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    Lexi and Kate have been friends since they met in prep school, lovers since college, and whores since early last year.  
 
    Since they began entertaining guests at the Penthouse (A.K.A. Whore) Hotel, they always work together and nobody has ever had a problem with it.  
 
    Then they meet Shawn, a rich black man who loves to dominate white women... 
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    Chapter 1 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lexi and I have been friends since we met in prep school, lovers since college, and whores since early last year. Since we began entertaining guests at the Penthouse Hotel, we always work together and nobody has ever had a problem with it. Even when the pastor from our little Methodist church outside our hometown stopped by the hotel, a man who had railed against the evils of homosexuality during countless Sunday sermons, he simply loved watching us make out while he fucked me. I’m sure the fact that we only charged for one whore helped, but almost everyone told us we could have charged triple and they’d gladly have paid. We love our work. 
 
      
 
    Take the guest we fucked last night. He was a good-looking guy from San Diego, not quite a surfer vibe but close, young and rich, just the way we like them. He approached me as soon as Lexi went to the ladies room and was surprised when I insisted on waiting for her to return before going off to his room with him. 
 
      
 
    He said, “She’s a big girl, she’ll be fine. Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    “I promised I wouldn’t ditch her.” I stroked his arm. “I really appreciate that you picked me, but you wouldn’t want me to break a promise, would you?” I batted my eyes and dropped my hand down into his lap. He was already semi-hard.  
 
      
 
    “What’s going on here?” Lexi said with feigned concern as she sat down. “I wasn’t gone five minutes.”  
 
      
 
    Without letting go of Surfer Guy’s dick I and leaned toward Lexi. She always looks so damn cute when she pouts. “No worries, Lex. I’d never desert you.” Then I kissed her, full on the lips and with a lot of obvious tongue. We love surprising an unsuspecting guest.  
 
      
 
    I turned back to Surfer Guy and kissed him lightly on the mouth. “I hope you don’t mind, but we always share everything. No extra charge, by the way.” I stood up and grabbed my purse. The three of us headed for the elevators without another word. 
 
      
 
    After a quick elevator ride to his floor with more kissing and touching, we were in his corner suite in short order. Lexi walked over to the curtains and threw them open. “I love putting on a show for the whole city, even if they can’t really see what’s going on. I hope you don’t mind.” She slowly started stripping out of her dress for us and all the world. 
 
      
 
    “Are you cool to let us put on a show just for you for a while?” I asked as I unbuttoned his shirt. “We won’t disappoint, I promise you.” I could see the competing desires in his face as he hesitated before finally nodding. I took off my dress and climbed into bed with my already-naked roommate.  
 
      
 
    Lexi smiled at me as she pulled me into her embrace. I’m usually pretty submissive with men but with my girl, I’m always on top. I reached down to her wet pussy and massaged her clit until she gave us a soft moan. I kissed her deeply again, not for show this time but for her, for us. I love Lexi. I have since I first kissed her when we were tweens. I will always love her.  
 
      
 
    She closed her eyes and climaxed for me. The guests were willing to wait but never for long, so I always got her off as soon as possible, which was usually pretty damn fast. Then I looked up at Surfer Guy and beckoned him to join us. He needed no coaxing. Already naked himself, he was on us in flash, his tanned torso insinuating itself between our soft, supple bodies. Lexi is not nearly as enamored with the male body as I am, but she’s a pro at making a guy feel like he’s wanted. Most of them are too hyped to notice anyway, and I’m always anxious to fuck, so if Lexi is just a little less than enthusiastic, well…. As I said before, we’ve never had any hint of a complaint. 
 
      
 
    I went down on SG’s large, rigid cock as Lexi kissed him. I played with her pussy with my free hand so she would moan into his mouth. Guys love that, every last one of them, I swear. I moaned as I sucked him as well, and before too long he was emptying his balls in my throat. I can’t say that was altogether unexpected or unwanted, because while he recovered I got to have Lexi go down on my sperm-free pussy while he watched. We’ve worked out quite a wonderful routine over the many months we’ve been whoring together at the Penthouse Hotel.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lexi came on to me the first time not long after we met at an all-girls private school outside of Grosse Pointe, Michigan. I won’t embarrass the administration by naming the school, but there was a lot of that going on, so I played along. I found out later that one of her older sister’s friends had initiated Lexi into the soft, sensuous world of girl-on-girl sex around the same time that my older brother’s friend took my virginity. The symmetry of our experiences was the basis for an iron bond that I can’t explain. I just know that Lexi will be mine forever, and I hers, which has been wonderful but posed some problems for us over the years. In high school, we dated other people, boys for me, girls for her, but we always knew nobody would come between us for long.  
 
      
 
    There was a time in college when I worried about losing her. She became enamored with Alice, this gorgeous blonde who resented Lexi’s and my ‘friendship’. To my knowledge, the bimbo never knew I was her competition, but once or twice I sensed a little doubt from Lexi about her commitment to me. I couldn’t really blame her - Alice was a knockout. Why she wasn’t in Hollywood or New York making the most of her looks in the usual way, I’ll never know. It was kind of funny watching guys and other girls hit on her when we were out together. I was just dating around that year, and when Lexi and Alice double-dated with my dick du jour, hilarity would inevitably ensue. Sometimes we’d go to a gay bar to watch the butch dykes try to muscle Lexi out of the way, and other times we’d hit the dive bar circuit and light up every stupid stud that thought they had a shot with either my roommate or her girlfriend. Hell, even my date would hit on Alice when Lexi and I went to the restroom to make out. It was a riot. 
 
      
 
    Until it wasn’t. I’m not the jealous type, but Alice was, and ultimately she figured out that on the nights she didn’t spend in Lexi’s bedroom, I was. When the shit finally hit the fan, I had some anxiety about the whole scene, but my faith in my girl was solid, and in the end, so was her love for me. She told Alice to hit the road, something I’m guessing that stuck up ice-maiden never heard before or since. Good riddance.  
 
      
 
    After college, Lexi and I went back to Detroit for a little while, but ultimately we migrated to San Francisco to explore the gay world and the tech industry. I’m pretty good at coding and Lexi is a wiz at math, although you would never think it to look at her. She’s so goddamn beautiful that everyone just assumes she must be an airhead. Then she blows them away with her mad skills and shuts down any debate about who rules with numbers. It’s usually pretty comical.  
 
      
 
    So anyway, we were hanging out on Sand Hill Road, doing the whole venture capital groupie thing for laughs, when some guy asks me if I’ve ever been to the Penthouse Hotel that opened recently in the city. I’m always game to explore new things, especially if it involves the possibility of getting laid, which happens too infrequently for me, to be quite honest. I love Lexi to death, and her pussy is the sweetest I’ve ever tasted, but I’m a girl who just can’t do without dick, not all the time, anyway. Lesbian sex is exquisite. I’ve found that only a woman, who knows how to work the equipment like she owns it because she does, can lick pussy to my satisfaction. But even though a guy is usually pretty inept at licking pussy, the feel of his rough beard in my flaps and folds goes a long way toward making up for a lot of ineptitude. And when he follows up a rough pussy-licking with a rough dick-fucking, well, life just doesn’t get any better than that. I love being bi, I really do! 
 
      
 
    So when my date mentioned the Penthouse one night and suggested we go there to see the sights, I was intrigued. Not only do I lack the jealousy gene, I have no morals either. None. Totally unconcerned with societal standards. The idea of a place where hookers congregate, with the blessing of the hotel’s management, was too good to pass up. I mentioned it to Lexi, expecting her to be uninterested, but much to my surprise, she was game.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t want a dick stuck in me, but I think I might enjoy seeing one stuck in you,” she told me as I about fell out of my chair. “So maybe we should, you know, do it together.” 
 
      
 
    Needless to say, we dumped my date and headed straight for the Penthouse Hotel. 
 
      
 
    That’s when the fun began. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We spent the first hour gawking at everyone in the lounge on the roof. We sat at the bar so we could ask the bartender about the way things worked. Steve was very helpful - he told us about the scarves the women wear, the security measures the hotel has in place, the arrangement they have with the authorities, and the payment system. I was fascinated by the whole thing, but I was worried that it might not appeal to Lexi. I didn’t need to worry.  
 
      
 
    “Do you think they’ll have a problem with us?” Lexi asked after the bartender stepped away. 
 
      
 
    “What kind of problem?” At that point, I didn’t really understand what Lexi had in mind. All she’d mentioned was doing it together. I thought she meant looking, not whoring. 
 
      
 
    “No, I want to be in the room with you. I want to get naked and get paid, as long as I don’t have to suck or fuck. Do you think that will be okay?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure, but it won’t hurt to ask.” I waved at the bartender that we needed to settle our tab. As I was signing, I asked who was in charge of the sex operation. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll want to see Tania down on the second floor. She’ll answer any questions about getting you signed up and all that.” 
 
      
 
    I thought about telling him that we weren’t quite to the sign-up point yet, but Lexi gave me such an enthusiastic smile that I decided to just go for it. I was having a hard time wrapping my mind around the fact that my lesbian lover was so hot to see me fucking guys for money. Turns out, I didn’t know the half of it. 
 
      
 
    We took the elevator down to the business offices and found Tania sitting at her desk. I was about to introduce myself when Lexi piped up. 
 
      
 
    “What is the hotel policy regarding menage a trois?” This from my usually-shy roommate. 
 
      
 
    “We have no policy,” Tania said without smiling. “Why, are you two interested in signing on with us?” 
 
      
 
    I jumped in. “We’re thinking about it. Steve from upstairs gave us some of the details but not everything.”  
 
      
 
    Tania stood up and walked out from behind her desk. She looked me up and down, then gave Lexi a good once-over as well, all without saying a word. I felt a little uncomfortable and a little turned on at the same time.  
 
      
 
    “It’s just a guess, but you’re not both willing to fuck our guests, are you?” Tania asked me. She had yet to crack a smile. 
 
      
 
    “I’m all for fucking, but my partner would rather just watch.” 
 
      
 
    Tania shook her head. “No spectators. If she’s not willing to get naked at the very least, I’m not interested. Too many bait-and-switch issues.” 
 
      
 
    Lexi said, “We could be very open about what’s going to go down up front.”  
 
      
 
    “Are you willing to sign a waiver?” Tania asked. 
 
      
 
    “Anything you want,” Lexi said. “I’m even willing to think about, you know…” 
 
      
 
    Tania folded her arms. “No, I don’t know. Spell it out for me.”  
 
      
 
    Lexi tried to go into her shy, sexy routine. “I might be willing to do things.”  
 
      
 
    “What things?” 
 
      
 
    “With the guy. You know, sex.” 
 
      
 
    Tania turned to me. “Is she serious?”  
 
      
 
    I’d been too stunned to speak, but I really wanted to see how this played out. “Absolutely. I can vouch for her.” 
 
      
 
    “And why should I trust you?” Tania started tapping her foot.  
 
      
 
    “Tell you what. Why don’t you let us do a test run on Steve, the bartender? That way there’s no risk to the hotel’s reputation.” 
 
      
 
    Finally, Tania smiled, if only just a little. “Okay, fine. I’ll talk to Steve’s boss and see if he can spare him tonight.” 
 
      
 
    “Tonight?” Lexi asked with a hint of panic in her voice.  
 
      
 
    “Not just tonight,” Tania said as she reached for the phone. “Right now.” She held the handset and waited. 
 
      
 
    Lexi looked at me and smiled. At least she tried to smile.  
 
      
 
    I turned to Tania and said, “Let’s do it.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tania had her assistant take us down to the basement. She led us through a corridor of rooms that reminded me of the dorms back at school - dark and a little worse for wear. She told us Steve would meet us at the door to his room and, surprisingly, she left us standing in the corridor.  
 
      
 
    I whispered to Lexi, “Are you sure about this?”  
 
      
 
    “No, but do you really want me to say no at this point?”  
 
      
 
    I didn’t, but I wasn’t sure how into it Lexi was, or if she was doing it just for me. She knows how much I like dick.  
 
      
 
    “Ladies.” Steve turned the corner with the biggest shit-eating grin on his face. I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing. Lexi had the presence of mind to take over. 
 
      
 
    “We really appreciate you helping us out,” she said with a warm smile and a handshake. I almost laughed, which would not have been good. A handshake! Like, ‘hey thanks for lending us your dick, thank-you-very-much.’ Steve didn’t bat an eye.  
 
      
 
    “No problem, always happy to help, especially women as gorgeous as you two.” He unlocked the door and we entered to find the room almost as unappealing as I expected. “Sorry about the mess, I rarely have visitors.” He kicked a pile of clothes into the closet and made some attempt to straighten the bed. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” I said, finding my voice again. “We’re not fussy, but we did want to sort out some rules beforehand.” 
 
      
 
    “Lay them on me.”  
 
      
 
    I cleared my throat. I’d never contemplated a speech like this before. “My girlfriend, Lexi, is mostly interested in watching, which she’s never done before. She’s not interested in having sex with you. I am, she’s not. Clear?” 
 
      
 
    “Crystal,” Steve said as he started to get undressed. “But I know the guests here. If you really want to impress them, and with the hotel’s review system, I think you will, you should have yourselves some fun, too.” He turned to Lexi. “I’m not sure why you’re here, for the money or whatever, but you two could be huge if you join in.” He stepped out of his underwear. He was hard and a reasonably good size. He was also clearly comfortable in his own skin. “I know I’d love it.” 
 
      
 
    Lexi looked at me and shrugged, then she began to undress. I joined her and before long the three of us were naked in the bed, with Steve on one side of me and Lexi on the other. I have to admit, it was pretty damn delicious. We started off slowly at first, just a little touching and a little kissing. Then Lexi took one of my nipples in her mouth and started sucking, just the way she knows I love it. I had my back to Steve and he wasted no time pushing his dick toward my pussy. He felt great, Lexi felt great, I felt great. In all the years we’ve been together, I never even dreamed of a threesome - I just knew Lexi would never go for it.  
 
      
 
    How wrong can a girl be? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After an hour or so of fumbling and laughing and at least two orgasms each, Steve announced that he had to get back to the bar. I made a noise like I was disappointed but in reality, I was exhausted. He rolled out of the bed and began dressing. Just as he was about to pull his trousers up, Lexi climbed out of the bed and stopped him. 
 
      
 
    “I just want to give this a try,” she said as she knelt in front of him. I thought his eyes would bug right out of his head, and I’m sure mine looked the same. She grasped his quickly inflating dick with one hand and cupped his balls with her other hand. She turned and looked at me with the most adorable smile before she took his dick into her mouth. She made a good effort of it and almost had me convinced she was, if not enjoying than at least tolerating Steve’s erection when she pushed him gently away and stood up. At least she didn’t spit. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, I can’t.” She looked truly disappointed, as did Steve. I, on the other hand, was more than a little pleased.  
 
      
 
    “No worries,” Steve said. “I couldn’t do that either if it makes you feel any better.” We all laughed. He quickly finished dressing and left. 
 
      
 
    Lexi looked at me with a sheepish smile. “I really wanted to.”  
 
      
 
    I flipped the covers open and invited her back into Steve’s bed. “You don’t have anything to apologize for. I think you’re amazing.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re not disappointed in me?” She buried her face in my neck.  
 
      
 
    “Never. In fact, I’m glad in a way. I don’t know if I could have adjusted to this new you if you’d been able to do that.” 
 
      
 
    “This new me?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I touched her cheek and leaned back to look her full in the face. “My new whore wife.”  
 
      
 
    Lexi smiled and kissed me. “My new whore wife,” she said.  
 
      
 
    And that’s how it all began. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    At Tania’s direction, we quickly gained a reputation among the guests at the Penthouse Hotel. The internal review board quickly spread the word and we were able to book as many appointments as we wanted almost from the get-go. It didn’t take us long to establish a comfortable routine and please ourselves as well as the guests.  
 
      
 
    At first, we spent a couple of nights a week entertaining at the hotel. We typically saw two or three guests each evening we were there. With the heavy traffic up to San Francisco after work, we usually arrived at the hotel around seven and stayed until eleven. We were having fun but after an evening of seeing guests, we were both a wreck at work the next day. One night before we went up to the penthouse for our shift, we stopped by the executive offices to asked Tania if she could help us out. 
 
      
 
    “We just started a new escort service,” she told us without looking up from the paperwork on her desk. “Talk to Lauren.” 
 
      
 
    We made an appointment with Lauren and saw her a few days later before another shift. She was in the office next to Tania, and when I saw her I experienced my first-ever pang of jealousy. She reminded me of Alice, Lexi’s girlfriend from college, except we weren’t in college anymore. Lauren looked like a better-in-every-way version of Alice, which I didn’t think was even possible. She was taller, more mature but in a really sensual way, dressed to kill, and in charge. Finding her in a position similar to Tania’s, running her own department at the hotel, was so hot for me, I could only imagine what it was doing to Lexi. As I mentioned before, I dominate Lexi because she really loves being submissive in every way. I knew from the instant I saw Lauren that she would push all of Lexi’s hot buttons. Hell, Lauren pushed my buttons, which I didn’t even know I had. 
 
      
 
    “Tania explained your situation,” Lauren said as we took our seats across from her stylish glass desk. “I think we can help you out, but tell me who you want to see.”  
 
      
 
    “Pardon?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “Are you just interested in seeing men, or would you like to visit women as well? Are you limited as far as race goes? I get a lot of requests from Asian men and women. Any problems with blacks or Arabs? We get a few inquiries from them as well.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Lexi and she just gave me a glazed look. My suspicions about Lauren’s effect on her were well-founded. “We don’t have any limitations.” I knew that wasn’t quite true for Lexi, but I wanted to reassert my dominance, and quickly. I wasn’t getting any lesbian vibe from Lauren, but I didn’t want to find out the hard way that I was wrong. 
 
      
 
    “Well then, I’ll get your information entered into my system and you should start getting inquiries in no time, given your unique situation and stellar reviews.” She stood up to indicate the meeting was over and I was bowled over by how tall she was. I could easily imagine Lexi was as well. 
 
      
 
    The hall outside Lauren’s office was crowded so I didn’t get to ask Lexi until we reached the elevators. She always let me do the talking with guests, so I guessed she was cool with me speaking for us with Lauren. I was mistaken. 
 
      
 
    Lexi waited until the elevator doors closed before she turned to me with a pained look on her face. “I wish you hadn’t told her we have no limitations on who we will entertain.” She was quiet but I could tell she was pissed. I knew why, too. 
 
      
 
    “If we’re going to do this, you have to get over your issues, Lex.” We rode the rest of the way in silence, but I knew that wasn’t the end of this discussion.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “How many blacks do you think are going to request a visit here in the valley?” I asked Lexi on the drive home that night. “Black men are way under-represented in the tech industry, black women even more so.” 
 
      
 
    “Then why did you tell Lauren we had no restrictions? You know how I feel about that.” 
 
      
 
    Lexi grew up in Michigan, but her parents moved to Detroit from the South and brought their racial attitudes with them. Not that they didn’t fit right in once the arrived. The racial tensions in Detroit were different but just as severe as they were in Georgia during the nineties and a lot of Lexi’s parents’ racism spilled over despite her best efforts to overcome her upbringing. As she put it, she didn’t have any issues with black women, she just didn’t want to have sex with them.  
 
      
 
    I, on the other hand, was totally intrigued by black men. I was on the fence regarding black women, but I really wanted to wander across the racial divide with a big, strong black man, preferably one with a big, black cock. I kept that little tidbit of information to myself, of course. I had a sneaking suspicion it would not sit well with my closet-racist girlfriend.  
 
      
 
    But our new situation with Lauren’s escort division was the perfect opportunity for me to explore a couple of different new experiences. Not only was I looking forward to fucking my first black man, but I was also really anxious to see how Lexi reacted to being in bed with me and my black client. I honestly didn’t know how she would handle it, but I loved the idea of pushing her boundaries at the same time I expanded my own. And what better way to assert my dominance over my sweet Lexi than by insisting that she do something she really didn’t want to do?  
 
      
 
    So I phoned Lauren from work and asked her if she could make it happen.  
 
      
 
    “No problem,” Lauren said. “I know just the guy for you.” 
 
      
 
    Two days later we got an invitation through the escort service to visit a gentleman named Shawn. He requested us for the entire night, which I hadn’t even listed as an option on the website. In my mind, I could see that was a red flag, but my pussy urged me to ignore my doubts. I listened to my pussy. 
 
      
 
    “We’re going into San Francisco for our first assignment,” I told Lexi. “And it’s an overnighter.”  
 
      
 
    She frowned at me. “I have an early meeting tomorrow. Can’t we just stay for a few hours and then come home?”  
 
      
 
    “No, we can’t.” I suddenly realized that forcing Lexi to do something I knew she didn’t want to do was hot as hell. The fact that I didn’t want to do it either was kind of hot as well. I felt like Shawn had, in one simple request, initiated a domino-effect of dominant manipulation, me over Lexi, him over me. My pussy was practically drenched. 
 
      
 
    “Is this going to be a thing?” Lexi seemed really upset. I didn’t care. 
 
      
 
    “It might. He might become so enamored with us that he buys our time every night for a month.” I was really getting into rubbing her nose in it. “And if that’s the case, we’ll make a shit-ton of money and worry about the consequences later.” 
 
      
 
    Lexi looked at me. “What’s gotten into you?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not in the mood for any backtalk,” I said in a tone that was a little harsher than I’d intended. “So just do what I tell you.” 
 
      
 
    Lexi walked over to me and took my face in her hands. “I know what you’re doing.” She kissed me gently. “And I love it.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Shawn’s house was on the south side of the city, actually near the Castro District, so the commute wasn’t too awfully bad. The place itself was stunning - an architectural marvel that just screamed taste, style, and gobs of money. I had told myself from the beginning of our little whoring adventure that we weren’t in it for the money, but, come on! This guy was loaded. Sure, he is, after all, our first client as escorts, so getting worked up about the monetary aspect was certainly premature. But the night was going to cost him a cool ten grand - Lauren had convinced me to charge full price for each of us. We’re talking serious money at that rate.  
 
      
 
    I was dressed in a sexy cocktail dress that made me look like I was going out for a jet black evening on the town with the intent of impressing everyone in the city. Lexi went for the exact opposite effect. She was wearing a frilly white shift that was more appropriate for a picnic or a country wedding. I loved the contrast but also wanted to emphasize the point that was made on our profile that I was available for fucking but Lexi was not. No point in misleading anyone. 
 
      
 
    I rang the doorbell as we stood in the large entryway to what I can only describe as a mansion when the door flew open. There stood the biggest, most attractive black man I’d ever laid eyes on. My heart began pounding at the thought of being fucked by this man, in this house, and we were still standing outside. He invited us inside without saying a word. I offered Lexi my arm and we strolled into our first escort session. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so glad you’re on time, I have a thing about punctuality.” I knew his name but waited for him to introduce himself. He didn’t. He turned and walked into the large room off the foyer. “Follow me.”  
 
      
 
    Lexi squeezed my arm as we trailed behind our host. The room he led us to was even more impressive than the exterior. The vaulted ceiling was understated but expansive, the furniture was sleek and eclectic, the art on the walls was tasteful and expensive. I was really impressed.  
 
      
 
    “This is Lexi and my name is Kate,” I said, at last, to get an introduction from our client. He looked us both up and down but didn’t respond. Instead, he walked to the bar. “Drink?” I nodded and he opened a bottle of champagne that was on ice. “Dinner is almost ready. Please, have a seat.” As we sat on one of the large sofas, he poured the champagne and handed a glass to me. He didn’t offer one to Lexi. I was intrigued and vaguely insulted but I didn’t say anything. 
 
      
 
    “I read your profile in full and I’m willing to follow your guidelines, for now.” He stood very close to us and I felt more than a little intimidated by his towering presence. I glanced at Lexi and knew she was even more overwhelmed than me.  
 
      
 
    “For now?” It had taken me a few seconds to register his last two words. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I’m intrigued. We’ll see how it goes.” 
 
      
 
    “How what goes? You just scheduled us for the evening. For this evening.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, that’s true. For now. If things go well, I’ll be requiring more of your time.”  
 
      
 
    “How much more?”  
 
      
 
    At that moment, a white man appeared in the doorway at the far end of the room. Shawn saw me look in that direction and turned his back to us. “Yes, Carl?”  
 
      
 
    “Dinner will be served in ten minutes, sir.”  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Carl.” Shawn turned back to us and offered his hand to me. “Why don’t I show you around before we eat?”  
 
      
 
    I stood up, uncertain about Lexi. I looked back at her and could see the rising panic on her face at being completely ignored by our host. I nodded for her to come with us. Tentatively, she stood up as Shawn took my arm and led me to the large glass doors at the back of the house. Lexi trailed behind us. 
 
      
 
    Shawn slid open one of the glass doors and escorted me into the expansive patio and garden behind the house. The daylight was fading and the lush vegetation was even more inviting and soothing than I would have imagined possible in the mild San Francisco climate. It felt more like a tropical rainforest. We stood in the middle of the patio in silence for several seconds, ignoring Lexi. My discomfort was mounting with each passing moment. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Shawn turned to me and said, “I’m quite pleased by your appearance. Sometimes photos don’t do justice to reality, but in your case, I have no complaints.” He was speaking to me alone. “Of course, with a personal recommendation from Lauren, I wasn’t too concerned.” 
 
      
 
    I saw Lexi’s eyes widen at the mention of our new madam. “You know Lauren personally?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “You could say that.” A hint of a smile faded quickly from his lips. “Shall we go in?” 
 
      
 
    We walked to another door at the other end of the patio and Carl let us into the dining room. The table was set for two. I decided that was enough. 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to ignore Lexi for the entire evening?”  
 
      
 
    Shawn turned to me. “As I understand things, she is here for your entertainment, even though I’m paying the full cost for both of you.” He walked to the chair to the left of his at the head of the table and pulled it out for me. “She’s welcome to stay, but as far as I’m concerned, she’s yours.” We waited for me to sit down before taking his seat. Lexi stood helplessly in the doorway. I nodded at her to stand behind me. She walked toward the table with the sorriest look on her face, and I began to understand.  
 
      
 
    Lexi was mine. I was Shawn’s. At least for tonight. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After dinner, Shawn escorted me back into the living room and we enjoyed cognac and talked about our lives. I felt like I was on a date, not an escorting assignment. We sat together on the smaller sofa in the central seating area. I had Lexi sit at my feet on the floor.  
 
      
 
    I knew I was taking Lexi to a place she’d never been before. She didn’t eat dinner with us and I made no attempt to feed her. I knew she didn’t eat before we left for Shawn’s place and the knowledge that she was suffering from hunger pangs as she sat in silence pleased me no end. Better still, it thrilled me to exert my will on her, to shape her existence in such a way that I took a new form of pleasure in her discomfort.  
 
      
 
    I had no doubt that this new dynamic was exactly what Shawn had in mind, probably from the moment he heard about Lexi and my unique arrangement. Shawn was very smooth but I could see that he was used to dominating women. He as much as admitted just that when I asked about his history with Lauren. 
 
      
 
    “Lauren is the one who got away,” he told me with a sad smile. “I’ve had dozens of women over the years and she’s the only one I lost.” 
 
      
 
    “Who did you lose her to?”  
 
      
 
    “Not to her husband,” he said with a snort. I was surprised - I had no idea Lauren was married when she was with Shawn. I noticed the huge diamond on her finger when we met, but I assumed she married recently, after she was with Shawn. 
 
      
 
    “Who, then?” I felt apprehensive at persisting. I wasn’t sure why. 
 
      
 
    “The gentleman who owns the Penthouse Hotels, who also happens to be my cousin.” Shawn made no effort to hide his anger. 
 
      
 
    “How long ago did that happen?”  
 
      
 
    “A few months.”  
 
      
 
    I was stunned. Just out of a relationship with our new madam, we were offered to her ex-lover. The implications were mind-boggling. 
 
      
 
    “Enough of all that,” Shawn said as he finished his cognac and stood up. “Let me show you the bedroom.” 
 
      
 
    I put my half-full snifter on the table and rose to follow him. I resisted the urge to snap my fingers at Lexi and just motioned her to follow us upstairs. She looked even more unhappy than she’d been after dinner if that’s even possible. But she obeyed. 
 
      
 
    Shawn’s bedroom was almost as large as the living room. The bed was centered in the room as if it was the central focus, which I guess it was. Shawn closed the door after Lexi entered. I’d wondered if she was invited, but clearly, she was. 
 
      
 
    “I decided to take on you two when Lauren told me about your business model at the hotel,” Shawn said to me as he undressed. “I’m used to fucking wives in front of their husbands and this struck me as having some similar characteristics. Typically I have the cuckold sit over there while I fuck his wife.” He nodded toward a stiff-backed wooden chair that looked like something from Amish country.  
 
      
 
    I nodded to Lexi to sit in the chair. She obeyed without comment. Shawn stripped off his shirt and walked over to me. I turned my back so he could unzip my dress. As he did, he kissed the back of my neck and stroked my side. I’d been so wrapped up in the new dynamic between Lexi and me all evening that I’d largely forgotten about the real reason for our visit. Suddenly, I was back on task. 
 
      
 
    I stepped out of my gown and turned back to face Shawn. He took me in his arms and kissed me. The feel of his skin against mine was intoxicating. His tongue was rough and insistent in my mouth and his hands roamed my body. His touch was not rough but it wasn’t gentle either. His hands were large and masculine. He used them to great effect as the flutter in my belly made me wet for him.  
 
      
 
    I dropped to my knees and undid his belt and trousers. I slid them to the floor and looked up to find his massive cock hanging limp in front of me. I’d heard that black men were almost as big when they were flaccid as they were erect, and I found myself hoping that was true. If he swelled at all he would rip me apart. 
 
      
 
    I took his cock in my hand and marveled at his girth. My fingers didn’t touch as I encircled him. I licked the opening and tasted his pre-cum. He tasted different from all the white cock I’d ever sampled - more musty, more earthy. I took the head of his cock into my mouth and licked the underside of it. He moaned, just as I wanted him to. I so love making a man moan with my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Shawn let me fuck his cock with my mouth for a few minutes before he took my shoulders in his hands and lifted me to my feet. He walked me to the bed and we fell into it together, wrapped in each other’s arms. I couldn’t help but notice the stark contrast between my pale white skin and his deep black body. His hand slid down my belly to my clit and the sight of it was almost as thrilling as the feel. Almost. 
 
      
 
    He kissed my mouth as he fingered my pussy and I arched my back as he brought me close to orgasm. I didn’t want to cum so quickly but his insistence was irresistible. I tore my mouth from his and groaned with the sudden wave that engulfed me. He slid his mouth down to my nipples and sucked them, one after the other as he continued to finger my cunt right through my climax. I tried to push him away, to stop him if only for a second so I could catch my breath and enjoy the climax he’d created, but he overpowered me and held me to him. His fingers plunged into my depths pushing me beyond the limits of my pleasure. I cried out for him to stop but he would not. I struggled against him, but it was pointless. I was his.  
 
      
 
    Then Shawn let me go. I collapsed on the bed, panting and moaning. He let me convulse and gasp in peace with only his arm under my neck as he separated from me slightly. I opened my eyes to find him smiling at me with a gleam in his eyes that scared me ever-so-slightly.  
 
      
 
    “Lauren was my first true whore and she came as easily as you. Do all whores enjoy their work this much, or did I just get lucky twice?” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know what to say. I closed my eyes and hoped he would drop it. I opened my eyes when I felt him get out of bed. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, I want to show you something.” He handed me a bathrobe as he put one on himself.  
 
      
 
    “Should I bring Lexi?” I’d almost forgotten she was there. She looked at me with longing and sadness.  
 
      
 
    “Absolutely. I think you’ll both find this interesting.”  
 
      
 
    We went down to the living room and then through a door that looked like it might be a closet. Behind it was a staircase to the basement. Shawn flipped on a light switch as we got to the lower level and there for us was what looked to me like an S&M dungeon, like I’d seen in some videos.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, let me show you around.” Shawn walked us around the large room and pointed out various restraints and devices. He was most proud of his ‘Wall of Whips’ which looked to my untrained eye to be quite extensive. Hanging from designated hooks with nameplates above them were all manner of leather straps, wire loops, multi-strand floggers and riding crops. My blood pressure was through the roof and I couldn’t help but notice that Lexi was trembling. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” Shawn said as he took a short leather whip off the wall, “I know that there is nothing in the contract the hotel provided that covers this kind of thing, so you can both just calm down. I just wanted to make you aware of what is available to us.” 
 
      
 
    “Available?” I didn’t understand how he got the idea that we were into the whole BDSM scene. I’ve never been to a club, had a boyfriend who wanted to tie me up, or felt the need to expose myself, on purpose, to unnecessary pain.  
 
      
 
    “I guessed that this might intrigue you. If I was wrong, so be it.” He led us back upstairs to the bedroom. As he closed the door, he motioned to Lexi. “You’re just beginning to explore the dominant/submissive dynamic for the first time tonight.” He looked at me. “Am I right?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. He looked at Lexi. She cowered a bit as she came under his intense gaze, but she nodded too. 
 
      
 
    Shawn said to me, “I’ve been down this road in the past with some interesting experiences to show for it. When Lauren told me about you two, I thought we might go to a different kind of place.” He turned to Lexi again. “You seem to enjoy being dominated by Kate.” She nodded again. He turned back to me. “And you enjoy being dominated by me, while at the same time dominating your wife.”  
 
      
 
    No one had ever referred to Lexi as my wife before. The thought of that, combined with the other things Shawn was saying, made me weak in the knees. I sat on the bed to get my bearings. 
 
      
 
    “Here’s something for you both to think about as we retire for the evening.” He stepped toward me and reached inside my robe. “I think you both want something I can facilitate.” He grabbed my nipple, gently at first but then he squeezed it until my eyes began to water. “I want to see what happens when we let your dominant and possibly sadistic side lose on your partner, with the full understanding that whatever you inflict on your submissive, I will inflict on you.” He twisted my nipple hard and I yelped and backed away. He just smiled at me. “See, pain can be an effective aphrodisiac.” 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, I was incredibly turned on. He parted his robe and revealed his full erection to me. He was harder now than when I was sucking him earlier. He pushed me back on the bed and opened my robe completely as he climbed on top of me. He grabbed his cock and rubbed the head across my vagina. Suddenly, I was dying for him to fuck me. I pulled him toward me and he plunged his cock deep into my cunt. I grunted as he filled me completely like I’d never been filled before. He pulled out almost completely and I moaned at the loss of him, then he slammed back into me to the hilt. I almost screamed in pain and pleasure. He did it again, and again, and again.  
 
      
 
    I climaxed. I never cum with just intercourse without clitoral stimulation. The stunning feeling of cumming-while-fucking overwhelmed me. I screamed and he covered my mouth with one hand. He lifted my arms above my head and pinned both of my wrists to the bed in his vice-like grip while he almost smothered me with the other hand. I started to panic but he slammed his cock into me again and my orgasm escalated to new heights as I squirmed helplessly under his massive, black body. He continued to fuck me until I nearly passed out. Then I felt his cock engorge in my cunt and his seed splashed against my cervix. He grunted as he came, but in the midst of his ecstasy, he held firm to my wrists and mouth. Then, after what seemed like forever, he collapsed on top of me and let me go.  
 
      
 
    I struggled to breathe but he refused to accommodate me. I had to be content with shallow breaths as his weight pressed me deeper into the bed. His cock twitched in my pussy several times, tickling my sensitive clit and emphasizing my now-drenched pussy. I was exhausted, barely able to breathe, and certain that I would do anything this man asked me to do.  
 
      
 
    Anything.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Shawn masterfully exerted his complete dominance over me by ignoring me for the next several weeks. Lexi and I went back to our normal lives and our regular routines, working at our day jobs during the week and entertaining hotel guests in the evenings. The night we spent with Shawn went completely unmentioned, even on the ride back to our apartment the next day. But something between us had changed. 
 
      
 
    True to Shawn’s observation, I did enjoy dominating Lexi. I never asked if she enjoyed being submissive - I thought it would be unseemly to ask and she never offered an opinion. I just started ordering her around, at the apartment, at the hotel, and in public.  
 
      
 
    My dominance over her in public was the most enjoyable for me. I’m sure I was taking out some of my frustrations on her at being ignored by Shawn, and I’m equally sure that was exactly what he had in mind in not contacting me. So I abused Lexi. 
 
      
 
    Not physically, at least not at first, or in the way you might think. But I treated her with less and less respect, in front of guests, waiters, clerks, you name it. She never blinked, never complained. The more she took it, the more I dished it out. It was a revelation.  
 
      
 
    Then we received a box in the mail. I hadn’t ordered anything so I asked Lexi about it. She denied any knowledge of its origins, so I opened it.  
 
      
 
    Nipple clamps.  
 
      
 
    No note, no invoice, no indication of who ordered them, so I could only assume it was either Lexi or Shawn. I wasn’t about to give Shawn the satisfaction of reaching out to him to ask if he’d sent them, so I just played it cool. I gave Lexi a look as if I was asking if she ordered them but she shook her head.  
 
      
 
    Since we were just about to go to lunch, I put the box in my purse and told Lexi to take off her bra. She was wearing a thin cotton top that would clearly reveal her always-perky nipples if she went braless, but she didn’t put up any fuss. She just slipped the bra off and followed me to the car. In short order, we were sitting at a table in our favorite restaurant, waiting for the waiter to take our orders. 
 
      
 
    I pulled the nipple clamp box out of my purse and slid it across the table to her. “Put them on.”  
 
      
 
    Her face fell, but she picked up the box and hid it under the table. Then as surreptitiously as possible, she took the first clamp and slid it up under her top. She winced as the clamp bit into her hard nipple. Her eyes watered as she pleaded with her eyes. I nodded to get on with it. She attached the second and a tear ran down her cheek. 
 
      
 
    The waiter appeared a moment after she gave the box back to me. His eyes widened at the sight of Lexi’s obviously clamped nipples, which were clearly visible through the thin material, but he didn’t miss a beat as he asked if we’d decided on our order. I smiled at Lexi and ordered for her, something I now did all the time, without asking her what she wanted. 
 
      
 
    I took my time finishing my eggs benedict and paying the bill. Lexi was even quieter than she’d been since we visited Shawn’s place. I smiled as we got to the car and she took her seat without asking if she could remove the clamps. I leaned over and kissed her on the mouth. I was proud of her and told her so. But didn’t let her relieve her tender nipples. There would be time enough for that when we got home. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I waited to hear from Shawn with no results. During that time, packages kept arriving at our apartment. Each package contained another piece of equipment I could use to dominate Lexi. I used them all. 
 
      
 
    When the second box arrived I made a point of having Lexi open it so she saw the contents at the same time I did. She opened the box with a look of excitement and dread on her lovely face. I absolutely loved it. A few days after the nipple clamps arrived, we received a full-harness ball gag. I had to look up online the instructions for using it. 
 
      
 
    Lexi handed the ball gag to me and I pulled out my laptop. The instructions I found said it was best to let the sub get used to the gag before using it for extended periods of time. I was skeptical. 
 
      
 
    “This doesn’t look that bad,” I told Lexi. “Why do you need to break it in?”  
 
      
 
    She just looked at me with a blank expression.  
 
      
 
    “Since you don’t seem to have an opinion, I’ll decide as we go.” I stuffed the orange ball into her mouth then motioned for her to turn around and buckled the harness in place. I walked her over to the mirror so she could admire her new look. She looked at herself and moaned. I wasn’t sure if the moan was from embarrassment or excitement.  
 
      
 
    I was excited. 
 
      
 
    “We’re going to have to find a club we can go to while you’re wearing this,” I whispered in her ear. “You look so hot that I’m about to cum just looking at you.”  
 
      
 
    Lexi took my hand and led me to the bed. She pulled off my shorts and my thong and proceeded to manipulate my clit until I came. It didn’t take long. I pulled her to lie down next to me and stroked her hair. She drooled on my shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “I guess eating is out of the question for you tonight.” She looked at me with alarm. “I’ve been thinking that you might look better if you lost a few pounds. This might be useful to that end as well.” She tried to speak but was unable to make any intelligible sounds. I waved her off and rolled off the bed.  
 
      
 
    “I’m hungry, Lexi,” I said with a hint of a smile. “Make me an omelet.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next package contained a large leather sleeve that was obviously meant to be laced up, but I was stumped as to how to use it. A quick google search made it seem simple. The sleeve was meant to encase Lexi’s arms behind her back with her elbows touching. I watched the video in wonder that the subs circulation wasn’t cut off, but video after video showed subs strapped in for long periods of time without duress. Well, without a lot of duress. The position looked uncomfortable as hell, but I couldn’t wait to strap Lexi into the sleeve.  
 
      
 
    It took several minutes to lace the sleeve up as tightly as possible with the outer edges of the leather aligned all the way to the top. Leather straps that looped around her naked shoulders completed the process and I had to admit, the contraption really emphasized Lexi’s beautiful breasts. I added the ball gag and nipple clamps to complete the look.  
 
      
 
    I walked Lexi to the bed and gently lowered her onto her back. She moaned into the ball gag as I went down on her, and it was especially pleasurable licking her to orgasm while she was so tightly restrained. I left her lying in the bed for the rest of the day and made her sleep in the restraints that night as well, a ritual I was enjoying more with each new toy. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A few days after the armbinder arrived we received a matching set of leather wrist bracelets with built-in eyelets, of course. Also in the package was a carabiner that was attached to the restraints. It was immediately obvious to me that the idea was to attach the armbinder to the bracelets, effectively hogtying Lexi. I immediately did this. I marveled at how helpless she looked and silently thanked UPS for the morning delivery. Lexi would spend the day and the night bowed back into an uncomfortable but survivable position. While wearing the ball gag, of course. And the nipple clamps. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The last package we received contained an old-fashioned whale-boned corset. It was very severe in that when I put it on Lexi it squeezed her waist down four inches. Once I got the laces as tight as possible (which took some doing) she could hardly breathe. Which I’m sure was partially the point.  
 
      
 
    But more importantly, she looked amazing! Since I’d been restricting her diet by restraining her before dinner every other evening, she had already lost several pounds and was looking great. The additional shaping that the corset provided was so damn sexy I could hardly keep my hands off her. When I first laced her in, I decided immediately that we had to go out so I could show her off. I had her wear a loose-fitting top but only until we arrived at our favorite boutique. There the sales girl helped us find the perfect dress to emphasize Lexi’s outrageous new shape. The corset pushed her breasts up and out while narrowing her waist impossibly before spreading out to her now overemphasized hips. She was a vision of loveliness.  
 
      
 
    Darla, the sales girl was totally impressed as well. She made no attempt to hide her desire for Lexi, so I decided to let her have a little fun. 
 
      
 
    I said to Darla, “She’s mine, but I don’t mind sharing, at least for a short time.”  
 
      
 
    She gave me a wide-eyed look and then a wicked little grin. “Mind if I take her in the back room for a bit?”  
 
      
 
    “Not at all,” I said as I gave her Lexi’s hand. “I’ll watch the store for you.” 
 
      
 
    I actually had to wait on a few customers while Darla was enjoying Lexi. They finally emerged from the back with the tell-tale signs of passion - smeared lipstick, just-fucked hair, disheveled clothes. I was thrilled. 
 
      
 
    “Y'all come back real soon,” Darla said as I paid for the dress.   
 
      
 
    “We will.” I kissed Lexi’s cheek and brushed the hair out of her eyes. “I’m sure of that.” 
 
      
 
    In her new form-fitted dress that took full advantage of her new shape, I drove to a small park filled with people. I wanted to parade her around and see the looks she drew from men and women. It was fantastic.  
 
      
 
    “I think you’re going to wear the corset all the time,” I said. “Not only do I love the way it makes you look, but I imagine it will restrict the amount of food you can handle as well.” 
 
      
 
    Lexi didn’t say anything. She said less and less these past few weeks. She just squeezed my hand.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We finally heard from Shawn a week after the corset arrived. He booked us for another overnight visit the following evening. I was beyond excited, but a little nervous as well. I wasn’t sure I was ready to relinquish my control of Lexi, or myself.  
 
      
 
    I was right to be worried. Shawn didn’t waste any time with drinks or dinner when we arrived. He escorted us directly to his bedroom. There, we found all of the implements and devices he’d sent to our apartment laid out on his bed. In addition, there was a wooden sawhorse next to the bed, except it didn’t look quite like the standard sawhorse I remembered from my father’s workshop. Instead of a flat surface across the top, it came to a pointed ridge. I ran my finger along the ridge - it wasn’t sharp, but it looked vaguely menacing, nonetheless. I also noticed a length of rope hanging over it from a pulley embedded in the ceiling. My heartbeat surged.  
 
      
 
    “So, I see you’ve made good use of the corset I sent you,” Shawn sent to me. “I trust Lexi has been wearing everything else you received.”  
 
      
 
    “She has,” I said in a shaky voice. “I utilize them all every other night.”  
 
      
 
    “Good, good. Have you tried anything on?” He said it in such a nonchalant way. Dread overwhelmed me. 
 
      
 
    “No, I haven’t tried on anything.” 
 
      
 
    “As I expected. But I did tell you that I had plans for both of you.” Shawn walked to the corner of the bed and reached underneath. He pulled out a heavy chain with a leather cuff attached, an exact duplicate of the cuffs I use to hogtie Lexi to her armbinder every other night. He went to each of the other three corners of the bed and extracted chains and cuffs. He laid them on the bed.  
 
      
 
    “Since I will not risk any legal actions, before we proceed I will require you both to sign contracts that stipulate your voluntary participation here tonight. Sign here.” He handed us clipboards and pens. We signed without reading. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Now, here’s what I propose. You can say ‘no’ once I’ve described the activities I have planned, but after you verbally agree to participate, I will offer no safe-word. Once we begin, we will finish. Is that clear?” 
 
      
 
    I said, “Yes, I understand.” Lexi just nodded.  
 
      
 
    “I need you to speak the words, Lexi.”  
 
      
 
    “I agree.” 
 
      
 
    Shawn continued. “It is my understanding that Lexi is a virgin. Am I correct?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Lexi. I knew the answer but I didn’t speak. She nodded.  
 
      
 
    “Excellent. It’s been years since I deflowered a virgin. So first, I want you to lock Lexi into the cuffs that are chained to the bed frame.”  
 
      
 
    I looked at Lexi again for any sign of refusal. She looked back at me with a look of complete surrender and resignation at her fate. I eased her into position and locked each cuff in place. At Shawn’s direction, we left her in the corset. 
 
      
 
    “Now, Kate. Come here.” He offered me the ball gag first. I would be unable to communicate at all once I accepted it. I opened my mouth and bit down on the ball. It felt bigger than I expected and my jaw began to ache almost immediately. 
 
      
 
    Then Shawn clamped my nipples. The pain was sharp but quickly dulled to an insistent numbing. The armbinder was next. He laced it up much more efficiently than I could manage with Lexi, given his strength and willingness to use it. He strapped me in viciously. My shoulders screamed at me as my elbows were locked together, my hands encased in the depths of the long leather sleeve.  
 
      
 
    The corset came next. Again, Shawn strength meant the stiff leather crushed my ribs and waist as I experienced that age-old torture device for the very first time. Between the pressure on my diaphragm and angle of my arms, I was barely able to breathe through my nose. Drool dripped from the ball gag on the front of the corset. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Shawn locked my ankles in the same type of cuffs that held Lexi spread-eagle on the bed. She was watching everything Shawn did to me, and I swore I thought I saw a small smile flit across her face before she saw me looking at her. 
 
      
 
    Now that I was fully decked out in all of the gear, Shawn walked me over to the sawhorse. “This is an old form of torture that is designed especially for women. Step here and climb aboard.” He directed my foot to a small stool so I could sit on the ridge across the top of the horse. It bit into my pubic bone immediately. It was not excruciating but the discomfort I felt was another brick in my wall of misery. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t see what Shawn did next, but later I learned from Lexi that he threaded the rope that hung from the pulley through the ring that was attached to the end of the armbinder. From there, he attached it to my ankle cuffs, lifting my feet off the floor. All my weight was now pressing my pubic bone into the pointed top of the horse, increasing my discomfort dramatically. Then he pulled the rope and lifted my arms behind my back so that the pain in my shoulders increased as well. I felt extreme discomfort in my labia, nipples, and shoulders, and I could barely breathe.  
 
      
 
    “Perfect. Isn’t she a vision?” Shawn asked Lexi. “Now that she’s completely secured, I will stop ignoring you, Lexi. Are you ready?”  
 
      
 
    Lexi nodded but said nothing. Shawn took a bottle of lube from the nightstand and applied it to her vagina. “I’m not going to be gentle with you, Lexi. I will take my time, but not for your benefit. Only for my own pleasure.” He straddled her, then took his erection in one hand and rubbed the head across her vaginal lips. “I understand you do don’t much like black people,” Shawn said just before he plunged his cock deep into Lexi’s virgin cunt. 
 
      
 
    She screamed. She wouldn’t stop screaming for some time. Finally, Shawn covered her mouth with his hand. Her screams turned into moans.  
 
      
 
    But when he came, she screamed again.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Two days after Shawn deflowered Lexi, we received another package in the mail.  
 
      
 
    It was a dog whip.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    ~~~ 
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    Click here to buy Lexi and Kate at the Whore Hotel - Part 2 
 
    . 
 
    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! 
 
      
 
    Other books by Lena White now available: 
 
    (Click here to go to my author page) 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    ~ Coming Soon ~ 
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    BuySimone~BuyMarcy~BuyRuby~BuyDiane~BuyNaomi 
 
      
 
    (Click here to go to my author page) 
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    BuyLilly~BuyAlyssa~BuyHannah~BuyBrooke~BuyGabrielle 
 
      
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    (Click here to go to my author page) 
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    BuyLaura~BuyGina~BuyHaley~BuyMira~BuyPaige 
 
      
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    (Click here to go to my author page) 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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    BuyScarlet~~BuyNude~~BuyVirgin~~BuyIsle 
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    BuyHusband~BuyWife~BuyCLUB-sub~BuyMyB-A-D 
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