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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I never would have believed there could be too much of a good thing.

Until it happened to me.

Two men, two exciting careers, too much.

So I’m calling for reinforcements.

Luckily, I know just who to call.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Leila!” I scream when I see my old friend coming out of Customs at the Houston airport. She looks amazing with her blond hair worn down, her killer figure on full display in a tight, short dress, and her trademark three-inch stilettos clicking on the tile floor even as she drags two large suitcases behind her. She smiles and waves frantically when she sees me.

I wait for her to exit the secured area and we fall into each other’s arms as if we were in some cheesy ‘90s rom-com.

“‘Ow ‘ave ya been, luv?” she asks me breathlessly.

“How was your flight?” I ask her almost simultaneously. We break into fits of uncontrollable laughter drawing the attention of everyone within earshot, including the grouchy security guard at the entrance to Customs. I wave at him but Leila flips him the bird.

“You can’t do that,” I stage-whisper as I drag her away from his stony gaze.

“In case ya missed it, luv, I just bloody-well did,” she almost screams at me, still giggling. I’m leading her towards the escalators that go to the baggage claim and the truck where Garrett, my husband, is waiting for us. We laugh almost uncontrollably as we walk while hugging each other’s waists like we used to when we were children.

“Are you hungry?” I ask, holding back all the questions I avoided asking on our chats and FaceTime calls.

“Nah, I’m good,” she says in that voice of hers. I didn’t realize how much I missed talking to her in person these past few years. Phone calls, even with video, just don’t do her justice.

“You look amazing, by the way,” I tell her as we drag her bags she somehow wrangled alone through Customs across the wide corridor and out the door, where the Texas heat slams into us.

“Oh, bloody hell, Carolyn,” she whines. “Is it always a sauna like this?”

“Not always,” I tell her as I look around and wave at Garrett. He pulls up in the truck and gets out to load Leila’s bags into the back.

“Leila Bishop,” I announce, “Garrett Palmer.” They shake hands at first before Leila laughs and grabs my husband around his waist to pull him in for a proper hug. He gives me a look that asks without a word, ‘What happened to you Brits being reserved?’

“So you’re the man who stole my best friend away from me?” she asks when she lets him go and eyes him up and down. “And not even a cowboy hat or shitkicker boots, at the very least?” She cackles and rolls her eyes as Garrett gives me another helpless look that’s more of a cry for help this time.

“If he hadn’t, you be in quite the mess, wouldn’t you, luv?” I ask her with an ironic smile.

“Fucking hell, it’s been a nightmare, I will admit that to you both.” She grabs me and hugs me again but doesn’t let go. “I can’t tell you how much it means to me that you’ve done all you did for me, Carolyn. I really can’t tell you.”

When I called to invite her to come for a long visit, Leila had just lost her job due to circumstances beyond her control and had broken up with her latest boyfriend due to circumstances well within her control.

She cheated on him.

Repeatedly.

Without remorse.

“We’ll take good care of you, girlfriend,” I whisper as we climb into the truck cab. “You can count on it.”

“You already have,” she says almost breaking into tears. “And now you’ve spoiled me for flying. I told you the back of the plane would have been fine, luv,” she says, forcing a smile but almost losing control.

“Babe, we have the money,” I tell her. “And besides, it was Marlon who paid for your first-class ticket, not me.”

“You didn’t tell me that,” she says as she slaps my thigh. I’m sitting between her and Garrett as he pulls into the flow of traffic. “And now I have to ask you both how this is going to work,” she says with a tone that makes me side-eye her.

“You will love Marlon, Leila,” I tell her honestly. Of course, ever since I met her in Junior school, I’ve never seen her not love a good-looking boy. I’m sure Marlon will be no exception.

“But how does it work with you three?” she asks leaning over to bring Garrett into the conversation, the last thing he wants.

“We’ll talk about all that, Leila,” I tell her as I pat Garrett’s thigh. “We’ll tell you everything but for right now, let the man get us home without killing us.”

“You expect me to wait until we get to your house? Carolyn! Be reasonable!” she says with a laugh but there’s an underlying tone of anxiety, something I’m surprised to hear from my friend.

“Keep your hair on, babe,” I tell her as I pat her thigh. I feel like I’m caught between the proverbial rock and a hard place. I know Marlon will love Leila and if she gives him a chance, she’ll love him. But he just left for two weeks on the Gulf a couple of days ago. It’s going to be a long two weeks.

Not to mention, I’m due to strip tomorrow night. And I know Garrett wants me to do at least a few shifts at the brothel before he leaves for his two weeks away from me.

I do, too.

But I’ve shared none of that with Leila. How do you tell someone who knew you when you were still in pigtails and knickers that in the last year, you’ve gone from a garden-variety slut that she knew and loved in London where we went clubbing and slumming on the reg, to a full-blown exotic dancer and a high-volume prostitute depending on the night?

I’ll be damned if I know how to tell her.


2

“First things first,” I tell Leila when we’re home and her luggage has been stowed in the guest bedroom. We’re sitting around our kitchen table having coffee and I’m dying to quiz my friend on her latest breakup, even though I know the story even before she tells it. More than that, I want to know how she managed to get booted from her flat before she found another place to land. She’s always been so good about landing on her feet when the shit hits the fan.

She’s had enough practice at it over the years.

“Tell me about what happened with Robert,” I add as she gives me a deadpan look.

“Roger,” she corrects me. “Come on, Carolyn. You’ve heard it a million times at least. I got caught with my panties down, literally.”

“You were…?”

“I was,” she says with a smile that tells me she’s learned nothing from her latest debacle, not that I expected her to.

“You were what?” Garrett asks.

“I was shagging some bloke in my boyfriend’s bedroom, which until that moment was my bedroom as well, but his name being on the lease and all…” She shrugs and giggles. “I never learn, ain’t that right, Carolyn?” She looks at me with an exaggerated frowny face and we both laugh, although I’m wondering if inviting her to join us in America might not be as good an idea as I thought it was at the time.

“You’ve done that before?” Garrett asks as gently as he can.

“Oh, my god, yes,” Leila says with another laugh. “You remember Tom Dailey?” she asks me. “I ran into him a few weeks ago on the street, just minding my own business and everything, and he looked good, let me tell you. He looked damn good.”

“So you slept with him?” I ask, knowing full well she did exactly that.

“Wouldn’t you?” she almost shouted at me. “No offense, Luv,” she says to Garrett. “The man is aging so fucking gracefully, I had to, Carolyn. I couldn’t help myself.” She laughs again.

“But you had to fuck him in your own place?”

She shrugs. “Back in the day, we’d just go to a hotel but this time I was dying for him and he came running to me, so I thought, what the hell. Roger was out of town, or so I thought.” She laughs. “But the look on his face when he came home, oh my god, it was priceless. Just fucking priceless.”

“Isn’t Tom married?”

“Of course, to a real bitch to hear him talk about her, but you know how that sort of thing goes, right?” She looks at Garrett again. “And don’t tell me you’re going to shame me for shagging a married man with what you two have going on here.” She almost looks embarrassed at having brought up a touchy subject. If she only knew.

“No, of course not, Leila,” I tell her as I glance at Garrett. He knows I’ve told my friend about how I’ve been cuckolding him with Marlon for years. But that’s all I’ve told her – I’ve said nothing about my new careers. Yet.

“So, what’s the real story, girl?” she asks me. “I appreciate you inviting me over, don’t get me wrong, luv. But why do you need my help?” I’d told her about how much sex I was getting but not who was giving it to me. “I mean, two guys but they’re never here at the same time? What’s the problem?”

“Well, I haven’t told you everything, Leila,” I whisper.

“No shit, Sherlock,” she almost screams with a piercing laugh. “What haven’t you told me?”

“It might be easier if we showed her, no?” Garrett says out of nowhere. I look at him.

“Really?” I ask, my head ready to explode. Where the hell did that come from?

“Show me what?” Lela asks. She looks back and forth between me and Garrett. “What are you two talking about?”

I check the time on my phone. “If we leave now, we can be there when they open.”

“Oh, come on, Carolyn,” Leila whines. “Just tell me.”

“No, I like the idea,” I tell Garrett. “But how can we surprise her?”

“Oh, come on, girl. What is this, Boxing Day?” she asks with a giggle.

“No, I just want to see the look on your face,” I laugh back at her. “Do you think you can get her inside, blindfolded?” I ask Garrett.

He smiles. “No problem.”

An hour later, we’re pulling into the club’s parking lot with the blindfold firmly in place. If I owned handcuffs, I would have used them just to make sure Leila didn’t cheat.  But I get her to promise she won’t by telling her we’ll save an even bigger surprise for after the first one but only if she lets Garrett remove the sleep mask we’re using to keep her in the dark. Literally.

“I’ll see you inside,” I tell them as I walk away from the entrance toward the dancer’s door around the back. I’m surprisingly nervous when I get to the dressing room. I grab the first available makeup station and begin to paint my face when Gloria, one of my favorite dancers who usually works the main room with me if we can, gives me a look.

“You look like a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs, girlfriend,” she cackles as she teases her hair. “What’s goin’ on?”

“I’ve got a friend over from England out in the audience and she has no idea what we do here.”

“Well, she’ll figure it out as soon as she sees the place, won’t she?” Gloria asks.

“We’ve got her blindfolded.” I give her a sidelong look.

“Oh, that is just too good,” she laughs. Gloria loves to laugh. “And your hubby is here?” I nod. “Which one?” she asks and almost doubles over.

“Very funny,” I tell her with another look. “I only have one husband, thank you very much.”

“And a boyfriend, and a slew of regulars, upstairs and down. You’re like that old show, what was it called? Hell, it was British, I think.”

I deadpan her. “Upstairs, Downstairs?”

“That’s it!” she screams and almost collapses helplessly. “Oh, that’s too good, Carolyn.”

“Uh, huh,” I tell her then turn back to my mirror to finish applying my makeup. I’m glad Gloria distracted me, though. I’m almost ready when Rashad sticks his head into the dressing room.

“We need more help upstairs if anyone’s interested,” he shouts over the din of strippers getting dressed while the music from the main room where other strippers are getting undressed leaks through the thin walls. “Carolyn, you want to help us out?”

“Let me do one set down here and then I’ll go upstairs, Rashad,” I yell back. “But I want to bring a friend and I don’t want any shit about it, understand?”

“Whatever,” he says with an eye roll. “Just get your ass out on stage so you can move on. We’ve got ‘em stacked up like firewood up there.” He leaves and I turn to Gloria.

“Want to give it a try?” She’s been asking all kinds of questions the last few times we’ve danced together. Tonight’s not the best night to bring a new girl with me but if they’re short-handed, it’s a good bet Rashad will give her the nod. Usually, he likes to test drive a girl before he puts her on duty. Which is bullshit but he is in charge.

“Maybe,” she allows with a look of consternation. “Do you think I can do it?”

Gloria is Hispanic and has a thick body that most black men adore. Her boobs are to die for, all-natural, and would be a big hit with that crowd. I should know, being one of the least well-endowed whores ever.

“You’ll be the belle of the ball,” I tell her honestly. “Besides, why would anyone complain? I’ve seen what you can do in the VIP room.”

“That’s different, though. There’s no pressure to, you know. Perform.”

“You think they give a damn upstairs about how you perform? As long as you don’t fall asleep or pull out your phone while they’re fucking you, you’ll be fine.”

“Okay, maybe I will.”

“Let’s get out there before Rashad finds someone else.”

We head for the dressing room door.
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When Gloria and I get to the curtain in front of the stage to the three runways in the main room, the trio ahead of us is just finishing their third number. I peek through the curtain, first to see if Garrett and Leila are in position at the end of the middle runway and also to see if the strippers, all nude now, are gathering up their tips. The music has just ended so they’re on their hands and knees as they gather the bills the patrons tossed onto the stages. I feel surprisingly nervous as I wait for our first song to begin. I’ve been stripping for over a year now and it’s almost like second nature to me. But stripping in front of one of my oldest and dearest friends is not something I’ve done before. I thought about this moment many times since I invited Leila to come say with us in Texas. But now that the time has arrived, my heart is in my throat.

When the other strippers have finished gathering their tips and scamper through the curtain, the intro for my first number cranks on the sound system. The stripper who dances on the middle stage gets to pick the playlist and I’ve gone with my favorite opening number, “No Hands" by Waka Flocka Flame. Hip hop is not my taste in music but the crowd loves it so I give them what they want, and No Hands has a great beat. When the music kicks in, I step through the curtain and look to my right to acknowledge Gloria and we begin to dance. Then I look at Garrett and give him a nod to remove Leila’s sleep mask, which he does. I lock my eyes with hers when she opens them and she bursts into laughter. I can’t hear her over the music but I can see her just dissolving into uncontrolled laughter. It’s quite funny to watch but I’ve got a show to put on.

I’m wearing my favorite outfit – a red bra that isn’t the least bit revealing, a red G-string over a red garter belt that’s a little sexier, and red thigh-high stockings that look great on me. For some reason I’ll never understand, the red really brings out the stripper in me, even more than white or black, my usual outfits. I gyrate down the runway, never taking my eyes off of Leila, who is finally getting control of herself and she gives me a look. I know that Leila is bisexual whereas I just tolerate girls if the situation calls for it. I have a feeling that when Marlon hears about Lelia’s taste for women, he’ll be all over us to put on a show for him.

From the desire I see in Leila’s eyes right now, I’m okay with that even though I’ve never so much as kissed her.

“You look amazing,” she yells at me when I’m dancing right in front of her. I smile and shimmy my hips and breasts but back away to take care of the others watching my performance, the ones I’m actually here to please. I work my way down the runway and as bills are stuffed in my stocking, my bra, and my garter belt. It’s only the first number but either the crowd is being extraordinarily generous or I’m putting on one hell of a show for them. Given how Leila is reacting, I’d have to go with the latter.

When “No Hands” ends, the second song in my favorite playlist starts up, “Slow Motion” by Juvenile begins and I just adore this song. It’s so sensual, perfect for losing my bra which I do way too quickly. It’s called a strip tease for a reason but I’m so ready to get my clothes off for Leila that I shed my bra during the first few bars of the song. I work my way down the runway as the men continue to stuff what clothes I’m still wearing with bills so that when I get back to where Garrett and Leila are sitting, she sees me with a ton of money hanging from my body but she’s only got eyes for my tits. I love that. I freaking love it!

The third song in my playlist begins before long and I lose my G-sting just as quickly as I lost my bra. The song is too fast to dance to properly but I just love the lyrics and even the name, “Pussy Poppin’” by Ludacris, an oldie but goodie. I can’t do all the handstands you see in the video the song is famous for but I just love dancing to it. And I love flashing my naked pussy in front of Leila who is seeing it for the first time and she’s eating it up. Not literally but it’s clear she’d like to, The men around us are egging her on but when she leans forward I pull back, teasing her and them to delightful effect. Bills are raining down on me as I work the crowd like I never worked them before. I’m flush in more ways than one.

When the last song in my set ends, I begin scooping up my tips and I’m astounded at the amount of money I made in less than twenty minutes. I’ve never done this for the money but the amount I estimate as I collect the bills – there are a surprising number of hundreds – shocks me. I usually average a few hundred dollars per set but this one easily tops a thousand.

The next girl was already on the runway dancing when I finally finished gathering my tips. I carry them into the dressing room and more than one of the girls getting ready comments on the pile of cash I pour onto my makeup table.  I’m tempted to count it but that would be gauche so I just stuff the bills into my bag and look at Gloria sitting next to me.

“You really cleaned up out there,” she says with a slightly forced smile. “I had no idea you were so popular.” Other dancers looked at me with jealous eyes before, but I thought Gloria was my friend. I guess money can override friendships, especially in a competitive environment like a strip club. I decide to change the subject before it gets out of control.

“Are you still interested in coming upstairs with me?” I ask her in as friendly a tone as I can manage. She looks at me as if I have two heads and rolls her eyes.

“I don’t think so,” she explains without explaining anything. She turns to the girl on the other side of her and starts up a conversation. I get the hint.

Just then, Leila pokes her head through the dressing room doorway. I wave and she scampers to my dressing table.

“My god, Carolyn!” she almost screams at me. “You looked fantastic out there.”

I’m sure I blush hard. “Thanks,” I tell her before I look past her. “Where’s Garrett?”

“He said he had to talk to the manager,” she responds.

I blink. “Really? Without me?”

“He said he’d see you after he talked to him.” She must have noticed my frown. “What’s wrong, girlfriend?”

I wanted to surprise Leila with the brothel upstairs but I don’t know how to explain it to her without fully explaining it. “It’s just that I usually have to, uh, perform with the manager so that Garrett can, uh, join me.”

“What in the world are you talking about, Carolyn? You just performed magnificently.”

Suddenly, Gloria turns to us and almost sneers at Leila. “She’s blows Rashad so her husband can go upstairs with her to watch the johns fuck her from the closet,” she says with a triumphant but nasty look. “Or didn’t she explain that part of all this to you?” she asks Leila but her eyes are on me. I want to smack the smirk off of her face but I’ve got Leila to contend with.

I should have known I didn’t have to worry about her, though.

“Wait,” she says, excited beyond words. “Are you telling me there’s a whorehouse upstairs from this strip club?” She throws her head back and laughs so hard that everyone in the dressing room turns to stare at us for a second.

“It’s fairly new,” I explain and I sound even more lame than I thought possible.

“But you’re a whore, isn’t that right?” Leila laughs.

“That’s right,” Gloria chimes in. “She’s working both ends of the deal here while her husband watches it all.”

“No wonder you rang me up, girl,” Leila says with a wicked smile. “That poor pussy of yours has got to be worn out.”

“And that’s not even counting all the blow jobs and full service she does in the VIP room,” Gloria says with a sneer. “She’s the biggest slut in here.”

Leila turns to face Gloria with her hands on her hips. 

“Not anymore, she ain’t, luv.”
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“Do you want to go upstairs with me?” I ask Leila, astonished.

“What’s it all about, luv?” she asks me with her eyes still on Gloria. “Is there somebody I gotta see to get the okay or whatever?”

“The manager, Rashad,” I tell her. She backs Gloria down who walks away without another word. “Come on, I’ll take you to see him.”

“Hold on, luv,” she tells me when Gloria exits the dressing room. “That was mostly for her benefit, you know?” She nods at the door. “I’m not sure I’m ready to jump into the deep end of the pool right off the bat.”

“Sure, I get that,” I tell her. I’m disappointed but not surprised. Leila has been a loose woman ever since she developed as a twelve-year-old but to my knowledge, she never charged anyone for sex. Apparently, I’m not wrong in my assessment. “We can always go home if that’s what you want to do.”

She looks at me. “I didn’t say that.” She edges closer and whispers, “What was she talking about with Garrett and all?”

I stare at her for a long moment, unable to get myself to tell her the truth. “We’ll talk about that when we get home, okay?”

She deadpans me. “Carolyn. Babe. You know you can tell me anything, right? I’ll never judge you.”

I look at her hard, then I nod. “I’ve got an understanding with Rashad. He lets me bring Garrett upstairs and he watches from a closet while I do my thing.”

“No, fucking, way,” she says with a huge smile. “Oh, my god, you two are out there.”

“I thought you wouldn’t judge me?”

She laughs. “Oh, no judgment, girlfriend. I fucking love it, I really do. I think it’s kinky as fuck but you know me. I’m all about the kink.” She leans close. “Do you think maybe I can, you know, hide in the closet with him?”

I blink. “You want to watch?”

“To start with, yeah. Maybe.” She looks around. “Then, once I see what it’s all about, maybe I’ll join in.”

“We don’t do threesomes up there, Leila.”

“Not so far, luv.” She gives me a look and we both giggle.

“That would blow some minds,” I tell her.

She smiles wickedly. “It would blow something, luv.”

“Come on,” I tell her as I grab her hand. “Let’s go see Rashad.”

I walk her to the dressing room door and I’m not surprised to find Garrett waiting for us just outside. “We’re going to see Rashad.” He nods and follows us without saying a word.

“What’s Rashad like?” Leila asks as we arrive at the office door.

“You’ll see,” I tell her with a smirk. She’s never been shy about fucking black men so I don’t feel like this will be a problem for her. I wouldn’t have invited her to live with us and fuck Marlon if I thought she would object.

“Rashad?” I say tentatively as I knock and open the door. He’s getting a blow job from one of the dancers when he comes into view and I back out quickly.

“Come on in, Carolyn,” he shouted just before I closed the door. I pushed it open and the three of us walked into his office. A petite redhead I didn’t recognize was working his black cock with her hands and mouth. She ignored us but Rashad looked at us like nothing out of the ordinary was happening.

“Okay, Madison,” he said after a few more seconds. “I’ll see what I can do.” She backed away from his wet member and he helped her up from her knees. She left the office without so much as a glance at us.

“Poor thing needs more shifts,” Rashad said with fake concern. “Her old man threw her out and now she’s in some guy's basement giving him blowjobs in exchange for a fold-out sofa.” He shakes his head and laughs. “So, she’s no concern of yours. What can I do for you?” he asks as he notices Leila. “And who is this lovely thing?” He steps around his desk while holding his trousers up with one hand as he offers his other hand to Leila. She takes it and gives him a bright and inviting smile while ignoring his gleaming erection.

“Leila is a friend of mine who come over from London,” I tell him as he ignores me completely. “She’s interested in seeing what we’ve got going on upstairs.”

“Just seeing it or trying it on for size?” he asks with a lascivious tone.

“Well, she could hide in the closet with Garrett,” I tell him, motioning toward my husband who has still said nothing.

“Sure, no problem,” he says with a booming voice. “But you gotta pay the piper you want to play the game.” He finally tears his eyes away from Leila and looks at me with a raised eyebrow.

“Both of us?’ I ask, knowing the answer but asking anyway.

“Of course, Carolyn. How could I possibly pass up an opportunity like this?” He steps around the desk and positions himself in front of the pillow on the floor vacated by the redhead. A place I’ve spent more than my share of time blowing Rashad to allow Garrett to accompany me upstairs.

I give Leila a look and she nods. We move around the desk and go to our knees. Rashad just watches us with a shit-eating grin on his face.

“You two worked together before?” he asks as we position our mouths on either side of his thick black shaft. I cup his balls and look at Leila. She gives me another nod and we extend our tongues to lick his shaft, then slide them slowly, sensually down to his head and kiss it with an exaggerated smacking sound. We run our lips back up to his pubic hair, which I know from experience he never trims, and then down again, past his head where we kiss each other. I’ve never kissed Leila before. It’s nice.

After a few more strokes with our lips and tongues, I dive under his cock to lick his balls while Leila takes his head into her mouth. She sucks it loudly as I suck one of his balls into my mouth and add to the noise she’s making. We stay in that position for no more than a minute before we switch, her taking his other ball in her mouth and me sucking his dick. He moans appreciatively until he backs away from us and offers his hands. We take them and stand up.

“I’m good, ladies,” he says magnanimously. “You two go on upstairs and start earning me some money.” We smile and nod, then take our leave. As I lead our little troop down the hall to the stairs, Leila looks at me.

“Doesn’t he ever cum?” she asks. “I expected to be drowned, honestly.”

“He’s got great self-control in my experience,” I tell her as we climb the stairs. “And we won’t be his last blowjob of the evening.” I give her a look and she laughs.

“It’s good to be the king,” she says, sing-song. I laugh as well.

“Here we are,” the black woman behind the informal reception desk says when we enter the vestibule. “We’ve been shorthanded all night long.” I look around and note she’s not exaggerating. There are three men waiting and no other women. “I thought I might have to step in and fuck someone,” the black woman says, followed by a raucous laugh.

“Who’s next?” I ask the men and one of them stands up. I count my blessings that they’re not going to make a fuss about who is next in line and offer my hand to the middle-aged gentleman in a tee shirt and jeans. His eyes go wide as he stares at my body and I get a little wet at the thought of being the object of his desire. I never knew prostitution could be so exhilarating before I tried it, but it is.

“Hey, what about me?” Leila asks as I lead my john down the hallway.

“Come on, girlfriend,” I tell her as I turn to look back at her. “Surely you can figure this out.”

She gives me a look just before I disappear into my usual room, the only one with a closet and it dawns on me – I’ve been so fixated on getting going with my client that I forgot all about my husband, no doubt still cooling his heels in the vestibule. I look at my client and size him up quickly before I ask, “Would you mind if my husband comes in to watch?”

He looks at me with confusion in his eyes and I lean close. “No charge if you say yes.”

He nods vigorously.

“I’ll be right back,” I tell him and slip out of the room. I’m confronted by Leila leading another black man I’ve fucked a few times toward me in the hallway. I nod and smile, she nods and doesn’t smile before disappearing into a room with her john.

I had a feeling she would take to whoring like a duck takes to water.
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Leila, Garrett, and I went to the club every night he was home from the rig. Our routine was always the same – I stripped, Leila and I blew Rashad, and then the three of us went upstairs where Garrett hid in the closet to watch me service black men. He never asked to watch Leila and she didn’t ask why he liked watching me do it. I think she was a little put off by the whole cuckold dynamic.

Which made me wonder how things would go when Marlon came back from his two weeks on the rig. I knew he’d be thrilled with my blonde, buxom friend who loves sex. I wondered how they would deal with her whoring at the club. Or where I would fit into the grand scheme of things.

“I’ve really enjoyed our joint blowjobs with Rashad,” I tell her as Garrett drives us home. I’m sitting with her and she looked at me in the near darkness of the back seat of our truck. “I had no idea it would be so much fun.”

“Really?” she whispered. “I’ve been looking forward to that for years. Wish we could take it to the next level, to be completely honest.”

Garrett’s ears perk up in the driver's seat but he says nothing. I can just tell he heard her.

“If that’s the way you felt, why didn’t you say something?” I ask.

She shrugs. “I had a strong feeling you weren’t interested, in me or any other gals.” She laughed and leaned forward to tap Garrett’s shoulder. “Ain’t that right, Gar? She loves the dick too much.”

“I don’t know about too much,” I whine.

“Oh, it’s fine, luv. I get it. And you get it, in spades! The Queen of Spades, you is, luv,” she cackles and almost doubles over.

“Are you having fun, Leila?” I ask seriously. “Is this okay so far?”

“I’m here, ain’t I? You think if this was a problem, I wouldn’t have said anything?” She rolls her eyes. “Come on, Carolyn. You know me better than that.”

“I sense a but coming…” I add.

“Well,” she allows with a sidelong look. “I think we can do better than that club, luv.”

“Meaning?”

“We’re charging way too little and then giving half of it to the house. Escorts keep everything and they get paid way more from what I’ve seen.”

“You’ve looked into it, have you?”

She smiled. “Of course. Why haven’t you, is what I’d like to know.”

I shrug. “Marlon picked the club. I let him call the shots.”

She stares at me. “That’s insane, Carolyn. And if he wanted to put you on the street, would you do it?”

I turn away from her and blush hard. Luckily, in the subdued light, she can’t tell.

“Tell her, Carolyn,” Garrett says from the front.

“Tell me what?” Leila asks, and then she shouts at me. “You didn’t!”

“I did.”

“Because Marlon told you to?”

“Quite the opposite, actually. It was my idea.”

She stares at me, her mouth hanging open. “You really are insane, aren’t you?”

“I guess I am.” I look away. “I’m a stripper and a whore who loves her work. Is that a bad thing? Is that insane?”

“If it gets you killed…” She says dismissively.

“Well, I only did it once. Not even, I had to cut it off.” Shit, I wish I hadn’t said that.

“Uh, huh,” Leila added under her breath.

“Okay, enough.” I cross my arms. “Let’s change the subject, shall we?” I wait for her to nod. “What do you know about being an escort, anyway.”

She gives me a look. “Well, I know enough to realize that what we’re making at the club is criminal.”

“And you know this how?”

She rolls her eyes. “Come on, Carolyn. You’ve never heard of the internet? There are hundreds of escort sites in London alone. I can’t imagine it’s any different here.”

“Well,” Garrett cuts in. “It’s different here in that prostitution is illegal in Texas and most of the country.”

“And yet” Leila adds sarcastically. “We just shagged our brains out for the past four hours and got paid to do so, just not enough.”

“What’s the going rate in London?” I ask.

“It’s all over the map, luv. Anything from a couple of hundred bob an hour to thousands of pounds for an overnight or longer.”

I can’t help but think she’s exaggerating. “Oh, come on, Leila. Thousands? For one night?”

She frowns and reaches over to cup my cheek. “Oh, Carolyn, you poor naive thing. That’s just the ones who use adverts. The ones who don’t are making the real money.”

I stare at her in confusion. “If they don’t advertise, then how do men find them?”

She looks at Garrett. “Do you know what I’m talking about, luv?”

“I’ve seen some things online but I’m no expert seeing as…” He gives me a look in the rearview mirror.

“Seeing as you what?” she persists.

“I don’t let Garrett sleep with other women, Leila,” I tell her quietly.

“Well, that don’t seem fair,” she says with a look I don’t appreciate.

“You’re absolutely right about that,” I admit. “There is nothing fair about it. But it’s the way it works for us.”

“Hey, no judgment, girlfriend,” she says with her hands raised in mock surrender. “You do you.”

“I don’t want any other women,” Garrett says softly. “It’s not a problem.”

“Okay, fine,” Leila says. “But let’s do some research before we go back to practically giving it away for free at that damn club, okay?”

I nod and then Garret adds, “I’ll be Marlon will have something to contribute on that score.”

I look at him in the mirror. “I’ll bet he does.” 

A few days later, Leila and I are sitting in the truck at the terminal where we’ve just watched Garrett walk away from us for his two-week shift on the rig. Now, as he disappears into the building, we turn our attention to waiting for Marlon and Leila’s first meeting with him.

I’m nervous as a cat but she seems cool, calm, and collected.

“What?” she asks as she catches me staring at her.

“You’re not the least bit concerned about this?” I ask with my eyebrows as high at they go.

“What’s to be nervous about?” she asks with a sly smile. “Ain’t never met the man but from what you’ve told me, what’s not to like?” She giggles and looks at the terminal building.

“Aren’t you the least bit uptight about what he’ll think about you?” I hear the absurdity of my question almost before it leaves my mouth. She side-eyes me hard.

“Seriously? I can’t remember the last time a man didn’t want to get into my knickers as soon as he met me. Single or married, young or old, the only ones who don’t find me appealing are the twinks and even they want to be friends with me, just no benefits required.” She laughs again. “Come on, Carolyn. You ‘aven’t been gone that long. You remember what it was like in the pubs and clubs.”

“I do,” I say quietly. “I do indeed.” When Leila and I used to make the rounds in The City, all the gaffers and jobbers would go barmy for Leila, with her long blond locks and bountiful boobs. I was always content to hang back and watch as she fended off the louts and gave a nod to the night’s lucky bloke who invariably had a friend for me. I rarely got the first look but I always had my share of fun.

“And if I know you, Marlon will be able to hold his own where it counts.” She gave me a quick glance and I had to smile. “See, I knew it.”

“Well, I’m just wondering about all the rest of it, too.”

She turns to look at me directly. “Look, luv. I’m here as your guest, you and Garrett, and I guess Marlon as well, seeing as he’s the man half the time. Do you really think I’m going to upset your apple cart? I’m just thrilled to have a place to call my own for the time being.” She looks at the terminal again. Is she really as calm as she pretends to be, I wonder.

“Which brings up something I’ve been meaning to ask you, Carolyn.” She stares at me again, hard. “What are the sleeping arrangements going to be tonight?

I shrug. “When Marlon’s home, he sleeps with me in the master. But we’ll just let him decide how he wants to do this.”

“And he knows I’m here, obviously.” She looks at the terminal again.

“Yeah, he’s up to speed.”

“Is he…excited?”

I deadpan her. “Now you’re getting nervous? You just spent fifteen minutes talking me out of it, girl.”

“What can I say,” she says with another giggle. “I’ve gone home with plenty of guys I just met but I never delivered myself sight unseen like this before.”

“Well, after the week we spent at the club…” I raised an eyebrow and she shrugs.

“Not the same. That’s the shortest of short-term commitments, as you well know. This,” she nods at the terminal. “This is not that.”

“If you say so,” I allow as I turn to look at the building myself.

“By the by,” she says softly. “That thing we’ve been doing with Rashad…” She gives me a look. “You want to take that to the next level?”

“Meaning…?”

“Come on, luv. You’re going to make me spell it out for ya?” She smiles but doesn’t laugh. I reach for her hand.

“I’d like that,” I whisper and my pussy clenches hard. I had no idea. None.

When I look at the terminal again, I see him.

“There he is,” I say with a nod and my pussy clenches even harder. As always, but even more so than usual, Marlon looks good. Damn good.

“Good god, Carolyn,” Leila whispers. “You didn’t tell me he was a fucking fit bloke.”

“He’s easy on the eyes, no doubt.” I climb out of the truck’s cab. I usually drive home after I pick up Marlon but I’ll let him drive today. More than anything, I want to wrap my arms around him and kiss him.

Which I do.

“Wow,” he says when we break. “Great to see you, too.” He kisses me again and wraps his arm around my waist to walk me to the truck. As we approach, Leila climbs out of the passenger seat and looks at us. Fuck, she looks amazing. Am I feeling jealous, I wonder.

“Who do we have here?” Marlon asks with a smirky smile.

“Leila Bishop,” I tell him. “Meet Marlon Shaw.” I ease him away from me as she offers her hand but he pulls her to him and kisses her. Warmly.

She lets me.

“Okay, you two,” I say at last and they break from the kiss and stare at each other, smiling. It’s the best meeting I could have imagined. So why do I feel bad about it?

“Nice to, uh, meet you,” Leila says with a warm smile.

“The pleasure is all mine,” Marlon says and I swear he leans into her. When her eyes widen I know exactly why.

“Yes,” she says as her smile turns into a smirk. “You certainly are.”

“Shall we?” I ask as I walk toward the truck. “Marlon, would you drive?” I offer him the keys. He looks at them for a second before he snatches them from my hand.

“Sure thing, Carolyn.”
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With Marlon driving and Leila sitting next to him in the front seat while I’m relegated to the back seat, I feel like a total third wheel. I don’t offer much to the conversation – I just listen to them exchange personal details and stories and flirt with each other for the ride home. I’m fighting my feelings of envy and yes, jealousy but I’m losing the battle. By the time we pull into the garage, all I want to do is scratch Leila’s eyes out.

Which astonishes and depresses me.

Did I fuck up inviting her to live with us? I certainly feel like it right now.

We go into the house with the conversation between them in full swing and my thoughts drift to Garrett. How does he do this, I wonder. How does he manage his emotions when he sees me with Marlon, laughing and flirting, kissing and fucking, sleeping with him while Garrett goes off to the guest room. Shit, I suddenly realize – am I going to be relegated to the other room when we turn in for the night? Garrett has never once slept with Marlon and me. Will that be Marlon and Leila’s expectation as well? Will I let that happen?

No.

Fucking.

Way.

“So,” I begin to insert myself into the conversation. “What’s new with you?” I ask Marlon directly. He turns to look at me and I swear it seems like he’s almost surprised to see me standing there in my own living room.

My heart sinks.

Then, an unmistakable look of recognition appears in his eyes. He comes to me and takes me into his arms and kisses me, fully. Deeply. Passionately.

“I missed you, babe,” he whispers. “Missed you a lot.” He kisses me again and when he finally lets me up for air, it’s all I can do not to cry.

“I missed you, too,” I whisper and pull him to me for a big hug and a little cry. He just holds me. No one says a word, thank god.

“If you two want a moment alone…” Leila whispers.

“No,” I say quickly as I pull away from Marlon and wipe my tears. “It’s just a lot to take all at once.”

“What is, luv?” Leila asks. “Me?”

“Yeah, a little,” I tell her in a sad voice. “I’m sorry. I just didn’t expect it to be this hard for me. I’m really surprised, is all.”

“It’s fine, Carolyn,” Marlon says softly as he strokes my hair. “We can go slow or not at all if that’s what you want.”

I shake my head. “No, that’s not what I want. I just need a moment to adjust, okay?”

“Whatever it takes, luv,” Leila says as she strokes my shoulder. “I’m the guest here.”

I laugh a little. “Yeah, and I’m being a terrible host.”

Leila laughs harder. “Carolyn, come on, it’s been five minutes. Give it some time.”

I nod and pull away from Marlon. “Anyone want something to eat? Or some tea?”

Marlon nods. “I’m starved,” he says as he walks toward the kitchen. “I’ll be happy to make lunch if you two want a little time alone.” He disappears into the kitchen without waiting for an answer. Leila turns to me and smiles warmly.

“Come on,” she says as she leads me to the backyard. “We need to talk.” We go out the back door and sit at our small picnic table. The day is unseasonably warm and the humidity is mercifully low for some reason. We sit next to each other and she takes her hands in mine and looks deep into my eyes.

“Look,” she begins. “I do not want to do anything that makes you the least bit uncomfortable, Carolyn. But I need you to tell me what I’m doing here. Because as of this moment, I’m rather confused.”

I nod and my tears begin to flow.

“I’m so sorry, Leila. I didn’t think seeing you and Marlon together would be so hard for me. I thought it would be easy, like it is for Garrett. Which I now realize is totally different.” I look away and sigh. “I’m such a fool.”

“No, you’re not, luv. It’s just not what you expected. Seeing as this is your first time sharing someone, it’s completely understandable.” She turns to look at the house. “I’ll admit, he’s gorgeous. I can understand why this might be hard for you.”

“My god, Leila,” I stage-whisper. “Are you going to be jealous of me?”

She laughs. “Me? No, that’s not what I meant. For chissake, Carolyn. I just met the man. What right would I have to be jealous.”

I nod. “Yeah, that’s true. I’m just so bollocked up right now.”

She puts her hand on my shoulder and squeezes it. “I know, luv. I know. We’ll go slow, okay?”

“Thanks, Leila,” I tell her. “Thanks.”

A few seconds later, Marlon arrives with lunch. He put together three sandwiches and carried them on a tray with a bottle of wine and three glasses. I give him a look as it’s a little early in the day to start drinking but he’s pouring the wine and ignoring me in short order. I just sigh and toast my bull and my best friend when we all get our generous pour from him.

“To relationships, old and new,” Marlon says in that sexy, low voice he only uses when he wants to make a point. I give him a look and he winks at me. He winks at me. I mean, who does that any more?

“So, tell me what you two beauties have been up to since you arrived, Leila,” he adds after we all take a sip.

“Oh, my god,” she says with her usual dramatic flair when she’s trying to impress a guy. “Where do I begin?”

“I take it y’all went to the club?” Marlon asks with a sly smile.

“Did we ever,” she says, laughing. “I’ve never seen such a place and whoring is legal in London, even if brothels aren’t.”

He stares at her. “How the fuck does that work?”

“I have no earthly idea,” she says with another laugh. She’s beginning to piss me off.

“You’re allowed to sell your body for sex in Great Britain but you can’t operate a house of prostitution,” I explain and they both look at me.

Then they both burst into laughter.

“What?” I ask, steamed.

“You’ve done your homework,” Marlon says with a look at Leila. “So, you’ve whored before?”

“No, never,” she says flatly. “My first ever john was at your club.”

“It’s not my club,” Marlon adds quickly. “I don’t even know the owner.”

“But you know Rashad, right?” she asks.

“Not as well as you two, I’ll wager,” he says with a chuckle. Leila joins in the laughter, a little too enthusiastically to my mind.

“Yeah, we’ve gotten to know Rashad intimately.”

“And? How do you like whoring?” Marlon asks. I’m not shocked he’s being so direct with Leila but I’m a little surprised. I guess I’m being overly sensitive but I can’t help myself.

“I like it,” she admits. “I like it just fine. But we want to talk to you about that.” She gives me a look and I nod.

“Leila thinks we could make more money as escorts than we make at the club,” I explain.

“I don’t doubt that,” Marlon says to me. “Is that something you’d like to do?”

“Can you arrange it?” I ask. I know Marlon is much more knowledgeable about the seedier side of life but I had no idea he knew anything about the world of escorts. I guess I’m still pretty naive.

“I can ask Rashad,” he says after he swallows another bite of his sandwich. “I’m sure he’ll know all about it.”

“Good point,” I admit. I look at Leila. “Is that what you want to do?”

“Well, I wouldn’t mind finding out a little more about it before I sign on and get trafficked to Outer Mongolia or some such place,” she says with another laugh.

“Oh, you’d go to the Middle East or maybe Asia,” Marlon says with a cocked eyebrow. “And we’d never hear from you again.”

“Seriously?” she asks, all serious herself.

He laughs. “Fuck if I know.” He finishes the last bite of his sandwich and stands up. “Now, how about we move this party to the bedroom, ladies?” He walks away before I can answer and Leila looks at me.

“You okay, luv?” she asks but I can tell she’s more interested in following Marlon than finding out how I feel. I don’t blame her.

“I’m fine,” I say in a tone so unconvincing even I can hear it.

“Good,” she says anyway, bouncing up and into the house before I can even blink twice. I stand to follow her and wonder again if I made a huge mistake inviting her to stay with us. 
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By the time I get to my bedroom, Marlon and Leila are already making out. They still have their clothes on which I’ll be honest surprises me but they are practically trying to devour each other. I watch for a few seconds before they realize I’m in the room with them.

Thankful, as soon as they do, the kiss ends and both of them turn to look at me and welcome me with open arms, one each. I go to them cautiously but as soon as I do, Marlon kisses me just as passionately as he was kissing Leila, while she kisses my neck and nibbles my ear. Suddenly, I’m in my first threesome. Ever.

I like it.

A lot.

“Come on,” Marlon says when we come up for air. “Let’s get out of these damn clothes.”

We let go of each other and strip off our clothes quickly and efficiently. We don’t bother trying to undress each other because, frankly, that would just slow us down. I’ve never felt such urgency in my life, both from my partner(s) and my own.

When Marlon drops his pants, Leila smiles at me. “Oh, you cheeky monkey,” she says as her eyes drift back to his magnificent erection – dark, hard, perfect. Even after almost two weeks of fucking countless black cocks, Marlon’s stands apart.

“Mind if I indulge myself?” Leila says as she falls to her knees and devours him. I’ve never watched while my friend went down on Rashad – I was always busy with his balls or his lips. So I had no idea she was such an accomplished deep-throat artist but the proof is in the pudding. I’ve never been able to jam Marlon’s dick down my throat but in her first attempt, Leila proves beyond all doubt that she is a consummate cocksucker. Her nose is buried in his pubic hair and she holds it there.

“Fuck,” Marlon whispers without taking his eyes off of what she’s doing. She can’t look up at him because of her angle of attack but she looks sideways at me and if I didn’t know better, I’d swear she is smiling at me. With a seven-inch black cock in her mouth. “Fuck,” Marlon says again and I feel like I have disappeared.

I decide to fight back and take his head, the big one, in my hands and turn him to look at me and I kiss him again, just as passionately as before, maybe more so. I’m somewhat competitive when it comes to sex but I’ve never been so blatantly confronted with the consequences of my near belligerence in attacking his mouth. He doesn’t stop me though. He lets me maul his lips, his tongue, everything.

I sense Leila pull away from him before I hear her gasp for breath. When she does, she tugs on my hand to pull me down to my knees and join her in blowing Marlon the way we’ve been blowing Rashad almost every night since she arrived. She sidles around to one side of him while I kneel facing her at right angles from Marlon’s wet dick and we begin our usual moves, sliding down his shaft to kiss just past his head.

“This is a fucking dream come true,” Marlon growls as we lick his shaft up and down. Finally, he steps back to pull away from us and Leila whines a bit, which is fucking delightful. I know how she feels but when Marlon offers us his hands to help us up, I’m almost doubling over with aching anticipation for what I know is coming.

“Have you two done this often?” he asks with a sly grin. He knows very well what kind of tribute Rashad exacts from his employees before he bestows favors.

“Just every day,” Leila says with a giggle. “Can you tell?”

“You’re very good,” Marlon says as he motions at the bed. “But now I’d like to fuck you both.”

“Who first?” Leila asks before I can say anything.

“Side by side, hands and knees,” he almost growls.

Leila clambers onto the bed and assumes a submissive position, her sex angled up and her legs slightly apart. It’s the first time I’ve seen another woman present herself to be taken like that and I have to admit, it is quite a sight.

“Fucking hell,” Marlon says to himself as he gazes at her wet, willing pussy. “Thank you for this, Carolyn.” He turns and looks at me.

I’m stunned. “What?”

“Thanks for making this happen,” he whispers as he turns back to caress her ass and hip. “Mind if I go ahead?” He steps to the edge of the bed and aims his cock at her hole before he leans in and enters her. She moans lasciviously and I’m mesmerized by the sight of them. I just stand there and watch my bull fuck my best friend on my bed.

“Fucking hell,” Marlon says again as he fucks her with increasing tempo and ferocity as Leila mewls and moans under his assault. I suddenly realize that unless I take up my assigned position next to her I might get left out. So I scramble onto the bed and mirror Leila’s doggy-style arrangement.

“Okay, I’ve got you, Carolyn,” Marlon says from behind us and I turn to look at Leila’s face. She is in heaven but then she looks at me and smiles when he withdraws from her vagina. He enters me seconds later and my eyes go wide.

“Fucking hell,” Marlon says, loudly this time, as he buries his cock inside me. I grunt and close my eyes, Fuck, I’ve forgotten how good he feels when he’s rock-hard like he is now. There is no substitute for expert fucking, I realize. Leila was right – we’re settling for second-rate sex at the club, quantity over quality.

“Goddamn,” Marlon growls as he ups the ferocity of his thrusts. I’m on the verge of cumming when he explodes inside me, dousing my cervix with his seed. He grabs my hips with both hands and pulls me against him so hard I almost come up off the bed. But he relaxes seconds later and lets me go. I fall forward and his cock is wrenched from me by the motion. I fall flat on the bed but I hear Leila next to me scramble up.

“Here, let me,” she says before I hear her slurping his cock behind me. I roll onto my side to see my friend licking and sucking Marlon’s wet cock with enthusiasm. He’s smiling broadly as his eyes go back and forth between hers and mine.

“This is outstanding,” he says. “Fucking amazing.”

I couldn’t agree more.

We spend the next few days at the house, mostly in bed, getting to know each other as a ‘thruple’. I’m no fan of the word but if the show fits, why not? Marlon has more than enough energy for both of us and Leila encourages me to explore the joys of lesbian sex as well. I’ll never think of myself as truly bisexual the way she obviously is – I’ve yet to manage going down on her even though she licks my pussy with enthusiasm at every opportunity, but I love her breasts and her lips, the ones on her face, thank you very much. I love her lips. We make out as often as Marlon lets us.

Finally, after three days of non-stop sex and not enough sunshine, we decide to leave the house. I wanted to go to a park or a beach but Marlon is hell-bent on talking face to face with Rashad so that’s where we’re going. In the middle of the day. I guess I’ll get a little sun on the walk from the parking lot to the club door.

“What are we going to find out this afternoon, anyway?” I ask too late to do anything about it.

“I’m not sure,” Marlon says as we’re pulling into the parking lot. “We’ll figure it out, though.”

I give Leila a look but she’s oblivious. She’s still dick-drunk from three days riding Marlon’s cock. I get the feeling that at this point she’ll do whatever he wants her to do.

Which is not too far off how I feel right now.

“Let me do the talking, okay?” Marlon says as we enter the club through the dancers’ door in the back.

“Is Rashad going to be a problem?”

“No, he’s easy. If anything, he’ll just want another blowjob to give me a name. You two are cool with that, right?”

“Of course,” Leila says immediately. I have to smile – I’m pretty sure those are the first words she’s uttered since we left the house.

We enter the club and head directly to Rashad’s office. When we pass the dressing room, I’m surprised to see so many dancers in there this early in the day. I’m used to arriving in the evening when I assumed the demand for strippers would be higher but it appears that the time of day has no impact on men’s desire to see naked women on stage. My pussy clenches at the thought.

“Ladies, Marlon,” Rashad almost shouts when we arrive at his door. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“We need a favor, my man,” Marlon says as we enter his office and I close and lock the door. When I turn to look at Rashad, he’s smiling from ear to ear. The cat who ate the canary.

“Do tell?” he says as he stands and turns to face the ever-present pillow on the floor next to his desk. “I love doing favors for these two lovelies.”

“No doubt,” Marlon says as Leila and I go to our knees and unbuckle Rashad’s belt. His cock is hard when we take it out and begin to fellate him.

“So, we’re interested in getting into the high-end escort business,” Marlon explains as I gag myself on Rashad’s cock while Leila sucks his balls. “Anyone you know we should talk to about getting them set up with some high rollers?”

“Fuck, yeah, I do,” Rashad says as he keeps his eyes locked on mine. “You should talk to the guy who owns this place.”

“I need a name, my man,” Marlon explains patiently.

As Rashad shoots his load deep into my throat, gagging me unmercifully, he almost shouts.

“Rodney Morrow!”
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