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Chapter 1
.
.
Six months ago...
 
“This is all your fault and I want you to know that I hope you die,” I said to Kayla, my roommate and former best friend.
 
“You’ll be fine, just like you always are,” Kayla said as she applied her lipstick.  “Get dressed or we’ll be late.”
 
“I’m serious, we’re through.” I turned into my pillow and kicked my feet on the bed to drive home the point. We’ve known each other since our first semester of nursing school and have been practically inseparable ever since, but after six years of being there for each other, I am just about done.
 
“Margot, please, Derek will be here in five minutes and you’re not even dressed.”
 
“I don’t care, I’m not going and that’s that.” Kayla has been trying to set me up with her new boyfriend’s cousin but I’m still hurting from my latest breakup and I don’t want to even think about meeting anyone.
 
“You are going if I have to drag you downstairs in your panties and bra so get dressed and run a comb through your hair, PLEASE!”
 
The buzzer to our apartment sounded and Kayla rushed into the living room as if her life depended on getting there before her precious Derek got impatient.  We’ve been through a dozen boyfriends between us in the years we’ve known each other, so I know what she’s like around men,  but the way she let’s the mysterious Derek treat her is beyond me. I’ve never seen her go to such lengths to please a man, especially since I haven’t even met him. She’s such a knockout that men are usually killing themselves to impress her. I don’t understand what’s gotten into her.
 
“Here, put this on and try to make a good impression, will you?” She tossed a slinky dress at me and goes back into the living room without even closing the door to my bedroom. I certainly don’t want Derek to see me in my current state of undress so I drag myself out of my bed and close the door. No way I’m wearing that dress though. If slacks and a blouse aren’t good enough then they can all go straight to hell.

I can hear a knock on the door to our apartment through my bedroom door. “Ready to go?” the voice is deeper than I expected, but then Kayla has always been one for the strong masculine types. She usually dates the orderlies at the hospital where we work, whereas I usually date the doctors. I know Derek is neither.
 
“Margot is just finishing up,” Kayla said loud enough for the neighbors to hear.  “Can I get you something to drink?”
 
Now I’m in a bind. I really don’t want to go anywhere but I’ve been dying to meet Derek. Usually I have pre-approval privileges on anyone Kayla is even remotely interested in dating since we almost always date guys we know at the hospital. The turnover on our ward is high so there are always plenty of new faces around. We made a pact when we both got hired straight out of school – no serious relationships for at least five years. In the last two years there have been a couple of close calls, mostly mine since the docs are much more desirable long term than the orderlies and male nurses.
 
At least that’s been true until Derek. Kayla has been way too coy about details on her new fling and she’s never talked about anyone with such stars in her eyes before. I’m usually the serious one in the room when we hit the party circuit or the clubs. But with Derek she almost seems to be insecure, which is ridiculous because Kayla is the most self-confident person I’ve ever known. And I work in the medical profession, which is a hotbed of arrogant, egotistical assholes.
 
“Margot, are you almost ready?” I scrambled to put on a little makeup and slip into a pair of comfortable flats. One last look at my hair and I’m out the door to meet Derek.
 
Who is black.
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Chapter 2
.
.

A few weeks ago…

A guest was lying on top of me after we finished. He was quite handsome but slightly overweight so I eased him to one side and his condom-wrapped cock slid out of my pussy with a slight plopping sound. I usually prefer to be on top, in the control position and all that, but I also like to get the sperm-bomb out of danger before it leaks or unravels or who knows what.

“Do we have time for another round,” he asked. Given how much energy he’s expended on the first round, I was a little surprised he was already looking forward to the next. 

“Did you want to extend my time?” I asked as I slid the rest of the way out from under him and reached for the towel at the ready on the nightstand. First class accommodations are so wonderful!

“Not sure my expense account will handle another hour.” He removed the condom and placed it in the bowl on his side of the bed. Clearly not his first visit. 

“I can have Accounting bill another card for the overage,” I said. I hadn’t come on the first round, so in addition to extra money I was willing to encourage a longer stay. Plus he was pretty damn cute!

“Give me a minute to recover and we’ll see,” he said. He propped himself up on the pillows and reached over to play with my nipples. “How long have you been with the hotel?”

“Not long.”

“You’re very beautiful, I can’t imagine it will take long for you to find a permanent situation.” He pinched my right nipple as he said ‘situation’ although I couldn’t tell if he did it on purpose or not. The married ones were always asking personal questions, which I will never understand.

“I’m not sure I’m looking for a permanent situation, as you put it,” I said as I reached for his balls. I really didn’t want this to get too personal and although I didn’t mind another session, I didn’t want it to take all night. He moaned as I gently massaged his testicles and slid down to take his cock in my mouth. I felt his hand on the back of my head, pushing his cock deep into my throat as it expanded to a full erection. It wasn’t long before I heard him tear open another condom.
.
.
* * * 
.
.
 Six months ago…

“Good to meet you, Margot,” Derek says with an innocent smile. Kayla does not look nearly so innocent. She raises her eyebrows at me as if to say, Surprise, Sorry, Please Forgive Me all at the same time. I try to contain my shock and reluctantly reach out to shake Derek’s outstretched hand.
 
“So nice to meet you too,” I manage without mumbling.
 
“We should get going, Jamaal is meeting us at the bar.” Derek turns toward the door and I give Kayla a look.
 
“Jamaal?” I mouth at her with a look of complete shock.  My eyes feel like they will pop right out and bounce off the floor.
 
“Don’t,” she whispers and pushes me toward the door. Derek is halfway down the hall as we lock up.
 
“I will kill you for sure for this,” I whisper back.
 
“Come on, don’t be like that. Besides, Derek is mixed race so there’s an even chance his cousin is white.”
 
I roll my eyes at her as we follow Derek down the stairwell.  “Right, Jamaal just might be white. What are the odds of that?”
.
.
* * * 
.
.

I’m seething as we drive to the bar where Jamaal waits for us. Kayla and I have discussed race many times when it comes to dating. I’m from a small town in a red state and my parents would be appalled if I even hinted at being involved with a person of color. Don’t get me wrong, they are not racists and I was raised to be a good Christian woman with compassion for all of God’s children. But Kayla knows that I am completely uninterested in dating a black man. She also knows that I’m somewhat surprised that she’s dating a black man, but that certainly explains all the secrecy. Although she and Derek have only been dating for a few weeks, this was the first time he’s ever come to our apartment. She on the other hand has been spending more and more nights at his place. Uh huh.
 
The town I grew up in had a small number of black kids so it’s not like I didn’t know anything about them. And at the hospital we get more than our share of people of all colors, from Asians to Mexicans, Africans and Middle Eastern types, even the occasional terrorist. No seriously, once we had a terrorist with a sizeable police escort making sure he didn’t escape or blow himself up in his hospital bed.
 
So I’m a modern woman, used to seeing people of color as people and holding nothing back when it came to caring for them in my profession. It’s just that I am not at all interested in being with a black man in any way. Not on a date, not in bed and certainly not raising a family. I have no problem with mixed race couples when I see them on the street, although truth-be-told, seeing Kayla hanging onto every word that Derek says is a little much. I keep my eyes focused on the street as we drive through the rain and hope the evening is over soon.
 .
.
* * * 
.
.

As we find parking at the bar, I glance a little more closely at Derek. He’s an attractive man, I’ll give Kayla that. He’s got a strong jaw and beautiful skin, with deep-set eyes and a great looking physique. I try not to look at his bulge because I’m really not that kind of girl. Not like a short walk through a driving rain offers much opportunity to look at anything.
 
The bar is cool, modern and comfortable, with just the right amount of people to make it seem fun without being overwhelming. I scan the bar for a glimpse of Jamaal but I can’t pick him out of the crowd. There are more than a few black men and black couples at the bar and the tables. In fact, Kayla and I are virtually the only white women in the whole place. Suddenly I feel completely out of place and all I want to do is leave.

“Jamaal!” Derek says with raised hands and too much enthusiasm. He bear-hugs his friend before he can even get off the bar stool, but as they release each other his friend extends to his full height, which is a good six inches taller than Derek and close to a foot taller than me. I’m not a small woman but I’ve never been with or even known anyone as tall as this guy turned out to be.
 
“Ladies, my cousin Jamaal,” Derek practically bowed to us as he continued the introductions. Jamaal was very polite to Kayla but a bit dismissive when he acknowledged me. Not dismissive actually, more distracted. Not quite rude but, not quite not rude if you know what I mean. What really surprised me was how much it bothered me. I may not be the knock-out that Kayla was but I knew I was no slouch either.
 
We made our way to a table and ordered drinks while I watched the three of them ignore me. I felt like a complete third wheel, except that I was really a fourth wheel, which really makes no sense at all. After about ten minutes of being left out of the conversation I motioned to Kayla that I needed to go to the ladies room and I wanted her to come with me. She tried to resist but I gave her a look that she didn’t dare ignore.
 
“What is wrong with you, Margot?”
 
“Wrong with me? You’re kidding, right?”
 
“Are you just determined to not enjoy yourself to spite me for making you come with us?”
 
“I feel like I’m not even here. Jamaal seems to see only you, and Derek seems to want to please Jamaal as well. Is this a setup for a threesome or what?”

“Look,” Kayla said as she checked her makeup in the mirror, “Derek and I will be heading upstairs soon so you’ll have Jamaal all to yourself, okay?”

“Upstairs? Where upstairs? You’re leaving me?”

“You’ll be fine and it’s not forever. Derek wants to show me the space he’s been working on.” It occured to me that Kayla mentioned that Derek was an architect. “We’ll just be a few minutes, half hour at most.”

I tried to keep my composure but I didn’t. As Kayla dropped her lipstick in her bag and turned toward the door I grabbed her arm.

“Hey, you’re hurting me.”

“Yeah, and that’s nothing compared to what I’m going to do to you if you leave me with a guy I just met. A guy I’m not the least bit interested in, and I’m sure you know why.”

“Jeez, Margot, get a grip.” Kayla pulled her arm out of my hand. “So he’s black, I’m not asking you to sleep with him, just have a drink with him and give me a few minutes. That’s all I’m asking.” She exited the washroom before I had a chance to respond.

I turned to face the mirror. I didn’t see anyway out of it so I followed Kayla out the door.
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Chapter 3
.
.

A few weeks ago…

“Do you ever spend the night with a guest?” he asked after he came in my mouth. He’s made a point of kissing me deeply almost before I could swallow. I was not surprised - it seemed like guests went out of their way to prove what gentlemen they were. I’m sure a shrink would have a field day with that.

“Of course,” I said. “I thought you were just interested in a couple of hours.”

“I thought so too but now that I have you here I think I might want you to stay the night.” He reached down and fingered my pussy as he kissed me again. “Seems like you wouldn’t mind staying,” he said with a sly grin.

I didn’t have the heart to tell him that I always insert a generous amount of lube before I make my way to the penthouse, and besides, why spoil my chances of turning a two hour minimum into an overnighter. He wasn’t altogether unattractive.

He slipped another finger into my pussy, then a third. “If I do request you for the evening, are there any limits on the number of times I can fuck you?”

“As long as you can get hard enough to keep the condom in place,” I said.

“Do we have to use a condom every time?”

“How old is your test certificate?” 

“Brand new this week.” He reached for his wallet on the nightstand and showed me the proof of his lack of communicable diseases.

“You know about the bareback surcharge, right?”

“That is not a problem at all,” he said as if to emphasize the size of either his expense account or net worth.

“Let me make a call then and we can get right back to it.”

“I thought the billing was all automated,” he said.

“It is,” I said as I dialed my phone and cupped his balls with my other hand. “I just wanted to let my roommate know she’ll be covering for me at the hospital tomorrow morning.” 

“You’re a nurse? Did you bring your scrubs with you?”

“Sorry but next time you’re in town, give me a heads-up and I’ll bring an old fashioned uniform from the fifties.”
.
.
* * * 
.
.

 Six months ago…

By the time I got back to the table, Kayla and Derek were already leaving. Jamaal stood and pulled out my chair for me, which I love, but I was so pissed at Kayla I was almost rude. Jamaal didn’t seem to notice as he slid my chair under me and motioned to our waiter for another round of drinks.

“I’m fine,” I said. 

“Suit yourself,” he said but he made no effort to inform the waiter of my wishes. “Would you like to look at a menu?”

“Shouldn’t we wait for them to get back?”

“We could but I doubt we’ll see them again before morning.” Jamaal smiled at me without a hint of irony.

“Okay, that’s quite enough for one night, I’m getting an Uber,” I said as I pulled my phone out of my purse.

“You really should let me buy you dinner, Margot. I’d like to talk to you about an opportunity that you might find interesting.”

“Why in the world should I do that? I don’t know you, I’m not remotely interested in any ‘opportunities’ and I am not the least bit hungry. I just want to go.” I tapped the Uber app on my phone and requested service.

“How long do I have before your driver arrives?” Jamaal asked with another megawatt smile. The man was so cheerful it was beginning to annoy me, but he did have a killer smile. And eyes. 

“You’ve got eight minutes,” I said against my better judgement. I knew I should just walk out of the restaurant and wait on the sidewalk but the man was unrelenting in his polite persuasiveness. 

“No problem,” he said as the waiter arrived with our drinks. I was about to decline mine when Jamaal touched my hand. The distraction was just enough to allow the waiter to escape before I had a chance to say anything. The pressure from his fingers was just enough to pin my hand to the table without being in any way threatening or intimidating. I looked him fully in the face but was unable to speak.

“Derek asked me here tonight to meet you because I asked him to introduce me to the most beautiful women in Chicago.”

I laughed. “Really, that’s your line? Does that ever work?”

“All the time, because it’s true. But let me explain further.”

“You’d better because I’m ready to wait outside after that lame-ass attempt…” I almost reached for my bag but he still had my hand pinned to the table. 

“I work for the company that just bought this hotel. We own several very exclusive properties like this around the country and soon in Europe and Asia. We cater to a very exclusive clientele and integral to the experience we provide is the opportunity to introduce wealthy businessmen to extremely attractive young women, like yourself.”

I tried to digest all that he had just said. “So you’re a pimp and this place is a brothel?”

“No, of course not, prostitution and procuring is illegal and my company has invested hundreds of millions of dollars in our properties. We would never flout the law and put our investors assets at risk.”

“So what’s the catch?” I glanced at my phone to see how long before my ride would arrive.

“There’s no catch,” Jamaal said with the most sincerely insolent smile I have ever witnessed first-hand. “We have found that if the men are rich enough and the women are beautiful enough, we are able to charge an outlandish rate for the rooms and our occupancy rate would be the envy of the industry, if we were to divulge that information, which we don’t.”

“So you’re running a modern-day version of the Playmate Mansion?”

“In a way, I guess you could say that, but no bunny costumes, and of course Hugh Hefner is dead.” He pointed at my phone. “Do you want to cancel your ride?”

I looked at him long and hard for a few seconds. I knew I was going to regret it but I hit the decline button on the app and settled back in my chair. “Maybe I will have a look at the menu.”

“Great. I know you’ll enjoy the food as we own the restaurant too and I know the chef by reputation.” Jamaal motioned to the waiter, who was always hovering nearby, which was beginning to make more and more sense.

“By the way, what’s the name of this place? The hotel I mean.”

“The Penthouse Hotel.”
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Chapter 4
.
.

A few weeks ago…

“This is my first time at the hotel,” he said, and I had no trouble believing him. He sat on the edge of the bed so I sat next to him. We were both fully clothed.

“That’s fine, I haven’t been here long, and since this place is so new we’re used to first-time guests.”

“Mind if I ask a few questions?” 

“Not at all. It’s not like the hotel offers a written guide to the penthouse or the rules of the road or anything.”

“Which I totally get, but I don’t want to make you uncomfortable or anything, I just want to know how everything works.” He undid the knot in his tie as he talked. “Mind if I ask any personal questions as well?”

Ah, now we get to the heart of the matter. “Within reason.”

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“Not at the moment.”

“Are most of the women here in a similar situation?”

“Most are but not all.”

“Meaning?”

“Some of the girls have boyfriends, some are married.”

He shook his head slightly. “I’d heard that but I just can’t believe it.”

I smiled. “What, that a married woman might like it here? I’ve never been married but I understand a lot of married women really like sex.”

He started unbuttoning his shirt so I unzipped my dress. “Yeah, I get that, my wife likes sex well enough but not in a million years would she ever consider doing something like this.” He gave me a sheepish look. “No offense.”

“None taken. I know this is outside the norm for most people but it’s not much different than dating for us single woman. As for the married ones, you can always look for a ring in the penthouse and find out directly what the attraction is.”

He took his shirt off and undid his belt and pants. I slipped out of my dress. “I saw one woman who had a ring on and a scarf as well. Made we wonder if her husband knows where she is and what she’s doing.”

“I couldn’t  say, but I doubt that he’s completely in the dark. Like I said, I’ve never been married but I’d guess the logistics would be tough if he didn’t know what she was doing. Heck, as I understand it, some men get off on it.”

He slipped out of his clothes all together and stepped toward me as I sat on the edge of the bed. He guided his erection into my mouth and held the back of my head as he pushed his cock down my throat. And here I thought he was shy...
.
.
* * * 
.
.

 Six months ago…

Dinner came and went as I peppered Jamaal with questions about the hotel. Basically the place was a high end whore house with elaborate systems to disguise its true nature from the law, the companies which usually paid for the activities and all the people who might object to the presence of a cat house in their neighborhood, city, or the lives of their loved-ones. I took it all in as best I could, more out of curiosity than anything else. Except for Kayla’s involvement. 

“Where did Kayla and Derek go, and how involved is she in this operation?” I asked. 

“Derek took Kayla upstairs to see the penthouse. I’m not sure she’s decided to sign on as a participant but usually we don’t take that step without a good idea about a woman’s level of interest.”

“And it’s all women who work for you?”

“Not at all, we have men as well, but the ratio is is about five to one female to male.” Jamaal motioned for the check. “Would you like to take the tour?”

“I am not in the least interested in working for you, so why would you ask if I want to go upstairs? Is this part of the sales process?”

Jamaal smiled. He did that a lot. “We don’t have to sell anything. We have several roles that support our business and deliver the level of service our guests have come to expect and enjoy, so if you’re at all interested in knowing what we have to offer you, we should really go upstairs. Plus, the place is amazing.”

The alarm bells in my head were going crazy but I was also dying to see what the penthouse looked like. Jamaal had talked mostly in generalities about the nature of the hotel and the services provided and such. My mind was overloading but the desire to see the place was overwhelming. 

“Let’s go,” I said. 

We bypassed the main bank of elevators for the service elevator in a short hallway off the back of the lobby. “We’re not quite open so the access in the main elevators is not operating yet,” Jamaal said as we entered the blanket-clad lift.

“So all the elevators go to the penthouse?” I asked.

“Yes, we don’t want to create anything that will draw attention or discourage visits by our guests.”

“It’s the main attraction for staying here, right?”

“That’s right.” The door opened and after we exited the door closed behind us. I tried to stay calm but suddenly I was feeling mounting anxiety about my rash decision to follow a man I just met to a deserted part of a of a still under-construction hotel. Without even thinking about it I walked a few steps behind Jamaal, which he noticed.

“Don’t worry, the elevator isn’t locked, you can leave whenever you like. I’m not interested in doing anything but show you what we’re building here.”

Jamaal certainly seemed to know exactly what to say. I calmed down a bit.

We turned a corner and suddenly the city spread out before us. The view of the skyline was breathtaking, made all the more spectacular by the floor-to-ceiling curved glass that formed the outer wall of the room. I looked up and the ceiling was glass as well, making it appear that we were outside. The effect was overwhelming. 

“Takes your breath away, doesn’t it?” Jamaal said. “Follow me.”

We walked along the window as is curved around the building. Outside on the roof was a gorgeous garden that narrowed as we walked, the curved glass arcing ever-closer to the edge of the square rooftop. I could see that the curve would eventually take us out past the edge of the roof and that the floor of the penthouse that hung over the edge of the roof was glass as well, allowing a clear view of the street hundreds of feet below. I felt a little dizzy.

I let him show me the interior rooms without saying much. The center of the floor was like a warren of party rooms and living quarters, all done up to the max. The place seemed hugely expensive for what amounted to a loss-leader as, according to Jamaal, nobody paid to stay in the penthouse. He made a point of telling me that.

“A penthouse is any structure that is smaller than the rest of a building that sits on the roof.” Jamaal said. “Technically that makes this a penthouse even though it’s unlike any other in the world. We want to draw attention to our most defining feature.”

I couldn’t be sure, but the way Jamaal said ‘defining feature’ seemed like he was talking about more than the penthouse. I looked at him as he walked me back to the elevators, and found myself a little disappointed that he didn’t try to make a move with me. He really was a stunningly attractive and very masculine man, which was making up for the fact that he was black. Besides, it wasn’t like I was going to bring him home to my family - I just wanted him to be a little more interested in me.

“So what do you think?” Jamaal asked as the elevator doors closed. The tour was over but I saw no signs of Kayla and Derek. My guard was up again.

“What do I think about what? The facility is beautiful, but I’m still not exactly sure why you showed it to me.”

Jamaal smiled. “I’m from corporate so I love showing off our assets and seeing what kind of an impact they have on people.”

“On people? Don’t you mean women?” I wasn’t smiling.

“No, not just women. We invite men to sign on too as I said before.” The doors to the elevator opened and Jamaal offered his arm to escort me back through the hallway and the lobby of the hotel. I put my hand on his forearm and had to admit he was quite the gentleman. And if his arm was any indication, he was in excellent shape. His forearm felt like is was the size of my calf but made of stone. I also noticed again how great he smelled. 

“So where did Kayla and Derek go?” I asked as we put on our coats by the front door. “Will I ever see her again, or have you spirited her away to some pleasure palace on the other side of the world?”

“As a matter of fact, she’s on her way to the airport right now,” Jamaal said with the slightest smirk. “Derek arranged to have the company jet fly them to New York so she could see a fully-functioning Penthouse Hotel before negotiations went any further. Would you care to join them, as my guest?”

Cleary Jamaal was a man who loved to bowl a girl right over.
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Chapter 5
.
.

A few weeks ago…

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked as the door closed. It was one of the best rooms in the hotel.

“I’ll have whatever you’re having.”

He poured scotch into two glasses and we toasted and sipped. He looked me over and put the glass down on the bar.  We undressed without saying another word to each other. I was too intimidated to break the silence. This was a man who just exudes confidence and control, a man in charge who was obviously used to getting his way on everything. He looked like he stepped out of a business magazine, tall, handsome but not pretty, in great shape but didn’t work at it too hard, with just a hint of grey around his temples and a full head of hair. His suit was expensive, his watch even more so (and who wears a watch anymore?). Old enough to be my father but could not be more different than my blue-collar dad.

In bed he was amazing - generous, gentle but not too, and he smelled great. He had paid the bareback premium (which I love) and made full use of it. He fucked my cunt, he came in my mouth, licked my pussy as few men ever had and asked me if I enjoyed anal. I was about to say no but something about him told me that if I was ever going to have a good experience with the dark passage, this was it. He was very gentle in warming me up with his finger and very careful about letting me guide the pace of his penetration. His cock was a good size but not too big, so I adjusted to having him in me without much difficulty and he paced himself perfectly.  By the time he came, I had orgasmed twice and I knew that anal was going to be an important part of my repertoire from now on. 
.
.
* * * 
.
.

 Six months ago…

Jamaal drove to the airport in near total silence. I didn’t feel like asking anymore questions - I was more concerned with worrying about what I was getting myself into. A few hours ago I didn’t know this man and now he was supposedly driving me to the airport to supposedly fly me and my roommate to New York to see a supposedly brothel-like hotel that he supposedly worked for. Yeah, alarm bells were going off like mad in my head. 

I was so distracted that I didn’t even realize we were driving to Midway instead of O’Hare. We were there before I knew it and we drove right up to the plane. I had texted Kayla in the car but didn’t get a response, but she came to the door of the plane and waved so she must have gotten my text. I was so relieved to see her. 

“Can you believe we’re doing this?” she asked me as I climbed the stairs. 

“No, I really can’t and you have a lot of explaining to do,” I said.

“Let’s save all that for when we get home,” she said as she turned and ducked into the small door on the jet. I finally took a moment to look at the thing and I was impressed by the sleek lines and twin jet engines on the back of the fuselage. The interior was even more impressive. 

“Margot,” Derek said as I entered the cabin, “great that you decided to come.”

“Like I had a choice. What’s the big idea of abducting my roomie without so much as a word in the car earlier.” I was having trouble controlling my emotions all of a sudden. The sheer stupidity of what we were doing really caught up with me.

“I really didn’t expect the evening to go this way,” Derek said. “ The corporate jet just happened to be available on short notice and was headed for New York anyway so I improvised.”

“Uh huh, sure.” I was ready to start backing down a bit when I felt Jamaal touch my arm as the door to the plane was locked shut. Suddenly it was all too real.

“Buckle up, folks,” the voice on the intercom said. “We’re cleared for takeoff.”

I fell into the window seat facing Kayla and Jamaal sat next to me. I felt like I was trapped and I knew that feeling would only intensify once we were airborne. It was time to demand some details. Rather it was way past time.

“We can always stop and let you out if you’re that uncomfortable,” Jamaal said after I voiced another concern that everything was happening way too quickly.

“No!” Kayla said. “Margot, calm down, we’re going to be fine. I let my folks know where we’re going and with who so take it easy.” The jet was suddenly moving forward toward the runway. It was now or never.

“Okay, I’ll go along for this wild ride, but somebody better tell me why we’re doing this or I’m going to raise such a stink you’ll be begging the pilot to turn around and let me off.”

Derek started to say something when Kayla cut him off. 

“Here’s the bottom line, Margot. I’m tired of my life. I want something more fun, more exciting, and most importantly, more likely to lead somewhere.” She turned to Derek and nodded to him. “I never really explained who Derek and I met because I knew you’d freak out about it but now you have to just listen to me.”

Boy, did I get an earful.






.
.
.
Chapter 6
.
.

A few weeks ago…

Kayla started making noises about moving out of our apartment and into the penthouse full time last night. Needless to say, I was not happy, if not surprised either. She’d been spending more and more time there. 

“So you’re bailing on me, just like that?” I asked. 

“Come with me. You know you love it too.”

“I don’t love it, not enough to move in full time.  Don’t you ever give that cunt of yours a rest?”

Kayla gave me a look like my mother used to give me. “Look, I know what I’m proposing but I’m not saying it’s forever. Derek suggested…”

“You’re still seeing him?” I was floored. I figured Derek the Pimp had moved on to other targets by now.

“Now and then is all. But he suggested we fly down to Atlanta for an overnight. He said that there are more girls to talk to about long-term prospects since it’s the first hotel they built.”

“Don’t they have a lot of black guests down there? Is that why you really want to go?” I’d yet to take on a guest of color even though I’d had ample opportunities.

“I guess, but I’m more interested in talking to the girls than sleeping with the guests. Besides, Derek is doing a fine job of reminding me why I love a big black cock.” She smiled at me.

“Very funny.” I had to admit I was interested in visiting the legendary Atlanta Penthouse Hotel, where the whole thing started. In addition to our trip to New York, we’d visited a couple of the other hotels around the country and each one was amazing in its own way.

“Well I’m going this weekend if you’d like to join me. Let me know as soon as you can so Derek can make the arrangements.”
.
.
* * * 
.
.
 Six months ago…

The flight to New York was pretty calm but the mood in the cabin was anything but. It turns out that Derek is in no way a designer or an architect or anything to do with building anything. Turns out Derek is a pimp, pure and simple. A high-class, high-end, high-powered pimp, no doubt, but a pimp nonetheless. They met through one of the other nurses at the hospital who has already taken the trip to New York and signed up to be a live-in whore at the new Chicago Penthouse Hotel. Kayla said she knew I wouldn’t approve so she never mentioned it to me, and was she right about that.

“So you’re thinking about becoming a whore?” I asked not even trying to keep the contempt out of my voice. “Do you understand what you’re doing with your life, Kayla?”

“I think I have a pretty good idea,” Kayla said with equal contempt. “It’s not all that different from what we’ve been doing for the past 3 years, except I don’t have anything to show for it besides a bunch of expensive dinners and weekend trips and broken promises. My student loans won’t be paid off for a decade at this rate and I’ll likely still be waiting for who-knows-what to happen to me. Well I think I’m ready to make it happen for myself and stop worrying about the future.”

I didn’t respond to Kayla’s tirade. I didn’t want to air anymore of our fracturing relationship in front of Derek and Jamaal, so Kayla and I spent the rest of the flight ignoring each other. I stared out the window for most of the flight. I really didn’t feel like spending the rest of the evening at a New York whorehouse but I didn’t say anyway out of it. 

Derek had a car waiting for us at the airport but it just drove us to a waiting helicopter for a quick flight into the city. We landed on the roof of the hotel and were greeted by a bellboy who escorted us downstairs to the penthouse. The room was completely different from the Chicago version, not least because this one was crowded with people. Derek took the lead in guiding us to a bar in one of the party rooms and gave us a few details on what was happening as the bartender poured our drinks. 

“The scarves are the key,” he said as he motioned to a woman wearing a bright red silk Hermes around her neck. “The brighter the color, the more she costs. The longer the scarf, the more interested she is in spending time alone with a guest. That’s not to say she will go with anyone who approaches her. One of the most important aspects of our arrangement with our employees is that they all have the right to say no. We aren’t in the business of dictating anything, we just facilitate mutually delightful encounters.” 

Kayla had a million questions so I just listened and sipped my martini. I didn’t want to give anyone the impression that I was the least bit interested in any ‘mutually delightful encounters’ but it would have been rude to walk away. I kept looking around the room as I listened.

I poked Jamaal. “I see a lot of women here who are not wearing a scarf at all. Are they like us, prospects?”

“Some, but more likely they are just here to enjoy the evening. We are open to the public.”

“How can that be?” I asked. “Don’t you have a lot of misunderstandings?”

“Occasionally, but less than you might imagine. Most of the people who know how we operate have been here before and know what to look for and how to be discreet.”

“So if I just wandered around and looked like I wanted to get laid but didn’t have a scarf on, nobody would stuff a wad of cash in my underwear by mistake?”

Jamaal smiled. “No, not even close. For one thing we don’t permit cash payments, for anything.”

“So the women are tagged and priced, but not the men?” I knew I was about to cross a line but I really didn’t care.

“Oh the men are tagged as well. Look closely and see if you can figure it out,” Jamaal said. 

I looked around but I couldn’t tell how the men were tagged. What I did see was that the men in the room looked great! All of them were tall, handsome and impeccably dressed. I decided to get a closer look.

“I’m going in,” I said to Kayla even though she was totally engrossed in Derek. I waded into the crowd and tried to catch the eye of a gorgeous hunk standing at the bar. He smiled at me, more polite than interested, then he turned his back to me and motioned to the bartender. I thought he was going to buy me a drink when a stunning woman in a short black dress and a long red scarf walked up to him and kissed him on the cheek. He put his arm around her waist and they walked off like two long-lost lovers reunited.

I motioned to the bartender myself. “Vodka martini, dirty,” I said as he approached with a bar towel to wipe the already clean bar. I couldn’t help but notice that he was damned good looking too.

“New here?” he asked as he fixed my drink. 

“Is it that obvious?” 

“No, not really, but most of the scarfless women are either new or married and I don’t see a wedding ring on you.” He poured my martini.

“It’s all about the scarves, then?” 

“Not always, but they really help. How did you hear about us?”

I gave him a quick recap of the evening so far and nodded toward Jamaal and Derek on the other side of the room. 

“So you’re not spending the night here?” the bartender asked as he refilled my glass. 

“I really don’t know. Depends on what they have in mind I guess.”

“What do you have in mind?” he asked with a hint of a smirk.

I was taken back by his question. Until that moment I just assumed that we’d all be flying back to Chicago before the sun rose, but now I was intrigued by the nameless bartender’s pointed innuendo.  

“My name is Margot,” I said as I stuck my hand out.

“Mark,” he said as he shook my hand. “I’m off in ten minutes if you’re interested.” 

I was floored. Did every woman in the place just offer themselves up to whoever asked or was there something about me that just screamed that I wanted to get laid? Or was Mark so fucking handsome that he never got no for an answer?

“Let me check with my ride and I’ll get back to you,” I said in an obvious dodge of the real question at hand.

“Suit yourself,” Mark said as he cleared my glass and wiped the bar for the twentieth time. The he smiled at me and my knees almost buckled.







.
.
.
Chapter 7
.
.

A few weeks ago…

The trip down to Georgia was quick and uneventful as was the drive to the hotel in the heart of downtown. I didn’t bring up the notion I had that Kayla’s real reason for getting me to go with her was to try and get me to sleep with a black man for the first time in my life. I’d save that nugget for the trip home - assuming that my all-white track record remained intact. Which I was determined to make sure of. 





The fact that Derek hadn’t joined us on the the trip was also a bit of a disappointment. I was looking forward to pushing Kayla’s buttons when it came to her quasi-boyfriend but no luck there. A last minute conflict meant we were flying into Atlanta on our own - on the company jet though, so at least we could enjoy that perk of our new lives. 

I have to admit, the Atlanta Penthouse Hotel was physically a bit of a disappointment. I could tell it was the first attempt and there was no getting around the fact that the later versions of the concept were lights out better. That said, the place was still exciting, mostly because it was so crowded but also because the place was crawling with great-looking men. I wouldn’t have been surprised if Kayla told me that there was a convention in town of male models. The fact that most of them were black only made it that much more intriguing and exciting. 

Atlanta differed from the other Penthouse Hotels we’d seen in that there was more of a common room for the girls just off the main party spaces. We we arrived we took a quick stroll around before going back to the common room. There were a dozen or so girls sitting around talking in small groups, and as soon as we walked in a couple of them approached us. 

“You must be the nurses from Chicago,” one of them said. “I’m Charlene and this is Toni. Derek told us to make sure you two were welcomed and taken good care of so let us know if there’s anything you need.” She was breathtakingly beautiful, as was her friend, and truth-be-told, so were all of the women in the room. It’s not often I feel like the ugly duckling in a group, but this was certainly one of them.

“We do have a few questions before hitting the floor,” Kayla said. She asked about the arrangements and the protocols for getting paid if we decided to stay with someone. That’s Kayla, always making sure the money is handled properly. I wondered if she would ever be comfortable with giving sex away again. 

“Derek will make sure of it, so just have fun,” Charlene said. “Are you planning to stay long?”

“We might be, depends,” I said. “Let me ask you something. We’ve been hearing about a number of girls marrying clients. Is that true?” Kayla gave me a look.

“We’ve had a couple of girls marry out just in the last month and probably a dozen so far this year. Why”

“I’m surprised is all.”

“Do you mean that they’d be willing to stop or that the men would be interested?”

“Both I guess.”

Charlene smiled a sly smile and leaned toward us. “I think the word is out that there’s no wife like an ex-whore.”
.
.
* * * 
.
.
 Six months ago…

As I made my way back across the room to Kayla and Derek and Jamaal, I was struck again by how many gorgeous women were wearing red scarves. I’ve never been modest about my looks but I felt downright ugly in this place. Mark’s offer, which I really had no intention of taking, at least made me feel a little better about myself. 

“Enjoying yourself?” Jamaal asked as I approached. He stood to hold my chair for me, which seemed pretty old-school but felt good anyway. 

“Are we staying the night or flying back to Chicago so Kayla and I can get a shift in tomorrow,” I asked loud enough for everyone at the table to hear. 

Kayla frowned at me. “Jesus, Margot, lighten up, will you?” She turned toward Jamaal. “Will you make sure she gets laid so we can all relax a little?”

Derek smiled and leaned toward Jamaal. “Why don’t you show Margot the scarf room?” 

“There’s a whole room just for scarves?”

“Come with me,” Jamaal said as he stood up. 

We made our way through a maze of halls to a room that was full of racks of scarves. The walls were complete covered with colors, mostly red but in varying shades and lengths, all of them beckoning to be worn. I was, once again, floored.

“How many women can you accommodate in this place at once?” I asked. 

“We want to make sure whatever you desire is always available,” Jamaal said. “The staff makes sure we’re never out of stock on any shade or any length, since our business model is built on the premise.”

“The premise?” 

“The premise that you are always in control of the situation. Whatever you desire, we provide exactly the right combination of availability and compensation.”

I looked around at the array of colors. The room had to be worth tens of thousands of dollars just in the cost of the scarves themselves. I couldn’t imagine the compensation it all represented. Not to mention the amount of sex as well.

“You have yourselves quite a business model here,” I said.

“Yes we do.” Jamaal motioned to the woman standing in the corner partially hidden from the rest of the room. “Carol, why don’t you help Margot while I step out for a few minutes?” 

Carol was tall and beautiful, impeccably dressed and very personable. She explained how the varying shades and lengths indicated a woman’s level of interest and cost. I tried to digest it all but was overwhelmed. 

“Why don’t we start you off at the high end of the cost spectrum and the low end of the availability range, just so you can get your feet wet?”

I wanted to object that I wasn’t a whore and wasn’t interested in getting my feet, or anything else wet but I felt myself just getting swept away with the whole idea of the place. All the scarves on the wall and all the lovely women in the penthouse wearing scarves made it seem like not wearing one made me stick out, like I was out of sync with the world. With this world, anyway.






.
.
.
Chapter 8
.
.

A few weeks ago…
 
The room was really hopping and Kayla and I danced with a half dozen men each to a driving beat in the course of the evening. I was talking to a couple of great looking guys at one of the stand-up tables near the dance floor when I noticed Kayla sneak out toward the elevators. I realize that she did say it was an overnight trip but I would have liked a heads-up before she ditched me. My slight annoyance and the expensive tequila made me do something I’d never done since we started at the hotel.

“Either of you good-looking men like to take me to your room and fuck the hell out of me?” I asked with an aggressive smile. They looked at each other and smiled as well.

“Why don’t you come to my room and fuck us both?” said the taller one who’s name I didn’t catch.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s go.”
.
.
* * * 
.
.

 Six months ago…

Carol explained to me that by selecting a scarf that indicated I was really expensive but not all that enthusiastic about having sex would mean that I would get a few looks and maybe a little bit of interest but probably nothing more.

“A little bit of interest?” I asked. “What does that mean?”

“Someone might buy you a drink, ask you to dance, or chat you up, that sort of thing. But unless he’s getting a strong vibe from you that you’re interested, and he’s willing to pay top dollar for your time, it won’t go any further.”

“And I can always say no, right?”

“Always.” Carol handed me a short scarlet scarf. I looked at it without much comprehension so she took it back and looped it around my neck. She tied a knot and straightened it and motioned toward the door. “All set?”

“I guess,” I said. “I’m still not sure I want to do this.”

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. But I think you will be very surprised at the way men look at you and how it makes you feel.” She nudged me out the door of her scarf room. “Just relax and have fun.”

I stood at the entrance to the party room and looked around at the guests and the other girls. I was the only girl I could see who was wearing my color and length scarf. All the other girls had longer scarves, lighter colored red, even some pink scarves. I know either Jamaal or Carol had explained what a pink scarf indicated but I couldn’t for the life of me remember what they said. 

As I was lost in thought, a handsome man in an expensive suit walked toward me. I had to will myself to stand still and not run in the opposite direction. I couldn’t understand what was so tough about talking to some stranger about nothing at all with the idea that it might lead to sex. After all, I’d been doing exactly that since I was old enough to drink. I just never had such a blatant price tag attached to the situation - and to me!

“Hi, I’m Ron,” said the expensive suit in a deep voice. “I sense that you’re new here.”

“What gave me away?” I asked with a smile. Maybe I could to this.

“Forgive me, but you look like a deer in the headlights. Can I buy you a drink?”

“Vodka martini, thank you.” I was tempted to say ‘dirty’ but thought better of it. I didn’t want to lead him on, even though that’s what being here meant. 

Ron waived to a waiter and ordered. He pointed to a booth near the dance floor and I nodded before crossing the room. I felt like a prized something although I couldn’t exactly think of what.

“Can I ask you something?” I said as we sat down. “Why do I feel so self-conscious wearing this thing?” I pointed to my neck.

“I guess because it’s so  blatant. I know it took me a few visits before I got over my embarrassment at knowing what the scarves meant. We’re used to the pretense of ambiguity that clubs and bars offer and this place strips away all that.”

I felt a rush of relief. “You felt it too when you were new?”

“Of course. I can’t imagine anyone would be comfortable here on their first visit, other than sociopaths or worse. This place is pretty unique, at least in this day and age.”

“What do you mean?” 

“Not that I know first hand but from what I’ve read and seen in the movies, old-time brothels were a bit like this. No offense.”

“None taken, I guess. Tell me, am I now officially a whore, just by being here and wearing a price tag, or am I still just a wannabe until we actually do the deed?” I smiled at him as our drinks arrived.

“I think that matters only if you think it does, and if you do then you get to decide,” Ron said as he signed for the drinks. “But if you’d like to make it official, I’d love to make it happen for you.”

“Really?” I was overwhelmed by so many conflicting emotions. I couldn’t believe I was about to get paid to have sex, and a lot of money at that. Ron looked great - I probably would have slept with him for free if the opportunity had ever presented itself, but that was precisely the point - the opportunity to sleep with Ron would never have happened anywhere but here. He had to be at least ten years older than any of the boys I’d dated for the past few years and his income had to be a huge given what he was offering to pay me for an hour in the sack. I didn’t want to look like a fool by backing out now, or an idiot by being indecisive, but you don’t often get to cross many thresholds in life like this.

“Okay,” I said at last. “Let’s go.”





.
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Chapter 9
.
.

A few weeks ago…

I guess one thing I forgot to mention about my first threesome - both of the men were black. Very black. 

This being Atlanta I guess the odds were I’d be faced with popping my interracial cherry. I’m sure it was a big reason Kayla and even Derek suggested I go to the deep dark south. It is amazing what a difference geography makes. 

Malcolm and Ty were perfect for my first experiment with men of color. They were, in order of importance, gorgeous, charming, built, well-dressed, and did I mention gorgeous? Malcolm had a total Denzel thing about him with a ton of attitude and suave confidence, while Ty was much more subdued but so masculine and powerful. I’d be shocked if they hadn’t done this before, double-teaming a poor little northern white girl.  I’d eventually have to ask. 

But for now, we rode silently up the elevator due to the fact that we weren’t alone. An older couple was already in the elevator when the doors opened and they explained that they got on not realizing that the car was going up instead of down to the lobby. Sure enough, the button for the lobby was lit on the console. Malcolm pressed the button for the tenth floor.

“Oh, I’ve done that a million times myself,” I said in a nervous rush. They moved to one side of the car to make room for us and I walked in and turned to face the door as the men took up positions on either side of me. I guess if the couple didn’t know what the true nature of the Penthouse Hotel, the way Malcolm and Ty stood guard over me like two sentries towering over their charge, well I don’t know how the old farts could have missed what was about to happen. As the doors opened on our floor Malcolm stepped forward to hold the door open for me. After we all exited I glanced back as the doors were closing and caught the old man’s eye. He gave me quite the smirking smile. 

Malcolm’s room was just a few doors down from the elevators but it seemed like the walk took forever. I didn’t say a word as he inserted the key card in the lock and the door clicked. He pushed the door open for me and held it as I entered. We hadn’t spoken to each other since we left the penthouse. As I turned to my two black lovers, Malcolm took me by the shoulders and kissed me deeply, pulling me to him and pressing his massive cock against my body. I could feel it throbbing through both his suit and my dress. His tongue was deep in my mouth when I felt Ty reach under my dress and caress my ass. Before I could object, not that I had any intention of objecting to anything, Ty was tugging and my panties and sliding them down to me knees. He put a hand around my waist and pulled me slightly away from Malcolm, then he spread my cheeks with his other hand and fingered my pussy. His finger felt so good and big that I moaned into Malcolm’s kiss. His hands went to the zipper and I was soon falling out of my dress. I wasn’t wearing a bra and they each grabbed a breast and started kneeding and pinching my nipples. They were not gentle about it. Malcolm held the back of my head as he continued to probe my mouth with his tongue and Ty fingered my cunt. I was in heaven. 
.
.
* * * 
.
.

 Six months ago…

Looking back I can say that Ron was the perfect first client for a new whore. He was a perfect gentlemen, kind and gentle, generous and caring but a wonderful lover who made me feel like we were on a date instead of what was really happening. By the end of our lovemaking I found myself hoping I would see him again. 

“That was fantastic,” I said as I nestled in the crook of his arm. 

“You’re the one who was fantastic,” he said as he stroked my hair and gently played with my nipple. “I haven’t been with too many of the women here but this was are far and away the best experience I’ve ever had, at the hotel or anywhere else.”

“Oh come on, you must have been in love at some point in your life.” 

“I’ve been in love, but the sex was never this good,” Ron said. “This was really extraordinary.”

“You’re too kind,” I said as I propped myself up on an elbow. “So you think I have a future in my new profession?”

“Actually, from what I’ve heard, I doubt you’ll be doing this for long before somebody snaps you up.”

“What does that mean?”

“Some men are a lot more understanding about a woman’s history than you might think. I’ve talked with a couple of the women here who were wrapping up their careers, ready to get married and settle down.”

“With hotel guests?”

“That’s right,” Ron rolled out of bed and walked into the bathroom. “I’m told that it’s getting more and more common.”

“That’s hard to believe.” I stood and started to assemble my clothes.

Ron came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist. “Where do you think you’re going?”

“Well, it’s been almost an hour so I thought…”

“You thought wrong. I’m keeping you for the night.”

“At this rate?” I held up the scarf, the one that indicated I was to be paid $1000 an hour or $5000 for the entire evening.

“I told you I’ve never experienced anything like that before. Do you really think I’m going to let you just walk out the door?” He pulled me close to him and kissed me. “I hope you weren’t counting on getting a lot of sleep tonight.”

Yeah, I could get used to this.






.
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Chapter 10
.
.

A few weeks ago…

Malcolm finally let me come up for air but Ty’s finger in my cunt kept me squirming and moaning. “Can we move this to the bed?” I said at last.

Ty let go of my pussy and Malcolm led me to the bed. He eased me down as I slipped completely out of my dress. The two of them were out of their clothes in a flash and on me before I could get completely under the sheets and bedspread. Malcolm ripped the sheets back exposing me. “I want to see you, all of you.”

They were on me quickly. Ty’s mouth on my breast, Malcolm’s dick in my hand, Ty’s other hand on my pussy again, Malcolm kissing me even deeper than before. I was overwhelmed, not just with twice the attention and double the body parts, but now that I had a clear view of their two bodies, I was engulfed with new and conflicting emotions. Their naked bodies were so powerful, so hard, so black. Their cocks were huge. Their scent was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. I was helpless, delirious, and so turned on. 

Malcolm turned my shoulders so I faced him on the bed as he kissed me. Ty let go of my pussy and settled in behind me as I turned away from him. I felt his hard black cock sliding up and down the crack in my ass but he made no effort to enter me from behind. His hot breath was on my neck as his rough hands massaged my breasts from behind. Malcolm reached down and fingered my pussy just long enough to test my wetness. He lifted my leg and slid his cock to the folds he held open with his thumb. I moaned as he entered me but his mouth covered mine completely, stifling the sound. The size of his cock was all I could think about as he slid deeper into me. I’ve never felt so full but he pushed in more with each thrust. 

Ty must have decided that this was Malcolm’s turn as he released his hold on my breasts and slid off the bed. Malcolm rolled me on my back and proceeded to fuck me fast and hard.  After a few minutes of the best sex of my life, he climbed off me and spun me into a kneeling position. Suddenly I realized I was about to be spit-roasted for the first time in my life. Ty’s massive cock was inches from my lips as Malcolm’s cock slammed into my cunt from behind and I was pushed into my first black cock blowjob before I could object. 

Not that I would object.
.
.
* * * 
.
.

 Three months ago…

I saw Ron every few weeks for the next three months. Either he would fly me out to New York or, once the Chicago Penthouse Hotel opened, he came to see me. He always booked me for the night and I always enjoyed seeing him.

“Is it unusual,” I asked one of the old hands at the New York Penthouse, “for your first client to become a regular?” 

“Happens all the time.” Linda had been at the NYP since it opened two years ago and we’d become friends over the course of my frequent visits. “My first still sees me every month.”

“Doesn’t that strike you as a little weird?”

Linda thought about it for a few seconds. “Not really. I know I was pretty nervous my first time and I think there’s a good chance that it was quite obvious. I was pretty relieved by the end of the session and I’m sure that was obvious too.”

“Did you tell him he was your first?”

“No, I was specifically warned not to by the manager.”

“I wonder why.” I truly had no idea. 

Linda smiled at me. “This may be a whore house but it’s still corporate. They don’t want you to do anything that might upset the client or spoil the image they work so hard to project.”

“I guess.” I was not convinced. “Do you know if many of the girls experience the same thing?”

“Well, I haven’t taken a poll or anything but I know of at least a few girls who are still seeing their cherries. Diane married hers last year.”

I shook my head. “The whole marriage thing still freaks me out a little.”

“What, you mean you didn’t sign up to land a husband? You may be the only one who didn’t.”

“No, I get that, I’m sure it’s not much different than college or the workplace in that respect. I’m just surprised men are willing to consider us marriage material.”

Linda stood up and gathered her things. “I’m sure half the men who come here would never in a million years consider us marriage material. Probably way more than half. But it only takes one. One guy who’s tired of not getting laid by the old ball-and-chain, or who’s tired of the dating scene. I think the idea that we have no hang-ups when it comes to sex is a huge turn on for them. Then it’s a short leap from paying by the milking session to buying the cow.”

“Isn’t a wife more expensive in the long run that this?” I walked out with her.

“Only if they don’t know what they’re doing, and most of the men who can afford this place have a pretty good idea of how to protect themselves.”

“You make it sound like it’s nothing more than a long-term contract as opposed to a short-term one.”

“That’s exactly what it is.”






.
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Chapter 11
.
.

A few weeks ago…

We lay on the bed afterward in a tangle of bodies and a pool of sweat. I was sandwiched between Malcolm and Ty again in a kind of double spoon. I was spent. They had fucked me good for hours and I had they’re cum leaking out of every hole. My pussy and asshole were sore as hell and my jaw hurt from the size and duration of all the blowjobs but I had no complaints. Quite the surprising contrary. 

They two of them were sleeping and snoring as I contemplated what had just happened. The contrast of their dark skin next to mine was so fucking sexy. Their sweat and cum covered me but how it made me felt was a revelation. I was horrified and yet thrilled to be engulfed by their blackness. The smell of them, the feel of their skin, the coarseness of their hair, on their heads and above their cocks, was so strange and distinct. My lifelong avoidance of blacks in general and black men specifically was compounding my surreal mood. 

I thought about why I had been so afraid of sex with a black man. That was easy - they scared the shit out of me. I’d not had a lot of contact with other races growing up so all I knew about blacks was what I saw on TV and in movies, but most especially from rap videos. To me black men were gangstas, vile thugs who prayed upon women with a ferocious misogyny that was terrifying from a distance and unthinkable up close. From the time I started to notice boys, I was scared of blacks. Nothing in my experience changed my initial impressions. If anything, the little life experiences I’d had only cemented my attitudes. 

So how to explain, even just to myself, how I came to be lying between two very black, very strong, very masculine men who had just used me in exactly the way I thought they would. I’m sure it helped immensely that they were polite, non-threatening, well dressed and obviously rich. I realize that the rappers I saw in videos were also rich, but they played up their street cred and ghetto attitudes. Malcolm and Ty had none of that. That fact made all the difference. 

At first. 

Once they had me in their room and we were naked, my fears and revulsion at their blackness almost overwhelmed me. The newness of the experience of being touched and fondled and manhandled and fucked by black men made the whole experience incredibly electric. I’m sure that if we weren’t in a situation where I felt like I couldn’t tell them to stop, I never would have gone through with it. Not that I was forced to do anything. I just couldn’t resist. I was helpless in the face of their desire for me. I was repulsed by them, but I was unable to stop them. I felt degraded. I don’t know why. I’ve never had this feeling before, but I knew I wanted to feel this way again. 

I woke them up by gently grabbing their hairy black balls and squeezing just enough. 
.
.
* * * 
.
.

 Two months ago…

Ron asked me to go with him to the Caribbean for a week. I was more than shocked. I knew he was into me but this seemed to be a step beyond booking me at the hotels. I asked him how it would work. 

“I cleared it with your manager in Chicago, I just need to pay them for your time at the weekly rate and they’re fine with it.”

“I didn’t even know I had a weekly rate.” I really didn’t.

“Fifteen thousand for seven days. Almost as much as I’ll be spending for the trip but you’re worth it.”

I was floored. I knew Ron was rich but I had no idea he was thirty grand for a week at the beach rich. But I also wondered if I had a choice in the matter. “What if I have plans?” I regretted the question almost immediately. 

“I haven’t given you the dates yet, but I’ll play along. If you’re not busy, I would love to take you to St. Croix for a week. You let me know when you’re available.”

My mind was swirling, not just because of the way Ron asked me but also because of the money. The hotel just took a ten percent cut of whatever the client paid, so this week was going to put a cool $13,500 in my bank account. I’d already paid off all my student loans and then some. This would allow me to quit the hospital. Not that I didn’t love nursing, but laying on the beach sounded like a great way to live. 

But maybe I was getting ahead of Ron. “This seems like a change in our relationship. Or am I misreading your intent?”

Ron smiled. “I’m just asking you to come to the beach with me, nothing more.”

I did my best pouty lower-lip look and rolled my eyes. “And here I thought you might be talking about a honeymoon.”

Ron reached into his pocket. “Well now that you’ve proposed to me, maybe I should give you this.” He held out a powder blue box that could only contain one thing. 

“Really? Are you serious?” 

He opened the box. “If you’ll have me.” It must have been two carets. 

“Yes!”






.
.
.
Chapter 12
.
.

Last week…
 
Malcolm called me. I really didn’t expect to hear from him again but in this business you never know. 

“Hey Margot. Ty and I want to take you to a special place next time you’re in town. Any idea when you’ll be back in Atlanta?”

I paused, not because I didn’t know what to say but because I didn’t want to say it. “I don’t think I’ll be back in Atlanta, Malcolm. I’m getting married next week.”

“Really? Lucky guy. What day is the wedding?”

“It’s Saturday, why?”

“Why don’t you fly down on Wednesday for a bachelorette party like you’ve never seen before?”

“I can’t do that, I have way too much going on. And anyway, I’m getting out of the business. My fiance kind of insisted.”

“I won’t tell him if you don’t want me to.”

“Malcolm, listen to me. I’m getting married. I can’t fly to Atlanta.”

“Sure you can. In fact, I insist. You’re marrying some rich white dude, right? Well before you do, you need to make sure you’re doing the right thing. And given all the fun we had with you last week, I’m thinking you need to really think this through, with all the evidence.” 

“All the evidence?” I knew I should just stop talking to him and hang up but I couldn’t.

“Yeah, all the evidence. You really dug it last week with me and Ty, and I’m guessing you’d never been with a black man before. Well if you think that was fun, wait until you see the cellar.”

“What cellar?”

“The cellar of the Penthouse Hotel. It’s like nothing you’ve ever seen before, although you got a taste of it last week.”

“I really can’t, Malcolm. I promised my fiance.”

“When did you promise him, Margot?” 

“What do you mean?”

“Did you promise him you’d stop after you saw Ty and me last week or before?” 

I waited to answer. I want to lie but I couldn’t. Malcolm wasn’t going to let me lie. “Before.”

“That’s what I thought. I’m going to send a private jet to pick you up, Wednesday at 3. I’m also sending you a dress and shoes to wear. No need to wear or bring anything else but make sure you wear that dress. And don’t miss that flight, Margot. You’d never forgive yourself.”
.
.
* * * 
.
.
Wednesday morning I was beside myself. I couldn’t decide if I was going or not. I knew I shouldn’t. Ron was completely understanding about my life as a whore, as if he really had a choice. But his instructions were clear - no more. The past was the past but the future was going to be completely conventional. No more sleeping with other men for money. No more sleeping with other men period. He expected me to be a proper wife in all the usual ways. It sounded kind of boring but it’s what I agreed to. Why was I having second thoughts?

But they weren’t really second thoughts. I really loved Ron and I wanted to be his wife. I wanted to live in his coop in Manhattan and summer in the Hamptons and winter in Fiji. He said he wanted to treat me like a queen and he could afford a lavish lifestyle and he wanted to lavish that lifestyle on me, so why was I hesitating blowing off Malcolm’s invitation? It made no sense. 

I called Kayla. She’s moved to Atlanta to be with Derek full time, so she must know what the cellar was all about. Maybe I was just curious. Once I knew what Malcolm and Ty had in mind for me it would be easier for me to leave it behind and start my new life.

It was noon when Kayla returned my call. I had a million things to do for the wedding but given that I looked at my phone every 30 seconds all morning waiting for her call, it was pretty obvious I had to talk to her.

“The cellar, huh? Yeah, I know all about it. It’s my favorite place in the whole world, Margot.”

“Are you kidding me?” Kayla had a wicked sense of humor but she had to know that now was not the time for joking around. She was going to be my maid of honor on Saturday.

“Oh girl friend, you can’t believe what goes on in that place. I’ve only been the main attraction a couple of times, but it’s beyond anything you or I have ever experienced.”

“What do you mean, ‘the main attraction’?”

“I can’t talk about it, I’ve said too much already.”

“Well if you can’t tell me anything else about it than I just won’t go.”

“Oh you’ll go. You remember how you used to be about blacks and then Malcolm and Ty showed up and you’re helpless? You don’t have a choice, girl.”

I was mad now. “What do you mean I don’t have a choice? What are they going to do, abduct me?”

“Margot, honey. They already have.”





.
.
.
Chapter 13
.
.

Wednesday afternoon I found myself driving to the airport. By the time I landed in Atlanta, I was at peace with my decision. I decided to tell Ron about my visit after the fact. Maybe…

The flight down was over before I realized we had left the Chicago area. I kept thinking about what I might be giving up and about what I was getting myself into. Kayla’s words haunted me. What did she mean ‘they already abducted me’ anyway? No one forced me to get on that plane and I could get off in Atlanta and catch the next flight back to Chicago if I really wanted to. Nobody could stop me.

Except I knew I wouldn’t. I knew I had to know what was in store for me that evening as the ‘main attraction’ before I would get back on a plane. Malcolm didn’t have to physically drag me to the Atlanta, but he was forcing me there nonetheless.

There was a limo waiting for me at the airport. Still no one and nothing was compelling me forward but the forces that Malcolm and Ty had unleashed a week ago, forces that were beyond my ability to resist. As I looked without seeing at the passing trees and houses on the short trip to the hotel, my mind’s eye was fixated on the disparity between my white skin and the black torsos that had ravaged me that night. Even more than the physical acts, even more than the mental anguish, the stark contrast of our bodies drew me like a moth to a flame. 

At the hotel, Malcolm met me at the entrance and led me to the elevators. “I knew you’d come.” He was dressed in a suit and was even more imposing than I remembered. Was it just a week ago? I was lost in time and space.

The elevator opened in the lower bowels of the building to a scene right out of the movies. The hallway was crowded with people, men and women but mostly men, all of them black. I was the only white person and I drew the attendant stares from everyone as we passed through the crowd. Malcolm had put his arm around my waist and held my hand as he walked me to the main room, steadying me as we pushed through the throng of black people. I was beyond excited but not afraid. I have no idea why. 

The room was like a small theatre in the round with couches and chairs on all sides of a small elevated stage. On the platform was a contraption that looked like a medieval torture device, all polished wood and leather straps. I shuddered when I saw it but Malcolm held me firm and moved me inexorably toward it. He walked me up a couple of stairs and to the front of the device, but turned me away from it so that we faced the largest section of the audience. The crowd in the hall was filing into the theatre and taking their seats, talking and watching, some laughing, some looking on with a look of disgust. Mostly the men smiled and laughed - the women did not.  

“Everyone please take your seats.” I recognized Ty’s voice but he was behind us. I tried to look but the lights that flooded the platform blinded me. Malcolm turned me to look forward at the crowd. All of the seats were filled. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Malcolm said in a low, booming voice. “I’d like to introduce Margot to you all. Margot is new to our little group but we’re hoping she will visit us regularly after tonight. Please give her a warm welcome.” There was some scattered applause in the audience. “Come on now, people, you can do better than that.” More applause. “Maybe this will help you show your enthusiasm for our main attraction.”

And with that, Malcolm tore off my dress. 

The room exploded in whoops and whistles and applause. 

I tried to hide my nakedness but Malcolm restrained me. Then he walked me around the edge of the stage so all four sections of the audience could look at me. 

“So most of you know the drill here in the cellar, but for those who are new, and for Margot’s benefit, here’s how it works. I’ll ask for an opening bid to join us on stage. The bidding will continue until someone wins the coveted third spot. After the first round, we will open the bidding again and so on until Margot wants to stop or we run out of bidders. Any questions?”

“Yeah, how come you two get to play for free?” I couldn’t tell who called out.

“That’s easy. We brought Margot here. You can do the same by bringing your own white bitches, if you can convince them to come.” Laughter erupted.

“So if there are no further outbursts, who’s going to start the bidding?”

“A grand.”

“Twelve hundred.”

“Fifteen.”

“Two grand.”

Malcolm moved me around the stage again. “Come on people, you gonna let this fine piece of white ass go for a mere $2000?”

The bidding continued until the winner was named at $5500. I was barely able to comprehend what was going on. 

“That all goes to you, Margot, so make sure he enjoys himself and maybe you can get several rounds going.”

The winner joined us on stage. He was a huge man, very black and a little overweight, but it was clear he used to be an athlete or he  used to work out. I was afraid to see his cock. 

“Give the man some love, Margot, he just paid you a hefty sum for the privilege.” Malcolm eased me to my knees and my suitor undid his belt and trousers. I looked at Malcolm for direction but he was attending to the contraption behind us on the stage. When I looked back at my suitor, he was aiming the biggest black cock I’d ever seen at my mouth. He grabbed my hair and jammed it down my throat before I could react. I gagged and the crowd laughed and applauded.

“Plenty of time for more of that Stan. Bring Margot over here.”

Stan lifted me to my feet and walked me around the contraption. He and Ty showed me where to put my hands and Malcolm buckled the straps around my wrists. Then they lifted my feet off the ground and I was half kneeling on two slats of wood as they strapped in my ankles. I was almost in a doggy position but tilted a little higher in front. It was comfortable if somewhat precarious but I was complete immobile. 

I felt Malcolm’s hand on my back and heard him whisper, “This is going to be pretty plain vanilla unless you want something more. All cunt and mouth for the first round at least, and if you don’t want to do another round, no problem. Although I will tell you that once the crowd sees what you’re capable of providing, the bidding can get pretty wild.”

While Malcolm was soothing my concerns and stroking my back, Stan was pinching my nipple and Ty was massaging my pussy. I had a clear view of the audience as the lights had been dimmed enough for me to see faces. Everyone’s eyes were on me. Then the doors in the back of the theatre opened and in walked Jamaal - with Ron, my fiance. Or should I say my former fiance?





.
.
.
Chapter 14
.
.

Once the fucking and sucking started in earnest I tried to put Ron out of my head. Malcolm, Ty and Stan kept me busy and the crowd cheered us on at several points. I really had little choice in the matter. I wasn’t about to call it off entirely and it was obvious that my restraints were well designed to keep me in a constant state of availability, front and back. All three men were more than happy to keep my cunt and mouth full and each shot at least two loads of hot black cum into me, mostly in my pussy. I can’t tell you how long they lasted but by the end my twat was incredibly wet and well fucked. 

“At this point in the evening we usually ask our star if she would like to proceed with another round of participants. Since Margot is new here and we didn’t get a clear indication from her if this was going to be okay with her, let’s all try to encourage her to open up the bidding for three new participants.” Malcolm turned to me and said in a voice loud enough to be heard throughout the theatre, “What do say, Margot, will three more bidders be enough?”

The cum dripping from my pussy and the cheers from the audience combined to further inflame the wanton slut in me. I nodded to Malcolm, but he gave me a wicked grin and turned toward the crowd. 

“Will three more be enough, or should we see just how many want to pay up?”

I nodded my consent. 

In the end, a half dozen men paid between five and ten thousand dollars to fuck me. The night seemed to go on forever but I couldn’t get enough. I’m sure I put on a hell of a show for everyone, including Ron, who stayed until the very end.

After it was over and everyone had filed out of the theatre, Jamaal walked Ron up to the stage and nodded to me. “We like to offer the husband or boyfriend and opportunity to reclaim their slut before she’s released. I’ll leave you two alone to discuss the situation.”

Ron looked stunned. I turned away from him as Jamaal exited the theatre. I was still shackled to the contraption so I couldn’t do much to avoid what was coming, but Ron didn’t say anything. Finally I heard his footsteps as he walked away from the platform, but the acoustics of the theatre must have been playing tricks on me because he didn’t leave. He had circled the platform and climbed into position behind me. I heard him unbuckle his belt and wondered if he was going to beat me for the dirty whore that I was. I almost wished he would. 

But instead he fucked me. He fucked me hard, as if he wanted to hurt me. When he came in me, I came as well. 

Three days later we were married. 





.
.
.
Thank you for reading - please leave a review. I'd love to hear from you so email me at lenawhitegirl@gmail.com and check out my blog at blackownedwhitegirl.blogspot.com
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