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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

~ Penny ~

When Chad introduced me to Frank, I was unaware of how much my life might transform.

If I desired that change.

Yet, I find myself unsure about my aspirations.

All I know is that I must decide between these two very different men.

~ Chad ~

I believed Penny would be the only person to persuade Frank to collaborate with me.

Once again, she has proven to be far more than I anticipated.

Now, I’m confronted with a beautifully painful dilemma.

Only Penny can help me find a resolution to this situation.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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~ Penny ~

The turmoil that roiled the country sent me into a deep funk the day after I returned from Tulsa. I knew they would be bad but I had no idea it would be as bad as it was turning out. I spent hours on my sofa and more hours in my bed doomscrolling about everything that was proposed, about to happen, and in some cases, already happening.

I was practically comatose. I left a message for Chad that I’d be staying in LA. There was no way I could see clients, especially not his most important client, Frank Slater, who, for some reason, wanted to marry me. I have no idea why.

Needless to say, Chad was less than pleased with my decision. I didn’t have the heart – or the courage – to talk to him directly, so I left him a message. He blew up my phone for days but I just ducked his calls. Finally, he showed up at my condo.

“What the fuck, Penny?” he yells when I open the door. “What the absolute fuck?”

I step aside so he can come in. “I can’t do it, Chad. I just can’t do it right now.”

“Don’t give me that shit,” he growls. “You’re not responsible for anything, you’re not a politician or even a bureaucrat, you’re a goddamn whore.” He’s red in the face, he was so angry. I almost wilt under his withering gaze.

“I can’t do it, Chad. Surely, you can appreciate the severity of the…”

He cuts me off with a wave. “If your idiot party knew what the fuck they were doing, none of this would have happened, you stupid fucking libtard,” he screams an inch from my face. “Now, pack a bag because you’re coming with me to Tulsa.”

“I can’t go, Chad,” I scream at him. “I just can’t right now. I desperately want to get some sleep, but I am not about to be bullied about this, even by Chad. He can have his way with me in every other aspect of my life, but not now. Not like this.

“Fuck, you’re pissing me off, Penny,” he says in a quieter voice but the venom just drips from every word. He’s standing over me and I’m not in my heels like I usually am when he comes to see me so I feel extra small and helpless. He picks up on it. He moves toward me and even though Chad has never struck me in anger, I flinch and step back.

“You stupid, fucking bitch,” he growls. “I’m not going to hit you. I’m going to fuck you.”

Which he does.

“Did I ruin your deal with Frank?” I ask him as we’re lying in bed, panting and sweating after he fucked me. I was supposed to fly to Tulsa to spend more time with Frank Slater, one of Chad’s best clients and a man who told me a few days after he met me that I was the perfect woman for him. Because I’m a whore.

“No, we’re cool,” Chad says grudgingly. “But I don’t know how long he’ll be willing to wait to see you again. That’s the thing about whores,  Penny. When you call they’re supposed to show up. That’s the whole point of paying you. That you show up.”

“What if I see him in a few weeks?” I know my bout of depression won’t be over that quickly but I’m just trying to buy myself some time.

“If that’s all you can do…” he says without sounding like he meant it. “But in the meantime, I’m flying in for the Inauguration on Monday.”

I stared at him. “You’re going to DC?”

He looks at me like I’m crazy. “No, Penny,” he says in his most condescending voice. “I’m flying here.”

“Oh.” I knew immediately where he was going with this.

“There’s a big celebration at the Hilton,” he says. “I want you to come with me as my guest.”

I’m dying to say I don’t want to go but I can’t say no to Chad, about anything, it seems. I just nod my head.

“And, just to make things fair,” he adds with an evil smile, “I’m going to pay you your standard overnight rate. How much do you get again?”

“$25,000 for an overnight date.”

“Tell you what,” he says, all full of himself. “I’ll pay you fifty to make up for all the freebies you've been giving me.”

I stare at him again. I hadn’t agreed to give him anything – he just took it. But I thank him. I knew he expected me to.

“Yeah, I want to be able to tell all my friends at the party I’m paying top dollar for you, Penny,” he smirks. “Drum up more business for you.”

“How would that…?” I stop when what he said it sinks in. “Wait, what?”

“Yeah, you heard me. If they know you’re expensive, they’ll want you even more. It’s all psychological.”

I say nothing.

He notices. “What’s the matter, Penny? Don’t you want to be outed as a whore?”

“No, I don’t,” I say quietly.

“Well, I’ll think about it then.”

I’m pretty sure he won’t think about it at all. He’ll just do it.

Which makes me so wet.

~ Chad ~

I have no idea what Frank is going to do about Penny. The one thing you can count on with high-end escorts is that first they show up and then they leave. Penny is falling way short on the only half of the equation that Frank wants from her – showing up. He doesn’t want her to leave, which I find astounding, but there’s no accounting for the way some minds work. Even guys who are brilliant in some things can be so fucking stupid about other things. Like women.

“He’s certifiable,” is the way Penny explained it to me when I told her what Frank had in mind. She doesn’t get where he’s coming from but I kind of do. She’s gorgeous, willing, and buyable and that’s all that Frank cares about, it seems. That much, I get.

But Penny can’t wrap her head around how much men desire her, not really. That’s the thing about models – they are incredibly insecure. There’s always some bitch who’s younger, thinner, prettier, or whatever, to make them feel inadequate. And if the neverending competition isn’t enough to drive them insane, there are the assholes, invariably gay – photographers, directors, brand managers, and magazine editors – to finish the job and their careers. Only the world-famous, single-name supermodels, who have built their brands and images in a different, pre-social media world, can avoid the inevitable decline that models have to endure when they’re just coming into their own. It’s a dog-eat-dog world out there, no doubt about it.

So I get why Penny reacted the way she did. But I need her to focus, get her shit together, and give my most important client exactly what he’s looking for. If that happens to be a beautiful, million-follower, IG model-slash-whore, then so be it. Shut up, spread your legs for the man, and do what you are paid ridiculous money to do.

I make my living as a lobbyist for the oil industry and it’s a damn good living. Good enough that before I stopped paying her, I was seeing Penny and several other high-end whores just like her at $1500 an hour several times a month. In the long run, it was cheaper and easier than dating with none of the risk or inconvenience that goes with trying to figure out what women want and how to give it to them. I’ve been using whores for years and it’s the only way to go in this day and age. The variety is great, too. Like ordering off a menu and getting the food delivered. So quick, easy, and satisfying.

Except that none of the other whores I used compared to Penny. She was a cut about the rest – prettier, sexier, more accommodating, more everything. When I took control of her the night after the election, I had her more than triple her rate and began pimping her out to my friends and clients, all at full charge. At first, I figured it entitled me to a couple of freebies from her as a fee for my services. But when I discovered how sweet it was to fuck a $ 5,000-an-hour whore at no charge, just because I showed up, I kept doing it. It’s the closest thing to free-use I’ve ever experienced and it’s fucking awesome.

But for the inauguration celebration, I want to pay Penny so if the subject does come up at the party – and I will make sure it does – I will be able to say that I’m paying top dollar for her time. I know it sounds crazy but when other men find out that you’re forking over a fortune for pussy, even for pussy that looks as good as Penny, something just clicks in their minds and, if they can afford her, they’ve got to have her. Which will also be fucking awesome.

“Look,” I begin as we’re lying in bed after more great sex. “I’ll do the same thing at the party I did at that charity event we did in Dallas last month. The one where I waited until the wives all left the table to powder their noses and out you to the guys, the ones who pay you. That won’t be so bad, will it?”

“But if Frank is going to…” she stops and looks at me, unable to get herself to say the word. So I say it for her.

“Marry you?” I ask with a laugh. “Come on, Penny. Did you ever think that was going to happen, for real?” I snort. “Fucking hell, Penny, you’re a whore. A damn good one, don’t get me wrong. But a man like Frank Slater will never marry a slut like you, much as he says he wants to. Never gonna happen. So put that shit out of your mind right now.”

She pouts but she doesn't argue with me.

“No, you’ll be hooking for a few more years at least,” I tell her as I roll out of bed. “I got big plans for you.”

“I thought you were doing a deal with Frank that would set you up for life,” she says, almost whining. I should slap her.

“He’s still on board for the deal but even after it closes, that just sets me on a different path. Instead of being on the sidelines watching the game, I’ll be right in the thick of things, duking it out with the majors and guys like Frank but from a position of power. I won’t have to put up what the shit I do now because it’ll be my name on the fucking door and everyone will do what I tell them to do.”

She looks at me like I’m losing my mind and maybe I am. But I am sick to death of playing nursemaid to these idiots who were born into wealth or got lucky at some point early on in their pathetic careers and now they think their shit don’t stink and every decision they make is a good one simply because they made it. Drives me up a fucking wall.

“How do I fit into all this, Chad?” She looks at me like a deer in the headlights.

“You’ll be my ace in the hole, Snowflake,” I tell her. “I’ll keep promoting you to clients and potential clients to build both our businesses. Win-win, you know?”

She nods but she doesn’t mean it. Which is fine.

As long as she plays along, we’ll be good.

“Okay,” I tell her as she looks at me with sorrowful eyes. “Use that pretty mouth of yours and get me hard again, Penny.”
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~ Penny ~

The days leading up to the Inauguration celebration crawl by. With no energy to see clients, I’m bored and lonely. As much as I don’t want to go, I’m looking forward to the diversion of having something to do.

When the latest day of infamy finally arrives, I drive to the Hilton to meet Chad. I’m more than exhausted – mostly from depression and trouble sleeping – but I can’t say no to him and at least tonight he’s paying me double my overnight fee. Ever since I began seeing men on the downlow to supplement my modeling income, money has not been a problem for me, but I’m still paying off student loans and footing the bill for a nice condo in LA which isn’t cheap, not to mention men aren’t flocking to my door right now with all the turmoil in town and the country as a whole. So a big infusion of cash is more than welcome.

I guess I never really believed that Frank Slater would marry me because I still worry about money as if he doesn’t exist. He’s called me a few times but I keep ducking his calls, which I know is wrong but I just don’t want to deal with the drama right now. I know I will have to talk to him at some point, but now that Chad has straightened me out about how Frank really feels about me, I’m less anxious about telling him I can’t see him anymore. Which makes no sense since I need the money but… you get what I mean, right?

I don’t dress for the party ahead of time because I know that Chad will want to fuck me before the party so I’ll get cleaned up and dressed in his hotel room. He told me he wanted me to dress appropriately for the ball – not like a streetwalker which some men get off on doing – having me dress like Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman just to drive home the point of who and what I am – so he’ll have to give me time to properly prepare. I won’t be able to get my hair and makeup done professionally but I’ll make do in a pinch. I won’t embarrass him, at least.

Whether he’ll embarrass me or not remains to be seen.

The last time Chad embarrassed me, we were at a charity event with several of his clients and their wives. I had almost made it through the evening when he outed me to all of the men – their wives had left the table en mass to go to the ladies’ room – and I would have crawled in a hole and pulled it in on top of me had I been able to find one. As it happened, I wound up seeing each of the men professionally, two of them that night, so whatever Chad had in mind worked. But the price I paid almost wasn’t worth it.

Almost.

Tonight should be more of the same, I imagine, it being a celebration of the inauguration of a man I absolutely abhor and loathe. As I near the hotel, I’m struck by how full the parking lot is, which likely means the ball with be well-attended. It doesn’t surprise me. LA and California in general are famous for being quite liberal but Trump got over six million votes in the state and a third of the ballots cast in Los Angeles. He has plenty of supporters to attend the celebration of his victory.

I valet my car and charge it to Chad’s room to save myself walking across the parking lot in my six-inch heels. I always arrive at his hotel room in Louboutins if only so he won’t tower over me more than he does when I’m wearing them. The man is huge – in every sense of the word – and I need all the help I can get holding my own with him, especially tonight. Because as tough as it’s been to deal with his arrogance and superiority since the election, tonight will be on a whole other level.

I roll my whore kit through the lobby of the hotel, which is just a carryon bag packed with two sexy but not over-the-top dresses, two lingerie sets for before and after the ball, another pair of heels that are still sky high but not half a foot tall, and everything I need for my hair and makeup. I know from experience that Chad loves it when I make every effort to look slutty for him so I’ll spend most of my prep time on my eyes and lips to drive home the point.

Why I bother, I have no idea.

But it’s too late for self-analysis now that I’m standing at his hotel door.

“Penny, you made it,” he needles me as if I wouldn’t show up for a payday of this magnitude. I’m usually not this mercenary – I know, I know – but I’ve never been paid anything close to $50,000 for one night’s work. Plus, although I do consider it work, there is something about Chad and my animosity for him that lights my fire like no one else. I could never date this man or be friends with him. My only non-sexual contact with him is the socially cordial stuff at the bar or dinner or something. Yeah, absolutely no romance at all. Attraction sure. Romance, hell no.

But none of that matters tonight.

He closes the door behind me as I walk into his room. He’s rented a suite, of course, and by force of habit, I check the bathroom and the bedroom to see if he’s invited his friends over the way he did the night after the election. I fully expect him to ambush me again but so far, he hasn’t. That doesn’t mean he won’t, he just hasn’t so far.

“I’m glad you were bright enough to come early so I can fuck you, Penny,” he says in his usual, backhanded compliment way of praising me. “No need to change into your whore outfit either, I’m fine with you being naked so get to it.”

I don’t bother to smirk, which would be lost on him if he even noticed, I just begin to undress and he does the same. When I removed my clothes, I ask if he wants me to shower first but he just snorts.

“I like a dirty whore, Penny. I thought that much was obvious.” I know he’s referencing the night after the election, MAGA Night when he gangbanged me relentlessly all night long with two of his friends. I was somewhat surprised that even with a dozen loads of other men’s cum in my cunt and ass, Chad had no qualms about fucking me without the benefit of a tissue or a wet wipe, never mind a shower or a douche. I filed that away at the time but I’ve yet to figure out why or what it means.

“How would you like me?” I ask in my usual subservient voice. Men love ordering unattainable women around – I’m sure it’s a big reason they pay us – and Chad is no exception. I wait for him to finish undressing before he answers. I’m surprised when he picks up his pants and pulls his cell phone from his pocket.

“On your knees,” he says as he sits in a chair. “Blow me.”

I ease down to my knees in front of him and take his cock in my hand When I look up at him I see him manipulating the phone screen and my heart sinks. He’s done a Facetime of me before, the night after the election, when I was being spit-roasted by his friends. Lucky for me, I had his MAGA hat on at the time and I’m pretty sure whoever he called couldn’t see my face. My naked body, with a dick in my mouth and another one in my pussy, must have been clearly visible. But at least my privacy remained intact.

I think.

“Hey Steve, get a load of this,” he says as he turns the phone around and enables the FaceTime selfie mode. I duck my head down just in time to take his dick in my mouth but there’s no escape. I have to just blow him on my hands and knees or risk outing myself to whoever Steve is.

“Yeah, I rented her for the night. We’re getting ready for the ball. Come by and I’ll introduce you,” he says but I dare not look up to see if he’s still pointing the phone at me. I have to assume he is.

He doesn’t speak as my head bobs up and down on his erection. I am absolutely mortified but I have no choice but to continue blowing him until he cums or ends the call. Or both. I can only hope.

“Okay, gotta go,” he says at last, just before his cock swells in my mouth and he empties his balls in my throat. I swallow it all and look up. He’s smiling at me and the phone is no longer pointed at me, thank god.

After a few seconds, I realize he’s now smirking again. “What?” I ask at last.

“Come on, let’s take a shower together. You reek.”

~ Chad ~

The ball is everything I hoped it would be and then some. Everyone who matters in the SoCal Republican Party is here and the atmosphere is almost giddy. I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt we would win the Presidential election and I was fairly confident we would hold on to both houses of Congress, but winning the popular vote and every swing state was just the icing on the cake that cemented our victory and our mandate. It’s almost like the libtards rolled over and played dead for us, which they kind of did but tonight is no time to dwell on those socialists.

Tonight is all about savoring our triumph.

I’m talking to one of my clients when I see Penny across the ballroom talking to a guy I know vaguely. It looks as if she’s trying to have a serious conversation with him which is all I need – her fucking things up for me by spouting some of her snowflake bullshit and ruining my night. So I excuse myself and go see what she’s up to.

Scratch that – I don’t give a fuck what she’s up to. I just know I’m going to shut this shit down and not worry about it.

“Penny, there you are,” I interrupt her as I approach but then I turn to the guy she’s been jawing at and he looks relieved I rescued him. “I’m Chad, by the way.” He introduces himself and we shake hands, but I turn immediately to Penny.

“Give us a twirl, Penny,” I tell her and watch her jaw drop. “Come on, twirl that million-follower body of yours for the man.” I circle my finger in the air and she does what she’s told like the good little whore she is. I lean towards the guy and stage-whisper, “Already fucked her once but I am really going to fuck her brains out later tonight.”. He smiles so I lean into it, to Penny’s dismay. “You believe that body of hers?”

“She’s incredible,” the guy says as he eyes her up and down which makes her blush. A blushing whore – who would have thought?

“Fifty grand for the night and worth it,” I tell him, and his jaw drops. “But she’s only five grand for an hour if you want to take her for a test drive sometime.” I hand him my card and he grins at me. Then he shoots Penny a look.

“I might just do that,” he says, holding my card up as I lead her away.

When we get back to the room at the end of the official ball, I can hardly wait for my celebration to truly begin. As soon as we walk into the bedroom, I tell Penny she can forgo the costume change to her whore lingerie because I’ve been looking forward to fucking her and so much more for long enough.

“You know what I want, don’t you?” I ask as she’s standing in the doorway of the bedroom. She nods and comes to me. I let her undress me completely while she remains in her dress and shoes. There’s something about the contrast between a naked man and a clothed woman that just kills me, especially when she’s about to degrade herself so completely.

I lie down at the edge of the bed and lift my legs over my head. I haven’t kissed her yet and after she’s done I won’t be tempted to but that's okay. I’ll have her brush her teeth – twice – before I fuck her. I’ve been having her rim my ass ever since MAGA NIght and I can’t believe it took me so long to ask.

“Get on up in there, Penny,” I tell her when she licks around the rim, taking the name of the act too literally. “Deep, whore. Deep as you can.”

She pushes her tongue into my asshole and it is fucking awesome. This gorgeous woman, unattainable for all but a few men who can pay her fee, has that delicate tongue of hers deep in my ass and I fucking love it. I just do.

Finally, I’ve had enough and I’m down to fuck. “Okay, lose the dress,” I tell her and she complies. “Hands and knees, Penny,” I order her, and I climb off the bed to grab my phone.
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~ Penny ~

I never expect any foreplay from my clients and I’m rarely surprised, especially with Chad but tonight he outdoes himself. He positions his dick at my pussy without bothering to see if I’m ready for him and just slams it home. Luckily, the degradation I felt from rimming him has got me sopping wet so he slides in easily, but when he bottoms out at my cervix on the first thrust, I grunt. I feel one hand on my hip and wonder why he’s not holding me with both hands until I hear him dialing his phone.

Again.

“Ben? Chad. Missed you at the ball,” he says as I turn a deep shade of red at the thought that he’s FaceTiming again while he fucks me. Is this going to be a regular thing, I wonder. My embarrassment deepens as his conversation goes on and on, his involvement in fucking me just enough to make me moan against my will. I can only thank my lucky stars that he hasn’t put us on speaker.

“Hold it a sec, Ben. Let me put you on speaker,” he says and I can hear his diabolic smile in the tone of his voice. I won’t give him the satisfaction of turning to look at him over my shoulder. I’d die of shame.

“I’m going to put the phone down so I can get a better grip on her,” he says and I want to crawl into a hole. He fucks me hard enough to wrench another orgasm from me which I’m sure can be heard by whomever is on the line when he puts the phone on the small of my back and grabs my other hip. Now I’m sure the sound of our bodies slapping against each other and my moans that have grown to cries of involuntary pleasure fill the room. I’m cumming so hard but I can’t tell if it’s my hatred for the man who is fucking me, the embarrassment of being listened to by one of his vile friends, or the sex itself, which is incredible.

“Okay, gotta go, Ben,” he says at last and he picks up the phone, hopefully ending the call before he tosses the phone on the bed next to me. He slides out of me, then he grabs my legs and flips me onto my back. I’m still wearing my stilettos so I’m careful not to stab him with them as he pulls my legs apart to fuck me. I let him. I don’t want to fuck him but I’m not going to fight him, either. And I know I’ll get off on it, much as it pains me to admit, if only to myself.

As he lowers himself onto my body and I stare into his arrogant eyes, I melt under him. I hate this man with every fiber of my being, but my, fucking, god, what he does to me. He’s not the biggest cock I’ve ever had and he’s good but not great with it, but the combination of the way he intimidates me, making me feel so inferior and subservient to him, ignites a fire in me like no other. Even the men I loved, and there have been a few, didn’t fuck me like Chad does.

Like Chad is.

“You are such a fucking slut,” he whispers as he’s pounding me and my degradation just envelopes me. I cum so hard I’m almost incoherent but Chad just continues to fuck me so good. So good. So fucking good.

When he cums in my pussy – we haven’t used condoms in months – I feel his essence flood me and I’m once again overwhelmed with the shame of my excitement over feeling like he’s breeding me. He’s mentioned how for my next gangbang he’s going to breed me, once the new Attorney General has outlawed all contraception and, of course, abortion. How he’ll invite all his friends to attend my breeding party and they will all fuck me once he’s impregnated me because he’ll go first and his seed will undoubtedly knock me up because, of course, it will.

We doze for a while afterward but it’s not long before he rolls onto my body and spreads my legs and fucks me again. He does so repeatedly throughout the night until I lose track of how many times he fucks me and I cum each time. I am so ashamed at the effect this vile man has on me but he’s like a drug I can’t get enough of and can’t quit.

When he’s finally sated, he is sleep-breathing next to me but I’m unable to calm my fears about the new reality we live in. My mind won’t allow me to sleep so I slip out of bed and for some reason I will never be able to explain, I put on my sheer thigh-high stockings and the other stilettos I packed. My heels click on the floor as I approach the bed but Chad doesn’t budge. I pull back the covers and kneel next to him, take his dick in my mouth, and begin to suck him awake.

“Wha’…what the fuck?” he whispers as I wake him up unexpectedly.

“I can’t sleep,” I tell him as I let his now erect penis fall from my mouth. “Fuck me, Chad. Fuck me again.”

Which he does.

He fucks me one more time the next morning before he takes his phone onto the balcony to make some calls. He tells me to go down to breakfast saying he’ll join me if he can but I know from experience he won’t. I only have another dress to wear and the same heels I put on to wake him up last night so they will have to do. I fix my hair and put on some makeup just in case and head down to the restaurant by myself.

When I enter the dining room, I am noticed by some of the women I met at the party last night. They are all wives of big donors and such, all dressed casually in yoga pants and hoodies but I’m used to being on display. I walk toward their table and they invite me to sit with them. I hesitate but I hate dining alone so, against my better judgment and hard experience, I join them. We exchange pleasantries that aren’t all pleasant, but I try to ignore the looks and snide comments and study the menu as they continue their conversation about Biden and Kamala and how we’re so much better off now that they’re gone – just women complaining as women do. I keep my mouth shut but it doesn’t help that my tits are practically hanging out of my dress at breakfast.

“So, Penny,” one of them smirks at me at last. “Do you have an OnlyFans page?”

Before I can answer, another one says, “You know, I should introduce you to Mack Brown, he’s loaded.” More smirks and giggles all around.

I’ve had enough.

I put down my menu and look right at the woman who startles slightly. The rest of them go quiet.

“Well, he’d better be fucking loaded because I was paid $50,000 for last night.”

Then I stand up and walk out.

~ Chad ~

I flew home to Dallas thinking about Penny, both from a business standpoint – how I can continue to use her to cement relationships for my consulting firm – and from a personal perspective. Last night was the first time I’d spent a full night alone with her and it was phenomenal. We fucked several times throughout the night – she even woke me up with an unsolicited blow job, the best kind in my book – and then again in the morning. I didn’t get much sleep but I feel great today. I just wonder what it all meant.

It’s not like I’m falling for Penny. She’s the textbook definition of a classic snowflake libtard, on board for every off-the-wall left-wing cause from DEI to open borders, trans rights to Black Lives Matter. We are as different as two people can be but that is a big part of the appeal for both of us. I love fucking the liberal out of her and she gets off on hate-fucking a man she has admitted more than once she despises.

What we haven’t talked about is why the sex is so good. I don’t have a huge cock and she’s a closeted size queen even if she won’t admit it. I don’t give a fuck whether she enjoys our sessions – I’m paying her so why should I care? – but that only makes things more intense between us. I know for a fact she gets off on being degraded. The spoon incident at the beginning of MAGA Night proved that beyond a shadow of a doubt. So fucking a man she loathes presses all her buttons. And to be fair, fucking a woman I have absolutely no respect for intellectually is pretty fucking awesome.

So where do we go from here, you might ask? More of the same, I’d say. More pimping her out to clients and prospects, more fucking her whenever I’m in LA or having her fly to Dallas – on her dime, mind you – at the drop of a hat. More of what we’ve been doing since the election, hate-fucking each other to new heights of orgasmic bliss.

I just have to figure out what’s going on with Frank Slater.

Frank is a self-made billionaire from Tulsa who started drilling one well at a time three decades ago until he figured out before most of the independents that fracking would be huge. He’s a smart oil man, an even smarter risk-taker, and he’s parlayed those traits into a huge fortune. He’s allowed me to work on some smaller deals with him because we get along and have a mutual respect for what the other can do, but since I introduced him to Penny, he’s bringing me in on a deal that will catapult me to the big leagues. I won’t be on par with him, not yet at least, but it’s the one break I need to move from consulting to owning which is the only way to get rich in this world.

I thought everything was going well until I found out that, despite all the evidence that Frank is a rational man, he’s gone off the deep end for Penny and wants to marry her. Keep in mind, they had only spent one long weekend together before he came to that incredibly stupid conclusion. But I kind of get it, especially after last night. Penny, for all her stupidity about how the world works in one hell of a fuck.

Still, she’s not the sort of girl you marry.

She is now, and always will be, a whore.

When I land in Dallas, I call Frank to hash out the plan for our deal. He’s assured me that my involvement in the deal does not rest on him marrying Penny but I’m not sure I believe him. The fires in LA, courtesy of their libtard environmental policies and insane diversity hiring campaign that plugged lesbians and retards into key leadership roles, have worked in my favor. Penny insisted she couldn’t see Frank but her intransigence on the issue put the brakes on their relationship. All I have to do is close the deal with Frank before he realizes what an imbecilic mistake he’s making and blames me for ruining his life.

“Hold for Mr. Slater,” his secretary tells me as I’m walking to my car. Ever since I landed Frank as a client two years ago, he’s been standoffish which I’ve come to expect from the top players in the oil patch. I’m still the hired help and pretty far down the priority list of calls to take or return, but since his weekend with Penny, I’ve noticed a decided shift in his willingness to talk to me on my schedule instead of his. That he thinks he’s dependent on me to seal the deal with her – little does he know that’s the last thing I want to do – plays right into my hands. I’ve just got to be careful about the timing.

“Chad, how’s our girl?” he asks when he comes on the line. I knew he’d hear about me seeing her last night since the ball was littered with oil execs but I’m somewhat surprised the news has gotten back to him in less than 24 hours.

That he doesn’t have a problem with me seeing, and fucking, his supposed future wife is a whole other matter. According to Penny, Frank is a cuckold and loves that shit.

Go figure.

“She’s good, Frank,” I tell him, wondering what exactly he wants to hear from me. That she blew me and drained my balls like the pro she is? That we fucked like rabbits all night last night? Sometimes I have a hard time believing Frank is the hard-right Republican he says he is. Although he does drill enough oil to drive the left off a cliff, so there’s that.

“Is she available this weekend?” he asks. Fuck the small talk, apparently.

I usually leave it to Penny to handle the logistics around setting up the dates I facilitate for her, but with Frank, I’ll make an exception.

“Are we still signing our deal on Friday?” Why not make it clear – this is an in-your-face quid pro quo?

He hesitates, but when he answers, I can hear the smile in the tone of his voice. “Yes, Friday is still a go, Chad. And I’m having a party on Sunday that you should stay over for. You can stay at my ranch.”

“Sounds great, Frank. I’ll be there.”

“Excellent, Chad. See you Friday.”
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~ Penny ~

When Chad calls me to tell me that Frank is sending his plane to pick me up on Saturday, it’s all I can do not to melt down completely. I knew the day was coming when he would force the issue but I’m still not ready to see him or make a decision of that magnitude. But now it’s out of my hands because I can’t say no to Chad.

On top of everything else, he told me to spend all of Friday preparing, something I hadn’t done in a while. I haven’t been to the gym in weeks but there’s nothing I can do in two days so I don’t schedule a time with my personal trainer, who I’m pretty sure has dumped me, anyway. Instead, I book three treatments at my favorite spa – facial, mani/pedi, and hair. The works on all three. If I’m going to make a fool of myself, at least I will look good while doing it.

At the end of my day at the spa, I feel surprisingly good. Better than I’ve felt in weeks, if not months. Getting back to familiar routines gave me the jolt I needed to stop spiraling and embrace the moment. At least, that’s what I’m telling myself as I drive to the airport on Saturday morning.

At Chad’s instructions, I packed very lightly, much as I did the first and only time I went to see Frank. I’m still incredulous that he is so enamored with me after just one long weekend together, but I have experienced this type of reaction from men before. One date, and they think they own me or want to. Sometimes it happens on the second or third date, but they start talking about how good we are together, as if I’m actually dating them and not performing a service for a fee. I guess it’s a testament to my ability to make them feel special, but it always surprises me that some men can’t distinguish between an act and actual emotions.

Frank made no mention of such things, though. He was very direct about our relationship, that it was not based on anything but a transaction. A much longer-term transaction, for sure, but not on love or even respect. I’m not sure he respects me at all, and I don’t get the sense that he wants my respect. When I replayed our conversations in my head, which I’ve done dozens of times, all I heard from him is a massive quid pro quo. I give myself to him, become his wife, and he makes me rich, massively and irrevocably.

Over the few years I’ve been whoring, I’ve seen it often enough with other models-slash-escorts. Because they have so much to offer of what many, or most, men want – good looks, hot bodies, glamour, prestige, even class – they get offers from men who can give them what they want. Sometimes it’s an extravagant lifestyle, sometimes it’s more subdued, but it’s almost always better than the life they were leading in the modeling and escorting industries, both of which are almost always less than they hoped for.

So many models – most, perhaps – come from places and backgrounds where they were always the prettiest girl in the room. They convince themselves that when they move to the big times, in LA, New York, or even Paris, they will still be such but they are sorely mistaken. What passes for beautiful in Dubuque is barely acceptable in La La land, and not even that in the more sophisticated fashion capitals. It’s devastating to so many girls but it only gets worse. If you manage to make the cut and eak out a living for a while, you soon realize that model years are like dog years, about seven to one. Models who were hot as twenty-year-olds find themselves being paired with middle-aged male models in their mid-twenties, and by the time they hit thirty, they are relegated to the mom shoots at best. Sometimes the grandma shoots, which is really depressing.

I’m still young but I see my future quite clearly. I’ll be a model, if I’m lucky, for a few more years before they start relegating me to the second or even third tier and I’ve got nothing to fall back on. I skipped college to try modeling and it took me way longer than I expected to make a name for myself and it never got me the really good shoots anyway. Which is why I resorted to escorting.

Which I enjoy. Mostly. The validation that comes from pleasing a man who is paying you to please him is complicated but real. When I meet a new client at his hotel room for the first time, I still get a thrill knowing that he’s got all of my personal information – my real name, photos of me with my friends from Instagram, what I like to do in my spare time, where I went on vacation – whereas I know almost nothing about him. That disparity is both degrading and thrilling to me but I have no idea why. It just is.

And sex with my regulars is also enjoyable and validating, just in other ways. There’s a warm feeling of comfort that comes from fucking a guy I’ve fucked before and knowing that he will be pleased with me again and pay me well for fucking him. It’s as far from a loving relationship as I can imagine but it is satisfying in its own way. It’s not earth-shattering or mindblowing but it doesn’t have to be. It is what it is and that’s enough.

So why am I giving it all up to marry Frank, ostensibly? I’m not sure. I do know that as dismal the prospects are for an aging model, the bleakness of an aging escort scares me even more. I imagine that as I get older, my clients will as well and my clients are already twenty to thirty years older than me on average. Will I still enjoy being with men who pay me when I’m in my forties and they’re in their seventies or eighties? I highly doubt it.

Frank, of course, offers me a way out of those twin dilemmas. An aging wife is the norm, so much more acceptable than an aging model and an aging whore. I don’t love him but is that really important? He will give me the life I think I deserve, whether I really do or not. Isn’t that something worth considering? Even if it’s not all that enticing?

I guess I’ll find out tomorrow.

~ Chad ~

I arrive in Tulsa on Friday anxious to get the paperwork signed, sealed, and delivered, as the song goes. I’m thrilled to be admitted to that exclusive club of independent oilmen who have made this country great and will continue to do so for decades to come. The liberal media and left-wing politicians can make all the noise they want about how we’re phasing out fossil fuels, oil and gas in particular, but the fact of the matter is that we can’t live without petroleum and never will. The projections they make about the damage that economy global warming will supposedly cause by the end of the century pale in comparison to the size of the economy in 75 years. Not that we’ll be around to see it but a little intellectual honesty about the risks and rewards would be refreshing.

But I digress.

“I’m glad to have you on board, Chad,” Frank says to me when the lawyers have packed up the paperwork in their expensive valises and left the conference room. Frank’s office in on the top floor of one of the tallest buildings in Tulsa and although the view is not much to write home about – pancake flat vistas in every direction for as far as the eye can see – the office itself is stunning, in both its size and the way he’s decked it out. Frank used to be famously frugal when he was making his first million and even his first billion but he’s clearly thrown caution to the wind now. I can’t say as I blame him. It truly does feel like the sky’s the limit with a president whose catchphrase is, “Drill, baby, drill!”

“Just out of curiosity, Frank,” I say to him with a side-long glance. “How important was my introducing you to Penny in making this partnership happen?”

He smiles and looks away, almost embarrassed. “Got your attention with my plans for her, didn’t I?” He looks at me and I’m hesitant to admit that Penny shared his proposal with me. He notices my hesitation, laughs, and claps me on the back. “Not to worry, young man. The papers are signed, and the lawyers would skin me alive if I tried backing out of it now but I have no intention of doing any such thing. I’ve known you long enough to be comfortable with you as a partner in this deal and many more to come. Penny did not affect my decision.” He gives me a look that makes me wonder. “She did put the cherry on the sundae, though. I’ll admit that.”

“That being the case, Frank,” I begin a little tentatively. “You don’t have a problem with me and her, uh…” I watch him for some sense that I’m treading on thin ice but I see nothing. He’s either a hell of an actor or a full-blown cuck. Or both.

“Fucking my bride-to-be, Chad? Hell, if I had a problem with that, I wouldn’t be marrying her, now would I?”

“Mind if I ask you why you are marrying her, old man?” I know I’m pushing things but he just told me the deal is locked down. What do I have to lose?

“No, I guess that’s a fair question,” he says as he walks me out of the conference room to his office at the corner of the floor. He heads straight for the bar and pours us both a scotch, single-malt, neat. We clink glasses and smile knowingly.

“So, what’s the answer to my fair question, then?” I press.

He nods and sits on the sofa that flanks his huge glass desk. “The answer is both simple and complex, but we’ve got a few minutes before we need to head out to the ranch.” I give him a confused look and he nods again. “I’ve invited a few friends over as a sort of informal bachelor party, Chad. I figured you’d have no problem joining in the celebration with me.”

“I’d be honored, sir.” I bow slightly before I join him on the sofa.

“Don’t patronize me, Chad,” he says with a laugh. “I get enough of that from my employees.”

“Who’s coming to the bachelor party?” I’m curious to know if he did the unthinkable and hired his bride-to-be to entertain his guests.

He looks at me for a beat before he grins. “I know what you’re thinking and no, I didn’t invite Penny to fuck my friends at my own bachelor party. I can’t believe you would even think such a thing.”

“I didn’t say a word about Penny, Frank.” I didn’t.

“Yeah, but that’s what you were thinking and don’t try to deny it.” He laughs again. “No, I sent my Bombardier to Vegas to collect a few of the most expensive escorts on the Strip. You’ll be impressed, Chad. I promise you.” He cocks an eyebrow. “Even after Penny.”

I have my doubts.
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~ Penny ~

The flight on Frank’s private jet to Tulsa is uneventful, but I’m struck once again by how flat and boring Oklahoma looks from the sky. When the plane took off from LAX, we banked over the Pacific before turning east and the coastline spreading out in both directions was amazing, as it always is for me. I love California, with all of its challenges and foibles, and as I look at the flat, uninteresting land in what is unkindly but accurately referred to as flyover country, I ask myself yet again if I could ever live here.

Not that I’ve got a real offer from Frank yet. He talked about us getting married but I’m not wearing a ring and as the saying goes, talk is cheap. I suppose there’s a chance he’ll propose to me officially on this, our second-ever meeting, or date, depending on how you look at such things. I just can’t get past the nagging feeling that Frank is acting like so many other of my clients, feeling like he owns me just because we hit it off on our first date. They never stop and think that making them feel special is my job. An act, and nothing more.

“We’ll be landing shortly, so please take your seats and buckle up,” the pilot announces over the PA system which again strikes me as somewhere between silly and ludicrous – I am once again the only passenger on the plane. I’m sure Frank thinks that this kind of exclusive treatment makes me feel special but it only makes me feel guilty.

Once I’m exiting the terminal, I’m again greeted by Frank's assistant and she gives me almost the same speech as my first visit. But when we get to the apartment, I’m confronted not by a box with a couple of outfits inside but a whole rack of designer dresses, all in my size, all gorgeous and expensive, and all for me. A pile of shoe boxes next to the rack tells me there’s likely a matching pair of French or Italian stilettos for each dress.

His assistant goes on. “Mr. Slater will be here in an hour so feel free to look through your wardrobe and pick out your favorite. He wanted to let you know these are all yours to keep and I can have them shipped to your place in LA or wherever you choose to stay.”

I look at her with my head tilted, wondering what exactly she means but I don’t ask. It’s almost as if I don’t want to know. Once she leaves, I flip through the dresses and choose one that I know will look great on me, but I wonder if Frank realizes that buying me clothes doesn’t have the impact on me that he was hoping for. Most designers are very generous with their clothes and I need only make a phone call to get almost anything I want delivered and gratis. I don’t want to seem ungrateful but this kind of thing is pretty much wasted on me.

Once I pick out the dress, I begin sorting through the boxes of shoes when I hear the door to the apartment open. I put on the shoes I’m holding – any of them will do, to be honest – and walk to the door of the bedroom to make a grand entrance. Frank is walking towards me with a big smile on his handsome face and I once again try to imagine myself married to this man, having his children, and spending the rest of my life with him. He reaches me before I can reach any conclusions about how I feel about him.

“Penny, you look fantastic,” he says after he kisses me. His kiss is sweet, not aggressive, which is nice but only that. I smile for him and he steps back to look me up and down again, so I twirl for him. He laughs but I’m struck by how I was humiliated by Chad a few days ago at the Inauguration ball. I bury my feelings and smile warmly as Frank takes me in his arms and kisses me again, this time with more passion but still respectful. Boringly so.

“What did you think of the dresses and shoes?” he asks as he offers me his arm and walks me back into the bedroom to drive home his taste and generosity. I gush as I know I’m expected to and he seems pleased and I feel…empty. Is this how it’s going to be between us? He lavishes me with gifts he pretends to have selected for me and I reciprocate by pretending to be impressed. As Peggy Lee asked, is that all there is?

I decide to be honest with him.

“Well, it’s not all that unusual for me to be given expensive clothes, Frank,” I tell him with a bit of sympathy. “I mean, I love them but it’s the kind of things I get all the time.”

“Well, I think you look great, Penny,” He reaches into his pocket. “Maybe this will impress you.” He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a little blue box. One of those little blue boxes. My heart skips a beat, not because I’m thrilled he’s going to propose to me but because I’m still undecided as to what my answer will be.

“Frank, you shouldn’t have,” I say reflexively.

“Well, just to be clear,” he says as he holds the box before he opens it. “I’m not going to kneel down or anything like that. This is more of a business proposal, Penny.” He opens the box and my mouth falls open. The ring is beyond gorgeous and the diamond, a single classically cut solitaire, is extraordinary.

“Oh, my god, Frank. It’s too much,” I lie.

“No, it’s actually perfect. Four carats, because three wouldn’t be enough and five is over-the-top and gauche.” He pulls it out of its little slit and I offer my left hand. He kisses my fingers before he slips it on and I hold it up to admire it like a billion brides-to-be have for centuries. Suddenly, this feels real.

“And just to prove I mean what I said about it being a business proposal,” he adds with a sly smile. “I’m offering you a non-recourse signing bonus to say yes, seeing as I’ve invited a bunch of friends and colleagues over for an informal engagement party tonight.”

“Non-recourse?” I ask without taking my eyes off the ring.

“Yours to keep under any circumstances, providing you say yet to me right now.”

I look at him and the smile is gone. He is eyeing me expectantly and he’s given me almost no choice but to say yes. Still, I hesitate.

“How much?” I ask in a whisper.

He smiles. “A nice round number, Penny.”

“Go on.”

“One million dollars.”

“Yes.”

“With one provision,” he adds, getting all serious again.

“What’s that?”

“We fuck on it.”

I lean in and kiss him. “I thought you’d never ask, Frank.”

~ Chad ~

The day after Frank’s bachelor party, he arranged for me to tour his local oil and gas operations. I’m slightly hungover from the party but his Operations Manager, Otis, was at the party, and if anything is more hungover than I am. We go for breakfast first and drink as much black coffee as possible. Eventually, we both begin to come around.

“Quite a party,” he says as we’re sitting in a booth with the shades drawn against the glaring morning sun. “I didn’t think Mr. Slater would go in for that sort of thing.”

I shield my eyes from the sunshine that is leaking around the shade. “Really? Why do you say that?”

“Well, he’s got a couple of daughters, for one,” Otis says as he waves at the waitress to get a fresh pot of coffee. “I always assumed he was on the conservative side, the little I saw of him in his personal life.”

“So, last night was your first party at his ranch?”

“First party of any kind. He was never one to spend money getting his employees drunk during the holidays, you know?”

I nod but I have no idea what the fuck he’s talking about. “Frank Slater is a holy roller type?”

“Oh, yeah,” Otis says as he leans back and throws his arm over the back of the booth. “Deacon in his church and everything.”

I’m stunned. I want to know more but I wonder if probing Otis would get back to Frank and…then it dawns on me. Frank Slater isn’t my client anymore – he’s my partner. Irrevocably, as of yesterday. So why not ask my questions?

“Have you met Frank’s bride-to-be?” I ask.

“Me? Hell, no. No one I know of has either, although rumor has it, she was here for a small party a few weeks back.” 

“But you don’t know her story?”

“Not a clue. I didn’t even know he was dating anyone, let alone getting serious enough to get hitched again.” He shakes his head. “You know what they say about third marriages, right?”

“I do,” I tell him just so I don’t have to listen to his lame good ole’ country boy jokes. The man undoubtedly knows his shit or he wouldn’t be in a position of responsibility for Slater’s operation. But he’s a born and bred Okie, which is fine but I don’t need to open the floodgates for his downhome humor and wisdom. Been there, done that.

“Well, it’s been a while since his second wife left him so I shouldn’t be so surprised,” Otis goes on. “I just didn’t see him getting tied down again. He seemed to have an eye for talent and Lord knows he had the money to pull it off. Why he’d go and fuck that up, I’ll never know.”

“Are you invited to the engagement party tonight?” I ask, throwing caution right out the window. If Otis is invited, no harm is done. If not, I’ll likely never see this yokel again so who gives a flying fuck?

He smiles. “No, I’m okay to fuck his hookers at his bachelor party, but I’m not good enough to meet his new bride or his friends. I’m still just an employee, you know?”

I don’t say a word.
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~ Penny ~

Once Frank put a ring on my finger and approved of my choice of dress and shoes for the party tonight, he made love to me. And he does so in the old-fashioned sense of that phrase. He doesn’t fuck me like a whore, he makes love to me like a fiance. I should be flattered I suppose, but I’m not. If anything, I’m disappointed.

I don’t say anything to him but he senses my dissatisfaction.

“What’s wrong?” he asks as we’re lying naked in his bed. “I thought we were good last time. What’s changed?”

“Nothing,” I lie. “It was nice.”

He props himself up on his elbow and cocks an eyebrow. “I’m not interested in ‘nice’, Penny. We can do better than that. I can do better than that, so tell me what’s wrong.”

I look at him and hesitate, unsure if I can be honest with him. Finally, I decided that my honesty was the least he deserved. But what I tell him comes out all wrong. “It’s complicated, Frank.”

He sits up, a look of concern on his face. “Are you in love with someone else?”

I shake my head emphatically. “No, that’s not it. It’s just…” I look away from him and blow out a breath.

“Tell me,” he whispers.

I turn to him. “It is complicated, Frank. That’s not a euphemism for something else. I guess it starts with the fact that we don’t love each other. I’ve been in love before so I know what it feels like and this isn’t it.” He just stares at me. “Would you agree? You’ve been in love, haven’t you?”

He nods. “Yes, I have.”

“But you’re not in love with me, right?”

“No, I’m not.”

“Then why do you want to marry me? I know you explained it but I still don’t get it.”

Now it’s his turn to blow out a breath. “It’s been my experience that most men don’t know love. They don’t get it, maybe because they don’t need it. Give most guys a woman who is willing to put up with his shit and he’ll be fine. Better still if she’s better looking than he has any right to expect. It’s a big reason so many men are ambitious. They feel, rightly so I think, that if they’re rich, they are much more likely to punch above their weight class when it comes to landing a woman. And if a guy gets a woman like that, he’s good. He’s more than good, as long as she doesn’t leave him, which is too often what happens but that’s a whole other matter.”

“So, it’s a status thing?” I ask, incredulous.

He almost rolls his eyes. “We’re all about status, Penny, we just define it differently. For men, it’s a beautiful face, a hot body, and a compatible personality. We get that and we’re good. Easy to please, mostly.”

“But women are hard to please?” I hear the absurdity of my question almost as soon as the words leave my lips. At least Frank is polite enough not to laugh in my face.

He does smile, though. An almost patronizing smile, which might be worse.

“Women usually have more requirements, both in number and complexity, but . . . yeah. For the most part and for most women, you’re harder to please. Probably because you’re smarter than us emotionally but it’s hard to know when you’re the sucker.”

I almost do a double-take. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“Sorry,” he says apologetically which is nice that the sentiment matches the words for a change. “There’s an old Wall Street expression that if you’re playing poker with a group of players you don’t know and after 30 minutes you can’t figure out who the sucker is, that means you’re the sucker.”

I shake my head. “I’m still lost.”

“Never mind, Penny. All I’m trying to say is that in matters of the heart, women are smarter than men. Not happier, just smarter.”

“What’s that got to do with us, Frank?”

“You were telling me how it’s more complicated, what’s going on between us. I was just saying in a roundabout way, that I’m not surprised.”

When I hesitate, he nods. “Go on, though. I didn’t mean to sidetrack you.”

I’m not so sure but I don’t say it out loud. “Anyway, we’ve agreed that this has nothing to do with love. And that’s what makes for a problem with the sex.”

“Because women need sex to be about love?” he asks, almost rhetorically.

I’m tempted to say yes but I hesitate once again. “Not necessarily, but it does help.”

“Is that a dealbreaker for you, Penny? Do you need to be in love with someone to enjoy sex with them?”

After the night of the Inauguration Ball, not to mention MAGA Night the night after the election, I hesitated one last time. Finally, I decided once again to go with the truth. “No, I don’t.”

“Then what do you need, Penny?” he asks softly.

“That’s where it gets complicated, Frank.” He looks at me but I don’t elaborate. I’m not sure I know how to explain it.

He waits patiently for several seconds before he shifts and sits up.

“I’m going to need you to try, Penny.”

I sigh. “I guess what I’m trying to say is that there are two… no, three kinds of sex for me. If I’m in love with a guy, that’s the best kind, because sex becomes a manifestation of our love for each other. I’ve been in love often enough to know that much.”

“But we’re not in love so that’s not going to happen between us, right?” he says dejectedly.

“No, it’s not.”

“What are the other two kinds of sex?”

I study him for a few seconds. “Transactional is the second kind. It’s what happens most often between me and my clients. It’s nice in a plain vanilla sort of way but it’s never much more than that. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy it. As with most people, I enjoy being desired and I enjoy fulfilling the expectations that come with paying for sex. It’s even a bit degrading, which is something else I enjoy, too.”

“You enjoy being degraded?”

“I do. I’m not sure why but I know it’s a pretty common thing for women. I think it’s because we were brought up to think of sex as something dirty and reprehensible. Somehow, I’m not sure why, being degraded plays into that feeling that I shouldn’t be enjoying it. I don’t know why, it just does.”

He stares at me without speaking for a few seconds before he nods. “And the third kind of sex?”

I look up at the ceiling. “That’s the most complicated of all. I guess most people would describe it as hate-fucking. Being with someone I despise.”

“Why would you have sex with someone you despise, Penny?”

I look at him again. “For a variety of reasons, Frank. Because they pay me is the most likely but it’s not the only one. Even more powerful is that hate is a powerful emotion, more powerful than love in a lot of ways, and it can generate a tremendous amount of passion. It can be overwhelming, to be honest.” I look down and whisper, “In some ways, it can be more enjoyable than being in love.”

“More enjoyable sexually?”

“Yes,” I whisper.

He goes quiet for several seconds. “Why?”

“I have no idea, Frank.”

He nods and looks away. “You’re an environmentalist, right?”

“Yes.”

“Do you hate me for what I do to the environment?”

I look at him. “I hate what you do but I don’t hate you, Frank. If that makes any sense.”

“It does, I suppose.” He looked at me. “Should I even ask?”

I stare at him. “I wouldn’t if I were you.”

He nodded again. “Perhaps I can change the way I approach our lovema… sex.” He waited but I didn’t respond. “Take it up a notch.”

I suppressed a smile. “Do you have it in you?”

He gives me an ironic grin. “No, probably not.”

“Yeah.” I look at the ring on my finger and then at him. I raise an eyebrow. He shakes his head.

“This changes nothing, Penny. I still want you. Badly.”

“Why?”

He grins. “What makes you think I’m any more self-aware than you are?”

I nod and lean toward him to kiss him. He lets me.

“I do enjoy it, Frank. I really do.”

“Just not…” I put a finger over his lips.

“Does that matter?”

“No.”

~ Chad ~

Spending the day with Otis is an eye-opener. Frank’s operation is a testament to great planning and even better execution with Otis and other employees like him handling the details of running a multi-million-dollar division smoothly and efficiently. I’m going to need my own Otis at some point, I realize, but for now, I’ll be able to just piggyback on Frank’s infrastructure for our new deal together. But in the longer term, I’ve got to give some consideration to building my own team and infrastructure.

Frank put me up at his place when I’ve come to Tulsa in the past but for this weekend, I’m staying at the downtown Ambassador Hotel which is fine. I’d rather not stay at his ranch with Penny there. It would be a little weird for both of us. I’m still not sure how Frank would feel about it but I don’t need to find out.

It’s late afternoon by the time I get back to my room and Frank’s party – I guess I should refer to it as Frank and Penny’s engagement party – begins at 8. I’ve got a few hours to kill so I flip on the TV and grab a beer from the minibar when there’s a knock on my door. I’m not expecting any visitors so I check the peephole before I open it and smile.

It’s Penny.

I open the door.

“Not a word,” she says as she steps into my room. “Not, one, word.”

I smile but don’t respond. She looks around at my suite and heads right for the bedroom, pausing at the door to look back at me over her shoulder with the sexiest damn look I’ve ever seen from her and she can look damn sexy when she wants to. I follow her into the bedroom.

When she arrives at my bed, she turns to look at me. I walk to her and take her in my arms to kiss her but she turns away from me. I smile. I almost break with my indirect promise to keep my mouth shut but I don’t say anything. She looks at me for a few seconds before she begins to unbuckle my belt. I just stand there and let her.

She sinks to her knees, a move I’ve seen many times from her as she frees my cock from my jeans. I’m hard, of course – I got hard as soon as I saw Penny through the peephole – and she takes me in her mouth as she caresses my balls with her hands. I let her do her thing until she pulls another of her signature moves and lets my balls go so she can reach back and grab the heels of her stilettos in a classic pose of total submission. She first used that move on me during our first date and I knew in that moment that Penny was something special. Not just an IG model slash escort but a true submissive who wanted me to take charge.

So I did, way back then and again today.

I grab her hair with both hands and begin to slowly fuck her face, jamming my dick deep into the back of her throat with every stroke. She gags and coughs but I know from experience that’s as much for my benefit as hers and I just keep hammering her mouth unmercifully. I know what she wants and I’m going to give it to her.

Penny is wearing a gorgeous gown that is suitable for tonight’s party, but as I continue to gag her, drool drips down her chin, ruining the dress. I fucking love that. I’m sure that Frank bought her this dress and the idea of rendering it unwearable while fucking his fiance’s mouth is just too good for words.

But all good things must come to an end and if don’t withdraw from her mouth I’ll shoot my load and won’t recover quickly enough to fuck her.

Then it dawns on me – that would be perfect. I’ll leave her in need and cum on her face and send her back to Frank with my seed painted on her lips and cheeks and ruining her painstakingly applied smoky eye shadow. It’ll be the perfect sendoff.

As my orgasm swells in my balls, I keep a firm grip on her hair and stop stroking in and out of that gorgeous mouth of hers to let her feel me swell in it. The growing panic in her eyes as she realizes what is about to happen only enflames me more and just as I’m about to erupt, I pull out of her mouth and paint her face with semen. Credit to the whore she is, Penny doesn’t push me away or try to turn her head, she just closes her eyes and takes it. Rope after rope of hot jizz coats her features before it drips down on her designer gown, leaving more dark stains on the light, silky fabric.

She is a fucking work of art.

When I’m through dousing her, I offer her my hand to help her up. She opens her eyes and looks at me but she doesn’t give me a dirty look even though I’m sure she came here to get fucked and cum and she got none of that. We stare at each other one last time before she turns to go to the bathroom to clean up.

I keep hold of her hand so she can’t.

She turns to look at me, more panic in her eyes or perhaps just resignation but I drive home the point by wagging my finger without saying a word. And she gets it. She understands exactly what I’m asking of her. What I’m demanding of her.

She nods, walks toward the bedroom door, and out into the living room without looking back at me. Moments later, I hear the room door open and close after she exits.
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~ Penny ~

“You look great, Penny,” Frank tells me when he sees me in his bathroom. I’m quaffed, made up, dressed to the nines, and wearing the tallest of the stilettos my husband-to-be bought out of the hundred pairs he bought for me. I’m not sure that’s what he had in mind but I can’t bring myself to wear anything else. Since he didn’t buy me any clear Lucite stripper shoes and I didn’t pack my own, I’ll just have to assume that we’re on the same page with the six-inch heels.

“Thanks,” I tell him honestly. I’m still not sure why he wants to marry me but I’d be a fool to pass up the chase to get filthy rich in an afternoon no matter what happens to us as a couple. “I had a bit of an issue with the other gown so I switched to this. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not a bit,” he says, and thankfully, he doesn’t ask what my issue was. I’m not sure what I would have told him. My de facto pimp came all over it? I think that might have been too much even for Frank.

“The guests are arriving if you’re ready to come downstairs,” he says, as if I have a choice.

“Who all did you invite? Will I know anyone?”

He nods. “The same people you met at the last party will be here. And Chad stayed over.”

“Stayed over?”

“We had some papers to sign yesterday and I convinced him to stick around for the festivities. I figured you wouldn’t mind since he introduced us.”

“No, I don’t mind,” I lie. “I knew he was in town.”

“Good,” he says ignoring my last comment. Is that how cuckold’s operate, I wonder. They take in what they want to and ignore the inconvenient facts that would cause them pain? Or is the pain what they’re looking for? I should find out.

“I’m still not sure about all this, Frank. You do realize that, don’t you?”

He nods. “Yeah, I get it, Penny. It’s a lot to take all of a sudden. But you’re here, and that’s all that matters to me right now. We’ll figure out the rest of it in due course.” He offers me his arm. “Shall we?”

I take his arm, smile like an expensive piece of arm candy should and walk to the grand staircase with him. As we descend into the living room, someone notices us and begins to clap. Soon, everyone is looking up at us and clapping. Everyone is smiling.

Everyone except Chad.

He’s just staring at us. At me.

Frank distracts me by introducing me to his friends, neighbors, colleagues, business associates, and even his daughters. I knew he had children but I never thought I would meet them under such unusual circumstances. They’re both in college and they handle an awkward situation with enough grace to impress me which I didn’t think was possible. Everyone impresses me, actually. I’m not the least bit uncomfortable about a situation that is so absurd as to be ludicrous. But we all ignore the elephant in the room.

Until he just won’t be denied any longer.

Chad ambles up to me and Frank as we’re ending a conversation with a state senator or maybe a real one, I don’t recall. I really don’t care.

“Penny, you look fantastic,” Chad smirks although it’s a lowkey smirk that Frank doesn’t even register as such or he’d have him thrown out of his house. I still don’t understand why Chad is here.

“Thank you,” I whisper and stand there looking pretty while my former pimp and my new fiance talk about business. I’ve been on enough dates as arm candy that I know the drill, but I’m surprised I have to act dumb and pretty at my own engagement party. I guess it shouldn’t come as a shock to me but it is disappointing.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Frank’s two daughters walking towards us. I know of them but we’ve never met – I think they flew from college just for the party. And to meet me, it would appear.

“Hi, Daddy,” the taller, younger one says as they arrive. “Sorry to interrupt.”

Frank turns and brightens like the proud father he obviously is as he hugs them and kisses their cheeks. Their affection for him seems entirely reciprocated and genuine. I only hope they can eventually feel some measure of respect if not affection for me someday.

“Girls, this is Penny,” he says with understated pride as he smiles at me. “My daughters, Abagail and Alexis.”

We shake hands – I make a feeble attempt to lean in for a kiss but see no inclination on their part so I pull back before anyone notices, hopefully. We exchange polite greetings and I wonder if I’ll get any further information about them but they turn to their father and close me off.

Which, honestly, doesn’t surprise me.

As the family unit huddles for what appears to be about topics unrelated to me or the party, I feel Chad lean in and whisper in my ear. “Seriously, Penny?” he asks cryptically.

I turn and look at him. “What?”

“Do you really think…?” He doesn’t finish his thought. He doesn’t have to.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about, Chad,” I whisper harshly, lying and feeling guilty about it.

“Whatever,” he says with a dismissive wave as he looks around. “Nice digs,” he says out loud before he adds quietly, “Fun crowd.”

“What are you doing, Chad?” I ask point blank. He gives me a shit-eating grin, raises his hands, and shrugs.

“What?”

“And what are you doing here?” I whisper fiercely.

He shrugs one shoulder. “I was invited. Why? Is there a problem?”

I duck my head and lean close. “I just don’t trust you.”

“That’s the smartest thing you’ve ever said to me, Penny,” he smirks. With that, he walks away from me without saying another word. I just stare at the back of his head.

“Penny,” Frank says and I whirl around to face him. “Everything okay?”

“Fine,” I tell him, not meaning it. His daughters are staring at their phones and ignoring us. Ignoring me. “Is everything okay with you and the girls?”

Suddenly, Alexis, the older daughter, looks up and stares a hole into me. “I’m just two years younger than you, Penny.”

I’m sure my color matches the burning sensation I feel all over but especially in my face. I mumble an apology but it’s lost on her, on them. I look at Frank but he’s just smiling.

“She’s fine, don’t worry about it,” he says with genuine warmth. It strikes me that he’s making the best of a difficult situation and I should be grateful for his concern for me and my wellbeing. But I have to wonder why I don’t feel anything of the sort.

“I’m fine,” I lie again. How much will I have to lie to this man? He doesn’t deserve it but I can’t stop it.

“Come on,’ he says as he offers me his arm. “It’s speech time.”

My heart sinks.

~ Chad ~

I’ve got a fresh drink from the open bar when I hear the telltale clinking of a utensil on a glass of champagne. I turn and watch with amusement as Frank smiles and waits for the crowd to quiet and pay attention. He’s got something to say, apparently.

I walk towards him and look around. His friends and neighbors ring him and his bride-to-be with polite interest plastered on their bland faces. This is the most boring group of people I’ve been around in a while but I don’t mind. With my contract safely in hand, this is the last of Frank’s parties I’ll ever feel compelled to attend. Then it occurs to me – this is the last client party of any sort I’ll ever attend.

One day of following Otis around as he managed Frank’s main local field operation convinced me beyond all doubt that I was wrong to think I wanted to get my hands dirty with actually running an oil company. One hour with Otis was all I needed to be bored to tears by the tediousness of his job and the process of extracting oil and gas from the earth, And with the deal that Frank gave me, allowing me to piggyback on his operation as a silent partner, I had all the cashflow I needed to live the life I wanted to live. Any inclination I had at empire building died in the dusty oil fields around Tulsa this very afternoon.

“Friends, thank you all for coming this evening to help Penny and me celebrate our engagement. We appreciate…”

I checked out on the speechifying and looked around. Everyone looked bemused at the notion of Frank marrying a girl barely older than his daughter, including said daughter. The younger one couldn’t look away from her phone, of course, but the older one looked on with obvious disdain. I wasn’t sure how many stepmoms the girls had been made to tolerate over the years, but I got the impression this one stuck in their craws more than the ones who came before her.

Finally, I looked at Penny. She was doing her best to play the role of the star-struck ingenue, staring at her betrothed, her knight in shining armor who would rescue her from her life of sin and relative deprivation. What a crock, I thought to myself. Penny had always had everything she wanted from the time she discovered she could wrap men around her little finger, even allowing for the brief time she claimed to have struggled with her modeling career, the impetus for her to begin whoring herself in the first place. I almost laughed in her face when she first described her trials and tribulations as a poor, unloved fashion model who wasn’t getting enough high-paying gigs to support her ridiculous lifestyle.

Suddenly, I realize that she’s looking at me. As is Frank. As is the rest of the crowd as they follow their host’s line of sight.

“Come on up here, Chad,” Frank says. “This is the man who introduced me to Penny and I will forever be in his debt. Say a few words, Chad.”

Frank is smiling like the patsy at a poker game but Penny is wearing an expression I can’t quite put my finger on. Panicked? Resigned? Her lips are compressed flat but her eyes are lifeless. She looks away from me as I approach and whispers something to Frank but he waves her off. She knows how dangerous this is even if he has no idea. Until a few seconds ago, neither did I.

I turn to face the crowd, who are looking at me with a combination of disinterest and skepticism. Which convinces me to go ahead and blow them all away.

“I met Penny a few years ago,” I begin with a benign smile. “I was trolling Instagram for models who looked like they might be available for a price, something I’d done now and then for some time. And when I saw Penny, had a feeling she might be one of those IG models.”

Looks of confusion and glances at Frank and Penny break out across the room.

“So I reached out to her by instant message and asked how much she charged. She only had a hundred thousand followers at the time so I figured she wouldn’t be asking for an arm and a leg and I was right. I got her for only $1500 an hour that first time.

“But she was great, even then. I mean, look at her. She’s even better naked, let me tell you. And for only $1500, I booked her whenever I was in LA which I made sure was pretty often.”

More looks and some grumbling among the crowd. I glance at Frank and he’s gone dead-eyed on me while Penny has checked out completely. Someone even shouts at me to shut up.

“No, I think y’all need to hear this.” I look right at Frank’s daughters whose mouths are gaped open.

“Chad, please,” Penny whines but I ignore her.

“Fast forward a year or so and Frank asks me to hook him up with an IG model-slash-escort he can do the deal with because, ladies and gentlemen, Penny may be a whore but Frank Slater is a fucking cuck. He’s into having her continue to fuck strangers for cash even after they tie the knot because, well, who knows why? It’s just who he is, apparently.”

I turn and bow to the happy couple and make the mic drop motion, then I walk away. The crowd parts for me but when I reach the door, I turn and look back at them. I see Penny staring at me and it is too good an opportunity to pass up.

“You coming, Penny?”
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~ Penny ~

As Chad drives me away from Frank’s house and what was left of my engagement party, I stare straight ahead through the windshield. The night is moonless but clear. I purposefully gather myself and my thoughts for what I’m about to say. Finally, I turn to him as he drives down the road that leads to Tulsa.

“Don’t say a word,” I whisper in a dead tone. “If you do, I’m going to lose it, and believe me, that is something you’ll regret.”

He turns and looks at me but he doesn’t speak. He doesn’t even smirk, his resting expression. He just stares at me for a long moment before he turns back to the road.

“I’ve never despised you more than I do at this moment, but that can’t come as a surprise to you. I thought I hated you before but that feeling pales in comparison to the loathing I feel for you right now. I’m astonished at the intensity of my animosity for you.”

I pause and take a breath because my heart is racing. Anger and loathing are powerful emotions, way more so than compassion or empathy, or especially love. Way more. I breathe out, look out the side window, and brace myself.

“But I also know now that you’ve ruined me for other men,” I explain in a more even tone. “Not just for men like Frank but for all men, richer or poorer, for better or for worse. It’s a curse but there’s nothing I can do about it.

“Except this. Take me back to your hotel room and fuck me, Chad. Fuck me for real, this time. No bullshit like you pulled this afternoon. Fuck me like you mean it. Do that, prove to me I’m not alone in this fucked-up, twisted relationship of ours and I will surrender to you in whatever way you want me. Your whore, your sidepiece, your wife, whatever. As you’ve said to me too many times, my body, your choice.” I turn to him again and add, “Just don’t say one fucking word to me.”

Chad turns to look at me but he doesn’t make a sound. He just drives us into town, easing toward the hotel which comes into view in the distance. The sight of it sends a shiver down my spine.

We pull up to the front door and the valet sprints to the car to open my door. I get out and wait for Chad to come around and offer me his arm. He does, I take it, and we walk together through the doors and into the hotel lobby. We ride the elevator to his room in more silence. I’ve never heard less from this man, who talks for a living and does so incessantly. The lack of it is heavenly.

After the elevator stops on our floor, we walk the hallway to his room and I wait for him to unlock his hotel door. I wait for him to push the door open for me, which he does. I walk through the living room into the bedroom. The maid has turned down the bed. This is getting real. I turn and look at him to find him staring at me, his face as serious as my mood.

He remains mercifully silent. As do I. 

I peel my gown off my shoulders, one strap, then the other. The fabric stretches, dragging over my nipples, my ribs, my hips, and then pools on the floor. I stepped out of it. Nothing left but my thong—black, sheer, damp verging on wet.

I wait for him to undress and he does without prompting. Once he’s naked, I motion for him to sit in the chair against the wall. He does. I step in between his legs and sink to my knees, my hands running up his thighs to his cock. Disappointingly, he’s not hard. I wrap my fingers around it and kiss the base, my tongue dragging slowly over his balls. His thighs tense. He smells musty, not quite clean anymore but I’ve smelled him a dozen times. It’s nothing I’m not used to.

I lick the thick vein along his cock and feel him start to wake up in my hand. Slowly, which is mildly infuriating. How can he not be hard? I kiss the head, tongue circling, teasing, working him. I stroke the base, and suck lightly, coaxing him deeper into my mouth. I’ve sucked this cock dozens of times in the last few months but it feels and tastes new to me somehow. Different, at least. I have no idea why, it just does. I pull back for a second just to look at it. Take in the weight of him. I go back down and take him deeper. His fingers slide into my hair, gripping, guiding. I let him. I want him to. His palm presses against the back of my head. I breathe through my nose and swallow him to the base.

Seconds pass and then he lets go.

I pull back, gasping, spit-slick, red lipstick smeared along his cock but he doesn’t give me a moment to recover before he pushes me down again. He impales my mouth with his cock and holds my head a few seconds longer. Then he allows me to breathe again. So nice of him.

Three or four times he shoves his rigid cock deep into my throat until I’m almost dizzy from the lack of air. Then he stands up and throws me on the bed. The mattress dips under me as I catch myself on my elbows. He steps close, his bare skin brushing mine, one hand curling around my waist while the other yanks my thong aside. His cock presses against my labia, thick and hot, sliding through my slit. He pulls my thong down my thighs.

His hands are on my hips and his cock stretches me open. I loll my head back, close my eyes, and revel in the feel of him. Then I feel his first real thrust. My breath catches, my thighs tense, my fingers clench the sheets. He pulls back just enough, then he thrusts harder.

Fuck!

As my mind fights him, my body welcomes him, which is good because he isn't stopping. A low grunt, hands moving over me, holding me in place, setting the rhythm, pushing in deeper, forcing me to take him. Suddenly, my first orgasm welled up from out of nowhere, a full-body spasm, my thighs shaking, my pussy clenching.

He doesn't slow his pace. If anything, he fucks me harder, as if he'd been waiting for my body to stop resisting.

Then my second orgasm hits but it’s too much. It feels as if my nerves are shorting out, sensory overload rippling through me as much to torment me as pleasure me.

Then, before I can recover, he pulls out and flips me onto my belly.

He’s on top of me quickly, pressing my body into the mattress, forcing the air from my lungs. He enters me again, lifts my hips with his hands, and angles deep into my vagina, bottoms out at my cervix, fucks me hard and fast. Uses me.

And then, my third orgasm. Just a fucking explosion that rips me apart.

I scream.

It doesn't matter. He doesn't stop. He fucks through it. My body gives out, wrecked. My limbs are useless.

Only then – when I was ruined, completely spent – did he finally settle down. He goes quiet, at long last. He pulls out, moves me again, untangles my legs, and grabs a fistful of my hair.

He hasn’t cum yet.

~ Chad ~

As I fuck Penny from behind, I’m unable to see her face. She’s easily the most beautiful woman I’ve ever fucked but the pleasure I usually derive from fucking a gorgeous woman has been superseded by the surprising thrill I get from fucking a woman who makes no effort to conceal how much she despises me. When I’ve fucked Penny before, she worked to maintain a neutral demeanor, as if she wasn’t nauseated by me. Now, she makes no effort to hide how much she abhorres me. It’s all out in the open for the first time and I fucking love it.

I’m not even paying her.

I’m just fucking her.

At her request.

No, her demand.

With her first orgasm, her expression changed but didn’t soften. If anything, she was even more appalled by my power to excite her, to arouse her. She hated it but loved it, her dilemma writ large as her body betrayed her intellect. As she put it so eloquently in the car, she loathes me but can’t resist me. I’ve ruined her for other men. Hell, from where I stand, I’ve just ruined her, full stop. End of story.

I fuck her doggy into her third reluctant orgasm before I decide I’ve kowtowed to her demands of my silence long enough. She’s not leaving now, or ever, unless I throw her out which I just might do. Or, I might keep her around just to indulge myself by tormenting her indefinitely. Or pimp her out to my friends and colleagues, or to strangers, or just give her to homeless bums because why the fuck not. She is mine – lock, stock, and two smoking barrels.

“I’m going to fuck your ass now, Penny. I love fucking your ass because it’s so fucking degrading to fuck a beautiful woman’s ass, especially if she derives no pleasure from it but even more so if she does. After all, how big of a slut do you have to be to enjoy being fucked in your ass?”

She looks back at me over her shoulder but doesn’t say a word. What is there for her to say to me? Even she knows I speak the truth. I always do.

I ease my cock against her tight pucker and she moans so lasciviously for me. She loves it – she always has. Like so many beautiful but insecure women, she loves being used to relieve her of the guilt she feels for enjoying sex, loves being degraded to relieve her of the burden of being beautiful and desired, loves being coerced into doing things she can’t forgive herself for doing and wanting and enjoying. I’ll never understand women but I don’t have to. I know what they want. What they need. From me.

As my cockhead pops through the tight band of her sphincter, Penny moans so good. I ease my shaft deep into her bowels and she pushes back against me like the cock-loving whore she pretends to hate but can’t deny she is. Her hate for me might be real but her love of being used, abused, and degraded is as plain as the innocence and sweetness she carefully cultivates but ultimately scorns. She’s as innocent as a streetwalker. She’s not sweet at all but dirty – filthy, even – and utterly depraved. And she knows it. She hates it but she knows it.

It’s time to lean into that, as well.

“I can’t believe you said you would marry me, Penny. As, fucking, if. Do you really think I would marry a whore like you? Make you the mother of my children? What the fuck are you smoking? I’ll pimp you out but that’s as close as we’ll ever get to having a real relationship, just like I’ve been doing, just like you love. You fucking whore.”

As I fuck her ass, slowly at first but with increasing tempo and ferocity, she reaches back, not to push me away but to draw me in. She loves being assfucked and I love assfucking her. She might hate me but she loves what I offer her. Permission to be true to herself. Permission to be a sexual gourmand. A glutton of carnal pleasures.

“Cum in me, Chad,” she whispers fiercely. “Cum in my fucking ass.”

Which I do.


Epilogue

~ Penny ~

Chad and I got married the next day in Vegas.

We never discussed it, we just did it. Like two doomed souls marching into hell, we booked the flight without discussion and went straight to the most cliched, tawdry wedding chappel we could find. Not even one of those Elvis-themed places or the one that offered drive-thru weddings. This one was off the strip, off the beaten path, almost off the grid.

In other words, perfect.

“Where do you want to go for our honeymoon?” I ask after we consummated our nuptials at a Motel 6 south of town. I had no idea there was a dump like that in Vegas but to be honest, it’s not in Vegas, not even close. But once again, it’s perfect for our wedding night.

“Where was Frank going to take you?” Chad asks, surprising me. Mostly because I never thought to ask, but it was obviously on Chad’s mind.

I give him a casual shrug. “I have no idea?” I tell him honestly.

“Where would you have wanted to go?”

Impressive. I think for a moment before I say, “Tahiti.”

“I’ll book us a flight.”

“Can we afford to fly private?” I raise an eyebrow. He looks at me.

“Sure,” he says without forcing it. Also impressive.

I smirk. “Can we stop in LA and pick up your friends?”

He stares at me for a long moment. “Which ones?”

“The ones from MAGA Night. What were their names?

He barks a laugh. “You know very fucking well their names are Thom and Jacob. You’ve been fucking Jacob ever since that night.”

I nod. “Well, Thom blew me off. Never called me, not once.”

“He’s been busy lately moving his business to LA, so they should both be available,” he says as he pulls out his phone. “I’ll text them and let them know what you’re asking for.”

“What am I asking for, Chad?”

“A gangbang honeymoon, no?”

I raise an eyebrow. “Seems to me you need more than three cocks for a true gangbang.”

He looks at me. “Seriously? How many do you want?”

I look at him. “My body, your choice, husband.”

I quickly decided that I would never call him that again.

~ Chad ~

I called three friends in addition to Jacob and Thom. They all jumped at the invitation. No surprise there but on such short notice, even I was impressed.

Penny spent eight days and seven nights in Tahiti sucking and fucking six cocks, including mine. What a way to start whatever it is we’re doing.

Oh, yeah. We’re Making America Great Again.

Click here to leave a review of
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!
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