randall said.  
 
      
 
    “Rodney Morrow.” The name hit me in the gut and between my thighs. He extended his hand down to me. He had to be a foot taller than me and I’m not used to feeling short. 
 
      
 
    Randall turned to Cole. “Rodney is the founder and sole owner of the Penthouse Hotel.” 
 
      
 
    “All of them?” Cole asked. Stupidly.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Rodney said before turning his attention fully to me. “I’m glad to meet you, Lauren. I always like to meet my new managers as soon as possible.” I managed a smile but words just left me. “I’m not sure Tania was completely forthright about tonight, was she?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure what you mean.” I tried not to look stupid. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about it, the evening is still young.” He looked around and waived Tania over. “What is wrong with you, cousin?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what you mean, Rodney.” She was that cat again.  
 
      
 
    I noticed the party had quieted down and most eyes were on us.  
 
      
 
    Rodney turned to Cole. “What my cousin didn’t tell you is that I have a little ritual that I like to indulge when we hire a new manager.” Rodney reached into his pocket and pulled out a roll of money. I looked like a roll of hundred dollar bills. My heart nearly lept out of my chest.  
 
      
 
    “What’s this about?” Cole asked. He looked at me, then Tania, then back at Rodney. 
 
      
 
    Rodney turned slightly so that the crowd now gathering tight around us could hear. “Lauren has been recommended to me as the new manager of our escort division. She’s been working as a whore at the hotel for a bit over a year now,” he glanced at me to confirm and I nodded, “and this is Cole, her husband.” Rodney turned to face Cole and unfolded the wad of money. “I understand you two met at the hotel. Is that right?” 
 
      
 
    Cole looked ill. “That’s correct,” he whispered.  
 
      
 
    “Then you know how this works,” Rodney said. He counted out ten bills. “Will this be enough?” he asked as he handed Cole the money. 
 
      
 
    Cole looked at the bills and then at me. “No, that’s not enough.” 
 
      
 
    Rodney smiled and counted out another thousand dollars. “Enough?”  
 
      
 
    Cole shook his head. “Not enough.” 
 
      
 
    Rodney looked at me. “The man seems to know what his wife is worth. You’re a lucky woman.” He counted out another grand and handed it to Cole. “Now?” 
 
      
 
    Cole was still looking at me as Rodney handed him the money. He turned back to Rodney and nodded. He stuffed the cash in his pocket and looked away. 
 
      
 
    “Lauren,” Rodney said as he offered me his hand. “Shall we?” 
 
      
 
    I took his hand and walked with him through the crowd. I did not look at Cole.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Rodney took me to the master bedroom. At least I assumed from its size and lavish decor that it was Tania’s and Randall’s bedroom. Nervous as I was at what was about to happen, I couldn’t help but notice that the four-poster bed looked lost in the expanse of the room as we entered - our apartment would easily fit inside these four walls.  
 
      
 
    “I’m not surprised Tania didn’t explain the nature of this party,” Rodney said as he began to undress. I followed his lead and offered my back to him so he would unzip my dress. He kissed my shoulder as he slid the garment to the floor. I stepped out of is and turned to show him my nakedness. I wore no bra, no underwear, just a garter and sheer stockings. I left them on and sat down on the bed as he stripped out of his suit. He also wore no underwear and no socks. He stood naked before me, and he was magnificent - not just for a middle-aged man but for any man, young or old, black or white. His cock was intimidating and it was not hard. 
 
      
 
    “Is this a job interview?” I asked. He smiled. 
 
      
 
    “You already have the job on merit. This is just my way of welcoming you to the fold.” He took my hand and lifted me into his arms. He kissed me, hard and deep. He held me hard to his body and slid his hand down to my ass. He almost lifted me off my feet. I was overwhelmed with his masculinity, with his scent, with the force of his embrace. I felt enveloped in his arms. 
 
      
 
    He lifted me onto the bed. I sank into the softness beneath me as his weight pressed on top of me. His hand went from my ass to my pussy and he plunged a finger into my wet pussy. He continued to kiss me deeply as he fingered me, one finger, then two. I reached for his cock - it stiffened under my touch. It swelled to enormous proportions. He pushed my legs apart and climbed fully on top of me. His cock nudged against my labia. I reached down to position him to enter me. He slid his cock into my cunt. I gasped. He smiled. We fucked for what seemed like hours until I couldn’t take anymore, then he fucked my ass. His stamina was incredible. I came and came. Finally, his cock swelled in my ass and I thought I might die. We came together. He was magnificent. 
 
      
 
    After we rested for several minutes, Rodney turned to me and said, “Shawn won’t be fucking you anymore.” 
 
      
 
    I knew my life would never be the same. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next several months, Cole and I lived like a real married couple. With Shawn gone and Rodney living in Atlanta, I got to sleep with my husband every night for the first time in our marriage. It was lovely, although I’d be lying if I didn’t admit to missing all the variety I experienced at the hotel. After a while, I decided to broach the subject with Cole. After lovemaking. 
 
      
 
    “Do you miss reclaiming me?” Always best to make sex questions about the man, in my opinion.  
 
      
 
    “I sure as hell don’t miss Shawn,” he said as he reached to turn off the light on his nightstand.  
 
      
 
    “You didn’t answer my question.” I switched on the light on my nightstand. “I really want to know.” 
 
      
 
    “Why? Are you thinking about going back to working the floor at the Penthouse?” I’d been so busy with the new escort division I stopped pulling shifts at the hotel.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, but you still haven’t answered me.” I put my hand on his chest and ran my fingers through his hair. Cole has a really hairy chest.  
 
      
 
    “I guess I do, sometimes. Not enough to really matter to me. Does it matter to you?” 
 
      
 
    “I miss it.” I slid my hand down to his dick, which was still soft. “Maybe a little more than you.” 
 
      
 
    “So you want to see guests again?” I felt his dick flex, ever-so-slightly. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure that would work, now that I’m in management. Tania doesn’t see guests, hasn’t for years, ever since Rodney promoted her.” I caressed his balls. “No, I was thinking I might go on an outcall or two.” The women who worked for me as escorts went on outcalls, as opposed to Tania’s staff of whores who fucked guests mostly in their rooms at the hotel. 
 
      
 
    “Or three, or four?” Cole snorted. “A whore never changes her stripes.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you liked being married to a whore?”  
 
      
 
    Cole rolled over to face me and propped his head on his hand. “I do, or I did. I’m not sure how I feel about it now. I’m still enjoying being married to my wife, with nobody around to chase me from my bed every night.” 
 
      
 
    I still had Cole’s balls in my hand and I squeezed them gently. “I’m not talking about every night.” I could feel his cock responding to the thought of me fucking strangers again. “Maybe once a week to start.” I leaned into his body and kissed him. He pulled me closer and I felt his erection against my belly. He reached between my legs and fingered my pussy, which was still soaked with his cum. 
 
      
 
    As Cole climbed on top of me, he said, “I think I could live with that.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I decided to run my new plan past Tania. She was less-than-enthusiastic about it. 
 
      
 
    “Why would you want to go and do a fool thing like that?” She made no effort to hide her contempt for the idea - none at all.  
 
      
 
    “Well, for one thing, until the party at your house, I was getting laid a hell of a lot more than I am now.” I have to admit, I didn’t expect open hostility from my counterpart in procurement. After all, she came up through the ranks just like I did. Rodney was all for nepotism, but all of his family members had to learn the business from the inside out, and for his female relatives, like Tania, that meant working the floor, just like I had. 
 
      
 
    “Then get a lover,” she said. “Hell, get six. But don’t put yourself back on the payroll.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think Rodney would object?” I was, technically, still Rodney’s whore, although I hadn’t seen him since the night of the party. 
 
      
 
    “I doubt it, but that’s not the point. If you start going on appointments, the girls will find out, and it will not sit well with them.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like you speak from experience.” I never got the full story on Tania’s transition from whore to madam. In fact, I never got much at all of the story, even though I tried. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t speak from experience. I never enjoyed whoring. I did it because Rodney would only give me this position if I had first-hand knowledge of the business and the position, but it was never for me. I had no trouble leaving it behind.”  
 
      
 
    “So the problem would be with the girls?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, and it will be a huge problem. I don’t do anything with guests here at the hotel and I am constantly debunking rumors that I sleep with high-rollers at the expense of the staff. It’s a never-ending pain in the ass.” She stood up from her desk to indicate our meeting had run its course.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, I will take your advice.” I stood to leave. 
 
      
 
    “Wait.”  She flipped through her old-fashioned address book. “If you’re just looking to get laid, call Marcellus. He’ll take good care of you. And if you want to explore a true cuckold relationship with your husband, unlike that abortion of an arrangement you had with Shawn, Marcellus can help you out on that score as well.” She wrote down a number and handed it to me. 
 
      
 
    “How do you know Marcellus?”  
 
      
 
    “He’s my ex-husband.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat in my office for an hour staring at the number Tania gave me. I was torn between calling Cole first to run the idea by him and just going for it. I’ve never considered myself a femdom, but now that the prospect presented itself, in such a clear-cut way, I found myself more than intrigued. Clearly, Cole was still smitten with the cuckold role he’d assumed from the day we met. He may have tired of Shawn and his outlandish behavior, but…. It was obvious from the moment I brought it up last night that he missed it, maybe as much as I did. Why not go the traditional hotwife-bull-cuckold route to give him what he needed, without the baggage of working for Shawn. I know I was intrigued by the possibilities.  
 
      
 
    I looked up Marcellus on the Google-nets. He’s a lawyer with an office in the financial district, a named partner of a firm that had at least a hundred attorneys on staff. So he was successful. His picture was on the company’s website. He was good-looking and black. Tania recommended him. Hell, she was married to him. I wished I got more information out of her on that score, but maybe in due time.  
 
      
 
    Yeah, I was intrigued. I made the call. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “We need to talk.”  
 
      
 
    Cole looked up from his newspaper. He still read the Wall Street Journal the old-fashioned way. He looked mildly concerned.  
 
      
 
    “I talked to Tania about the possibility of me going on outcalls. She said it wouldn’t work.”  
 
      
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
      
 
    I recounted our conversation about the problems she foresaw if I started seeing clients again. Cole looked doubtful. 
 
      
 
    “There’s something else,” I said. “All I’ve ever done since we met is have sex with men for money.” 
 
      
 
    Cole scowled. “I don’t remember Shawn paying you.” 
 
      
 
    “No, he paid you. I fucked him to get you your job, and I fucked him so you kept your job.” Cole left his job just after Rodney told Shawn that I was no longer available to him. 
 
      
 
    Now Cole looked defensive. “I’m looking, I just haven’t found the right situation yet.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t care about that. We don’t need the money.” I was being less than truthful. While we didn’t need the money, I was not pleased that Cole seemed content to let me be the sole breadwinner. I was working my ass off and he was acting like he was semi-retired. 
 
      
 
    “So what do you want to do?”  
 
      
 
    I got up from the table and pushed Cole’s newspaper away so I could sit in his lap. “I got a referral from Tania.” I kissed his cheek and his neck. “He’s coming over for dinner tonight.” 
 
      
 
    “What for?” 
 
      
 
    I wiggled my ass on his growing erection. “I want to surprise you.”  
 
      
 
    Cole kissed me. “When do you have to be at work?”  
 
      
 
    I stood up. “I’m already late for an appointment.” I started to walk away but he grabbed my hand. 
 
      
 
    “Then why did you tease me like that?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Just make sure dinner is ready at seven.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I purposely arrived home at 7:10, just as Marcellus suggested on the phone. That gave him time to introduce himself to Cole without me being there. He said he only needed ten minutes alone with him. I thought it was a delicious idea, and I really looked forward to the evening. 
 
      
 
    “I see you two have met,” I said as I entered the apartment. Cole was sitting in his chair. I sat next to Marcellus on the love seat. He nodded to me but didn’t rise to greet me or put his arm around me, which I half-expected.  
 
      
 
    Cole didn’t know it, but this was my first opportunity to meet Marcellus. I was somewhat reluctant to commit to this new relationship sight-unseen, but with Tania’s assurances that I would not be disappointed, I rolled the dice. At first glance, I was so glad I did. Marcellus looked about forty, but was fit, handsome and very black, which I really love. I’ve been with my share of light-skinned black men, and for my money, they never measure up to the darkest of the dark. Marcellus looked like he just arrived on the last flight from Africa. 
 
      
 
    Marcellus said, “We’ve had a nice little chat, but I waited for you to tell him anything about our conversation the other day.” 
 
      
 
    Cole didn’t budge, and he didn’t look particularly happy.  
 
      
 
    “Marcellus is Tania’s ex-husband,” I said. “I asked him here…” Marcellus put his hand on my knee and looked at me.  
 
      
 
    “Your wife asked me here to explain how it’s going to be from now on.” He left his hand on my knee. I wore a short skirt with no pantyhose and the warmth of his hand gave me a little twinge in my pussy.  
 
      
 
    Cole asked, “How it’s going to be?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I understand that you two met at the Penthouse Hotel.” Cole nodded. “So from the beginning, you’ve been married to a woman who slept with other men for money, is that right?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, that’s right.” 
 
      
 
    “But now she sleeps only with you.” Cole nodded again. 
 
      
 
    Marcellus turned to me. “And how do you feel about that, Lauren?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s fine, but it’s not enough.” 
 
      
 
    Marcellus asked, “In what way?” 
 
      
 
    “Cole is a very competent lover, considerate and all that. But something is missing.” 
 
      
 
    Cole asked, “What’s missing?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at him. “I think you know.” 
 
      
 
    “No, tell me.” 
 
      
 
    Marcellus said, “What’s missing is this.” He put his hand behind my head and pulled me to him. He kissed me deeply and massaged my tits through my blouse. I spread my legs and his hand slipped between my thighs. He pulled me on top of him and he lifted my skirt. I felt his hand massaging my ass while he jammed his tongue in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, Marcellus let me go. I sat back down on the loveseat and straightened my hair and skirt. Cole hadn’t said a word.  
 
      
 
    “What’s missing is a man who takes. Not one who pays, one who takes what Lauren is willing to give. Do you take, Cole?”  
 
      
 
    Cole remained silent.  
 
      
 
    Marcellus said, “For the entire time you’ve known each other, Lauren was a whore.” 
 
      
 
    I said, “Until a few months ago.” 
 
      
 
    Marcellus continued. “But until then, she fucked men for money, correct?”  
 
      
 
    Cole said, “Yes, that’s right.” 
 
      
 
    “And you benefited from that. You were a couple, now you’re married. So her money is your money, correct?” Cole nodded. “But you thought you were a cuckold. You weren’t that at all. You were a common pimp.” 
 
      
 
    Cole flinched. He didn’t object. I was surprised. 
 
      
 
    “You think you like sharing your wife, and maybe you do. But up until now, she’s been fucking other men for the money, not for her pleasure.” Marcellus turned to me. “Well, that’s about to change. From now on, it’s about what Lauren wants. Isn’t that right?” 
 
      
 
    I said, “That’s right.” 
 
      
 
    Marcellus said, “And you want me.”  
 
      
 
    “I do.” I looked at Cole. “I love you, but you’re not enough. I want a man who fucks me, not just a man who makes love to me. Can you understand that?” 
 
      
 
    “I think what you want is a black man,” Cole said.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I want that, too. I want a man who takes me, who controls me. I want a black man, with a big black cock, who uses me with no regard for my pleasure. That’s what I want.” 
 
      
 
    Marcellus said, “I’m going to lay down some rules for how this is going to go. Nothing too out there to begin with, but I expect you to listen and obey.”  
 
      
 
    Cole said to me, “How is this different from Shawn?”  
 
      
 
    I said, “We’ve been over that. I fucked Shawn to get you your job. And to keep your job. A job you no longer have.” I turned back to Marcellus and said, “That was an obligation. This is a desire.” I stood up. “I want to give myself over to this man, to use me however he wants to, for no consideration other than my own pleasure in giving myself to him.” I began to undress. “I want him to have dominion over me. Over us.” Before long, I was standing naked in front of him. The two of them, my bull and my husband. My husband, my cuckold. 
 
      
 
    Marcellus stood up and faced me. “Why don’t you suck my cock while I explain the rules to your cuck?” I undid his trousers and knelt in front of his thickening cock. It was the first time I’d seen it. I was very impressed. Tania said I would be and she was right. I was thrilled. I took Marcellus into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Back to the rules. I’m sure you can guess, but your hotwife is not really into your dick. She craves black cock, as you can see. If she feels like fucking you, she will let you know, but you will not initiate intimacy. I understand that you enjoy watching your wife fuck other men. That’s not a problem for me, obviously, but I’m not going to go out of my way to accommodate you.”  
 
      
 
    Marcellus took the back of my head in his hands and began to fuck my mouth. His cock swelled and I expected him to cum but he just kept hammering the back of my throat for several minutes. One last stiffening told me he was close but he pulled out of my mouth and a rope of thick cum shot into my face. He milked his cum on my face until he was spent, then he pulled up his trousers and sat down. I remained kneeling on the floor, cum dripping from my face. 
 
      
 
    “Whenever I want your wife, I will have her. She will not deny me for any reason. I will share her with friends and colleagues, but never for money. She is no longer a whore. She is a hotwife, I am her bull, you are her cuck. Is that clear?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Cole. I could see he had a raging hardon. He nodded his consent to his new role in our marriage. I knew he would. 
 
      
 
    Marcellus stood up and walked out the door without another word. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cole and I spent the next several weeks getting used to our new lives. In some ways, Marcellus replaced Shawn - he showed up at our apartment at different times, he took me out to clubs, he brought me to parties to show me off to his friends. And he fucked me. Oh, how he fucked me. He fucked me in our marital bed, he fucked me at his apartment, he fucked me in the men’s room at a nightclub in the Tenderloin District, he fucked me in the master bedroom of a friend’s house between courses at a dinner party. I was in heaven.  
 
      
 
    For the first time in my life, I was totally subservient, by my choice. I loved being told where to go, what to do, how to do it and how often. I had no say, other than to give myself to Marcellus in the first place. It was the best decision I’d made in a long time. 
 
      
 
    Cole, however, was another matter altogether. At first, he was silent on the reality of his new role as a cuckold. I could tell he was unhappy, but I didn’t care. If he didn’t understand that I needed someone to control me, or if he realized that he wasn’t man enough to do it, that was irrelevant to me. Marcellus was giving me exactly what I wanted. I’d given Cole months to do the same but he never stepped up.  
 
      
 
    Finally, he broached the subject one night in bed after we’d had sex. I still let Cole fuck me when Marcellus was absent, but I was less than enthusiastic about it. I’m sure he noticed. I wanted him to notice. 
 
      
 
    “So what’s going on?” he asked as we lay next to each other. He kept his eyes on the ceiling when I glanced at him.  
 
      
 
    “There are so many ways to answer that question,” I said with more than a little sarcasm. “Can you be more specific?” 
 
      
 
    He turned to me and said, “I just want to know where I stand with you.”  
 
      
 
    “Again, more specific, please.”  
 
      
 
    “We just got rid of Shawn, and now Marcellus has replaced him. Do you even want to be married to me?”  
 
      
 
    I rolled over and propped myself on my elbow. I reached out and stroked his face. “Yes, I still love you and I want to be married to you. Someday, I expect you to be the father of my children. But right now, I need a man in my life. I need a man to be in charge.”  
 
      
 
    “Just not me, right?”  
 
      
 
    “If you were going to take charge, that would have been great, but you never did. All the time since Rodney got rid of Shawn for you, and you never once exerted yourself.” I flopped back down on my pillow. “I just got tired of waiting.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure you’re never going to get tired of me?” He sounded so pathetic. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, I’ve been thinking about you and me. A lot. I need an alpha in my life, someone to take charge. I think you need the same thing.” 
 
      
 
    Cole turned to me. “I’m not gay. You know that, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Being gay has nothing to do with being submissive. I’m submissive, and I’m not gay either. I just want someone of the opposite sex to dominate me. Maybe you want the same thing.” 
 
      
 
    Cole was silent as he stared at the ceiling again. I put my hand on his chest.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know if you’re aware of it or not, but the desire to be cuckolded is totally wrapped up in wanting someone else to be in control.” 
 
      
 
    “Is this coming from Marcellus?” 
 
      
 
    “No, this is all me. I’ve had a ton of time to think about what wasn’t working between us when Shawn was in the picture and since then. And I’m guessing we’re a lot alike in that we need to surrender ourselves to someone.” 
 
      
 
    “So what do you propose?” 
 
      
 
    I slid my hand down to his crotch and took his flaccid dick in my hand. “Let’s try something. I’m going to tell you what I want to do, and we’ll see how you react to what I say.” He looked at me but didn’t say anything. “Will you do this for me.” Finally, he nodded. 
 
      
 
    “If, as I suspect, you want to be dominated, you want me to take control.” I felt his dick flex, just a little. “If, as I suspect, you want me to take control, you want me to control your orgasms.” I felt his dick flex again, quite a bit more vigorously, and thicken. “In order to control your orgasms, I need to put your dick in a chastity device and lock it. Only I will have the key.” His cock sprang to life and within seconds he had a raging hardon. “I will decide when you are released, and it won’t be often. Maybe once a month, maybe only once a year.” His dick flexed again, and he moaned slightly. “I’ll tease you and torment you, but as much as you may beg for me to release you from the device, I will keep you locked up.” 
 
      
 
    There was no need to go on. Cole came in my hand. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I bought three different chastity devices the next day. One of them was made of clear plastic, one was made of stainless steel, and one came with small spikes inside the cage. The woman at the store who sold them to me explained the pros and cons of each model in great detail. She admitted that she’d been using the spiked one on her husband for a few years. 
 
      
 
    “Does it do any lasting damage?” I asked as I held it in my hand and touched the spikes.  
 
      
 
    “None whatsoever. It just makes it impossible for him to attain anything resembling an erection. In the others, he can get fairly hard and stay that way for some time. Those are most useful to produce ruined orgasms.”  
 
      
 
    “What is a ruined orgasm?”  
 
      
 
    “It’s where he attains a certain level of stimulation but it falls just short of producing a full, satisfying orgasm. His semen just dribbles from his dick instead of shooting out. It’s frustrating as hell for the poor dears, but it’s tons of fun for you. You can do it without the cock cage, but that takes practice. I never had the patience to bring him right up to the edge without falling into a full-blown, shooting orgasm, so I just keep him in a slightly-too-small cage and he can’t attain a full erection. Eventually, with enough teasing, either physical or psychological, his cum just leaks out without any satisfaction for him at all. It’s really delicious.” 
 
      
 
    I took notes as she described it all. “So what is the spiked model for?”  
 
      
 
    “If he’s wearing the spikes, his cock will rebel as soon as a budding erection reaches the points. It’s a whole different kind of frustration. There’s almost no chance of even a ruined orgasm, due to the pain.” 
 
      
 
    “So teasing is a big part of the whole chastity thing?” 
 
      
 
    She smiled. “It’s the main thing. They want to be denied, teased, and tormented. That’s what they’re all looking for, really. Denial without the pain is dull and a little boring.” 
 
      
 
    “So I need all three models?”  
 
      
 
    “It can be done with fewer, but if you really want to take full control, you need all three. Start out with the plastic one to get him used to it, then go to the stainless steel for long interludes.” 
 
      
 
    “How long? Is it unhealthy at some point?” 
 
      
 
    She smiled again. “I have a client who claims she’s had her husband under constant lock and key for almost ten years. What doesn’t kill you….” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Do you want your last orgasm to be in my mouth or my cunt?” 
 
      
 
    Cole didn’t look at me and I’m pretty sure he didn’t hear me, either. He couldn’t take his eyes off the cages. I repeated my question. He was on me in a flash. He fucked me hard and fast and came quickly. 
 
      
 
    “Put your dick in this bowl of ice.” He did. His already shrinking penis shrunk even more. “Now stand in front of me.” I slipped the plastic cage on his wilted dick. I handed him the lock. “Lock it for me.” He locked it in place and I held up the two keys that came with the lock.  
 
      
 
    “Do we keep one in a safe place for emergencies?” He sounded a little pathetic.  
 
      
 
    “That’s what I heard is recommended, but I’m going to hold on to both of them instead. I guess if an emergency arises, you’ll have to improvise.” I threaded both keys on a gold chain and told him to clasp it behind my neck. “Comfy?”  
 
      
 
    “It’s too small,” he whined. 
 
      
 
    “No, it’s the perfect size. You’re just excited to be wearing it.” I started to get dressed. I had a date with Marcellus. I decided to have a little fun.  
 
      
 
    “I’m going to a party where I’m going to be the entertainment. You remember how that works, don’t you, hon?” I slipped on my sexy red dress, the one with slits all the way up each thigh and with a plunging neckline. I made sure he noticed I didn’t have any underwear on, just a garter belt and sheer stocking. Finally, I slipped on a pair of four-inch heels. I could have sworn I heard him moan, just a little. 
 
      
 
    I did a quick spin in front of him as he lay naked on the bed, naked except for his new cage. “How do I look?” He nodded and grimaced. I reached for his hand and pulled him off the bed. I held the back of his head in my hand as I kissed him deeply. I moved his hand to my crotch and moved my dress aside so he could feel my pussy. I was still soaking wet with his cum. He moaned again as his dick strained against its new confines. 
 
      
 
    “Now long are you going to keep me in this thing?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled and touched his cheek. “Oh, you’re going to be locked up for a very long time.” 
 
      
 
    I kissed him again and walked out of our bedroom before calling back to him just before I exited the apartment. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be late tonight, so don’t wait up.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lauren at the Whore Hotel 
 
    Part 3 
 
    ---------- 
 
    ---------- 
 
    Lena White 
 
    ---------- 
 
    ---------- 
 
    ---------- 
 
    ---------- 
 
      
 
    This book is copyright © 2018 Lena White. All rights reserved. 
 
    ---------- 
 
    ---------- 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    . 
 
    “Will I be the only woman at the party?” 
 
      
 
    Marcellus was driving. He just glanced at me as the traffic was heavy and the weather was awful. As usual, he was going too fast. 
 
      
 
    “Will I be the only white woman at the party?”  
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” He accelerated into a small space in the middle lane to pass a truck that was only doing seventy in a driving rain. Marcellus drove like he did almost everything. Too much was never enough. 
 
      
 
    “How many men will there be?” I was never sure where we were going or why when he called me and told me to be dressed like a high-priced escort and be ready in an hour. Sometimes he took me to club in the wrong part of town, and we drank and danced with all eyes on me. Sometimes we went out to dinner and I was always wildly overdressed, which he loved. Once we went to a bachelor party and I was the entertainment. This request had the same feel to it as that one. I can’t really say why - his requests were all pretty much the same. In that they were orders. Without explanation. 
 
      
 
    “Just a couple,” he said after a long pause. “A colleague and his wife.”  
 
      
 
    I was intrigued. I rarely went to work-related events with Marcellus, although I had been to a few. He enjoyed showing me off almost as much as he enjoyed sharing me with friends and strangers. I didn’t enjoy it nearly as much. I found events with his law partners and associates pretty boring.  
 
      
 
    “Will we be late? I have a pretty full day tomorrow.” I tried not to sound put-out but I don’t think I really succeeded. The look he gave me confirmed it. “Sorry.” 
 
      
 
    “My friend, Zeke, is thinking about doing what I do.”  
 
      
 
    “What you do? You mean lawyering?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I mean with you.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at him with my mouth open. “And his wife is coming?” 
 
      
 
    “Actually, it was her idea. She saw us at the Cartland’s party last month. She called me last week to get details and I suggested we have dinner.” 
 
      
 
    “Are they black? Is she bi?” 
 
      
 
    “They’re black and I have no idea. I’m as curious as you are, but let me just get us there without crashing, okay?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We pulled up to the Penthouse Hotel in a driving rain. I’d moved out to the suburbs south of the city a few months ago with my husband, Cole. We loved the extra room and having a yard, but getting in and out of the city was no fun. Marcellus was not happy about it either, but he enjoyed fucking me, so he didn’t complain. Much. He just scared the bejesus out of me on the 101 whenever he picked me up to take me back into the city. My nerves were shot as the valet opened my door. I was surprised at our destination, but I supposed I shouldn’t be. I’m sure Marcellus’s friend and his wife knew where I worked and what I did for a living. 
 
      
 
    I ran the hotel’s escort service.  
 
      
 
    A quick stroll through the lobby and we were at the elevators. When the doors opened and we stepped inside, I was surprised when Marcellus punched the button for the top floor, the Penthouse. Where all the fun starts. 
 
      
 
    “I thought we were going to dinner?” I asked. There were two other couples in the elevator with us. I could have sworn I saw one of the men smirk at the other. 
 
      
 
    “Corrine wanted to get a look at the penthouse first. Just a drink.” 
 
      
 
    I had my doubts. I’d give odds that Corrine just found out what really goes on at the Penthouse Hotel and wanted to see for herself. She wanted to see the ‘hospitality associates’ in action, a title I had myself until I got promoted last year. I no longer saw guests at the hotel. Now my days were filled with recruiting, training, and managing the hotel owner’s new pet project, the Penthouse Hotel Escort Division. We didn’t call it that, but that’s what it was. I was in charge of offering the same range of services available at the hotel to clients around the city, with door-to-door delivery, for a small premium. Each segment of the business had its own separate staff and management team - although the word team was a stretch for my part. I had an assistant, and that’s it. 
 
      
 
    We arrived at the top floor and Marcellus walked me to an empty table. I wondered what the rush was to get here if we were early. We had just ordered our drinks when Marcellus stood up to greet a good-looking black couple who were walking toward us.  
 
      
 
    After introductions were made and two more drinks ordered, we all sat down. Corrine looked around and smiled. “I understand you used to work here,” she said to me. 
 
      
 
    “I still do, just down on the second floor.”  
 
      
 
    Marcellus said, “Lauren is in management now.” He explained my new role. 
 
      
 
    “I understand you met your husband here,” Zeke said. I glanced at Marcellus. He usually didn’t talk about Cole to his friends and acquaintances.  
 
      
 
    “I did. Right over there.” Zeke smiled but Corrine just shook her head as our drinks arrived.  
 
      
 
    “A toast,” Marcellus said. “To new friends and new adventures.” As we clinked glasses, I wondered exactly what he meant, but I knew better than to ask. 
 
      
 
    “What do the scarves mean?” Corrine asked. Everyone looked at me. 
 
      
 
    “Two things. The color indicates the price per hour, and whether the ends are tucked in or not signals interest.”  
 
      
 
    “How often did you come here?” Zeke asked. “Before you were married.” 
 
      
 
    “I usually came here three or four days a week.”  
 
      
 
    “After you got married as well?” Corrine asked. I was still trying to figure out her game. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, my husband loved to reclaim me.” The fact that she required no explanation of the term said something, I just wasn’t sure what. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe I should explain,” Corrine said. I guess I’m not as good a poker player as I used to be. “Last week, a woman approached Zeke about fulfilling the role Marcellus fills in your life.” She was looking at me. She was not smiling. “I just wanted to get an idea of where she’s coming from, and Marcellus thought you might be able to fill me in.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll try,” I said. “But I’m starving, and I need to be back here for work in the morning. Maybe we can move downstairs to the restaurant?” 
 
      
 
    Corrine looked at Zeke and then at Marcellus. “Actually, I would prefer to move this party to our room. We can order room service if you like.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Marcellus. He said, “You still keep work clothes in your office, don’t you?” He gave me his winningest smile. I gave him a look.  
 
      
 
    “Whatever you want is fine with me,” I said as I rose from the table. “Let me just text my husband and let him know I won’t be home tonight.” I reached for my phone. Marcellus touched my arm. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck that. Let him figure it out.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We entered the large corner suite on the fifteenth floor, just below the penthouse. I was impressed. There were only four suites on the floor, each one sumptuously decorated and with a stunning view of the city. This one had the premier view, of the Golden Gate out one set of floor-to-ceiling windows and the bay bridge out the other.  
 
      
 
    “Before you two have your way with her,” Corrine said, “I want a little quality time.” She took my hand and led me to the bedroom. She closed the door behind her.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve never been with a black woman,” I said.  
 
      
 
    “And you won’t be with one tonight.” She tightened her grip and walked me to the chair in front of the makeup desk along one wall. “Marcellus told me this is his favorite.” She pulled a short, single-strand whip from her bag. “But not yours.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand.”  
 
      
 
    “I have no interest in you sexually. I want to punish you. Is that so difficult to understand?” She cracked the whip like someone who knew exactly what she was doing. “Now take off your dress and bend over the chair.” 
 
      
 
    I stripped off my dress and assumed the position Marcellus had taught me. “Why are you doing this?” I couldn’t think what this woman had against me.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s just say I’m striking a blow for sistas everywhere. Make that a couple of dozen blows.” 
 
      
 
    She beat me raw.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Corrine left the suite after she’d exhausted herself whipping me. Marcellus and Zeke fucked me for hours before they left. I got a little sleep before I had to get downstairs to work. I spent most of the day standing as the effects of my time with Corrine made it impossible for me to sit without intense discomfort. Fortunately, I spent most of the day training new recruits in a classroom setting. Bottom line, it was a long day. 
 
      
 
    By the time I took an Uber home to Cole, the pain was beginning to subside. I called him to let him know I wanted dinner ready when I arrived. Since Cole has been locked up for several months, he’s been very responsive to my demands. I almost feel like I have the dream arrangement - a great job that is enjoyable and lucrative, a great boyfriend who satisfies me, and a wife at home to take care of me. 
 
      
 
    Except it’s a little more complicated than that. I do have a great job, but the pressure is intense. I’m expected to build a new worldwide division from scratch, with revenue projections just this side of impossible. My boyfriend is actually my bull, with all the demands and outrageousness that a domineering black man can entail. And finally, my ‘wife’ is actually my husband, who can be demanding in his own way. Some days I wonder if I can keep it all together.  
 
      
 
    Tonight, though, I’m going to have some fun with Cole. Not the kind of fun most people associate with a quiet night and home, but it works for us. If you asked him, I’m sure Cole would disagree that my tormenting him is fun in any way, but I know better. He had his chance to please me in a more traditional relationship and he blew it, so now I’m the one in charge of our marital bliss, and I’m damn good at it.  
 
      
 
    As I said, months in a chastity device has made Cole very responsive to my demands that he take good care of our household and related duties. He makes no pretense of looking for work anymore, which is fine with me. I make great money now in my new position at the company, and I much prefer to have him totally dependent on me financially. I figure that once he’s been out of the workforce for a couple of years, he will be virtually unemployable, a notion I find absolutely delicious. I really like the notion of his total dependence on me. I would never have expected to feel this way but what can I say? When it comes to Cole, I’m a total femdom. 
 
      
 
    Dinner was delicious, as usual. Cole is a good cook, verging on great, but I don’t let him know I feel that way. In fact, I make it a point to criticize everything he does, just to make a point. He knows that the more I berate him, the worse the evening will go in the bedroom for him, which he loves. So do I. 
 
      
 
    “Leave the dishes. You can do them in the morning. I want to show you something.” I lead him into our bedroom. “Take your clothes off and sit on the bed.” 
 
      
 
    He’s naked except for the stainless steel cage that encases his puny white dick. I stand in front of him and slowly begin to undress. I slip off my blouse and skirt, revealing my garter belt and stockings. I still wear my four-inch come-fuck-me stilettos, which are quite a joke because Cole hasn’t fucked me in months. In fact, he hasn’t been out of his cage since I locked him in just after Marcellus came into our lives. He hasn’t had a full orgasm in all that time either, just the occasional ruined orgasm every few weeks. It’s been a while since I allowed him a ruined orgasm, and tonight seemed to me to be a perfect opportunity to really torture him.  
 
      
 
    “I spent the night fucking Marcellus and a friend of his,” I said as I faced him. I touched my breasts and massaged my nipples as I watched his dick strain against its confines. “I didn’t shower, so I have a lot of their cum in my cunt and ass that you’re going to clean up for me. It should be good and ripe by now.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, Lauren. I look forward to it.” He didn’t really but I love having him lick my pussy until I come. 
 
      
 
    “But before I let you lick the sperm from my cunt, I want you to see something.” I start undulating my hips, not quite allowing him to glimpse my bruised and marked ass. His eyes are glued to my hips. His dick is now straining mightily against the steel cage. I walk slowly toward him, giving him just a peek at the marks that criss-cross my ass. He moans. I lean forward and whisper in his ear, “Before Marcellus and his friend fucked me, they allowed his wife to whip me. She whipped my ass until I was practically bleeding. She was very good with Marcellus’s dog whip, much better than he is. She whipped me until I pleaded for her to stop.” I turned around fully. “See?” 
 
      
 
    Cole winced and moaned as he looked at my brutalized skin, now black and blue and still oozing from the lashes I endured against my will. Cum began leaking out of Cole’s dick. I didn’t even have to touch him to ruin another orgasm.  
 
      
 
    I am such a bitch. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I didn’t start out being such a femdom with Cole. When Marcellus replaced Shawn as the black man in my life, I was content to be just subservient to my new bull. Shawn was never a true bull to me. He was Cole’s boss and I was a whore. Shawn knew I was a whore before we met and he was content to just use me as his whore, both for his pleasure and to further his business interests. But he never took on the role of the bull in our marriage, so although Cole was technically a cuckold, he didn’t get to really understand what that role entailed until Marcellus showed him. And me.  
 
      
 
    Marcellus was an experienced bull long before he came into our lives. He initiated the relationship by exerting his dominance over me and humiliating Cole by cumming on my face in our apartment, right in front of Cole. Over the next few months, he ratcheted up the stakes gradually but quickly. The first thing Marcellus did was to have Cole gather up all of my underwear and deliver it to Marcellus’s office during business hours. Then he had Cole drive me to his apartment one evening so he could fuck me while Cole waited for me in the car. Two hours later when I came back to the car with my hair a mess and cum dripping down my legs, I told my husband, at my bull’s instructions, that he should get used to delivering me on a moments notice.  
 
      
 
    One time, after Cole drove me to Marcellus apartment, I called him so he could listen as Marcellus fucked me. Marcellus made sure I came many times and he encouraged me to be very vocal so that Cole knew what a good time I was having while he waited in the car for me to finish.  
 
      
 
    Then Marcellus began showing up at our apartment to fuck me in our marital bed. He always insisted that Cole watch as he ravaged my mouth, pussy, and ass. Cole never fucked me in my ass, so that became Marcellus favorite of my holes. He would comment while he was fucking my ass how tight I was, and what a shame that Cole had never experienced such a delightful pleasure. It was at that moment that I looked over at Cole, sitting next to our bed, watching Marcellus fuck my ass, and told my husband that he would never fuck my ass, that my ass was reserved for real men, black men, men with big black cocks, who took what they wanted from me and didn’t ask permission. It was my first taste of femdom, and I liked it. 
 
      
 
    Cole was still fucking me at that point, usually after Marcellus fucked me. Cole always enjoyed reclaiming me and he did so often. But after I told Cole he would never fuck my ass, I started telling him, while he fucked my pussy, how Marcellus was a much better fuck than he was. How Marcellus’s cock was so much bigger, thicker, harder; just better. I acted like fucking Cole was boring. It wasn’t much of an act for me. 
 
      
 
    One night, Marcellus arrived at our apartment unannounced, as he always did, with the dog whip. I’d never been whipped before and the sight of it made me very nervous. I told Cole that I really didn’t want to be whipped, but that if Marcellus wanted to whip me, I really had no choice. Marcellus told Cole to get several of his ties so that he could tie me to the bed. All the ties were ruined. Marcellus tied me securely to our bed and whipped me, then he fucked me, then he whipped me again. Cole watched it all. I cried and begged Marcellus to stop, even though I didn’t really want him to stop. I just wanted to make sure Cole felt as helpless as I felt.  
 
      
 
    It was after Marcellus whipped me that first time (it wasn’t the last) that I got the idea to lock Cole up. I discussed it with Marcellus first.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t give a shit what you do with him.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I understand that, but do you have any experience with it, from other relationships you’ve had with cuckolds and hotwives?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I remember one white bitch that had her cuck locked up from a prior relationship. That bull was into the whole humiliation thing, so he locked the cuck up and kept the key. She took over when the bull dumped her. She blamed her cuck for the bull’s losing interest, so she got rid of the key. Told the poor bastard he was never getting out as long as they were together. Dumb fuck was still with her when I left her. Still locked up, too, far as I know.” 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t that unhealthy?” I asked. I knew at once I shouldn’t have. 
 
      
 
    “How would I know? I cum every day. Can’t imagine giving control of my cock to another human being for any reason whatsoever. But, white boys. Who can figure?” 
 
      
 
    I did a little research after that conversation and found that the prevailing wisdom, such as it is, is that there is no harm in denying orgasms for any length of time. Except, maybe, psychological. But there was no hard and fast conclusion either way.  
 
      
 
    Against my better judgment, I asked Marcellus if he still had his old hotwife’s number. If he would be willing to give it to me. He said he didn’t but he gave me her name. I found her number pretty easily and gave her a call. 
 
      
 
    She told me she’s had her husband locked up for almost ten years, and that it’s the best thing she’d ever done. He was completely docile, subservient, and eager to please her. She said she always enjoyed having men in her life, but now that her sexual desire was fading, having a pet husband was better than anything.  
 
      
 
    “A pet husband?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “All he lives for is to please me, and I treat him like shit. Took me a long time to realize it, but I really don’t like men all that much. As long as I keep his dick locked up and out of our lives, he’s hardly a man at all. Oh, he still has his moments, but that’s what I keep the ball stretcher around for. I leave that dangling from his gonads for a few weeks and he shapes right up.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s a ball stretcher?” I felt like a complete novice. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a device that does exactly what the name implies. You can keep it on for weeks at a time if you keep it clean and lubed. It really increases their inclination to be docile and responsive to your whims.”  
 
      
 
    She gave me a lot to think about. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Because Marcellus was uninterested in humiliating Cole, it was left to me to devise ways of tormenting him. Marcellus would cooperate if he wasn’t inconvenienced, but he didn’t want to let my needs, or Cole’s, get in the way of his fun. So I had to integrate my desire to dominate my husband with my desire to be subservient to my bull.  
 
      
 
    Which got to be a little complicated. Like the first time, Marcellus announced that he was going to share me with a group of his friends. I was well-acquainted with gangbangs, but I had always been in charge, being a whore and all, and basically getting paid to fuck a bunch of horny men. This was my first experience as a sub, with my bull being in charge of the whole affair. So, yeah, I was nervous.  
 
      
 
    But I also didn’t want to pass up the opportunity to humiliate Cole. I didn’t have him locked up yet, but I was already making fun of his puny white dick, yawning when he made love to me and complaining that I could barely feel him when he reclaimed me after Marcellus had fucked me. I felt pretty sure that my first gangbang as a hotwife would be the ideal time to rub Cole’s face in it. I just didn’t know how to pull it off. 
 
      
 
    Without being aware of my desire, Marcellus helped me out. He told me of his intention to use me as the entertainment for his old college buddy’s bachelor party, but he lost the venue at the last minute and was scrambling to find a suitable replacement. 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you just invite them over to my apartment?”  
 
      
 
    Marcellus thought about it for a few seconds, which gave me pause.  
 
      
 
    “How many participants are we talking about?” I asked with some trepidation. I’d done my share of gangbangs but not for the whole neighborhood. 
 
      
 
    “I expect about a dozen guys.”  
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. The most men I’d seen at one time was four, and that was challenging enough. 
 
      
 
    “Am I the only entertainment?” 
 
      
 
    “You are. Why would I waste my time with anyone else?” I was touched. “You sure you want to do it at your place? I know everyone will get shitfaced and probably trash the apartment.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem,” I said. “I’ll make sure Cole is around to clean up.” I smiled at Cole, who was sitting at the end of the bed watching Marcellus fuck my ass. “Won’t that be fun?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The night of the bachelor party, I asked Cole what he planned to wear.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand.” He said with a touching degree of innocence.  
 
      
 
    “I think you need to be dressed appropriately if you’re going to act as the hired help tonight.” His face fell as he realized what I meant. “Go out and buy a nice little maid’s outfit, but don’t be late. I expect them to be on time, so you need to be as well.” 
 
      
 
    I was getting the apartment ready while Cole was out shopping for his new source of humiliation when someone rang the buzzer at the front of our building. It was still a couple of hours before the gang was supposed to arrive, so I buzzed the intercom and asked who was there. 
 
      
 
    “It’s Malcolm, the bridegroom. Marcellus’s friend.” 
 
      
 
    “Marcellus told me the party was starting at eight.” I hadn’t even showered yet. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s right, but he said I could swing by for a little pre-party sample.”  
 
      
 
    Of course, he did. And without telling me. I was going to be extra hard on Cole for this. I buzzed Malcolm in. 
 
      
 
    “Marcellus told me you would be expecting me,” Malcolm said when I opened the door. “He didn’t tell you I was coming early, did he?” 
 
      
 
    “No, but that’s fine, I’m happy to do whatever Marcellus asks me to do. Even if he doesn’t ask me.”  
 
      
 
    Malcolm took his coat off as he walked into the apartment. “Nice place. And you look fine. You sure this is okay?” He was already taking his tie off, so I assumed it was a rhetorical question. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely. Would you like something to drink? My husband ran out for a last minute item. He won’t be back for about an hour. Do you want to wait for him?” 
 
      
 
    Malcolm looked at me like I was from another planet. “You’re married? And your husband is going to be here tonight?” He shook his head.  
 
      
 
    “Looks like I’m not the only one Marcellus was holding out on.” I slipped my skirt off and pulled my blouse over my head. I was naked before him. He pulled me to him and kissed me deeply.  
 
      
 
    “Almost seems like a shame to share you with all those assholes that Marcellus invited here tonight.” 
 
      
 
    I unbuckled his belt and undid his trousers as he kissed me again. “I’m sure that’s why Marcellus told you to stop by early.” I knelt down and took his cock in my mouth. He let me do all the work for several minutes as he moaned and I sucked. Then he lifted me to my feet. 
 
      
 
    “Where’s the bedroom. I don’t want to waste a good orgasm.” 
 
      
 
    Malcolm fucked me for the better part of an hour before he came in my ass. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It took Cole three hours to find a maid’s uniform that fit him. By the time he got back to the apartment, all the guests had arrived and I was doing a striptease in the middle of the living room to entertain them. He tried to slip in unnoticed but I stopped dancing in the middle of a song and waved at him to come to me. Amid the hoots and hollers of my audience, I asked for quiet. 
 
      
 
    “I just want to introduce my husband, Cole.” More hoots and a few whistles. “He’s late because he had to buy a costume to properly fill his role here tonight. Show the guys what you bought, Cole.” If looks could kill, I’d be a dead woman. He opened the box and held up the cutest little French maid outfit. The audience went wild. I told him to strip and dress right there in front of everyone. I didn’t think it was too much to ask - at least he was wearing boxers and his cock wasn’t locked in at this point. Without much fuss, he slipped on the dress. Unfortunately, it didn’t come with the hat. It did have a frilly apron, though.  
 
      
 
    “Take off the shorts, dude.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, take em off.” 
 
      
 
    I said, “You heard them. Take off your shorts.” He did, and that’s the last attention anyone at the party paid to Cole.  
 
      
 
    The sight of my white husband (all the guests were black) in that outfit seemed to kick the party into another gear and suddenly I had hands all over my body. I was led/dragged to the sofa and bent over the arm. I felt a cock slip in my cunt just as another hard, black cock was shoved into my mouth. Someone manhandled my breasts and someone slapped my ass. Another black cock tried to position itself at my mouth, only to be denied by the one fucking my throat. The cock in my pussy withdrew and was quickly replaced by another larger one. The roar in my ears was deafening. I could only hope that Marcellus would keep control of the situation because I knew I had none. 
 
      
 
    “I already fucked her ass, so let’s get that going.” It was Malcolm’s voice from somewhere in the room. I was lifted in the air and placed on someone’s lap on the sofa. 
 
      
 
    “Help me out,” the voice behind me said. “Help me find the hole.” I reached down and guided his cock into my ass. The lubrication from Malcolm’s sperm was still enough to prevent much pain as I sat down and was impaled. My legs were held straight up in the air as another cock was positioned at my cunt. I was soon DP’d and then another cock was shoved into my mouth again.  
 
      
 
    It was a long night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After the bachelor party, I asked Marcellus if he knew any other bulls that we might invite over to my apartment for dinner. He knew immediately that I intended to have Cole serve us in his maid’s uniform. Even though Marcellus still insisted he wasn’t into the humiliation thing, I got a sense that he might be coming around. He said he had a couple of friends that were in relationships with hotwives and he arranged a dinner party for the following Saturday. I couldn’t wait to break the news to Cole. 
 
      
 
    “And I’m supposed to cook and serve everyone in my new uniform?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s right, honey. I want you to find a hat, too. You need the complete outfit.” 
 
      
 
    The big night arrived soon enough, but I could not have been more excited. Not only did I relish humiliating Cole again, but I was really interested in meeting other bull/hotwife couples. I didn’t expect anyone to take off their clothes, I just wanted to discuss different aspects of the new world we lived in. I was not disappointed on either score. 
 
      
 
    When the doorbell rang, I had to control my impulse to jump up and greet our guests. Instead, I instructed Cole to answer the door. Marcellus smiled at me, but I couldn’t tell if he was getting into it or if he just enjoyed my excitement. As we heard the couples entering the apartment, he stood up and put his arm around my waist. Cole led our guests into the living room. I was bowled over by them. As Marcellus made introductions all around, I just marveled at how impressive the men were, and the sheer radiance of the women. They were dressed to the nines, more appropriate for dinner at the best restaurant in town, not a small dinner party. It occurred to me that the bulls were competitive, and so were their ladies. Nobody wanted to be outdone when it came to impressing others. 
 
      
 
    The dinner could not have gone better. Cole was perfect - completely competent and utterly subservient. I was so proud of him. The food was delicious and the company even better than I hoped. We talked about small things during the meal but really got down to it afterward over cognac and cigars. Even though we live in a strictly tobacco-free building, Marcellus wouldn’t hear of denying his fellow bulls their masculine pleasures. I didn’t object, although I knew we would hear from the landlord in the morning. 
 
      
 
    “So I’m sure the ladies would love to hear some stories,” Marcellus said as we settled in the living room. “Reggie, why don’t you start us off.” 
 
      
 
    Reggie was the oldest of the three of the black men sitting in my apartment. He looked like he might be pushing fifty, at least ten years older that Marcellus and Trevon. He reminded me of Rodney, the owner of the Penthouse Hotel and my boss - not quite as tall or imposing as Rodney, but just as handsome and charismatic.  
 
      
 
    “My favorite story is about my first experience as a bull, going on twenty years ago. I was living in New York at the time, and I told my woman’s cuck to deliver her to the Waldorf Astoria wearing nothing but a fur coat. This was right around the time when PETA was tossing bags of red paint at women in fur, so I knew they’d be nervous as hell. Plus, she didn’t have a fur, so I told the cuck to buy one for her. I knew they couldn’t afford it, but I didn’t give a shit. I figured they could always rent one, or buy it with the intention of returning it, but not if it got doused by some insane activist.  
 
      
 
    “So I’m sitting in the lobby, waiting for them to arrive and pay for the room when I hear this commotion outside the front doors. Sure enough, she got hit with a bag of red paint as soon as she stepped out of the car. It ruined the fur, but I laughed so hard at the look on the sorry-ass cucks face. Lucky for him, it wasn’t blood. The hotel wound up comping the room so he didn’t lose too much money in the end.” 
 
      
 
    Marcellus said, “Hell of a coincidence that PETA happened to be there at just the right time on just the right night.”  
 
      
 
    Reggie smiled. “Coincidence, my ass.” 
 
      
 
    Marcellus turned to Trevon. “What do you have that will top that, my man?” 
 
      
 
    Trevon looked younger than Marcellus, but he was the most attractive black man I’d ever laid eyes on. I felt a pang of jealousy for his woman, Amber, and a twinge in my pussy. I started to really hope we would take the party into the bedroom at some point. 
 
      
 
    “The last couple I bulled for was a trip. She wanted to really rub her cucks nose in everything, but she was nervous that he might lose it unless we escalated in a public place. So I told him to find a restaurant that had only one bathroom, a real hole-in-the-wall kind of joint, but I didn’t tell him why. I’m waiting there with a few friends when they show up, but I don’t let them know I’m with anyone at first. I just played it off as if I ran into a few buddies. The three of us get a table, and after we order, I told the cuck that I’m going to take his wife into the bathroom and fuck her, and he needs to stand guard while we’re in there. He gets all pissed off, but she tells him he’s going to do what he’s told, and off we all go. Meanwhile, I signal my buddies and as soon as we’re in the toilet getting it on, they start getting up to use the facilities themselves. The cuck’s got to fend off all my homies while I’m fucking the hell out of his wife, and he can hear what’s going on. After I’m done fucking her, we go back to our table and all my niggas come by the table. I tell the cuck they’re all going to fuck his wife, so he can just get his sorry ass home, and let the gangbang begin.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help asking, “Did you all fuck her in the restroom?” 
 
      
 
    “Naw, no way. We took her to my place and banged the shit out of her all night. Sent her back to the cuck in the morning with cum dripping from every hole.” 
 
      
 
    Amber asked, “Why haven’t you done that with me?” She looked like something out of a magazine, and all I could think about was seeing her naked with a big black cock in her mouth, her cunt, and her ass. It was quite a sight, even if only in my mind’s eye. 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you do it now?” I asked. The room got very quiet. “I’d really like to see that.” 
 
      
 
    “I would like to see that, too,” said Karin, a stunning redhead with long legs and full lips.  
 
      
 
    Marcellus said, “Gentlemen, let’s move this party into the bedroom.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We played Around-the-World for hours. Each of the men, and what men they were, fucked each of the holes in each of the women, one after the other to start. Then they doubled and triple-teamed us, one after the other. I was the last to go in each instance, being the hostess and all, but that just meant I got to watch three incredible black cocks fuck two gorgeous women in anticipation, and you know what they say about anticipation. The visual stimulation was such an enhancement to the physical pleasures, I wondered if I was going to be spoiled for vanilla sex forever.  
 
      
 
    Once everyone had been around the globe a few times, the men took a break. I pulled Amber and Karin onto the bed with me and we put on a show for the men and had a marvelous time ourselves. Amber hesitated at first, but Karin wasted no time convincing her to let go of her inhibitions. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never been with a woman.”  
 
      
 
    “There’s a first time for everything, and you will never have a better time than this. I imagine you like having your pussy licked, no?” Amber nodded shyly. “Well, I have a pussy. Which means I know just how to lick yours. Now lie down and spread your legs. Lauren, will you administer to her above the waist, please?”  
 
      
 
    I kissed Amber’s full, luscious lips and played with her tongue with mine as Karin kissed her thighs. I took my cue from Karin and went slow, paying attention to her face and shoulders and arms without going near her firm, beautiful breasts with their perfect, perky nipples. Amber moaned and twisted beneath us as she urged us on. All doubts erased about being with another woman, let alone two, melted away as we finally arrived at Amber’s erogenous zones to great effect. She came almost immediately. We all did, eventually.  
 
      
 
    And then the men joined in again. And again. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Marcellus left with our guests leaving me alone with Cole. Although my husband spent the evening serving everyone in his cute little French maid uniform (complete with hat!) by the end of the meal he faded into the background. By the time our orgy started, he was completely ignored. I almost forgot he was in the apartment, which was exactly the kind of humiliation I was going for. Although he would no doubt deny it, he loved it. I know my cuckold husband well. 
 
      
 
    After a short rest, I told him to join me in our bedroom. He had spent the evening cleaning up after the dinner party, as instructed, and then he spent a fair amount of time listening at our closed bedroom door as our guests and I enjoyed each other’s company. 
 
      
 
    “How many ruined orgasms did you have?” I asked as he sat on the bed next to me. He still had his maid costume on, bless his heart. 
 
      
 
    “Just a couple.”  
 
      
 
    “So you were listening to us?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t expressly forbid him from listening, so I felt it would be inappropriate to punish him for doing so. I just wanted to make him feel guilty about it. From the look on his face, I would say I succeeded. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve never cleaned me up after sex with another man.”  
 
      
 
    It was more a statement than a question, but he shook his head just the same. 
 
      
 
    “I think we should make that a regular part of our routine from now on. How do you feel about that?”  
 
      
 
    “I’d really rather not.”  
 
      
 
    “The way your puny little dick is straining against its cage tell me otherwise. I really hate it when you lie to me.” 
 
      
 
    I spread my legs and he put his head near my pussy but didn’t dive right in. I had at least two loads of cum in my cunt and one more in my ass, so I can only assume he was overwhelmed by the sight and smell. I made a point of not cleaning up after the party broke up.  
 
      
 
    “What’s taking so long?” 
 
      
 
    “I really, really don’t want to do this.” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed his ears and pulled his face into my pussy. I wrapped my legs around the back of his head and ground his face into the discharge of my recent lovers. Tentatively at first, but then with increasing enthusiasm, he licked my cunt. I moaned as I approached orgasm, my fourth of the evening at least. Cole licked me and sucked the cum from my pussy as I nearly screamed from the sheer pleasure of it all. I relaxed my grip on his head and collapsed on the bed. He rolled over onto his back and caught his breath.  
 
      
 
    I propped myself up on an elbow and smiled at him. “That was great, honey. We are definitely going to make that a regular part of our lovemaking.” 
 
      
 
    Cole snorted. I waited for him to say something, but his better instincts must have kicked in. However, I was not going to let that go.  “Do you have something to say?” 
 
      
 
    He was stubbornly silent for several seconds. I raised an eyebrow at him. He sighed. “Yeah, I guess I do have something I’d like to talk about.” 
 
      
 
    “Go on.” 
 
      
 
    “You said you want to make this a regular part of our lovemaking. What lovemaking? Am I ever going to make love to you again?” 
 
      
 
    I touched his cheek. “Cole, honey. You know this is what you want. You don’t want to make love to me. You want me to fuck other men. You always have.” Even though I was completely exhausted, I thought this would be the perfect time to try something new. “Here, let me show you what I bought for you.” I pulled a small device from my nightstand drawer and held it up, along with a rubber glove and a bottle of lube. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that?”  
 
      
 
    “Roll over and I’ll show you.” He adjusted his cage so he wasn’t lying directly on it and propped himself on his elbows. I pulled on the glove and lubed my forefinger. “This will be a little cold, so brace yourself.” I inserted my finger in his ass. He inhaled suddenly. The research I’d done was pretty thorough and soon I was massaging his prostate. He moaned and whined a little and pushed his hips up a bit. I could see his dick swell in its cage, which was exactly the response I was looking for.  
 
      
 
    After several minutes, cum began oozing from the tip of the cage. “So this is not quite a ruined orgasm like you experienced earlier. What I’m doing now is milking you. I’m going to use your new combination butt plug and prostate stimulator to drain you of sperm.”  
 
      
 
    Cole moaned again. “Can’t you let me out, just this once?”  
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Oh, honey. I don’t think I’m going to let you out ever again.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Today, unexpectedly, Rodney reappeared in my life.  
 
      
 
    I hadn’t heard from him in months - just a few phone conversations after I was promoted, but even those became less frequent as I proved my abilities to handle my new job. Although Rodney ended my relationship with Shawn, Cole’s old boss, he never stepped into Shawn’s role as my black lover except for that one night at Tania’s party. Tania told me not to expect a lot of attention from Rodney, and she was right. 
 
      
 
    Tania explained it all in her office not long after the party. “He’s got dozens of women around the world at his beck and call. Plus he runs dozens of whorehouses. Do you think he lacks for companionship?” 
 
      
 
    “Then why did he say Shawn would no longer be fucking me if he’s not going to?” 
 
      
 
    Tania rolled her eyes at me. “Come on, you know how men are. He’s the top of the alpha pyramid, and in certain circumstances, he needs to exert his dominion over his friends and family. Especially his family.” 
 
      
 
    “How did that go for you?” Tania was Rodney’s cousin, just like Shawn.  
 
      
 
    “Like I told you, I never embraced the whore role like you did. In fact, I was dead-set against it, but he was adamant. ‘No on-the-job experience, no job,’ was the way he put it. That was years ago, but I remember it like it was yesterday.” Tania eyes glazed over into a distant memory. “He knew I was raised in a very strict Baptist household, and that the idea of having sex for money was abhorrent to me and my values. I was desperate then, too, and he knew it.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry for you.”  
 
      
 
    “He’s a sonofabitch, no two ways about that.” She looked me in the eyes with a smoldering hatred that scared me. “He’ll leave you alone for a while, but at some point, the devil will demand his due. Mark my words.” 
 
      
 
    Now, the devil was coming to town. I wasn’t sure what to expect, but I had a bad feeling. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “It’s time for you to move,” Rodney said at dinner. He took Cole and me to one of the top restaurants in town, just like Shawn used to. The big difference was that Shawn used to drop a bomb on us at the end of the meal, just as we were leaving to go fuck. Rodney did it upfront. 
 
      
 
    “Where are we moving to?” I asked. I told Cole before dinner that I would do all the talking. I was surprised Rodney invited my husband at all. I wondered why, but not too much. I had enough to think about. 
 
      
 
    “Atlanta for a while, then New York.”  
 
      
 
    “How long in Atlanta?” I really wasn’t a big fan of the South. Not that I’d ever been there. 
 
      
 
    “Probably six months, maybe a year. Depends on how long it takes you to roll out your escort division to the rest of the chain.” 
 
      
 
    I was floored. “I’m barely up and running here. How can you think I can take it national?”  
 
      
 
    Rodney gave me a sharp look. I looked at my hands in contrition. “Sorry.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m very pleased with your progress and I see no reason to keep you here in San Francisco. Besides, I want you to tour the facilities in Atlanta before you do anything else.”  
 
      
 
    I’d heard rumors about the Penthouse Hotel in Atlanta, the original, the ‘Mothership’ as it was known. I had no doubt that Rodney’s pride of ownership and everything was partly the reason he wanted to show it off, but I also knew it wasn’t that much different from the San Francisco location, or any of the others around the country. My brief time working with Shawn’s company, which built and operated all of Rodney’s hotels, showed me how regimented the physical designs were.  
 
      
 
    I also wondered if there was a secondary motive for Rodney’s orders. Tania words floated, unwanted, in my head. “Will you be in Atlanta while I’m there?” 
 
      
 
    “I live in Atlanta as much as I live anywhere. For now, at least.” 
 
      
 
    “Meaning?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m planning a move at some point.” 
 
      
 
    “Where?”  
 
      
 
    Rodney turned to Cole without answering me. “Cole, I understand you haven’t fucked your wife in some time.”  
 
      
 
    Cole turned three shades of red and nodded.  
 
      
 
    “Lauren, do you wear Cole’s key?” I grabbed the gold chain that I wore around my neck and pulled the keys from between my breasts. “You wear both of them, interesting. No safe-word, I assume.” It was my turn to nod in silence.  
 
      
 
    “Cole, how would you like to fuck your wife tonight?” Cole nodded again, a bit more vigorously but without seeming too eager. 
 
      
 
    “I’m guessing his confinement was your idea,” Rodney said to me. 
 
      
 
    “Yes.”  
 
      
 
    “Cole, do you like being confined?”  
 
      
 
    Cole looked at me like a terrified child. I nodded at Rodney and raised an eyebrow.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I do,” he whispered. “Sort of.” 
 
      
 
    Rodney nodded and tossed a room card for the Penthouse Hotel to him. “Well, that’s over for a while. I want you to fuck your wife after dinner and leave her for me. I’ll be by around eleven, so have fun until then but be gone before I arrive.” Our food arrived at that moment. I began to long for the days when Shawn at least let us eat before upending our lives.  
 
      
 
    “And Lauren,” Rodney said as he attacked his steak. “Don’t clean up.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Rodney gave me a week to choose a successor in San Francisco, wrap up my personal affairs, and report for duty in Atlanta. My first concern was selecting my replacement from my existing staff - I couldn’t see any way to interview outside candidates for the position. The conversation would have gone something like this: 
 
      
 
    Me: What qualifications do you have that would make you the best person for the job? 
 
      
 
    Candidate: Well, the job description was pretty vague. Can you tell me more about it? 
 
      
 
    Me: No problem. You’re going to be recruiting beautiful, desirable women to go to the hotel rooms of complete strangers and fuck them for money. 
 
      
 
    Candidate: !!! (Sound of the door slamming behind them as they flee.) 
 
      
 
    So I talked to my existing staff to let them know what I needed to do, and how fast I needed to do it. Most of them, not surprisingly, were completely uninterested in moving up the corporate ladder.  
 
      
 
    “What did you expect?” Tania asked me when I updated her on my progress. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but most of the women you’ve recruited aren’t in it for the money. They already had plenty of that before you recruited them. What they didn’t have was excitement in their lives, a little danger, good sex, and a naughty little secret. You’re asking them to give all that up to, what, become a corporate drone like you and me? Some trade. I’d run screaming from the room, too.” 
 
      
 
    I asked, “Then why did you take the job?”  
 
      
 
    “I told you, the hooker thing never appealed to me, it was just a means to an end. That’s not the case for your crew at all, is it?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not. Every one of them is pretty flush, and I think they’re finding out that the extra money they’re earning is more of a problem than a blessing. A promotion would only make it worse.” 
 
      
 
    Tania stared at me for a few seconds, then asked, “Does anyone have your kind of arrangement? You know, with Cole, where he’s into it?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure. I can ask.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s probably a decent way to go. If the husband is on board, maybe he’ll be okay with doing what Cole did. Besides, now that you’re leaving, I’m sure Marcellus will be in the market for a replacement as well.” 
 
      
 
    Which brings me to my other concern about moving - Marcellus. I didn’t ask Tania because I didn’t have to. Her ex-husband, my current bull, was not going to be happy with my leaving. In fact, I was worried he’d try to stop me. 
 
      
 
    I was kind of hoping he would. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I decided to take Marcellus out to dinner in the hopes that he would be less likely to make a scene in public. It turns out I didn’t need to worry. 
 
      
 
    “No problem,” he said after I told him we were through. “I know these things don’t last forever. As you well know, you weren’t my first white bitch and you sure as hell won’t be my last.” The couple at the table next to us stopped eating and talking. And moving.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m glad I mean so much to you.” I have to admit, I was more than a little disappointed. 
 
      
 
    “Get over yourself. You’re a good lay, but I’ve had better.” Now he had to realize that the tables around us could hear him, and he was grandstanding. “We do have to throw you a going away party, though. How long do I have to put it together?” 
 
      
 
    “We fly out on Sunday.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, the cuck is going with you? Interesting.” He took a sip of wine and wiped his mouth with his napkin. “Sunday, huh? Doesn’t leave me much time.” He stood up and dropped his napkin in his half-eaten food. “Well, I’d better get going. Be at my place on Saturday night, eight sharp. Leave the cuck home to pack.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I knocked on Marcellus’s door with more than a few butterflies in my stomach. He had a mean streak that I’d glimpsed on occasion and I was not looking forward to seeing it unleashed. I didn’t hear a lot of noise coming from his apartment. In fact, I didn’t hear any. The butterflies started to swarm.  
 
      
 
    “Come in,” he said in a grave tone as he opened the door. His apartment was well-lit, clean, and deserted.  
 
      
 
    “Some party,” I said with more than a hint of sarcasm.  
 
      
 
    “All of the guests are in the bedroom. Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    I followed him, expecting to see a crowd of men. Instead, I saw an array of instruments on his bed. Instruments of pain. I felt ill. 
 
      
 
    “I decided to send you off to your new bull with some memories, and if you can stand it, a few scares. Does that suit you?”  
 
      
 
    I wanted to say no, it didn’t suit me at all. But the knot in my stomach was overruled by the twinge in my pussy. I’d never been beaten by a man, but somehow I felt it was appropriate now. I was leaving Marcellus, and he wanted to punish me for leaving. I wanted him to punish me.  
 
      
 
    “What did you have in mind?” I asked in a near whisper. 
 
      
 
    “Let me give you the tour.” He spent the next several minutes explaining how each instrument worked - how each would torment me, how each would mark me, and whether or not the marks would be permanent. 
 
      
 
    “Obviously, I can’t expect you to endure each of these. Pick three.”  
 
      
 
    I decided to play it out, to enhance Marcellus’s enjoyment as well as my own. I picked up each of the instruments and fondled it as I examined it. Finally, I indicated my choices.  
 
      
 
    Marcellus took the first one and had me strip. He ordered me to lie down on the bed with my head hanging over the edge. He exposed his cock and shoved it into my mouth as he began to whip my tits and pussy with a single-strand dog whip. He jammed his cock deep into my throat as he battered my body. I struggled to breathe as I endured the stinging pain of the lashes. He whipped me and throat fucked me for about 15 minutes before he allowed me to recover. I looked at my body for the first time and was shocked at the marks the whip left on my breasts and crotch.  
 
      
 
    “Pick the next one,” he said. I handed him the branding iron. He took it to the kitchen to heat it over the open flame on the gas range. When he returned, I almost backed out. I wasn’t sure I could endure the pain, but the idea of being marked permanently by Marcellus won out.  
 
      
 
    “Where?” he asked. I pointed to my hip, low and out of sight for all but the most revealing clothes. “Lie face down.” I did. He applied the brand to my skin before I could ready myself. The pain was searing, much worse than I anticipated. He held it in place for a count of ten. A slow count. I was crying and begging for him to stop long before he did. Even after he removed the iron, my skin was on fire.  
 
      
 
    Without waiting for me to recover he told me to turn over. The third instrument I selected was a piercing needle with a post. “Where?” he asked as he pulled on blue surgical gloves. 
 
      
 
    “My clit.”  
 
      
 
    He smiled. I will always remember Marcellus with that smile on his face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Rodney had a limo waiting for us at Hartsfield Airport when we arrived in Atlanta. The trip to the Penthouse Hotel, near downtown, went a lot quicker than I expected. My assessment of the city did nothing to dispel my notion that the South was still a backwater if this was the biggest and best city it had to offer. I know I’m spoiled by living and growing up in San Francisco, but seriously. The whole of downtown would be lost in any other major city in the country, except for, maybe, Detroit.  
 
      
 
    The hotel itself was a rundown version of my home base as well, even making allowances for the fact that it was over ten years older. A bright, cheerful black woman met us in the lobby and escorted us to Rodney’s office. We found him sitting at his desk, working. After a short round of greetings and pleasantries, he got right down to business. 
 
      
 
    “Lauren, your office is right next to mine, through that door. Cole, you will be offered a temporary position at one of our three remote training facilities. I’ve arranged a tour for you both tomorrow. You can let me know what you decide afterward at dinner. We will be introducing you to the staff at that point. In the meantime, your room for this week is on the 30th floor. Shanice will take you there.” And suddenly, the meeting was over.  
 
      
 
    I’d stayed at Marcellus’s place the night before, so Cole had not yet seen my new additions. The whip marks would fade in time, but they hadn’t faded yet. The brand and the piercing were, obviously, permanent. I was mildly interested in how Cole would take to them. I was much more interested in Rodney’s reaction. 
 
      
 
    After we dropped our bags and freshened up, I suggested we get a drink upstairs. We were one floor below the penthouse and I was anxious to see how it measured up. Cole was less than enthused to be going anywhere. Since Rodney ordered his cage removed, he was a man possessed. By my pussy. And mouth. And ass. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, I missed you last night.” He still didn’t have the alpha attitude I so wanted him to have. And it occurred to me during my last night with Marcellus, he never would. The contrast between them could not have been greater. I decided that even though he was no longer confined, I would reassert my dominance and start ruining his orgasms again. Tania assured me it was possible with some practice.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s go upstairs for a drink. I want to look around.” He frowned and started to say something when I held up my hand. “I insist.” 
 
      
 
    We went up to the penthouse and found a table easily. The crowd was light, even for a Sunday afternoon. I was unimpressed by the room and the talent, both the men and the women. I tried to keep an open mind about it by allowing for the timing, but Atlanta was still not making its mark on me. Cole ordered drinks and I decided to have some fun with him.  
 
      
 
    “See that guy over there?” I asked in a quiet voice. “I can tell just by looking at him that his cock is bigger than yours.”  
 
      
 
    “Bullshit. I don’t believe you.” Obviously, he did not see that coming.  
 
      
 
    “Want me to prove it? I have a scarf with me. I bet I can talk him into letting you watch.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you were done with whoring.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not averse to getting back into it if only to prove my point. But the fact of the matter is, I’ve fucked at least a thousand guys in the last few years. What makes you think you’re a better judge of cock than me?”  
 
      
 
    He had no response to that. 
 
      
 
    “Cole, I want you to hear this. Just because Rodney made me remove your chastity cage doesn’t mean I’m going to let you keep fucking me. In fact, I think you’ve had enough for a while.” 
 
      
 
    Cole gave me a look. “No problem, at least I can masturbate.”  
 
      
 
    “See, that’s the thing. I want you to agree that you won’t. I want you to give me control of your orgasms again, without the cage. Strictly on the honor system.” 
 
      
 
    Cole stared at the guy I pointed out. “Why would I do that?” 
 
      
 
    “Remember when Rodney asked you if you wanted to stay caged? You said yes. So he took your cage away, to frustrate you, and me. But we don’t have to give him the power. You can give it back to me. Just promise me you won’t masturbate without my permission.” He remained silent. “Do that for me, Cole. I insist.” He nodded. 
 
      
 
    I sat back and smiled. I liked being in control, at least of my husband. Then I got a text. From Rodney. He wanted me to stop by his room at 9. I had almost four hours to spend with Cole.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, let’s go back to the room. I want to see how many of your orgasms I can ruin before I have to go fuck Rodney.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It turns out I’m better at ruining Cole’s orgasms without the cage than with it. He was practically in tears when I left him to go to Rodney’s room. Between the whip marks on my breasts and crotch, my new brand, and my new clit jewelry, he was a pushover. Each and every time.  
 
      
 
    I wore my sexy dress for Rodney, the one I’d seen on so many of the women at Tania’s party. I wondered if Rodney would notice. I was not disappointed. 
 
      
 
    “Very nice,” he said as he kissed me at the door to his room. He had one of the corner suites I loved so much in San Francisco, and for once the Atlanta version did justice to its origin status. The decor was impeccable and the room was even more spacious than anything I remembered in California.  
 
      
 
    “Are those the marks of a farewell present from your former bull?” I nodded. My dress was designed to flaunt my wounds. “And a fresh brand, as well. I’m impressed. I don’t know Marcellus except by reputation, but I am impressed.” He moved the fold of my dress aside to examine my mark. “Anything else?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes.” I lifted the front of my dress to show Rodney the silver post above my vagina. Of all the various types of pain I endured, that one was the most vivid. Rodney bent over at the waist to take a close look. He fingered my clit, not gently. I thought I might see stars, the pain was so intense. 
 
      
 
    “Still a little tender?” he asked as he pulled on the post. I almost fainted. I reached out involuntarily for his arm. He slapped me across my face with the back of his hand. I didn’t see it coming and I almost fell.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t ever do that again.” 
 
      
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
      
 
    “Damn right, you won’t.” He walked across the room. “Drink?” 
 
      
 
    I stumbled to the sofa and sat down. He didn’t wait for an answer before pouring me a stiff drink. I downed it in one gulp. 
 
      
 
    “How familiar are you with our three training facilities?” he asked as he sat down next to me. He sipped his drink and made no move to freshen mine. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know anything about them.” I was still reeling. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll let Cole tell you about them tomorrow night.” Rodney crossed his legs and leaned back. “How is your husband enjoying his freedom?” 
 
      
 
    “He loved it until tonight.” I told Rodney about all the ruined orgasms. He had no idea such a thing was possible. 
 
      
 
    “The things white boys are willing to endure.”  
 
      
 
    “You don’t have a problem with it, then?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
      
 
    “Why did you insist I uncage him?” 
 
      
 
    “One of my favorite whores caged her husband, at my insistence, many years ago. The poor dumb fuck wound up committing suicide over it.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure the cage was the cause?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s what he wrote in his note, so I guess I am. Anyway, I don’t want to take that particular risk again. I wound up losing his wife to her original bull.” He downed the rest of his drink. “I hate to lose.”  
 
      
 
    I really didn’t know what to say so I said, “I don’t imagine you’ve lost many things.”  
 
      
 
    He just sat and stared at the view for a few seconds. “No, I haven’t. I imagine you understand that the success of your new division is key to the company’s future.”  
 
      
 
    “I do.”  
 
      
 
    “Good,” Rodney said as he stood up from the sofa and began to undress. “If you fuck it up, the pain you felt with Marcellus will pale in comparison. Now take off that dress.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I spent the next day touring the hotel, meeting the parent company staff, and fucking Rodney. I guessed him to be at least fifty years old, but he had the stamina of a teenager. After fucking me several times during the night, he had visits to his office built right into my schedule, every two hours, so he could fuck me in his office as well. I wondered how I would get anything done with my office right next to his. I really didn’t want to fail.  
 
      
 
    On the plus side, the sex was fantastic. It had been several months since I met and fucked Rodney at Tania’s party, but I remembered how great a lover he’d been. But that was just one quick fuck during the party, which didn’t do him justice. His reputation as an alpha among alphas was well-deserved. His cock was enormous and he knew just how to use it. I can’t remember having so many orgasms in such a short period of time, and the time was repeated every couple of hours. On little sleep, and jet-lagged to boot, I was practically a blithering idiot by the end of the day. My first day. 
 
      
 
    And then, of course, Cole arrived back in our room, just as I needed to prepare for my introduction dinner. All I wanted to do was take a nap, but Cole blathered on about his tour of the training facilities. I tried to listen, but I was too preoccupied and too tired to really pay attention. Until that is, he announced that he’d had a change of heart about his voluntary chastity. 
 
      
 
    “There’s no way,” he said in his whiniest voice, “you can expect me to live up to your rules in these places.”  
 
      
 
    “Why is that?” I really didn’t want to know, but I had to enforce discipline up front.  
 
      
 
    “I just told you. There are these beautiful women at each location, running around naked, or virtually naked except for the tails and hooves and collars. And they are totally available. I don’t even have to ask - I can just order them to present and fuck them. All of them.” 
 
      
 
    I must admit, it was endearing to see Cole so enthusiastic, about anything. But unlimited fucking? No, that was not going to happen. I told him so. 
 
      
 
    “Lauren, come with me. When you see these operations you’ll know that what you’re asking is just not possible.” 
 
      
 
    “On the contrary, it’s not just possible, it’s absolutely ideal. What sacrifice would it be if there was nothing to tempt you? With all that available pussy, you have a real opportunity to prove yourself to me. Which is what you’re going to do.” He stared at his feet. “Do I make myself clear?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded. I thought he was going to kick the dog we didn’t have. 
 
      
 
    “Now get dressed. We’re due at dinner in half an hour.” I sat down to put on my makeup when something he’d said finally registered.  
 
      
 
    “Tails and hooves and collars?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was so busy that first month that I never did get a chance to visit the Kennell, the Stables, or the Mansion, where Cole spent all his time. I did find out what he was so excited about that first night. Women in discipline training made to role play like dogs and horses, or tortured at Rodney’s first big venue. And credit where credit’s due, Cole was true to his word. I had the manager of each facility arrange a whole network of spies to report on my husband’s activities or lack thereof. Needless to say, I had no trouble ruining Cole’s orgasms almost every night. 
 
      
 
    Even Rodney began to worry about him. I persuaded Rodney to fuck me in my room instead of his room so that Cole could watch. I half-expected him to wait in the other room when Rodney came by, but he just sat in the chair by my makeup table while Rodney fucked me, every night. It was a monumental achievement in a way when you think about it. Which I don’t. No time. 
 
      
 
    I only had a month to learn everything I needed to know before I went out on the road to hire a madam for each hotel in the country, someone to serve in the same role I had filled in San Francisco and where I left Marla in charge. I spoke with Marla every day to get a sense of her progress and challenges. I’d gotten pretty good at recruiting after many months on the job, but she made me look like a piker. She recruited more women in her first month on the job than I did in my best three. She was a natural pimp. 
 
      
 
    “I think you need to recruit women just like me, horny and bored,” she said on our latest call. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, no problem. And gorgeous and with impeccable taste, with no issues about having sex for money.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not having any problems finding them. Maybe because I know them better than you.”  
 
      
 
    She had a point. I’d been out of touch with my old prep school alums for many years. But that did me no good when I rolled into a new location, knowing nobody. I told Marla as much. 
 
      
 
    “Then start with the existing staff at the hotel. That solves the sex-for-sale issue.”  
 
      
 
    “And piss off the hospitality manager on site? That sounds like a recipe for disaster.” 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Lauren. You’re sleeping with their boss, the guy who owns the whole empire. Have him make them work with you. Tell him it’ll go a lot faster if you can interview the in-house whores.” 
 
      
 
    She had a point. Plus, I was due in Rodney’s office in ten minutes for our 4 o’clock fuck.  
 
      
 
    Perfect. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Rodney always fucked my pussy when I saw him during business hours. He saved my ass for our evening sessions. He never used my mouth. I asked him about his lack of interest in blowjobs but he ignored me, then fucked me with enough extra energy that I never mentioned it again. His cock was big enough to split me in two as it was - I didn’t need to stoke the fire.  
 
      
 
    I also learned to never be late for our appointments. The rest of the staff accommodated my schedule without comment or complaint, so I assumed I was not the first woman to serve as Rodney’s sexual focus on the job. I was wrong about that. 
 
      
 
    “You’re the first employee I know of to be in the position you’re in,” Mavis said. Another of Rodney’s cousins, she ran the hospitality staff in Atlanta. I took care to cultivate our relationship. I knew she held the keys to my success because my first assignment would be to start the Atlanta escort service. I was lucky - we hit it off immediately. She filled me in on so many things I didn’t even know to ask. 
 
      
 
    “Rodney usually keeps his girlfriends strictly separated from the business,” she told me over lunch. “I was surprised to hear what was going on with you, but that was before I met you.”  
 
      
 
    I was flattered. Her compliment gave me the courage to ask, “How long can I expect this interest to last?” I really wanted to know.  
 
      
 
    “Who can say? Rodney is very loyal, but his track record with women has been all over the map. He still sees two of the first three white whores he started the whole empire with. And he was not happy about losing the third.”  
 
      
 
    “He lost her?” 
 
      
 
    “She went back to his first protege, Lewis, who recruited her in the first place. Rodney stole her away from him early on, but after she got pregnant at the Stables, she told him she wanted to go back to New York.”  
 
      
 
    “New York? Rodney said that’s where I’m going eventually.” 
 
      
 
    Mavis looked at me for several seconds. “Do tell?” I raised my eyebrow. “That’s interesting. I know he’s been spending a lot of time and money in New York. I wondered why.” 
 
      
 
    “And now?” 
 
      
 
    She waved it off. “Like I said, who can say?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I knocked on Rodney’s office door precisely at 4. He opened it for me, like he always does, and led me to the small bedroom that looked like a closet to anyone sitting in his office. We never spoke about business during our daily fuck sessions. We hardly spoke at all. Rodney always seemed preoccupied with other matters. He just lifted my dress and bent me over the chair across from the bed. I often wondered why the bed was there as we never used it. Maybe he took a nap after he fucked me.  
 
      
 
    As he pushed me down with one hand and fingered my still-wet cunt with the other, I looked back at him over my shoulder. He was focused on my pussy. He entered me with his usual force, unconcerned with my pleasure or discomfort. I’d learned from Marcellus that true bulls just used their women, and Rodney was the ultimate bull. I’d learned during the months I had only Cole fucking me that when a man showed concern for my pleasure when he tried to please me, it had the opposite effect. I hated it. Not at first, but eventually, it was all I could do to tolerate Cole and his beta approach to sex. It was then that I learned I was an alpha-male whore. I’m not even sure that’s a thing, but it is for me. It is me. 
 
      
 
    Rodney fucked me just the way I like it. He entered me fast and hard and didn't let up. His magnificent black cock battered my cervix and stretched my cunt wide to the edge of pain, where the most exquisite pleasure lies. After several minutes, he swelled in me and came hard and long. I love it when he comes in me. He always fills me to overflowing with his sperm. At his insistence, I don’t clean up. He leaks out of me until our next session.  
 
      
 
    As Rodney lowers his trousers to put his cock away and I adjust my dress as his cum runs down my legs, I touched his arm. He looks at me with a blank face. “I want to talk to you about Mavis.” 
 
      
 
    He continues to adjust his clothes as he says, “Go ahead.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to know if you think she will allow me to interview her staff for the management position in my department.”  
 
      
 
    “So you want my permission to poach her whores, is that it?”  
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. “Yes.”  
 
      
 
    He turned away from me. “That’s between the two of you.” 
 
      
 
    So much for the whore-of-the-moment advantage I thought I had. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I didn’t need to worry about Mavis. As soon as I asked her about my plan, she was totally onboard. The differences between her and her cousin Tania back in San Francisco were dramatic. I asked her about it. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Tania’s a total bitch. She loves the money, but that’s it. She never understood what Rodney is trying to do and she’s just concerned with her little corner of the operation.”  
 
      
 
    I thought about Tania’s attitude about whoring and started to say something. I decided it made sense to just let Mavis talk.  
 
      
 
    “She always thought she was too good to see guests. I think she really doesn’t much like sex. Can you imagine?” Mavis laughed. It was a good-natured laugh, with none of Tania’s bitterness. I decided I really like Mavis a lot.  
 
      
 
    “I’m guessing you didn’t have that problem.”  
 
      
 
    “No, I love sex, the more the merrier. The whole Baptist guilt-trip didn’t stick with me. I was a handful when I hit puberty, my mother will attest to that.” She laughed again, gentler as if a memory tickled her. “I drove her clear around the bend.” 
 
      
 
    “Can you suggest who I should talk to on your staff?”  
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, sugar. You talk to Molly. From what you’ve told me about Marla, she’s an Atlanta version of just the kind of girl you’re looking for.” 
 
      
 
    “Can you arrange it for me? I think if she hears it from you, she won’t feel like she’s jumping ship on you.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing. And I’ll do the same thing for you with all the other managers around the country. I know them all, and I want to help you in any way I can.”  
 
      
 
    I really do like Mavis a lot. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When I met with Molly, I had my doubts based on nothing but her appearance. For one thing, I had a hard time believing she worked as a whore at the hotel. She was the picture of a fresh, wholesome, Southern belle, a girl who wouldn’t know a thing about the sordid things that happened behind closed doors at the Penthouse Hotel.  
 
      
 
    “So,” I began, “Did Mavis have a chance to tell you what I have in mind?” 
 
      
 
    Molly smiled and looked down for a split second. “She did. And I want to just tell you how honored I am to even be considered for such an important job.” 
 
      
 
    She seemed so naive and innocent that even with the right words coming out of her mouth, I still had a hard time wrapping my head around the whole thing. “Tell me about yourself.” 
 
      
 
    She blushed a little - swear-to-god, she blushed. “I’m from Augusta, you know, where they play the Masters Golf Tournament?” I didn’t but I nodded just the same. “I come from a good family, two sisters, parents are still married. I had a really good childhood.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Tell me about how you came to work at the hotel.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that.” She blushed even harder. “I heard about it from a sorority sister who worked here for a little while. She didn’t last, though. She married one of the guests.” 
 
      
 
    “Where did you go to school?”  
 
      
 
    “UGA, go Bulldogs.” She smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Do other sorority girls work here?”  
 
      
 
    “None that I know of. Clara was my best friend, so she felt pretty comfortable telling me what she was doing.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think that’s a conversation you’d be comfortable having with others, who aren’t as close as you were with Clara?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely.” Suddenly, sweet, innocent Molly was all business. “Mavis told me that my main job would be recruiting, and I know I’ll be good at it.” 
 
      
 
    “Why is that?”  
 
      
 
    “Because I love it. I love the sex. I love the money. I love living here at the hotel. I love everything about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you looking for a husband?” I knew I shouldn’t ask that but we work in a whorehouse, you know? 
 
      
 
    “No, not now,” Molly said, almost apologetically. “Maybe someday, but I really like what I’m doing.” 
 
      
 
    “You know you’re going to have to give up seeing clients, right? How do you feel about that?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I talked to Mavis about it, and she said I could still go on stage whenever I wanted, downstairs in the theatre.” 
 
      
 
    I’d seen the small theatre in the basement on the tour I had back on my first day. It was not in use at the time and I didn’t really register what it was for. Molly must have noticed my confusion. 
 
      
 
    “I’m scheduled to be on the main stage tonight at 8. Why don’t you stop by and see for yourself?” 
 
      
 
    How could I say no? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I usually spent time with Cole after dinner, often ruining another orgasm. No one is more surprised than me that tormenting my husband in that way is so satisfying - I never get tired of it. So after checking with Mavis about what to expect, I told Cole we’d be spending an hour or so at the theatre. I didn’t tell him what to expect, so I can only assume he thought I meant a movie theatre or some such nonsense. He seemed disappointed. I guess he looks forward to all those ruined orgasms, too. 
 
      
 
    We arrived downstairs just as the show was about to start. Mavis told me she would reserve seats for us and true to her word, we found ourselves sitting in the front row. The audience was just like us - white couples mostly, young and good-looking. I still wasn’t too impressed by Atlanta, but the talent was stellar. As I looked around, I was shocked by all the beautiful women in the crowd. The men were another matter. There were way too many baseball caps and plaid shirts for my taste. I began to see tremendous possibilities for my new escort service here in the deep South. 
 
      
 
    The show still mystified me. The stage was empty but for a wooden bench or table. Leather straps hung from the four corners. It seemed like some kind of medieval torture device, but I couldn’t imagine what was in store for us, or Molly. The show was a few minutes late, so I leaned toward Cole. “I hope you’re not disappointed,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    “By what?”  
 
      
 
    “You’ll see.” I actually had no idea what to expect, or why he might be disappointed, but I really enjoyed fucking with him. I smiled as the lights finally dimmed. 
 
      
 
    What I saw next stunned me. There’s no other way I can put it. In the midsts of the heart of the Confederacy, in front of at least a hundred lily-white couples, in marched a half-dozen strapping black studs. They were magnificent. They were naked from the waist up and gleaming as if they pumped iron and oiled up as if for the Mr. Universe contest. They wouldn’t have won, but for my money, they looked better than those steroid-juiced monstrosities at the bodybuilding competitions. But here’s the real kicker. From their form-fitting leggings, the crotch had been cut out, allowing their immense black cocks to hang free. They didn’t quite live up to Rodney’s unattainable standard in the size and girth of their members, but they were all very impressive. At least from the gasps that emanated from the crowd, I was not the only woman there who was impressed. 
 
      
 
    Next, confounding my expectations yet again, a troupe of golden-haired, drop-dead-gorgeous white women marched out to the sounds of Barry White singing his heart out. The didn’t march so much as slink, as ballerinas might move across the stage, except they didn’t wear tutus - they were completely naked. They slithered to where the black men had taken up a stance around the stage, all facing forward toward the audience. The women faced the men at last. Then each one knelt down and took the black cock dangling in her face with both hands and licked the tip. Their motions were completely choreographed and it was mesmerizing. In rhythm with Mr. White, they took the cocks deeper into their mouths. The black men grasped their blonde heads with both hands and fucked their mouths. The women put their hands in their laps and allowed their mouths to be fucked, abused.  
 
      
 
    Then it all stopped. All the men were hard as they withdrew from the mouths of the white women, their black erections pointed at the ceiling. The curtain in the back of the theatre was drawn back by an unseen hand and out stepped Molly. Her hair was dark as her skin was white and piled high on her head like an empress. She was clothed in a white robe that covered her completely but left nothing to the imagination. She looked like a goddess.  
 
      
 
    She walked alone to the center of the stage. Two of the black men met her there and eased the robe from her arms and shoulders. She stood naked before us all. The helped her step up into the step and onto the bench. She laid out on it and they used the leather straps to buckle her into place - one strap on each arm, one on each leg, and one around her waist faced down but tilted slightly higher at her head than her feet. She was locked in, not in the same way I used to lock Cole, but just as completely, with one glaring, self-evident difference. Whereas Cole was locked out of sexual contact and availability, Molly was now fully and completely open and exposed. She was an open sexual invitation. 
 
      
 
    The two men who strapped her in stepped behind her. One slid onto a hidden platform underneath Molly and positioned his still-hard cock at the opening between her legs, while the other man took a bottle of lube and smeared it on her asshole. Two of the other men positioned themselves within reach of her outstretched hands. They also took lube and greased her hands as she grasped their erections. Another black cock was soon offered to her mouth and she accepted it into the back of her throat with one firm stroke.  Soon, all five of the black cocks were stroking into Molly in time with the music. It was quite a sight.  
 
      
 
    I knew I’d found my new madam.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Molly was everything I’d hoped for and more. She was not quite the natural recruiter that Marla was, but she was better than I was, and I was no slouch. She staffed up the Atlanta escort division two month ahead of schedule and seemed to really enjoy doing it. I went with her on a couple of recruiting appointments, not just for my own edification, but to see if she would be able to teach her techniques to the other managers I’d soon be hiring across the country.  
 
      
 
    “I know Dorothy through my sister,” Molly said as she rang the bell on a stately old mansion in the monied section of Atlanta. “Megan said she’s bored to tears after just two years of married life.” 
 
      
 
    The door opened and we were met by a pert, pretty girl in a tennis dress. I thought to myself that she’d do, but she was no Molly. Since that night at the theatre, I’d found myself thinking that a lot. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t have a chance to change,” Dorothy said after introductions as she led us to the terrace behind the house. The place was much more appealing inside, modern and well-decorated, at least for my taste. I imagined that the minimalist decor didn’t sit well with the Daughters of the American Revolution, or whatever the fuck they had out here in God's country. The cafe table on the terrace was set for three, so at least she knew I was coming with Molly.  
 
      
 
    “So, Megan told me you have a big, important job now.” Dorothy served sweet tea, of course, and scones. I felt like we wandered onto the set of some Gone with the Wind retread. It was all I could do to keep a straight face as I wondered how Molly would direct the interview. 
 
      
 
    “I do, and I love it, at least so far. But first, let me tell you about the position I left when I got this promotion. I started working at the Penthouse Hotel a little over a year ago as a hospitality specialist, and it was the smartest move I ever made.” 
 
      
 
    “Smart in what way? What did you use to do?”  
 
      
 
    “Nothing,” Molly said. “I was sitting around at some office doing bullshit work for no good reason when a friend told me about the Hotel. I applied, they hired me and my life improved a thousand percent.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s great, but you still haven’t told me why, or why you’re here. I’m not looking for a job. Don makes good money as you can see.” She waved at the yard and the house. 
 
      
 
    “I can see that you don’t need to work for the money. I didn’t either. I could have gotten married and been taken care of, just like you.”  
 
      
 
    I almost spit out my tea. I looked at Dorothy but she didn’t seem to take offense.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I like my life as it is, I make no apologies for it.” I’d heard about Southern Nice, but I’d never seen it in action until now. She was pissed but too polite to make a big deal about it. I didn’t see how Molly could turn this interview around, though. 
 
      
 
    “Nor should you apologize, for anything.” Molly smiled her winningest smile. “I’m not here to do anything but tell you about a different way of living. If this is all you need,” she smiled, even more, if that’s possible, “then I’m sorry we wasted your time. But if you’d like to consider something that would make all this pale in comparison, then we should keep talking.” 
 
      
 
    Dorothy’s indecision was written all over her face. I’m not sure what Molly knew, but she somehow found a way to crack Dorothy’s facade. I was fascinated. I’d never been so bold when I was in Molly’s shoes. 
 
      
 
    “So tell me more,” Dorothy said at last. 
 
      
 
    “Megan told me,” Molly said as she leaned in and lowered her voice, “that back in the day, you used to be quite the party girl.”  
 
      
 
    “Megan talks too much,” Dorothy said, but she leaned in a bit, too. “But she’s not wrong.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you miss it? Just a little bit?” 
 
      
 
    Dorothy studied Molly’s face. The threshold lay before her and she was looking for a reason to cross over. It was riveting. 
 
      
 
    “A bit.” 
 
      
 
    Bingo. We have liftoff. 
 
      
 
    “What if I told you about a way to start having fun again like you used to have.” 
 
      
 
    “As a ‘hospitality specialist’ at the Penthouse Hotel?” She did use air quotes. She didn’t have to.  
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s an option, but I’m heading up our new division here in Atlanta. Lauren is the Executive Vice-President for the entire country. We’re rolling it out slowly - Atlanta is just our second location.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s the new division called?” 
 
      
 
    Molly didn’t bat an eye. “Penthouse Escort Services.” 
 
      
 
    “So you were a whore?”  
 
      
 
    “And now I’m a pimp.” Props to Molly, she told it like it is. 
 
      
 
    “And you want me to become a whore?”  
 
      
 
    “If you ever want to give it a try, this is your best opportunity to test the waters in a safe, controlled and proven way. I can guarantee that much.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever gave you the idea I would even consider such a disgusting thing?” Losing her. I knew how this kind of conversation went, from hard experience. 
 
      
 
    “I really have no idea how you might feel about it. I talked to Megan a little, but I didn’t in any way indicate to her what we were going to talk about. And she has no idea what I do or did. I’m just taking a shot.” Molly stirred another spoonful of sugar into her tea. “If I’m barking up the wrong tree, I more than understand. This isn’t for everybody. Nobody knows that better than me and Lauren.”  
 
      
 
    Dorothy looked at me like I just arrived from the moon. “So you’re a whore too?”  
 
      
 
    “Former, although I still like to fuck men I’m not married to.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re married?” Dorothy looked more shocked at that idea than anything, which I thought was kind of funny. I figured I really sock her between the eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Not only married, but I met my husband at the Penthouse Hotel in San Francisco.”  
 
      
 
    Dorothy pushed back from the table and raised her hands. “Whoa, this is really a little too much to process.” But she didn’t walk away. 
 
      
 
    Molly said, “My best friend from Kappa Tau recruited me to the hotel. She met her husband there. It happens, more than you might expect.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not saying much since I wouldn’t expect it to happen at all.” She looked at me and then back at Molly. “I don’t think my husband would go for this at all.” 
 
      
 
    “Most of the women who work at the hotel don’t tell their husbands what they’re doing.” 
 
      
 
    “Are most of the whores married?” Dorothy really liked the word ‘whore’. Or she really didn’t. I couldn’t quite tell. 
 
      
 
    Molly looked at me. “I would say almost half are married or have steady boyfriends.” 
 
      
 
    “Unbelievable.” Dorothy shook her head. “Just unbelievable.” 
 
      
 
    “Is your husband the jealous type?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah. He would never go for this.”  
 
      
 
    “How much does he travel?” 
 
      
 
    Dorothy rolled her eyes. “All the fucking time. He says he’s trying to cut back, but I’m not seeing it.”  
 
      
 
    I half-expected Molly to jump on that tidbit, but she just sat there. I looked at her and raised my eyebrows just a bit, but she shook her head to that only I would notice. I glanced at Dorothy and realized that she was lost in her thoughts. Molly clearly was a very talented, intuitive saleswoman. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Dorothy said, “Okay, I’m not saying I’m interested, but how would this work?”  
 
      
 
    I smiled at Molly and she smiled back. Yeah, she was a natural. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    With the Atlanta chapter of Lauren’s Band of Roving Whores up and fully functional, it was time to talk to Rodney about where to go next. He told me he didn’t care, the choice was mine. I mentioned our new choices to Cole at dinner that night. He was less than happy, but I was not surprised.  
 
      
 
    “I like it here.” He almost couldn’t talk without it sounding like he was whining. Maybe because he usually was.  
 
      
 
    “Do you want to get a divorce?” I’d been brewing up to this moment for months, but I really didn’t expect to just blurt it out like that. Sometimes the unconscious mind just exerts itself. 
 
      
 
    Cole looked less surprised than I expected. “I didn’t say that,” he said without conviction. 
 
      
 
    After a few seconds, I said, “Well, maybe that would be best for us.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought Rodney didn’t allow employees to get divorced.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll have to run it by him, but I don’t see how it’s any of his business, anyway.”  
 
      
 
    “So you’ve made up your mind?” Now Cole looked hurt. I guess I understand why. 
 
      
 
    “I think I have. I’ll talk to Rodney tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Which I did. It did not go well. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely not,” he said after I mentioned my conversation with Cole. “No divorces at my company.”  
 
      
 
    “But what about Tania? She divorced Marcellus.”  
 
      
 
    “Before she worked for me. That’s why I gave her the job. That fuckhead dumped her without any remorse and she was devastated.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, I can understand how you must have felt about that, but I’m not springing this on Cole. We’ve been struggling for quite a while.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, was this his idea, or yours?” I hesitated. “Yeah, I thought so. I’m not going to change my mind on this. You want a divorce, fine, get one. But the day it’s final is your last day with my organization. Now get out. I don’t want you here tonight.” 
 
      
 
    I was dumbstruck. I went straight to Mavis.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, he’s pretty hung up on that issue. Might be his personal experience with it.” 
 
      
 
    “His parents got divorced?”  
 
      
 
    “When he was five. Raised by his mother and grandmother. It’s a pretty common story in the black community.” 
 
      
 
    Well, I’m not black, I thought to myself. This is discrimination. I could sue. Then I smiled at my own idiocy.  
 
      
 
    Sure I could. Fat chance of that. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I went back to my room where Cole was sleeping. I woke him up. 
 
      
 
    “You win, no divorce.” He smiled and touched my hand.  
 
      
 
    “But you’re coming with me.” I pulled my hand away. “And if you think you’re ever coming near me with that puny white dick of yours, ever again, you are sadly mistaken.” 
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    . 
 
    Thank you for reading - please leave a review.  
 
      
 
    I'd love to hear from you so email me at lenawhitegirl@gmail.com and check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com 
 
      
 
    Click here for the link to my author page on Amazon 
 
      
 
    Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a free book! 
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