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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

~ Penny ~ 

After my MAGA Night, I knew I was a changed woman, at least for now 

The problem was, and it was a big one, Chad knew it, too 

Even worse, I didn’t care, heaven help me 

He knew that soon enough as well 

~ Chad ~ 

I thought I had Penny pegged as a liberal snowflake the first time I met her 

She was that, for sure, but she turned out to be so much more 

Or less, depending on how you look at it 

Which was perfect 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~


(Click here to go to my Amazon Author Page)[image: ]

(Click here to go to my Audible Page)


Table of Contents

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8


1

~ Penny ~

I am as uncomfortable as I’ve ever been on a date if that’s what you call this. I’m sitting at a table for ten in a ballroom for hundreds to raise thousands for charity and millions for big business and even bigger politics, red politics, MAGA politics, of all things. How far have I come in just a few months?

Or fallen.

“This is Penny,” Chad introduced me to the others when we sat at his table. His lobbying firm paid the price of admission for him and I and the other four couples sitting in front of cheap tableware in a second-rate hotel near the Dallas airport, the name of which I know but can’t remember, even though I flew in yesterday to be his plus-one for this event. He introduced me to each of his guests as his girlfriend because we’re not married and any other title he could give me would be highly inappropriate given our odd circumstances. He’s not paying me to be here, not in the usual sense that an escort is paid to be with a man. He just told me to be here and, as is my habit these days, I did as I was told.

After I was introduced and the salads were served, the blue-haired woman to my right asked me, “How long have you two been dating?”

“Not long,” I said vaguely. I wanted to tell her we’re not dating at all but I knew better than to go there, not with a client, or more likely, a client’s wife. I can’t imagine that any of the women at the table or anywhere else in the cavernous banquet room have any role in life other than managing household affairs, pushing out babies when they were of that age, or doting on grandchildren from the look of them. I smiled at the woman even though I knew from the look on her face that she wanted me to elaborate, but she turned to her husband for a distraction when I didn’t.

“We’ll just be here for dinner and the awards, then we’ll get out,” Chad told me when he picked me up that afternoon at the airport. “It’ll be a total snoozefest but I can’t get out of it, and I’ve got a surprise for you when it’s over,” he said with a sly look that sent a chill down my spine.

Chad has been full of surprises since the election. Or more specifically, since the night after the election.

“You’ll get me to the airport in the morning for my flight back to LA, right?” I said to him as we drove to the hotel. “I have two appointments tomorrow and a shoot on Monday.” Ever since the election, for reasons I can’t begin to fathom, my bookings have skyrocketed, for modeling and escorting, not counting Chad who never pays me anymore but who fucks me regularly.

Don’t ask.

“Yeah, I’ll get you back for the return flight, Penny. What have I told you?” he asked in a condescending tone, the only one I ever hear from him.

“That I can trust you, Chad,” I whispered.

“Good girl,” he said as usual. And my pussy clenches when he calls me a good girl, as usual. I don’t know why this man has this effect on me, he just does. I hate him with every fiber of my being but I can’t say no to him. About anything.

After dinner, the women at our table all went to the ladies' room, but Chad told me to stay at the table. He wanted to say something to the men with me there. I wasn’t exactly sure what he had in mind, but given how things have gone the last month or so, I had a pretty good idea. I just wondered how he would say it.

“So, gentlemen,” he began when coffee had been served and the MC on stage was droning on about something to do with the fundraiser that was the point of the event. “The main reason I invited you all here tonight was to introduce you to Penny here.” He reached over and draped his arm around my shoulders. “And to let you know that she’s available tonight.”

I looked at him, shocked, but he shushed me before turning back to the men, who all looked surprised but not shocked.

“Available, Chad?” one of them asked, an oil executive if I remember correctly. “Meaning what, exactly?” The other men said nothing but looked on with interest.

Chad smiled lasciviously. “I met Penny almost a year ago when I reached out over Instagram by direct messaging her, or as the kids like to say, I slid into her DMs.” He chuckled and the men all laughed politely. “I got a tip from a colleague that, as a model who was new in the business and struggling a bit, Penny might be available for an hour or two of adult fun, if you get my drift. And sure enough, she was.”

I was mortified. I wanted to bolt from that banquet hall and run to the airport to catch the next flight back to LA or anywhere, really. I just didn’t want to be there anymore.

“So, she’s a hooker?” the same man asked with a snide tone.

“No, Ben,” Chad said. “A hooker is someone you pick up on a street corner and pay a few bucks to blow you in your car in a back alley.” The men laughed along with Chad. I didn’t laugh at all. “No, Penny is an escort, pure and simple. She’ll come to your hotel room or your home if your wife’s out of town and do what escorts do.” He turned to me and reached for my face with his other hand so I would look at him. When I did, he edged his thumb toward my mouth and I knew what he wanted. Every one of them knew what he wanted.

I sucked his thumb.

“And how much do you pay her for something like that?” one of the other men asked, a rotund man who owns a huge cattle ranch and meat-packing facility according to Chad, who delighted in telling me that fact because he knows I’ve been a vegan for most of my life.

“Well, when I found Penny, she was not just new to modeling but to escorting as well,” Chad explained as I licked his thumb. “Back then, she only charged $1500 an hour, if you can believe it.” He let go of my face and turned to look at the men. “Now that she’s got a much bigger following, over a million on Instagram, she gets $5000 an hour.” The men didn’t bat an eye.

“And she’s worth every penny, no pun intended.”

~ Chad ~

I’d been fucking IG models who moonlight as escorts for some time when I found Penny over a year ago and I knew she was something special. Not only was she drop-dead gorgeous but she was underpriced and underutilized. Fifteen hundred an hour was a steal with her looks and body, but even more telling was that whenever I called to book an appointment with her, she was available, something unheard of in that world. Most high-end escorts have more demand for their services than they’re willing to accommodate, so you have to fit your schedule into theirs. Been there, done that, as the saying goes.

Penny was different, though. She never had a problem seeing me whenever I asked when I was in LA, which told me everything I needed to know about her. With her looks and growing number of followers, I knew it wouldn’t be long before she was as tough to book as all the top escorts, which is to say, close to impossible.

Even better, she wore her politics on her sleeve, and on IG, as a bleeding heart, woke liberal snowflake who was all about saving the planet and keeping the borders open to any and all lowlifes who wanted to sneak into our great country and suck the life out of us real Americans. Most IG models, the ones who do a little escorting on the side, keep their politics to themselves so as not to piss off potential clients like me, but Penny was too new to understand the way things worked. She went on and on in post after post about democracy hanging in the balance and the end of civilization as we know it if Trump got reelected. At first, I was put off by her leftwing drivel, but once I fucked her and let her know that I was the kind of guy she despised, we hate-fucked each other like nobody’s business and took the sex to a whole new level.

It was awesome.

Then the night after the election it got even better.

She invited me to bring a friend to join us the night after the election, on her, as some sort of twisted penance for backing the wrong candidate, the wrong agenda, the wrong everything. I knew as soon as she said it that she was itching to be punished, hate-fucked into oblivion, and I was only too happy to accommodate her.

So I brought two friends with me that night.

And we all fucked her until dawn.

From then on, she’s been all in with me. We haven’t talked about why, although I have a pretty good idea, but when I tell her to jump, she doesn’t even ask how high, she just jumps.

It’s.

Fucking.

Awesome.

As a result, I fuck her whenever I want, no charge, no waiting, no muss, no fuss. If she’s got another client booked, she cancels him. If she’s got a photo shoot scheduled, she cancels it. If I call, she comes running.

Talk about free use.

With an IG model who charges an arm and a leg to fuck her with everyone but me.

Why?

Because I fuck her so damn good.

It’s not like I’ve got a monster dick or anything, although I’ve never gotten any complaints in that department. And it’s not like I can fuck for hours, although with repeated doses of the little blue pill, I can hold my own. No, it’s because she hates me and she hates herself, and fucking someone like me scratches an itch she never knew she had but now that she knows, she can’t get enough. That night after the election with my two pals and all the blue pills we needed, she orgasmed so much she lost count. We fucked every one of her holes so many times we lost count and when we took a break deep into the night, she came out of the bedroom to drag one of us back for more.

Un-fucking-believable.

And then she called me the next day.

To tell me she wanted to see me again.

What a woman.

What a whore.

Then again, what’s the difference?

I flew into LA for business every couple of weeks and I fucked her every time I was there. Then I had her fly out to Dallas where I live, just to see if she would spend her own money to come to me.

Of course, she did.

Then I got the stellar idea to pimp her out to a couple of buddies, not the ones who fucked her the night after the election – that’s a whole other story – and she was more than happy to fuck them, too. And she is such a good fuck, I told her she’d be insane not to raise her prices, substantially, which she did. Let me tell you something. There is nothing better than fucking an expensive whore at no charge just because she loves fucking me that fucking much. Nothing in the world.

Then I got the idea to take the whole thing one step further.

Which is what tonight’s dinner is all about.
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~ Penny ~

“Five grand an hour is a shit-ton of money for a whore, Chad,” one of the men, an oil driller from Louisiana says with a sour look and an incredibly derogatory tone. “Are you paying the freight on this?”

“Naw, I’m introducing you to her, Nate,” Chad says dismissively but with a disarming smile. “Without me, you never would have known she’d fuck you just for asking.” He waits a beat before adding, “And paying.”

“What in the world does she do for that kind of scratch, man?” the fourth man at the table, a shitkicker from Oklahoma demands. “I mean, pussy is pussy.”

“What does she do?” Chad echoes. “Well, for one thing, she’ll lick your ass and stick her tongue into you so deep you’ll think about it for days.” He pulls me close again and looks at me. “She’ll deep-throat you like the pro she is and then practically beg you to cum on her model face, which is a real treat. And not only will she take your dick up her ass, she’ll clean you up afterward.” He laughs and shakes his head. “I used to think all that ass-to-mouth you see on the internet was bullshit, some sort of CGI or something, until Penny here did it all night long for me and a couple of buddies of mine one time. We were all blown away, let me tell you.”

“Chad, please,” I whisper. He’s never humiliated me so blatantly before. I’m devastated, but so turned on because if there’s one thing I love beyond all reason, it’s being degraded. Like this.

“What’s that, darlin’?” he asks me sarcastically. “Can’t wait to fuck these good-ole boys?” He turns to the men. “So, who wants her tonight, gentlemen? She’s got a couple of dates back in LA tomorrow afternoon so I’m putting her on a plane first thing in the morning. But she’s got time to entertain at least one of you tonight if you can see your way clear to stop by after you ditch the wife.”

“How late can I come by?” the shitkicker from Oklahoma asks. “I gotta run the wife home first which will take at least a couple of hours.”

“Come by anytime, Carson,” Chad says to him. “She’ll wait up for you.”

“2 a.m. okay?” he asks tentatively.

“No problem at all,” Chad says without asking me if it’s a problem, which it is. I’ll get no sleep if I’m seeing a new client at all hours.

“Does that mean I can see her earlier?” the rotund cattle rancher asks. “Say, around eleven?”

“Sure thing, Bill. You just want her for an hour, then?”

The man eyes me for a long moment. “Maybe two, now that I look at her. She’s a real beauty, ain’t she?”

“Natural tits, too, in case you were wondering,” Chad says with a wicked laugh. “And the tightest, hardest little nipples you ever sucked, let me tell you.”

“How do we pay you?” Bill asks without taking his eyes off my breasts.

“Oh, I don’t get paid, gentlemen,” Chad says loudly, turning heads at the other tables. “You pay her, cash or card, when you arrive at her room. I’m just in it for the goodwill, you know?” He laughs again and the others join him.

“What’s so funny?” one of the wives asks when they arrive back at our table. Chad waves her off.

“Just telling the story of how we met, me and Penny,” he says with a bravado that scares me. Again.

“Oh, do tell,” one of the other women says excitedly.

Chad gives her a wide smile. “We met online like so many people do these days. On Instagram. Penny here is a famous IG model with over a million followers if you can believe it.”

“Oh, I certainly believe it,” the blue-haired woman sitting across from me says with a knowing smile. “She beautiful.”

The other women at the table were all nodding their agreement but their husbands were looking more and more uncomfortable. I was dying too as we all wondered just how far Chad would go with this explanation of how we met.

“She is indeed,” Chad continued. “But I was lucky enough to meet her when she had a lot fewer followers, so it was, uh, a lot easier to get her attention.” He looks down at me and I’m begging him with my eyes not to say any more.

“Well, I think you make the cutest couple,” the bluehair says as she looks at me and smiles warmly. “I imagine you two will make beautiful babies…” Her husband, Bill the rotund cattle rancher, cuts her off.

“That’s enough, Marjorie,” he says dismissively. His wife blushes and doesn’t continue. Not that the damage hasn’t been done. I brace myself for how Chad might respond.

He smiles again. “We’re not anywhere near that stage in our relationship, Margie,” he says with a patronizing laugh. “We’re not even exclusive at this point. Ain’t that right, Penny?” he asks looking down at me. It’s all I can do to nod my head.

“Besides, she lives in La-La Land, while I live here in God’s Country, so that would be something we’d have to work out given all the success she’s having in her, uh, career.”

“What is it you do, dear?” Marjorie asks politely.

“I’m a model,” I whisper.

“Oh, of course,” she says with an eye roll. “Silly me.”

“Well, it’s been a real fun evening, y’all,” Chad says as he stands up and pulls me up with him. “But I don’t get to be with Penny here all that often, so if you’ll excuse us.” He doesn’t say goodbye to the men but mentions each of the wives by name before we head for the exit.

“Did you have to do that to me?” I ask when we’re alone in the elevator.

“Do what?” he says as he checks his phone. “I thought you wanted new clients.”

“Not like that,” I tell him without looking at him. I want to tell him that I was out of my mind when I invited him to bring a friend the night after the election and even begged him not to the next morning, which he promptly ignored and brought two friends. That it turned into the best and worst night of my life sexually is almost beside the point. But I don’t mention any of that.

“Come on,” he says as the elevator door opens and we walk into the hall on my floor. I’m not surprised that Chad is coming with me to my room – he usually fucks me at my hotel, never at his place – when I fly into Dallas to see him. But I’m somewhat surprised that he plans on fucking me when he just arranged for two of his clients to see me later tonight.

“Are you going to…?” I ask as I unlock the door to my room, unable to decide how I want to phrase my question. “I mean, since Bill and…” I don’t remember the first guy’s name, just that he’s got a real shitkicker vibe about him.

“Fuck you even though Bill and Carson have dates with you later?” he asks with contempt in his voice. Whether it’s contempt for them or for me I don’t know. I almost don’t care. “Fuck, yeah, I’m gonna fuck you,” he says. “Ever since you told me that most of your new clients go down on you the first time they see you I’ve been waiting for an opportunity like this,” he continues with a wicked tone.

“An opportunity like what?” I ask, even though I’ve got a pretty good idea of what he’s about to say. 

He sneers. “An opportunity to leave my calling card in your whore cunt for them to get a snootful even if they don’t know it. I love the idea of you seeing them with my creampie waiting for them, so don’t clean up when I’m done with you, understand?”

He always tells me the same thing even though he’s told me a half dozen times. I used to think he was somewhat squeamish about another man’s cum until that night after the election when he and his friends dropped so many loads in my pussy and ass that it became a moot point. But this is the first time he’s told me he wants to meet with one of his clients after he’s fucked me.

“I thought you worked with these guys,” I tell him, confused. “Why would you want to…?”

He cuts me off. “Because I can. And I don’t work with these guys, I work for them. They’re my clients, my bosses if you want to put it like that. And if I can get away with sticking it to them without them knowing, all the better.” He laughs and it’s beyond wicked, it’s almost evil, the way he sounds. “Like sticking it to the man. Isn’t that how the Antifa twinks put it?”

“I just thought…” I begin but he cuts me off again.

“Stop thinking and get on your fucking knees, Penny, like the good little whore you are.”

~ Chad ~

I fuck Penny’s face hard, like always, before I tell her to get on the bed. She’s still wearing the dress she wore to the banquet, which is fine by me as I think it’s probably best if she meets Bill like she is now so he won’t be suspicious. Not that I give a shit.

“Just pull your panties down and get on your hands and knees so you can pull them right back up, babe,” I tell her as I strip off my shoes and pants. We’ve only got a few minutes before Bill is due to arrive – what he’s doing with his wife is beyond me and none of my concern, for that matter.

Penny assumes the position and I stick a finger in her cunt to make sure she’s good and wet, which of course she is. The girl just loves to be degraded and my dancing around who and what she is with the wives after laying it all out for the men was right up her alley. I thought about telling the wives that she’s a $ 5,000-an-hour whore just to really drive the point home but I decided having her fuck a couple of my clients would be more fun, and if the wives were on to her, that would never happen. Not tonight, at least.

“You are wetter than a whore who loves her job,” I whisper as I finger her pussy and clit just enough to get her to moan for me. She doesn’t say a word as I rub my cock up and down her slit before I slide it home and bury it to the hilt. I’m not huge but I’m not small, either, and she grunts in a most satisfying way when I bottom out at her cervix. I know from experience that it’ll take a few strokes before her tight cunt expands enough to fully accommodate me, which is just fine. Wrenching a few gasps and moans from the pain of taking me without prep is too good to pass up.

Under normal circumstances, I would fuck Penny for an hour or so just because she’s that good, but we’re on the clock tonight so I rev up my tempo and hammer her pussy as I grip her hips until I feel my dick swell inside her and shoot my load deep into her. She moans and shudders – she always cums when I fuck her – before I grunt and drain my balls inside her. But once I’m done, I pull out and pull her panties back up into position to trap my load in her pussy.

I’ll never forget how shocked I was when she told me that just about every new client of hers licks her pussy first thing on their first date and I have no doubt that Bill will do the same. He’ll never know what’s waiting for him but I will and how sweet is that? Then I’ll come back upstairs from the bar and fuck Penny again before her second date get her so that Carson can get the same treat, assuming he shows. Which is a safe assumption from the way he was drooling at the thought of fucking her.

“Just lie on the bed and I’ll prop the door open so Bill can come in on his own and go for it,” I tell her and she doesn’t argue. That’s the other thing about Penny – no matter what I ask of her, from fucking my clients to comping my friends to flying from LA to Dallas just because I tell her to, she never says no to me. I don’t understand why although I have my suspicions. Not that I care. Which is the beauty of fucking whores.

You never have to give a shit about them.

“I’ll be downstairs in the bar,” I tell her as I get dressed. “Send me a text when Bill’s done with you and I’ll come back up.” I don’t tell her why because she already knows why. Now all I have to do is decide if I want to fuck her again after Carson leaves because if there’s one thing I discovered the night after the election when me and my buddies fucked Penny all night long and came in all her holes until dawn, there is nothing like fucking a woman with cum in her cunt or ass, or all over her face for that matter, to make a good hate-fuck all the sweeter.

Tonight is gonna be a really sweet night.
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~ Penny ~

I’m lying in bed when I hear the door to my room open and close. I have a suite, per Chad’s explicit instructions, so the door is in the other room and I can’t see it, I can only hope it’s Bill and not some rando who happened to see the door propped open.

“Penny?” a vaguely familiar voice calls out softly. “You in here?”

“In the bedroom,” I call back, my knees bent and my thighs wide. I’m still wearing my panties but they’re barely there as a sexy set with my lacy black bra, Chad’s favorite. We’ve done this before for some of his friends but never for one of his clients. I’m nervous about it although I’m not sure why. This is his idea so why should I care if he doesn’t?

“Hey,” Bill says as he peaks into the room from the doorway. “I wasn’t sure if I had the right place.”

“I’m just waiting for you,” I whisper seductively. “Put the envelope on the dresser, if you don’t mind.” In my considerable experience over the past two years, no one pays by credit card – too easy to trace, I imagine. Everyone brings a stack of hundreds in a plain, legal-sized envelope that they put on a table or something. I’m pretty sure the law doesn’t care that I don’t receive the payment directly placed into my hand but the convention of the industry is they place the envelope and I don’t count the money until they’re gone. It’s always the correct amount.

“Yes, you certainly are,” Bill says with a lascivious smile that never fails to give me a twinge. He’s not attractive to me in any way whatsoever but he’s new, he’s paying me, and he’s thrilled by the sight of me, obviously. I can see the bulge in his pants. “I can’t believe how good you look, Penny.”

It’s always a mystery to me how men are so visually oriented but they are. I know I’m attractive – why else would they pay me so much money to be with me? But this man just left his wife at dinner and, having just met me a few hours ago, is now stripping out of his clothes to climb on top of me and have sex with me. Oral first, unless I miss my guess, then he’ll fuck me, then I’ll go down on him, then he’ll fuck me again, maybe in my pussy but maybe in my ass. They usually take my ass if they’ve paid for two hours which Bill intimated at dinner he was most interested in.

It never ceases to amaze me.

“Mind if I get a little taste to start things off?” he asks once he’s naked and climbing onto the end of the bed. He’s even more disgusting than I expected – hairy, rolls and rolls of fat almost concealing his small erection, balding, squinty eyes too close together – but I don’t care. In some ways I find the more disgusting my clients are the more I like it because of my love of being degraded. What’s more degrading than fucking a man I wouldn’t be caught dead with under normal circumstances unless he was paying me a lot of money? Nothing comes to mind.

“I’m already wet for you,” I tell him without thinking. Am I trying to talk him out of eating Chad’s creampie? I have no idea.

“Well, I haven’t tasted young pussy in a coon’s age, so if it’s all the same to you…” he says as he pulls my panties to one side and licks my cunt aggressively. I’m still conflicted about the minor deception Chad and I are perpetrating on him, but it’s too late to do anything about it now. His tongue is buried between my lips and although he’s nothing to write home about in this regard, he’s not half bad. I even throw him a closed-eyed moan to make his day. Or night.

“You like that, Penny?” he asks when he lifts his head and leers at me. I open my eyes when he stops licking and brace myself for what’s to come. Even after two years of fucking strangers for money, I’m still excited and dismayed when someone as disgusting as Bill, both in how he looks and who he is, is about to fuck me. It’s a thrill exactly because it’s so degrading and I’ve long since stopped trying to figure out why that is. It just is.

When he finishes climbing into position over my body with a fair amount of grunting and groaning as he travels the short distance, I watch him through hooded eyes. I have no doubt he’s about to kiss me, another act I never tolerated in my personal life – a man kissing me right after he went down on me. But seeing as Bill is paying five figures to do basically whatever he wants with me, I will not only allow him to kiss me with his lips and chin glistening with my and Chad’s combined juices, I will kiss him back enthusiastically.

When Bill kisses me, he slips his dick into my drenched pussy and I can honestly barely feel him, he’s so small. I’ll let him fuck me like this for a few minutes, assuming he doesn’t slip out of me, before I suggest we switch to doggy style, the easiest way for a rotund man to fuck a woman, in my considerable experience. I’m not sure why so many fat men use prostitutes but they do.

“Fuck, you feel good, Penny,” Bill moans in my ear as he fucks me. He’s swelling a bit already so I might just allow him to cum in me in this position. With other clients, the ones I get off of Instagram the way I originally found Chad, I always insist on using condoms. But ever since the night after the election, when Chad and his friends fucked me raw at his insistence, I fuck Chad’s friends and now his clients raw as well. I assume my risk of STDs is low since I’m pretty sure Bill will go home and fuck his wife when he’s done with me. But Chad has made it clear that he expects me to fuck him and everyone he sends my way, whether they are paying me for the privilege or not, to forego protection. As he puts it, he’ll protect me.

What a crock.

But here I am.

~ Chad ~

It turned out to be a stellar evening, way better than I expected. I waited in the bar while Bill was upstairs fucking Penny, then I went up to her room and fucked her again after I watched him leave the hotel. I know from experience that she’s always down to fuck and this night proved to be no exception. When I came through the bedroom door, she was waiting for me just like I told her to.

Flat on her back with her knees propped up.

“Did Bill cum in your cunt?” I ask as she watches me undress. She winces slightly at my use of that word, which is exactly why I used it.

She nods. “Twice.”

“Didn’t cum in your ass or your mouth?”

“No, just my pussy.”

“He go down on you when he arrived?”

She nods again but says nothing.

“Good girl,” I whisper as I smile and climb naked onto the bed. I’m eyeing her gaping hole and watching Bill’s cum ooze out of her. I was never into cuckold porn before our MAGA Night, but since then I looked into it and found I’m not alone in describing another man’s cum as the best lube in the world. Most cucks get a special thrill out of reclaiming their wives after she’s fucked another man and I kind of get that, too. Not that I think of Penny as my wife in any way whatsoever. She’s just a whore who fucks me gratis because she can’t get enough of what I give her.

“How was he?” I ask, not because I give a shit but because I love rubbing her bleeding-heart, vegan, snowflake nose in the fact that she just fucked a guy who runs thousands of heads of cattle through the slaughterhouse every year.

Her face at the mere mention of him makes me smile.

“He was so disgusting,” she whispers as I rub my dick up and down her dripping slit. “He didn’t even wipe his face after, you know…”

“After he ate the creampie I left for him?” I lean in and she moans. “That’s bad form, even for a backwoods yahoo like him.” I fall forward and bury my dick in her cunt and she closes her eyes and arches her back, not because I’m huge and hurting her but because she just loves it when I fuck her. Which has less to do with what I bring to the table sexually and everything to do with the fact that she despises me and everything I stand for.

A sentiment I share about her.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispers as she turns her head to kiss me as I’m pistoning in and out of her saturated whore cunt. I turn away from her and she opens her eyes even as she moans, clearly wondering why I won’t let her lips touch mine.

Until it dawns on her.

“Really?” she says between gasps and grunts. “Even after you kissed me that night in the parking lot?”

I know exactly what she’s talking about but that was a one-off that will never happen again. I don’t know what came over me but after she kissed my friends, deeply, I got caught up in the moment. Luckily, I didn’t taste anything on her lips but lip gloss.

Still. The memory of it disgusts me.

“What can I say, darlin’?” I ask as I fuck her. She’s over it in a few seconds and back to closing her eyes and arching her back as she cums for me because she always cums when I fuck her. She’s so fucking easy.

She is a whore, after all.

Since I’ve already shot one load in her cunt, my second orgasm comes after a prolonged fucking where she cums at least two or three times. Nothing as extravagant as on MAGA Night when she came dozens of times throughout the evening, as she got spit-roasted and made airtight again and again. Fuck, that was a night to remember, beyond the historical importance. As a celebration of our inevitable victory, gangbanging Penny was the ultimate celebration. Just thinking about it gives me the little boost I need to get over the top with her tonight, even though I didn’t bother with Viagra.

After I catch my breath, I roll out of bed and get dressed again. I’m still not convinced that Carson will make it at 2 a.m., but I’ll give him the benefit of the doubt. I just have to decide if I’ll wait around for him to finish with her.

Penny seems to read my mind.

“Will you come back after he leaves?” she asks in a pathetically needy voice. I love that she can’t get enough of me but for fuck’s sake, that tone she uses makes my teeth hurt.

“I will if you cancel your appointments tomorrow and spend the day with me,” I tell her, fully expecting her to give me some sad sack story about why she can’t, which is total bullshit. I know she's rolling in dough since I convinced her to more than triple her hourly rate. She doesn’t need another ten grand for fucking a couple of her regulars tomorrow any more than I need another role in the sack with her, but I do love making her squirm.

Except this time, she surprises me.

“Sure,” she says simply.
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~ Penny ~

Chad’s second client to visit me wasn’t nearly as disgusting physically as the first but he was still pretty disgusting. He smelled of cigarettes and liquor and had a long, skinny dick that wasn’t the least bit enjoyable, but he still made me cum during his hour with me. Mostly because even though I still don’t remember his name, I was reminded by Chad that he’s a big oil guy which means he’s killing our planet which is even worse than killing animals like Bill. That I had to fuck him was so against everything I stand for. So of course he made me cum.

Twice.

After he left, Chad returned to my room, fucked me a third time, and slept with me until morning. It’s not the first time he’s spent the night with me – MAGA Night was the first time but we got no sleep that night, of course. This is the first time I’ve awakened in my bed to find him sleeping next to me, something that makes me think about what I’m doing with him and why.

But I don’t get long to think about it because Chad stirs and wakes up almost immediately.

“Morning, Snowflake,” he says without any warmth as he looks at me through hooded eyes.

“Good morning,” I reply.

“You know the drill, right?” he asks and I know what he wants but I don’t know the drill. As I said, this was our first night alone together, so I shook my head.

“Come on, Penny,” he says as he rolls on his side to look at me. “Don’t you go down on your overnight visitors first thing when they wake up?”

I don’t say a word but I don’t smile, either. Chad fucked my ass last night after my second client left so going down on him now will not be easy. I always prepare before client dates after my awful experience on MAGA NIght but it was a long time between my enema and Chad fucking my ass. Even in the best of circumstances, you never get completely clean but this won’t even come close. Still, I can’t say no to him.

“Just get me hard and I’ll take it from there,” he tells me as I peel back the covers and bend at my waist to take his flaccid penis in my mouth. It’s not bad but it’s not good, either. Luckily, he stiffens soon enough and moves on to fucking me. We both cum quickly.

“So,” he says as he rolls out of bed and walks naked to the bathroom. “I told you to stay today because I want to talk to you about some new plans I’ve been thinking about.” He doesn’t close the bathroom door, and I hear him peeing, but that’s not unusual. He finishes quickly, flushes, and walks back to the bed without washing his hands. It's not surprising, but it's still pretty disgusting, which also causes my belly to clench.

I am such a degradation slut.

“What do you have in mind?” I ask quietly.

He looks around for his phone. “It’s getting late and I’m starving, so let’s get dressed and I’ll tell you over breakfast. Or lunch, I suppose.” He holds up his phone to show me the time.

I nod but then ask, “Would you mind if I called my clients I’m canceling on today before we go?”

“Knock yourself out, Snowflake,” he says dismissively, as if my clients are almost irrelevant to him which isn’t far from the truth. I can only imagine what he will propose and how it will change my life. Because if there’s anything I’m sure of, I won’t be able to say no to him.

I never do.

I take my phone onto the balcony for a little privacy and make my calls. No one complains although I do hear disappointment in their voices, which is reassuring. I reschedule them for next week and look over all the appointments I’ve got booked for the rest of the month. It’s been a huge change for me and I’m still not sure why it’s happened.

Although I do have my suspicions.

“All set?” Chad asks me when I come inside again. I nod and we head down to the restaurant in the hotel.

“So,” he says after we’ve ordered and the server has left us alone. “Last night was an eye-opener for me.”

I don’t respond but I’m not surprised. I just wait.

“The other three clients at the table have already called me to schedule a date with you,” he adds after he sips his coffee.

“When?” I ask as I take my phone out of my purse and open my calendar.

He smiles. “Chuck wants to see you tonight and Paul wants you tomorrow afternoon. Steve can’t do it this week but he said next time you’re in town he’ll make it work, so we should talk about that, too.”

I stare at him, crestfallen. “I have a shoot tomorrow, Chad. I told you.”

“Yeah, that ain’t gonna work for me, Penny,” he says dismissively just before the server comes back to top off our waters. I wait for him to leave and then lean forward and frown.

“If I cancel at this late date, my agent will pitch a fit,” I whisper. “I’m going to…”

He cuts me off. “I don’t give a flying fuck, and you know it. Tell them you got hit by a truck, whatever.” He looks past me. “I’m seeing all kinds of possibilities with you, Penny, so when I say I want you to do something…” He smirks and waits. I just sit there and stew.

“When I want you to do something…” he repeats in a low growl.

“I do what you want,” I say so softly I’m sure he barely hears me.

“Good girl.”

~ Chad ~

“How many dates are you booking a month these days?” I ask after our food arrives and the server leaves again. “It’s a lot more than when we first met, isn’t it?”

Penny nods. “I’ve got nine more before the end of the month and not counting last night, I’ve done six so far.”

“So, about one every other day or so?” I ask as I pick up a piece of bacon and take a bite. She looks at her plate so she doesn’t have to watch me eat meat.“Just about but not consistently. It varies from week to week.”

“Have you seen Thom lately?” I ask.

Thom was one of the friends I invited to MAGA Night who fucked Penny all night along with me and my other friend, Jacob.

“I haven’t seen Thom since the night after he election.”

I nod. “Yeah, I’m not surprised. He’s based in DC and although he comes to LA once in a while, it’s nothing like I do.”

I visit LA at least once a month, usually for several days, to see clients. Since the gangbang, I’ve come more often and I see Penny every time, always with no charge. I just don’t pay her even though I booked her the same as I did when I did pay her. She’s never brought it up which is fine by me.

“And what about Jacob?” I continue. “You see him much?”

“He’s come over a couple of times since we first met,” she says quietly.

“Again, not very surprising seeing as he lives in LA.” I pick up the check the server left when he brought the food, write my room number, and sign it. “I’m trying to decide whether I should tell him about last night.” I look at her and she raises both eyebrows in surprise.

“Why would you do that?” she asks.

“See if he wants to use you for his clients, like  me.” I stand and motion for her to do the same. She’s not finished my breakfast but I'm done, so she leaves more than half the plate untouched. I offer me my arm and escort her out of the restaurant.

“When is my first appointment today?” she asks as if she’s going to meet someone for lunch and not fuck a guy she barely knows. I love this shit.

“Not until noon,” I tell her and she knows, since it’s only just a bit after ten, that I’ll fuck her before her first john arrives.

“And the second one?” she asks without missing a beat.

“He’ll try to get her around three, he told me. Shouldn’t be too late.”

“So, tonight? What’s going to happen?”

I look at her. “I’m going to take you out to dinner.” She stares at me in the elevator. I know what she’s thinking but I’m not going to make it easy for her – I’m going to wait for her to ask.

“Are we dating, Chad?”

I look at the floor numbers above the elevator doors and chuckle. “No, we’re not, Penny. I’m just taking over for Scott, your last pimp. We’re not dating.”

I sensed she wanted to say something else but the elevator doors opened and another couple stepped into the car. We rode in silence the rest of the way to our floor.

Once we were back in her room, I watched as she walked to the bed and began to undress like the good little whore she is. I told her to wait, and that we needed to continue our conversation.

“About what?” she asked when she came to the sofa where I was sitting. I patted the cushion next to me and she sat down.

“Last night, when I told the men at our table that you were available,” I began and she looked at her hands in her lap. “How did that make you feel?”

“Degraded,” she whispered.

“Why’s that, Penny? You’re a whore, aren’t you? I was just telling it like it is.”

She didn’t look up but whispered, “I’m never there when they find out, though.”

“Didn’t you tell me once that you love it when you meet a new client for your first date with them?”

She nods but says nothing.

“Why was last night any different?”

She hesitates before whispering, “I don’t know; it just was.”

I stare at her for a long, silent moment. “And you said you love being degraded, right?” She nods. “Is that still true?” She nods again. “So, if I told their wives what you do, how would you have felt about that?”

She says nothing but her face flushes.

“Wouldn’t that be degrading?” I press her.

She nods so subtly it’s almost imperceptible.

I stand up, take her hand and walk her to the bed, my dick hard in my pants.
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~ Penny ~

During the weeks that followed the charity dinner that kicked off my new focus on fucking Chad’s clients, we fell into a new and predictable pattern. Chad would have me fly to Dallas or he would fly to LA and sleep with me, then he would send me off to fuck someone he worked with or for, usually in the oil business but not always. The men he had me see were just like him only older, MAGA through and through, both in their professions, attitudes, and how they treated women.

Especially women like me.

Disposable.

Then he mentioned a client who was different from all the others.

“Frank is a very important client, Penny,” Chad tells me during his latest visit to my condo. I’ve never had a client fuck me in my own bed before Chad but that’s the least of the things I’ve never done before Chad. I never fucked clients raw, never fucked them at no charge, and never slept with men they told me to sleep with, even if those men paid me. But it’s perfectly clear to me now what’s been happening since MAGA Night.

Chad has become my pimp.

“I treat all your clients with the utmost respect, Chad,” I whisper as we’re lying in my bed having just finished welcoming him to my home again. “I thought that was clear.”

“You’ve been great, Penny,” he allows as he rolls away from me and walks to the bathroom. “Better than I expected, to be honest.” I don’t respond even though I want to. “But Frank holds the key to a really important deal I’ve been working on for months and if he doesn’t get exactly what he’s looking for, a lot of time and effort on my part goes up in smoke.” He pees while he talks to me, something I never have gotten used to but never complained about so I guess that’s on me.

“Is he weird in some way?” I ask as I walk toward the bathroom when I hear the toilet flush. “You know I have certain limits, right?” I don’t tolerate the usual things, I’m sure you can imagine so I won’t list them here. It’s never been an issue, but now I’m a little concerned.

Chad shakes his head. “No, it’s nothing like that. If anything, he’ll probably strike you as somewhat boring. Plain vanilla.”

“Then why are you worried?”

He looks at me. “I’m not exactly worried,” he begins but doesn’t go on.

“And?”

“He wants you to spend a weekend with him.”

I stop and look at him. “Oh, okay. I’ve done that before.” Not often, but it happens that someone occasionally books me for two nights.

“I figured you had but I wasn’t sure. And this is more important than just a big payday for you, understand?”

I cock an eyebrow. “Yes, I get it, Chad. He’s important to you. I get it.”

“So don’t fuck it up.”

“I won’t.”

“He’s going to fly you in,” he says quietly. “He wanted to meet you first but there wasn’t enough time. So you’ll just have to wing it.”

I look at him, confused. “Wing what? Where am I going to meet him?”

“Tulsa,” he says without any explanation.

“So, he’s an oilman?” I don’t really care but I want to know.

“He’s one of the biggest independent oilmen in the country.”

My pussy clenches. I still have a love-hate relationship with men who despoil the environment. I think I always will.

“What time is my flight?” I ask calmly.

“He’s sending a jet to pick you up on Friday afternoon. He’ll fly you back to LA on Monday. ”

“Oh,” I say softly. That’s new for me. Whenever I’ve had out-of-town bookings I flew commercial, usually first-class, but never private. I’m impressed but also a bit uneasy – private jets are the absolute worst thing for the environment. But it feels like I have no choice.

“And his staff will take care of all the arrangements,” Chad adds.

I look at him. “What does that mean?”

“His assistant contacted me,” he says. “She’ll be contacting you with the details.”

I nod. “Should I expect a call from her?”

“I assume so,” he says. He’s being less than forthcoming with this arrangement and although I wonder why, I don’t press the issue. I imagine he’s got no more information about it than he’s giving me.

“I also was told that if things go well on the first visit, you should expect to see him about once a month,” Chad says. “A weekend visit each time with a week here and there on a beach maybe twice a year.”

“So, I’ll be like a girlfriend?”

“Sounds like it.”

“That will take up a big part of my time.” It’s not a problem because I’m sure the money will be huge. Now that I’m charging $5000 an hour, I upped my overnight rate to $25,000 and my weekend rate to $50,000. Even if I saw only Frank I’d make a very nice living this year. But I know Chad will want me to keep seeing his other clients as well as him. Plus, I’ve heard from his friends from MAGA Night, Thom and Jacob, about seeing some of their clients. At this rate, I’ll have no time left to see the men I get through Scott from Instagram inquiries and my modeling agent will pitch a fit about how I’m ignoring her, too.

“It’s not a guarantee that he’ll want you once a month, Penny. Only if you impress him. I’m sure you will, but we’ll just have to play it by ear.”

“Is he looking for a wife?” I ask softly. I’ve heard through the IG model/escort grapevine that some girls marry rich husbands who know about their escorting and encourage them to continue doing it after the wedding. It’s almost inconceivable to me but men are strange creatures – that much I know.

“Anything’s possible,” Chad says cryptically.

~ Chad ~

Ever since I began introducing Penny to my clients I’ve seen a huge boost in my business. The word has spread among the guys who know me that my ‘girlfriend’ is really a whore and is available for dates. I’ve even received calls from clients I usually have to contact for meetings where the conversations start all about business but quickly come around to being about Penny.

“I’ve never seen anything like it,” I tell Jacob over a beer, one of the guys who came to MAGA NIght and knows firsthand what Penny can do. “You’re nuts if you don’t take advantage of what she’s got to offer.”

“I’m still a little confused about how to bring it up in the first place,” he tells me over drinks. “Do you bring her to meetings?”

I already explained how I brought her as my date to the charity dinner with five clients and their wives, but Jacob doesn’t have that kind of relationship with his clients. He’s a defense industry lobbyist which makes it harder to mix business and socializing due to government regulations, apparently. I’m just glad I don’t have to live with that kind of bullshit in the oil industry.

“Look, just invite your best and most connected client to some cocktail party and bring Penny along as your date. Have her dress the part and let nature take its course.”

“Dress the part?” he asks.

I give him a sly smile. “She’ll know what to do.”

“Does she charge your clients for her time, or you?”

“Fuck, no, she doesn’t charge me. They pay and they’re happy to do so. Just leave it in her hands. She’s been whoring long enough to know how this shit works.”

I can tell by the look on Jacob’s face that he’s doubtful about using Penny the way I do and maybe that’s for the best. I’ve made similar statements about Penny to Thom and if he starts pimping her to his clients along with Jabob, well, I don’t know how she’ll handle it all. I have no doubt that she’ll prioritize my needs but by adding Frank into her schedule, possibly as often as one weekend a month, I can see issues.

“Look,” I finally say to Jacob. “If you’re uncomfortable with the idea, just forget it.”

He gives me a look. “No, I see the potential, I do. I just have to figure out how to kick things off with her.”

“I’m sure you’ll figure it out.”

Jacob takes a sip of his beer. “So, when are we gonna do Penny again?”

“You mean like we did the night after the election?”

“Yeah,” he says with a knowing look. “That was fucking awesome.”

“I’ve been thinking,” I tell him. “Do we want to do it up bigger next time, invite more guys?” He frowns. “What?”

“I liked having unrestricted access, Chad. You invite more guys, we might have to stand in line for one of her holes.”

“Shit, you’re something else. How many times did you fuck her that night?”

“I lost track.” He takes another sip of beer. “You?”

“Same. But we could stretch it out, you know? Go all weekend.”

Jacob whistles softly. “Shit, is Penny up for something like that?”

I just smile. “She’ll love it.”
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~ Penny ~

The flight to Tusla is unnerving. I’m the only passenger, not counting the crew which consisted of a pilot and copilot, plus a flight attendant. They are all very professional and treat me like I’m important enough to warrant my own aircraft which is true, I guess, but still embarrassing. I’m a model so I’m used to being the center of attention at fashion shoots and the like but this is way beyond that.

Like I said, it’s unnerving.

“We’ll be landing in ten minutes so please take your seats a buckle your seatbelt,” the pilot announces on the intercom which also strikes me as overkill but what do I know? I strap myself in while the flight attendant collects my half-finished glass of wine and takes her own seat in the front of the cabin. We land without a bump and taxi to the small private terminal across the tarmac from the main terminal at Tulsa International Airport.

“Ms. Shaw?” an attractive young woman in a smart blue business suit addresses me when I enter the terminal. “I’m Alyssa Dylan. We spoke on the phone.” Alyssa called me Wednesday to get my sizes so she could make sure I fit into the clothes that had been selected for me to wear for my visit. At first, I was surprised that the client didn’t trust my judgment, me being a model and everything, but when I expressed my surprise Alyssa assured me that it was nothing like that – her boss just wanted to, as she put it, dress me to suit his tastes. Whether he’s a control freak or just a typical male who likes to dress pretty things remains to be seen.

“The box I put together for you is at the apartment,” she went on as we walked through the terminal to the exit. “The driver will drop you at Mr. Slater’s place in town. Frank will come by at five and he is always punctual so please don’t keep him waiting.”

She doesn’t say what he’ll be coming by for but I can guess – overnight dates and especially weekend-long dates usually begin with sex before we go out, so I will dress accordingly. Alyssa said the box would include lingerie so I didn’t need to bring my own, which I didn’t. I didn’t even bring a second pair of shoes as she said those would be provided as well.

“Call me if anything is not to your liking as far as the fit goes,” she says before she offers me her hand again and walks away. I climb into the limo and the driver closes my door.

When we get to Frank's apartment building, the concierge escorts me to the top floor of a skyscraper in the heart of the city, such as it is. Tulsa is a far cry from New York, LA, or Chicago but it’s impressive enough in a low-key, midwestern way. The apartment is not huge but very well appointed and has a good view of the downtown and surrounding area. I’m not surprised to see the box Alyssa prepared for me perched on the dining room table with a pink bow wrapped around it, which I assume is there at Frank’s direction. Men can be so predictable.

Inside the box is a little black dress, very tasteful and my size of course, along with a more conservative suit that looks a lot like the one Alyssa was wearing but a more expensive label. Two pairs of six-inch Louboutins, sheer stockings, and three sets of sexy lingerie complete the contents and I’m impressed by the expense and attention to detail – clearly, Alyssa has done this before for other escorts that her employer flies in for the weekend.

I prep for my date by douching and using an enema I packed specifically, then blowing out my hair and applying fresh makeup before I try on the white lingerie set. I’ve found that men unconsciously prefer white lingerie to start a weekend-long date as it has bridal connotations and ends with red to confirm the illicit nature of our time together. Or perhaps that is more my preference than theirs.

As 5 o’clock approaches, I listen for a key in the door to the apartment and when I hear it, I scurry into the bathroom so I can make a proper entrance. When I close the bathroom door, my heart racing and my pussy clenching as is always the case just before I meet a new client for the first time, I listen for him to see the box I left open on the table and the clothes I wore on the trip her draped across the living room sofa. After a beat, I open the bathroom door and slink into the living room in my 6-inch platform heels and skimpy lingerie.

“Very nice,” the man who has paid for me says with a broad and appreciative smile on his lips. “Penny, I presume?” he adds.

“So nice to meet you, Frank,” I say as I walk towards him slowly, emphasizing my hip-sway as if I was on the runway at a fashion show. His eyes scan my body before they come back to mine.

“Chad was right,” he says enigmatically. “You are a beauty.”

“Thank you,” I tell him as I wrap my arms around his neck. He is shorter than me in my high heels, several inches shorter, in fact. I’ve been with short men before who seem to revel in their ability to attract, or pay for, taller women to wear on their arms like eye candy. I’m surprised that Frank is one of them, as important as Chad made him out to be. I guess I too can fall prey to the unconscious bias toward short men being less successful than their less vertically-challenged competitors.

But I sweep all thoughts of height and status aside as I remember that Frank is paying me what my father might have made in a year to spend the weekend with him. I bend slightly and kiss his mouth lightly, letting him taste my lipstick before I penetrate his lips with my tongue. He lets me and I raise my hands to cup his head in them, something I’ve found men love beyond all reason.

“You taste even better than you look, Penny,” he says softly. I step back and hold his hand so he can take me in again and twirl me if he’s so inclined. He’s not, but no matter – when he pulls me into embrace for another kiss, I allow him to kiss me and he does, deeply, passionately, before he breaks and walks me to the bedroom. Where he will fuck me for the first time but not the last. I offer to undress him but he declines and we disrobe as if we’re already a couple, a small disappointment but nothing I can’t live with. His body is lean and fit for someone his age which is great. I’ve been with enough men who are out of shape to know how distasteful that can be. That I don’t have to deal with fat rolls for an entire weekend is a whore’s blessing.

Once we’re comfortably lying naked on the bed, I bend to suck his erection. He is completely passive which is not unusual for a first-time client. It’s not my preference – I enjoy being used and almost abused but I’m the whore and he’s the client so he gets what he wants. I suck his average-sized cock into my mouth and moan softly as I ease it into my throat. I gag slightly and he twitches in my mouth. I continue to suck for a few seconds until I stop and look up at him watching me.

“If you’d like to cum in my mouth,” I begin, “please, feel free. I’ll get you hard again so you can fuck me before we’re finished.”

He says nothing so I go back to sucking him. I lick his balls and he lifts his legs so I can position myself to rim his ass, which I do. I’m getting a pretty good sense of what he likes and I have no problem giving it to him. For the amount of money he’s paying me, there aren’t many limits I would impose on him. I even extract a satisfying moan from him when I push my tongue deep into his asshole.

He pulls away from me and kneels on the bed, a position I know from experience means he does intend to cum in my mouth. I position myself so he can grab my head and face-fuck me if he’s so inclined but again, he remains passive, allowing me to move my mouth back and forth on his shaft until I feel him swell and he erupts suddenly with another satisfying grunt and moan. I suck him dry until he collapses away from me and I crawl into position next to him in the crook of his arm. He wraps it around me and pulls me close to kiss me. I’m impressed – most men won’t kiss me after they’ve cum in my mouth. I make a mental note.

“Mind a few questions about you personally, Penny?” Frank asks when he catches his breath.

“No, not at all,” I whisper and smile warmly. I wonder just how personal he’ll get but I’m fine with answering most questions about myself. I list my real name on Instagram so it’s not as if I’m hiding my identity. Clients pay for the privilege of fucking actual Instagram models so they know almost everything about me anyway. I post a lot about my friends and family and I find the disparity of knowledge between me and a new client intoxicating – they know everything about me while I know almost nothing about them. It’s so erotic, like a drug I can’t get enough of.

I add, “What would you like to know?”

“How did you get your start in this business?” he asks matter-of-factly. I’m not surprised. It’s the most common question I get from new clients. It’s been my experience that the men who use whores are fascinated by them.

I begin my usual origin story, which is largely true.

“A few years ago, I was new to modeling while living in LA and not making enough to cover my expenses. After a shoot, a guy who was connected with the company that contracted me approached me and asked if I’d like to get a drink with him. At first, I thought he was just asking me out and although he wasn’t quite age-appropriate for me, he was cute enough and I said yes to his offer. But after a couple of drinks, he offered to pay me to sleep with me. I was down to my last few dollars at the time, so I said yes.”

He waits a beat, then asks, “Can I ask how much he paid you?”

“He paid me $500 for an hour.”

“So, you’ve raised your rates considerably in the past few years,” he says without being crass about it. Almost.

“Well, at the time, I didn’t know what the going rate was for that kind of thing, plus I wasn’t yet an Instagram model with a million followers. One of my friends who whores charges more than I do.” I regret mentioning another model immediately but Frank seems to take it in stride. I wouldn’t have been surprised if he asked me for her name but I’m glad he didn’t.

“Do you get most of your clients through Instagram?”

“I used to but now I get most of my clients through Chad.” I see no reason not to be honest with Frank but again, I wonder if I’ve said something I shouldn’t have.

He chuckles, though. “Chad is a real go-getter,” he says softly. “But he recommended you highly.”

I’m sure I’m blushing which is absurd. A blushing whore? Lying naked with a man I just met, his cum still fresh in my mouth? Absurd.

I look at him. “Mind if I ask a question?”

“Not at all.”

“What are we doing this weekend?” I’ve never had a client go to such lengths as to fly me in on a private jet and pick out my entire wardrobe for me. I’m intrigued and curious, and since I quite possibly overshared with him, I don’t see any downside in asking what I can expect for the coming days.

“That’s fair,” he says before he turns on his side to face me. He reaches for my nipple and runs the back of his finger over it until it stands erect and my areola puckers. It’s an almost unconscious gesture that is all the more intimate for being so casual. I’m beginning to like Frank.

“Tonight, we’re going to dinner with some of my top employees and their wives tonight,” he says in a similar tone to the one I used with my origin story, like it’s a rehearsed speech he’s given before, likely with my predecessors. I’m quite sure I’m not the first escort he’s flown into Tulsa for a weekend of sex and being paraded about as an expensive accessory. Arm candy, I call it.

“Tomorrow night,” he continues, “I’m having a few close friends over for dinner at my ranch. I’ll be introducing you as my date, in case you were wondering.”

“What kind of date?” I ask pointedly. I’ve had a few clients bring me to parties or business functions, like the charity dinner I attended with Chad, dressed like an escort. I don’t believe Frank is going to do anything like that based on the outfit he bought for me to wear but I don’t know that for a fact.

He smiles. “A romantic date, Penny.”

I don’t quite get it but I can live with that. I decide it’s time to move things along.

“Ready to go again?” I ask as I reach for his flaccid penis.

“I’m game if you are,” he says with a crooked smile.

I bend at the waist again and suck him to his full-sized erection which takes a bit longer than the first time but that’s to be expected. I shift to mount him but he stops me.

“I’d like to be on top, Penny,” he says gently, as if he’s asking permission. I smile and slide down next to him on my back. As he lifts himself to his knees, I spread my legs for him, a move no man can resist. Frank is no exception.

“Should I use a condom?” he says as he grips his dick with one hand and reaches the box of condoms on the nightstand with his other hand.

“It’s up to you, Frank,” I tell him. “I’m good either way.”

“Really,” he says as he stares into my eyes. “That’s unusual for someone…like you, isn’t it?”

“It is but Chad insists,” I tell him without offering any further explanation. Most of Chad’s clients don’t ask so I’m curious to see where Frank goes with this.

“Why is it up to Chad?” he asks as he strokes his dick but keeps his eyes on mine.

“I don’t know, to be honest,” I tell him in all honesty. “It just is.”

“Before you met Chad, you had your clients where protection?” He cocks an eyebrow to emphasize his point.

“Without fail.”

“And now, it’s optional?”

“For you, it’s optional, Frank. Not for me.”

He contemplates the full meaning of what I’m telling him before he shifts into position and rubs the head of his raw dick up and down my wet slit. I close my eyes and moan for his benefit and he quickly leans into my pussy. I wrap my legs around his thighs to pull him to me and encourage him to fuck me, which he does. He’s not rough with me – far from it. He’s almost tentative, gentle in his approach, or plain vanilla depending on how you look at it. I make all the right sounds and motions with my hands, thighs, and lips. I kiss him deeply and pull him close to kiss him while he fucks me, and when I feel his cock swells inside me I moan and shudder as if I’m climaxing with him even though I’m not. I’m pretty good a faking an orgasm and I doubt Frank knows he’s been had. I doubt he cares either as he pants and grunts and buries his face against my neck. As he settles and his breathing returns to normal, I stroke his back with one hand and his ass with the other. I wonder if he’ll fall asleep and if we’ll be late for dinner but it’s his party so I really don’t care. He’s light enough that I can breathe without difficulty so if he’s of a mind to relax with his dick buried deep in my vagina, I’m fine with it.

~ Chad ~

It’s been a full day since I put Penny on the plane to Tulsa and I’ve yet to hear from her or Frank so I have to assume everything is going well. I didn’t expect to hear from them so I’ll assume Penny is doing what she does best and Frank is having the great time he paid for. I’ve been working on getting a bigger piece of Frank’s business for a couple of years and if Penny comes through for me, it’ll make my year almost before it’s begun. Frank is one of the biggest players in the region for an independent operator and as such, he needs more help from lobbyists like me to make sure his interests are taken care of in DC. I know I’m the guy to do it and as soon as he signs off on the contract I’ve got ready for him, I’ll know that I can use Penny to get my career to the next level. It’s one thing to pimp her out to mid-level execs with the majors and small-time operators like the ones she met at the dinner last week, but it’s a game-changer for me if she can make a difference with players like Frank Slater.

Huge.

“Chad,” my date whines at me as I check my phone again at dinner. “What are you expecting?” I look at her and frown.

“I’ve got a deal in the works, babe,” I tell her dismissively. “Don’t worry your pretty little head about it.” She’s a pro but not of the same caliber as Penny but she’ll do in a pinch. Now that I think about it, I can’t even remember her name, not that I need to. She’ll suck my dick and I’ll fuck her ass after we’re done here and that’s the last time I’ll ever see her. She’s good enough for a one-time thing but not good enough that I need to know her number. Or her name.

“Maybe we should just go,” she says with another whine that makes my teeth hurt. Why I booked the bitch for dinner before we fuck escapes me now. I hate eating alone if I can help it but this is almost worse than having room service in my hotel.

“Yeah, I think that’s a good idea,” I tell her and wave for the server to bring the check. I look at my phone again while he runs my card and my date makes a face, again, and I’m this close to telling her to piss off, that I’d rather jerk off than put up with her bullshit for another minute. But I’ve already paid her for the three hours so I’ll just take it out on her back in the room while I think about how much money Penny is going to make for me before I’m done with her.

This leads me to another idea…


7

~ Penny ~

The rest of my weekend with Frank was…interesting. He treated me with the utmost respect which I didn’t anticipate, really. I guess I assumed that everyone on that side of the political spectrum would be like Chad and his friends Thom and Jacob who taunted me and degraded me, personally and sexually. Frank does no such thing.

Which, I discovered, was rather boring.

Don’t get me wrong. The sex was good if quite vanilla and Frank went out of his way to please me, which was also as nice as it was unexpected. He even went down on me after I showered and he proved to be adept at bringing me to orgasm with his tongue, which to be honest isn’t hard to do but I appreciated his effort.

The people I met – his employees the first night and his friends the second – were polite enough. They could have treated me like the whore I was but they didn’t. They asked polite questions even if they had no interest in my answers, but they never made me feel like I didn’t belong or like they suspected that Frank was paying me tens of thousands of dollars to be there with him. I’m almost certain they knew but they didn’t flaunt their knowledge or even make it clear to me that they were aware I was bought and paid for.

But by the end of the weekend, a few hours before Frank’s jet was to fly me back to LA, he opened up to me, which was also unexpected and a little nerve-wracking. I knew how important he was to Chad and the last thing I wanted to do was fuck up whatever business relationship they were building so I was reluctant to be completely honest with Frank.

Which he picked up on immediately.

“Look, I know you’re in a tough position here, Penny,” he said as we undressed at his ranch after spending the morning riding horses on his incredible property. He really is wealthy as fuck. “So let me assure you that Chad will get everything he wants from me as a result of your time here. You’ve been outstanding and if you’ll have me, I’ll be seeing more of you in the coming months.”

I looked at him, my eyes wide and my mouth gaping open. “How often?” I asked cheekily.

He smirked and then chuckled. “See, that’s one of the things I like about you, Penny. You cut right to the chase.” He walked to where I had just slipped out of my jeans and pulled me into his arms to kiss me. He’s a really good kisser so I thoroughly enjoy kissing him.

“But seriously,” he said when we broke from our kiss. “What if I was to tell you I wanted to see you at least one weekend a month, maybe more, for the foreseeable future?”

I raise an eyebrow. “I’d say that’s a lot of money, Frank.” I want to make it clear that I won’t be dating him the way I was with Chad. Too many clients assumed after we had a good first date that I’d see them and fuck them for free because they had a high opinion of themselves, in bed and out. Frank didn’t strike me as the type to jump to such a conclusion but I didn’t want to risk any misunderstandings about where I was coming from.

“And worth it,” he said, thankfully skipping the tired pun that everyone seems to use with me. “I’ve been looking for a long-term relationship and at least so far, I like everything I know about you.”

“When you say long-term relationship, Frank,” I begin as I wrap my arms around his head again. “What exactly does that mean?”

He stares at me for a few silent moments and I wonder if I’ve fucked things up, but I have to know. If he’s expecting to stop paying me at some point, like what happened with Chad, I want to, – I have to – nip that notion in the bud. Especially with someone like Frank.

“Maybe we should talk,” he says as he sits on the bed and pats it for me to sit beside him. “I know this is quick but I’ve learned that being decisive is best for me, so hear me out.”

I nod and wonder where he’s going with this, but I keep quiet.

“A long time ago, I married young, had kids young, and divorced young. I’ve been there, done that. I’ve got a good relationship with my kids, who are both in college or grad school now, and a decent if distant relationship with my ex-wife, who got half my money when we divorced so she’s well taken care of but has no further claims on me.

“But here’s the thing, Penny. I’ve been single for a lot of years and I’m ready to not be single anymore.”

I just stare at him. “Wait, so you’re looking for a wife?”

He nods. “I am.”

“Then what are you doing with me, Frank? Where is this going to…?” I stop as I figure out what he’s telling me.

“I’ve dated a fair number of women over the years, Penny, as you can well imagine. I know I’m nothing to look at but being rich makes a man look damn good in the eyes of a lot of women, or so it seems to me.”

I start to say how crazy this is when he holds his hand up. “Let me finish.”

Frank stands up and walks toward the window in his bedroom that looks out over the front yard, if you can call it that, of his ranch which he said includes all the land to the horizon, over a hundred thousand acres, an inconceivable number to me.

“What I’ve discovered the past few years is that I am very interested in marrying a woman like you, Penny.”

“A golddigger?” I wanted to be somewhat polite about it but he shook his head.

“A whore,” he says with a look that almost burns right through me until I look away.

“That’s insane, Frank,” I tell him honestly. “Why would you want to marry someone like me?”

He smiles but there’s no warmth in it. “So many reasons,” he says without emotion. “But the dissolution of my first marriage might be the best explanation of it.”

I look at him in total confusion. “What are you talking about?”

“As I said earlier, I met my wife when we were very young. Too young, obviously. We were still figuring out who we were in so many ways, not the least of which was sexual. She wasn’t a very sexual person, in fact. I was always the initiator of sex before and during our marriage, which I understand isn’t uncommon but…” He gives me a look. “It got old.”

“So, what does this have to do with me?”

He laughs. “Cut to the chase. As I said, I love that about you, Penny.” He walks back to the bed from the window and sits next to me. “I want to live as a married man again, that much I know. I’ve dated long enough, with a few long-term relationships sprinkled in between and nothing has lived up to my admittedly unrealistic expectations. So, I’ve begun looking for a woman to marry in a specific part of the population…” He lifts an eyebrow.

“Whores?”

“That’s a very crass but very descriptive word for it, sure. I prefer to think of you and others like you as high-end escorts but, sure. Whores.”

I just stare at him. I knew of at least one other Instagram model who worked for Scott that married one of her clients and continued to see other clients after the wedding, but more common were the whores who dated someone who had no idea what was going on until they had ‘The Talk’. Which never went well. Not always at first but always with the same end result. The end of the relationship.

Frank was unusual in that he knew going in what I was all about but I had to press him. I hadn’t decided if I was interested yet – we had known each other for all of two days, after all – but I was intrigued. So I had to ask him the toughest question of all.

“If we were to do this,” I begin gently, “and I’m not saying I’m on board at this point. But if I said yes, would you allow me to see other clients after we got married?”

He didn’t flinch. “Is that something you would want to do, Penny?”

I didn’t have to think about it but I waited a few seconds just to make it seem like it was a tough decision. “Yes, I would, Frank.”

Again, he doesn’t flinch but I see a hint of disappointment in his eyes. Which doesn’t surprise me. What man would say yes to his wife being a whore?

“I thought that might be the case, and I’m fine with it,” he says softly. I almost do a double-take.

“Seriously?”

He smiles. “Have you ever heard of ‘projection’ as a psychological term, Penny?”

“Where someone accuses others of having the same characteristics he or she has?”

“That’s pretty close. The textbooks define it as a defense mechanism in which individuals attribute their own unacceptable thoughts, feelings, or behaviors to others.” He pauses and leaves me completely confused.

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

“Have you ever noticed how some people in this country use the word cuckold as a pejorative when denigrating others?”

“I guess.”

“Well, it’s been my observation that there are a lot more cuckolds in this country than anyone suspects.” He pauses again, letting me catch up.

“Wait,” I say suddenly. “Are you a cuckold, Frank?”

“I am. There’s some debate about cuckolds and stags but either way, I’m in that larger group. And I can’t think of a better way to live my life as a cuckold than to be married to a beautiful Instagram model who charges exorbitant sums of money to sleep with strangers. Honestly, it strikes me as the best of both worlds.”

“Both worlds?”

“Being married to a woman who loves sex and will fuck me whenever I want, no questions asked. But who also fucks other men because they pay her to fuck, which is a cuckold’s dream.”

I look away from him and just stare at the wall, too blown away to speak. This is the last thing I expected to hear from him or any other man. I’ve never contemplated such an existence and it’s all I can do not to have a nervous breakdown as I think about what life might be like under such circumstances.

But I can also see he expects the conversation to continue.

“You do realize that I don’t love you, right Frank?” I ask without looking at him.

“Of course. I married for love the first time. I won’t make that mistake again.” His tone is flat, almost cold and it sends a shiver down my spine.

I side-eye him. “You really know how to sweet talk a girl, don’t you?”

He shrugs. “I’m just being honest, Penny.”

We sit in silence for a long moment.

“Oh, and I won’t have you sign a prenup, just in case you were wondering. You wouldn’t have any legal rights to my current net worth when we marry but any increase from that point would be shared equally between us. And just between you and me, I’m not done making money, not even close. If you divorced me at some point, you would be wealthy beyond your wildest dreams, Penny.”

Part of me wants to tell him I’m not in this for the money but I stop myself because how ludicrous would that be? I’m here in his bed because he’s paying me a small fortune to fuck him for the weekend. I’m all about the money – I always have been.

“What are you worth right now, Frank?” I ask, not really wanting to know but I’m sure he wants to tell me.

He smiles indulgently. “I would value my holdings outside the trusts I’ve set up for my kids at around three billion, give or take.”

“What if the price of oil plummeted? Wouldn’t that destroy you?”

“It would hurt but it wouldn’t destroy me. I’m diversified, Penny. I’ve got a lot of money in different ventures that are completely unrelated to the oil business. And if oil fell on hard times, those businesses would thrive. But I’m an oil man first and foremost.”

I stare at him for a long moment until he adds, “Which you hate, of course.”

My mouth drops open and my eyes go wide. “Am I that transparent?”

He laughs. “I’ve seen your Instagram page, Penny. You wear your politics on your sleeve, as I’m sure you’re aware.”

Because Chad introduced me to Frank and I didn’t get him from a lead through IG, I mistakenly assumed he would be unaware of my page, my personal life, and my beliefs. Especially my belief that he is, by his involvement in the fossil fuel industry, a despicable human being. Much like Chad and his friends.

This changes everything. And nothing.

“You knew all about me?” I ask idiotically. Thankfully, he doesn’t rub my nose in it. But I need to know something more. I just don’t know how to ask or even if I should.

He sees the indecision on my face. “What?”

I can’t, I just can’t go there. If it blows up on me, if Frank gets angry and cancels the deal with Chad, they’ll be hell to pay. And that’s just the immediate danger. Longer term, he could back away from wanting to see me as much as he said which would mean countless thousands of dollars gone in an instant. I’m not hurting for money anymore, not since Chad took over as my unofficial pimp, but the scope of Frank’s financial resources and his intent to spend some of them on me is a daunting thing to throw away, which if I say what I’m thinking might happen.

“Penny,” he says patiently. Gently, even. “What is it?”

“What if I didn’t just hate what you are, Frank?” I whisper. “What if I hate you for being what you are?”

He leans away from me. “Is that how you feel about me?”

“You’re killing the planet, Frank. How can I not hate you?” I don’t know if I’m going to faint or not but I’m suddenly light-headed. This is almost worse than breaking up with someone even though I’ve known Frank for less than 48 hours.

“Does it work that way for you?” he asks coldly. “You can’t separate the person from what they do?”

I stand up. “How can it not, Frank? Don’t you hate me for hating you?” Suddenly, I see what I was doing if only subconsciously. I want him to hate me. Then I don’t have to decide about seeing him again.

“You’re making a good case for it, I’ll say that.” He looks away but not in anger. He seems…disappointed. In me. I can’t blame him.

“Maybe I should go,” I say at last. He doesn’t look at me.

“Yeah, that’s probably a good idea.”

~ Chad ~

“How did it go?” I ask when I take Penny’s call on Sunday afternoon. She hesitates which is never a good sign.

“We need to talk,” she whispers so softly I can barely hear her.

“Fuck, Penny,” I growl. “What the fuck did you do?”

“Let’s just say it went very well up until the last few minutes.”

I just stare at the phone. “Do I need to fly up to see him?” The last thing I want to do but I need this deal to happen. It’s too big to fuck up.

“I guess you could but I doubt it’s going to change anything,” she says with a sigh I can hear without seeing. “All I know is I’m heading back to LA a little earlier than planned.”

“Okay, I’m going to hang up now and book a flight,” I tell her, which I do without saying another word. I don’t have time for this kind of shit. Maybe I should reassess.

As I’m finding Delta in my contact list, my phone rings. I almost lose it when I see it’s Frank, calling to give me hell for whatever the fuck Penny did to him. Or didn’t do to him. Which makes no sense to me but I put those thoughts aside and answer Frank’s call.

“Hi, Frank,” I say before he can say anything. “I hear things went…”

He cuts me off. “I’m sure you’ve talked to Penny by now, Chad,” he says with a resigned tone that makes me sick to my stomach. I can’t believe she fucked things up this badly.

“I have, Frank,” I tell him while waving my hand as if he could see me. “And let me just tell you…”

He cuts me off again. “I’m just calling to let you know, Chad, that I’ll be moving forward with our deal.” He stops and my heart rate doubles.

“That’s great, Frank,” I tell him after a long pause. “I didn’t think it went that well with Penny.”

“Yeah, we left on a bit of a sour note but that really didn’t matter as much as she thought it did.” I wait for him to explain but he doesn’t.

“So, it was all good?” I ask tentatively.

“Beyond good, Chad. In fact, I want to see her again as soon as her schedule allows. I need to fill her in on some key things that I didn’t tell her this trip.” I wait for an explanation again with exactly the same results. Nada.

“How soon do you want her to fly back out to Tulsa, Frank?” I can’t believe I’m playing travel agent for Penny but if Frank stands by what he just told me, I’ll live with it for now. This deal puts me into the big leagues if it happens.

“I’d love to see her next week but let’s give her time to think,” he says cryptically. “Have her here in the middle of January.”

“Will do, Frank,” I tell him. “And thanks.”

“No, thank you, Chad.”
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~ Penny ~

I flew back to LA Sunday night in a quandary. First Frank wants to marry me and then he sends me home early. I didn’t want to spoil my relationship with him, mostly for Chad but also for me. I couldn’t see myself marrying Frank – life as a whore can be lonely, but I’m not that desperate, not yet – but I wouldn’t mind seeing him once a month for the foreseeable future and making enough money to retire from modeling and whoring and do something totally unrelated. Maybe I’d just move to some secluded place and disappear for a while. Or forever. This life was taking a severe toll on me.

When Frank’s jet touches down at LAX, I’m surprised to find Chad at the private terminal to pick me up. I thought he was in Dallas and that I’d have to find my own way home but here he is, which is thoughtful but I know why he’s really here. He wants a full report on my weekend. One I don’t want to give him.

“How did it go?” he asks when I see him waiting for me outside security. He kisses me as if he’s my boyfriend which is new and unsettling. Chad is many things but thoughtful is not one of them. I’m almost as confused by his behavior as I was by Frank’s, but I don’t let on.

“It went well,” I say in a noncommittal way. He gives me a look but then he smiles, broadly. As if he’s hiding something, which, it turns out, he is.

“He called me after you left and said he’s going to do the deal with me,” he says as excited as I’ve ever seen him.

“Really?” I’m as shocked as he is happy, which confuses the situation even further. He gives me a look.

“You’re surprised?” he asks, the usual menace in his tone coming back with a vengeance.

“I guess I am.” I wheel my bag to his car and we climb in after he loads it in the trunk. “We had a good time, mostly, but I thought it ended on a…sour note.”

“I was surprised you flew out so early,” Chad says as he pulls away from the curb and into traffic which, this being LA, is miserable.

“He wants to marry me,” I tell him figuring there’s no point in beating around the bush.

“What?” he asks, clearly shocked and staring at me instead of watching the road. Luckily, we’re crawling along so there’s not much risk of more than a fender bender. I motion for him to pay attention to the car ahead of him and he hits the brakes hard to avoid a low-impact collision.

“He wants to…” I begin but he cuts me off. Sharply.

“I heard what you said,” he barks. “What are you talking about? You just met him.”

I go over the whole speech Frank gave me about his first marriage and dating and being a cuckold or a stag and wanting, somehow, to be married to a woman who fucks strangers for money. As I’m describing the last bit, I wonder if Chad will see anything of himself but if he does, he doesn’t acknowledge it. I’ve long wondered about Chad and his willingness to share me, but this is not the time to get into that discussion.

“Fucking hell,” he says mostly to himself. “Is this a condition of him doing the deal with me?”

I shake my head. “I have no idea. I was under the impression from the way we left things that he’d changed his mind but he never said that specifically. And if he says he’s willing to work with you, then…” I just let the thought hang in the air between us.

“He wants to see you again,” Chad whispers. “In two weeks.”

My head snaps around to stare at him, my mouth hanging open. He looks at me and cocks an eyebrow.

“How was the sex?” Chad asks. Although his timing is terrible, he always asks whenever I see a new client he referred to me. But it takes me out of the quandary I was in and allows me to talk about something that’s easy to talk about with Chad.

“It was okay,” I tell him honestly. I’m always honest about the sex. There’s no reason not to be. “Very vanilla.”

“Even though he’s as big as they come in the oil patch?” Chad knows how I feel about the environment and how I feel about fucking men who work in the industries that are destroying the environment. People like Frank. People like Chad.

“It was just okay,” I whisper. “Nothing more.” I don’t need to say anything more because it’s understood between us that there’s nothing I enjoy more than hate-fucking men like Frank. And men like Chad.

“Would you marry him?” he asks which surprises me. I thought he knew me better than that. Then he adds, “He’s worth billions, you know.”

“Yes, I know. I asked him and he told me.”

He looks at me. “You asked him how much he was worth? After he asked you to marry him?”

“He didn’t really ask me to marry him, he just brought it up as a possibility. He said I was exactly the kind of woman he was looking for in a second wife.”

“Really,” he says more to himself than to me.

“And he said he’d be fine with me continuing to see clients.” I give Chad a look but he keeps his eyes on the road. “And he said he wouldn’t make me sign a prenup.”

Still no comment. Just grim-faced as he drove me to my condo where he would fuck me. He always fucks me after I’ve seen a client he arranged for me to see.

“Mind if I check my account?” I ask as I pull out my phone. He doesn’t respond but we both knew it was a rhetorical question. I pull up my bank account and note that a wire transfer of $250,000 was deposited while I was in the air. I don’t tell Chad, though. I don’t have to. The clients he arranges for me always pay me. Always.

The sun has set but there’s a glow on the northern horizon. And a smell in the air.

“Is that smoke?” I ask.

He doesn’t turn away from the road. He just nods.

“It is.”
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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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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

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

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

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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