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Once Leila flew from London to join our unusual family in Texas.

She has taken to whoring like a fish takes to water.

But she wonders if we’re being taken advantage of.

I’ve been wondering the same thing.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Who the hell is Rodney Morrow?” Marlon asks Rashad as Leila and I are sucking his cock in his office. We’re here to ask him for help getting us into the high-end escort business and that’s the name he yelled as he came in our mouths. A name I’ve never heard before.

Rashad wheezes and grunts as we clean his black erection, a service we’ve been providing to him together for weeks now, ever since I flew Leila over from London. Where she had been recently rendered homeless. Because she was an irredeemable slut. Now, however, she’s an accomplished whore. At the brothel that Rashad runs upstairs from the strip club where I have worked for the past several months.

Oh, and I also work as a whore upstairs along with Leila.

“He owns this place,” Rashad finally manages to tell us as he tucks his wilting cock into his pants and zips up. “He owns a string of hotels that offer amateur whores a place to sell their bodies, among other things.”

I look up at him, confusion writ large on my face. “Isn’t the phrase, ‘amateur whores’ a contradiction? Like ‘jumbo shrimp’ or ‘military intelligence’?”

“Well,” Rashad says as he stares down at me. “You make an excellent point.” But he doesn’t bother to answer my question, mostly because he is an unreconstructed misogynist which I guess is to be expected from a man who runs a combination strip club and brothel for black men who prefer married white women, like me, to bare their bodies and suck their cocks.

“And where can we find this guy?” Marlon, my bull, asks Rashad. Marlon has been my husband’s best friend since they were kids growing up in Texas City, Texas, where we all live together now. Leila has recently moved in with us to help me with the sexual expectations that come with being a hotwife, stripper, and part-time prostitute. It’s a challenge but I’m not complaining.

“Atlanta, usually,” Rashad says as he sits at his desk in his office as Leila and I rise from our knees on the pillow he has at the ready for just such occasions as the one we just endured. Don’t get me wrong – I love sucking black cock. But Rashad can be, shall we say, aggressive. His sense of entitlement to use my mouth and other parts of my body at his discretion comes with the territory as my boss in two of my three roles.

“Want me to give him a call for you?” Rashad asks Marlon as Leila and I circle back in front of his desk to take our seats and wait for the menfolk to conclude the business we came here to conduct. Such is the life of a submissive hotwife.

I love it.

“Sure,” Marlon says without so much as looking at me and Leila. Not that I expected him to.

“I’ll do it right now.” Rashad pulls out his cell and dials. He holds it to his ear, unfortunately – for a second, I thought he might put the call on speaker – and asks for the aforementioned Rodney Morrow. Surprisingly, the man himself appears to come on the line.

“Rodney? Rashad Davis in Houston.” He listens for several seconds and I find myself squirming in my seat. What will Rodney have to say, I wonder? What could he possibly say about two hotwives he’s never met who want to break into the high-end escort game? Get a clue? Get a life?

“That is very kind of you to say, sir,” Rashad says in the most respectful tone I’ve ever heard from him. Rashad is used to running the show around the club so this must be tough for him but he looks calmer than I expected when he offered to make the call. I can’t help but wonder who and what Rodney is besides Rashad’s boss. Who lives in another state.

“Well, I’ve got a pair of English hotwives sitting in my office, sir,” he says expansively while eyeing us and smiling. “One’s been stripping and whoring for me for a while. The other one, a friend of the first, is brand new but a big hit with the customers.”

My belly clenches at the mention of our ‘customers.’ I think of them as clients.

“Why? She’s blonde with big tits and gorgeous. They’re both elevens but the first one is dark-haired.” He covers the phone and asks, “Ever consider dying your hair, Carolyn?”

“No, I haven’t,” I tell him honestly. I’m a brunette in my mind’s eye and everything other way I can imagine.

“No, she’s not open to changing.” He listens for a few seconds before he asks us both, “You two interested in flying to Atlanta today?”

My eyes go wide but before I can say a word, Leila says, “Of course. When do we leave?” She looks at me and laughs. “Can Marlon come, too?”

“They said yes,” Rashad says into the phone before I can object. “And they want to bring their pimp.” He looks at Marlon and after a beat, nods. “I’ll put them on the next flight out.” He clicks off and looks at me. “Okay, then?”

I nod but say nothing.

“I’ve never been to Atlanta,” Leila giggles. “What’s it like? And what’s Rodney like?”

“And why does he want to see us so quickly?” I ask pointedly.

Rashad smiles. “Rodney’s a decisive man, Carolyn. He doesn’t dawdle when it comes to making decisions.”

I raise an eyebrow. “And what kind of decision is he going to be making about us?”

Rashad gives me a look. “The same kind of decision every man makes when he looks at a beautiful woman,” he says in a low, intimidating tone. “Is she going to be worth all the trouble she’s going to give me?”

Three hours later, the three of us are taxiing into position at George Bush Intercontinental Airport to fly to Hartsfield in Atlanta. The tickets were already bought and paid for when we arrived at the Delta counter and since we had no luggage to check – I didn’t even have a toothbrush with me – to say that we are traveling light is a vast understatement.

“This is crazy,” I say to Marlon for the umpteenth time as the engines roar to life and we hurtle down the runway. “Utterly mad.”

“We’ll be fine,” he says again and I give him a look. “What?”

“How do you know we’ll be fine, Marlon? Do you know anything about this man?”

He opens his mouth to respond when Leila beats him to it.

“I know who Rodney Morrow is,” she almost shouts over the noise. “He opened one of those hotels of his in Soho last year. It was all over the socials.” She leans close. “You know about the Penthouse Hotels, luv?”

“No, I don’t. Should I?”

“Well, given your…our side hustle of late, I thought maybe you would have known about them.”

I stare at her, confused. “What in the world are you talking about, Leila?” She looks past me at Marlon and raises her eyebrows. “Do you know about the Penthouse Hotels?”

“Uh, yeah,” he says as if it’s something to be ashamed of. Which makes me wonder…

“Is one of you going to tell me what you’re talking about?”

Marlon sighs. “Rodney Morrow started the Penthouse Hotel chain in Atlanta. These days, he has over a hundred of them all over the world. And, I hear he started a cruise line and a subscription streaming service earlier this year.”

“What’s that got to do with us?” I ask, still baffled.

“The Penthouse Hotel,” Leila whispers, “has a very different business model.” She waits for me to look at her to go on. “They cater to men who pay for sex and the women who sell it to them.” She waits for a beat. “Women like us, Carolyn.”

I look hard at her. “Don’t all hotels turn a blind eye to that sort of thing?”

“Well, they built it right into the architecture of the place.” She leans close again. “The Penthouse Room in each hotel is designed to facilitate, uh…”

“Fucking for money,” Marlon adds. My head spins around to stare at him. “You pay for a woman’s time right there on your hotel bill.”

“Seriously? How do the authorities not put a stop to that?”

“Well, it’s legal in London,” Leila says.

“Yeah, but I’m pretty sure it’s illegal in Atlanta,” I almost shout, which turns some heads in other seats.

“It’s illegal in Houston, too,” she adds defensively. “That doesn’t stop us from doing it.”

“Prohibition never works,” Marlon says. “And Rodney has turned getting away with it into an art form.”

“So, he pays off the coppers and whomever it takes?”

“How else could it happen?” he says with a shrug.

“Wait,” I say suddenly, the light going on in my head. “Are we going to be escorts at one of these hotels or something?”

“I doubt it,” Leila says. “There’s a Penthouse Hotel in Houston, so why bother flying us to Atlanta?”

I deadpan her. “Really? You have to ask?”

“Well, I suppose there’s that.” She gives me a look.

“Still,” I add. “If this guy is the king of hotel hookers, why bother flying you and me to Atlanta just to sample the merchandise?”

“Keep your voices down,” Marlon stage-whispers.

“I think that ship has sailed,” I tell him but in a low tone.

“Still,” he says as he cranes his neck and looks around the cabin. And besides, we’ll be there in a few hours, and then all your questions will be answered.”

I fold my arms across my chest and sit back in my seat, frustrated and more than a little wet between my thighs.
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Leila, Marlon, and I ride from the Atlanta airport in a black Escalade, not a stretch but one that is all tricked out with rear-facing seats and a full bar in the back. I declined Marlon’s offer to make me a drink but Leila and he had scotch over ice. I want to keep my wits about me for this meeting.

We drive through downtown Atlanta to an impressive hotel that I learned on the plane is the first Penthouse Hotel that Rodney Morrow opened back in 2009. Since growing the chain quickly and adding several other enterprises like the club in Houston where Leila and I have been working, he is estimated to be worth over a billion dollars. Why he’s taking the time to meet with a couple of high-volume whores like us is beyond me.

When we arrive at the third floor – I’m disappointed that his office isn’t on the same floor as the penthouse – we’re escorted by a beautiful black woman who eyes us all with undisguised disdain to the corner of the building and leaves us in an office that must be Rodney’s, from the size and decor of it. It’s not ostentatiously decorated but it is very high-end from the little I know about office furniture, it just looks expensive. We cool our heels for about ten minutes before a white woman who appears to be Rodney’s secretary tells us he’ll be with us momentarily.

“Does anyone else think this feels ridiculous besides me?” I ask at last. “I mean if he’s worth as much as the internet says he is, how could he possibly make the time to interview every prospective employee who wants to work for him? I’m not even sure I want to work for him, now that I know the full extent of his empire.”

“Why’s that?” Marlon asks.

“I like my life the way it is now, in Texas City,” I tell him. “The Penthouse Hotel in Houston isn’t nearly as convenient as the club is and who knows how that works?”

“Well, maybe you should wait until he tells us what he’s thinking before you jump to conclusions,” Marlon says. “What do you think, Leila?”

“Whatever he’s thinking sounds good to me,” she says with a tone of wonderment. “I mean, look at this place.” She turns and waves at the view and the rest of the office. “I feel like Cinderella at the ball right now.”

“All you need is a glass slipper,” I tell her sarcastically.

Just then, the door opens, and in walks who I presume to be Rodney. He’s younger looking than I expected although it’s hard to tell how old black men are, I’ve discovered. The whole ‘black don’t crack’ thing is real. He’s also shorter than I expected but why that surprises me I have no idea. He is dressed to impress, though, with an expensive suit and tie as if we’re the most important people he’s going to meet with today. Which is absurd – he probably just came from a board meeting or something equally serious.

Above all else, he is extremely good-looking, in an older man, rich sugar daddy sort of way.

“Carolyn, Leila, sorry I’m late,” he says as he shakes our hands. “Rodney Morrow,” he says to Marlon as he also shakes his hand. “I trust you haven’t been waiting too long.”

“No, we’re fine,” Marlon says, taking the lead as usual. We’re anxious to know why we’re here, of course.” That’s one of the things I love about Marlon—he doesn’t beat around the bush.

Rodney smiles. “Of course,” he echos Marlon’s implied question. “Rashad has worked for me for several years in one capacity or another and I’ve come to trust his judgment in such things as this.”

“As this?” I ask.

He looks me square in the eyes. “Women who want to step up to the next level.” He doesn’t smile.

“What is the next level, if you don’t mind?” Leila asks.

Rodney turns to her. “Not at all,” he says in a slightly smarmy tone. “The next level is weekends in Saint-Tropez on a mega-yacht or a week in Bali with a billionaire. The next level is being paid thousands of dollars an hour to do what you do now for a mere pittance. The next level is being an escort in the truest sense of the word, wined and dined, dancing, you name it. And being paid ungodly amounts of money to have more fun than you could ever imagine.”

I look at Marlon and then at Leila. They look as shocked as I am.

“What makes you think anyone would be interested in us for something like that?”

Rodney smiles at me. “I’ve been in the procurement business for almost thirty years now and I’ve got an impeccable reputation and an extensive client list. If I take you on at my top tier, I can guarantee all of that and more.”

“What do you get out of this?” I ask pointedly.

He smiles at me again. “I get 10%.”

“That seems low. You get a much bigger piece of our fee at the club.”

“It’s a much smaller fee at the club so I need a bigger piece. I don’t need to be greedy when we’re talking about five and six-figure fees.”

I blink. “What, what? Five and six figures? For what?”

“For doing what you do best,” he says with that smarm in his tone again. “I got your reviews from Rashad and I don’t think you’ll have any trouble transitioning to a high-end environment.”

I look at Leila but she’s just grinning and staring at Rodney, so I look at Marlon. He looks at me and I nod.

“What do you think?” I ask him.

“Depends on what you want to do, ladies. Is flying all over the world to fuck strange men for tons of money on your bucket list?”

“It’s on mine, that’s for damn sure,” Leile blurts. So much for maintaining a united front during negotiations. But then, what am I doing hesitating? This sounds like the best deal imaginable. Too good to be true, almost.

Which sets off an alarm in my head.

“What’s the downside of all this?” I ask. “What can go wrong?”

Rodney shrugs. “I guess you can get addicted to the lifestyle and that could fuck up your home life. But there’s something you should know about me and all of my girls.” He leans forward. “I don’t tolerate divorce. If you get one, we’re done. My clients pay to fuck married white women and if you’re not married, you don’t fit the bill no matter how good you are between the sheets.”

“I’m not married,” Leila says as if it’s the biggest tragedy that has ever befallen her. Which I know for a fact is not true. She’s had multiple opportunities to get hitched over the years and turned them all down, rightly so from how her last relationship ended. The woman has no interest in being faithful. None whatsoever.

“We can fix that,” Rodney says with a sly smile.

“How?” I ask. “Do you have single white men in a storage bin down in the basement?”

He smiles again but there is no mirth in it. “No, not exactly. But since it’s a requirement that you be married, we will arrange something.”

“An arranged marriage?” Leila asks, seemingly horrified which strikes me as laughable.

“Not the typical kind but yeah,” Rodney says with another smirky smile. “Why will that be a problem for you, Leila? I can always ship you both back to Rashad’s club where you can keep fucking losers for chump change.” His smile had disappeared and there’s suddenly a sinister edge to his tone.

“No, that’s fine,” Leila says.

“Good to hear,” Rodney says as he stands up from his desk. “First things first, I’ve arranged for Marlon to tour our escort division.” He waves at someone outside his glass office and a woman enters who makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up. She’s fucking gorgeous, dressed to kill, and as far as I can tell from where I’m sitting, she looks like she’s at least three inches taller than me.

“Marlon,” Rodney begins. “This is Lauren. She runs the Penthouse Escort Service and she’ll walk you through our program this afternoon.” Marlon stands and shakes Lauren’s hand as I watch, seething for some reason. I’ve seen Marlon fuck Leila but that’s different somehow, and the idea of this woman fucking my Marlon isn’t sitting well with me. I know it makes no sense but I can’t help the way I feel about it.

“What do you know about managing whores?” Lauren asks Marlon as she takes his arm and walks him out of Rodney’s office. I turn to look at Rodney and find him smiling at me.

“Don’t worry, Carolyn,” he says to me. “She won’t fuck him. He’s got too much to learn today.” Rodney stood up and looked at Leila and me, clearly expecting us to follow his lead. We did and he stepped from behind his desk.

“I, on the other hand,” he said as he offered us each an arm. “Will be fucking you two.”
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“Have you two worked together much?” Rodney asked as he walked us through a door at the back of his office. I was just about to tell him that we had serviced our share of clients together at the club in Houston when I got a glimpse of the room he took us into. It was set up like a suite at an upscale hotel with a gorgeous living room, full bar, and a bedroom off to one side.

“Do you live here?” Leila asked before I could. The room was so incongruous – luxury accommodations in an office environment.

“No, I just fuck a lot of prospective employees and it saves time,” he says as if that’s the most logical thing in the world.

“You sleep with the people you hire?” Leila blurts, clearly as surprised as I am.

Rodney laughs as he undoes his tie. “No, not all of them.” He walks to the bar and offers us a drink. “But when the mood strikes me, it just makes sense to have a place like this ready to go.” He pours himself a drink after Leila and I turn him down and he walks us into the bedroom.

“How often do you…” I hesitate. “Use this place?”

“Not as often as I’d like,” he says as he removes his suit coat. “But enough about me, ladies. Tell me more about yourselves.” He begins to unbutton his dress shirt and Leila gives me a look before she reaches behind her back to unzip her dress. I shrug and follow suit.

“We met when we were eight?” Leila says as she looks at me. I nod. “We’ve been thick as thieves ever since.” She peels her dress from her shoulders and she looks so good in her black matched bra and panties set which always look so striking against her long blond hair.

“Are you both bisexual?” Rodney asks as he kicks off his shoes and sits on the bed to remove his socks. I breathe a sigh of relief – there’s nothing I dislike more from an aesthetic standpoint than a man who insists on keeping his socks on when he’s fucking me.

“I am,” Leile volunteers a little too aggressively for my taste. “Carolyn isn’t really but we make do.” She gives me a warm smile and I try to reciprocate but it’s a strain. I love Leila to death but she can overshare at times. And this is the oddest employment interview I’ve ever participated in already so I don’t need her spilling my secrets all over the place.

“Well, as you probably know,” Rodney says as he stands up and unbuckles his belt. “Most men don’t give a flying fuck if you’re into each other as long as you make a convincing show of it for them.” He chuckles. “No need to put on an act for my benefit but so long as you understand what’s expected of you.” He unzips his trousers and pulls them down to reveal a stunningly black and large erection that I, for some reason, hadn’t expected. He slips his trousers off completely and points at the floor in front of him.

“Now, why don’t you show me what you can do, ladies?”

I give Leila a look and she smiles before she goes to her knees at his feet. I join her and we being our standard double blowjob move of sliding our mouths down his shaft and kissing each other when we reach the head. Then we slide back down his shaft and then I lick his balls while Leila sucks his cock properly. She barely gets his head in her mouth when he grabs her hair and turns away from me to face fuck her. Then he grabs my hair and face fucks me so hard I gag and almost vomit.

“Be ready for rough treatment,” Rodney says as he switches back and forth between us. “There ain’t nothing a nigger likes better than fucking the shit out of white wives.” Finally, he lets go of my hair and I collapse on the floor.

“Get on the bed and lick each other’s cunts while I watch for a while,” he orders us. I look at Leila and she looks at me. Is this worth it? I want to ask but I don’t. I know what her answer would be.

She lies on the bed and I carefully straddle her head and duck to lick her pussy. I’ve never been a fan of giving cunnilingus but Leila is appreciative of my efforts and is moaning and twitching like a bitch in heat as she licks my pussy while grabbing both of my thighs with her arms and pulling me down to mash my clit in her face. Suddenly, I feel Rodney climb onto the bed behind me and he enters my vagina with his cock fully and brutally. I grunt and close my eyes as he pummels my slit.

“Lick my balls while I’m in her,” Rodney orders Leila and I get the sense that she’s trying but not succeeding as he continues to fuck me. After a while, he withdraws abruptly from my cunt and Leila goes back to licking me while I lick her. Then Rodney appears at my end of the bed and when I look up he jams his cock deep into Leila’s pussy while I watch. He fucks her hard for several seconds before he pulls out, grabs my hair again, and slides his cock deep into my throat, almost forcing me to retch. He pulls back just long enough for me to catch my breath before he face-fucks me hard again, then he alternates between my mouth and Leila’s cunt.

Eventually, Rodney climbs off the bed again and resumes fucking me before he drives his cock into Leila’s mouth in quick succession. Then, he pulls out of her and positions his cockhead at my asshole. I grit my teeth and hope her saliva is enough lube that he doesn’t tear me up.

“Make sure you prepare for all of your dates, ladies,” he says after a while. “At the prices we’ll be asking for your time, clients will expect and you will deliver this.” He pulls out of my ass and jams his cock into Leila’s mouth. She is in no position to resist or even protest and I can only imagine how my ass must taste to her. I had no opportunity to clean myself and I’m sure she’s choking on his dirty cock.

Until he withdraws, circles the bed again, and does the same with her ass and my mouth.

The three of us are lying in the bed after we’ve exhausted ourselves. I came twice and I’m pretty sure Leila came three times while Rodney came just once. We’re all bathed in sweat and panting from the exertions.

“Yeah, that was damn good, ladies,” he says at last. “You’ll have no trouble filling your dance card with my clientele. How much money do you want to make this year?”

“We really haven’t discussed it,” I tell him with a glance at Leila. She’s got her eyes closed but I’m sure she’s not sleeping.

Which she proves beyond all doubt a second later.

“You really think we can charge ten thousand dollars an hour?” she asks without opening her eyes.

“No problem,” Rodney says with a smirk. “You got to keep in mind, that’s chump change for most of my clients. I won’t offer you to anyone who would fuss about the price.”

“And you take care of collecting the fee?” I ask.

“Yeah, I’m sure Marlon is getting schooled in the fine art of pimping at a high level by Lauren,” Rodney assures me. “She’s been with me for years – built up the escort division from nothing. She started out whoring in the San Francisco hotel back in 2019 or so and now she runs the whole operation.” He chuckles. “Only white woman Managing Director with the company.”

“Most of them are black?” Leila asks.

“Most of them are related to me,” he says with another sharp laugh. “I believe in promoting from within and most of my family has been working for me for years.” He looks at Leila. “Why? You got designs at getting into management already, you ain’t even started yet?” He laughs again and I shoot Leila a look.

“No, not really,” she says with a look my way. “I’m fine with fucking for big money, to be honest.”

“Well, you’ll have plenty of opportunity for that, with those cute accents and killer bodies of yours.” He looks at both of us and pulls me close for a kiss. I’m surprised he’s willing to kiss me given what he put in my mouth but apparently it doesn’t bother him. I, on the other hand, would kill for the chance to brush my teeth.

“So, the first step,” he says as he sits up and ends our little after-care session, “is to get you with some of my local clients to see what they think.” He rolls out of bed and walks naked to the bathroom while Leila and I remain on the bed looking at each other. “Y’all have to be back in Houston anytime soon?”

“My husband gets home from work in ten days,” I call to the bathroom. I can hear him peeing in the toilet when he barks a laugh.

“Ten days? What the fuck does he do for a living?”

“He works on a drilling platform in the Gulf,” I call back. The toilet flushes and Rodney ambles out of the bathroom, stark naked still with his impressive penis pointing at the floor.

“One of those two weeks on, two weeks off jobs?” he asks as he walks toward the bed.

“Yes.” I can’t take my eyes off his cock.

“And Marlon does, too,” Leila adds helpfully. I give her a look but she raises her eyebrows as if to ask what’s wrong. I just roll my eyes.

“Oh, okay,” Rodney says. “I get it now.” He sits on the edge of the bed. “Well, you two can work out the logistics however you like. The most important thing now is to get you married off, Leila.” He looks longingly at my friend and she almost blushes under his scrutiny. “But we need to auction off your bachelorette party and your wedding night.” He smiles that wicked smile of his and I shudder even though he’s not talking about me. At least, I don’t think he’s talking about me.

“Am I a part of your plans for her?” I ask, feeling bad that I’m being so self-centered but I just can’t help myself.

“Yeah, I don’t see you two as separate,” he says nonchalantly. “You’re a matched pair, my British babes, so to speak.” He laughs again and I shudder at the sound of it. He is such a force of nature, a man who never hears the word no and hasn’t for years, maybe decades.

“But I thought I had to be married to be with any of your clients?” Leila whines.

“They’ll happily make an exception for this,” he says with contempt in his voice but a tight smile on his lips and he climbs onto the bed.

“Now, let’s go again.”
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Later that afternoon, Leila and I met up with Marlon for a late lunch. Rodney said he had some things to do and I for one was glad to get away from him. The man is insatiable. Good, but relentless in bed, even more so than Marlon.

“How was your afternoon?” Leila asks Marlon as we sit down in the Penthouse Room at the bar. Rodney also thought we should see that place in action.

“It was intense,” Marlon says, surprising me. I want to ask him if he fucked that bitch but I restrain myself, much to my surprise. I don’t know why she bugs me so much, she just does.

“Did you and Lauren…?” Leila asks, which embarrasses Marlon and pleases me.

“No, it wasn’t like that at all. She showed me her setup and walked me through the scheduling software…” Marlon went on but I zoned out on what he was saying. I was too wrapped up in looking around the Penthouse Room at all the women. All of whom were wearing the same scarf. Or ones very similar to each other.

Finally, I had to ask, so I waited for a lull in Marlon’s monologue and asked, “Do you know how things work in here?” I nodded at a table full of women, all dressed to the nines, all wearing that same damn scarf.

“Yeah, what do you want to know?” he says as if I’m a complete idiot. I shoot him a look and he asks, “What?”

“What do the scarfs mean?” Leila asks. “Why are they all the same?”

“They’re not,” Marlon says. “The darker the red color, the more they charge per hour. I think it’s up to $1500 for the deepest red like those.” He nods toward the group sitting near us, talking nervously.

“Watch this,” he says when two men in their fifties approach the women. They all look up and smile as if they’re on display, which I suppose in a sense, they are. Just like me and Leila in the waiting room upstairs at the club back in Houston.

While the men chat the women up, two of them stand abruptly as if the decision has been made. The women take the arm of the men and allow themselves to be walked to the elevators where, I assume, they will go to their rooms and fuck them for $1500 an hour. It’s all pretty cut and dry.

“I’m beginning to understand,” I whisper to Marlon. “Those women are really amateurs, right?” I nod at the three women who were left sitting at the table. “They don’t do this all the time.”

“Right,” he nods. “Some of them, I imagine, this is their first time here.” He nods at a pair sitting at a high-top table and looking nervous as hell. Two other gentlemen, older than the first pair, approach them, and the women, who appear to be in their late thirties, look at each other nervously. But soon enough, the men sit with them and the conversation takes on a more casual tone.

“Their scarves are lighter so they charge less per hour, right?” I ask Marlon and he nods.

“I think the low end of the range is $750 an hour these days.” He pulls out his phone. “At least, that’s what I read on one of the brochures downstairs while I was waiting for Lauren to finish an interview.”

“She let you cool your heels while she did business?” Leila asks with a laugh.

Marlon shrugs. “She said she scheduled the interview before Rodney told her to give me the nickel tour and asked if I wouldn’t mind waiting. Of course, I told her to take the meeting.”

“Was she interviewing a woman like us?” I ask.

“I guess so,” Marlon said. “I didn’t press her for details but she had that look about her.”

I deadpan him. “And what look would that be?” I ask in a subdued tone.

He smiles. “She was good-looking, is all. Not like you two but better than them.” He nods at the two women smiling at the two older men around the high-top table. Who were just getting up to go downstairs and fuck, from the look of things.

“This place is really conducive to getting business done, isn’t it?” Leila asks distractedly. Our food shows us and we all dig in as it’s been hours since we last ate. And who knows when we’ll eat again, given what Rodney has planned for the evening. Which we haven’t mentioned to Marlon yet.

As if on cue, he asks, “What does Rodney have planned for you tonight?”

I give Leila a look and she gives one right back to me.

“Oh, nothing much,” she says in a way that Marlon picks up on immediately.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Oh, you know,” she says with a wave of her hand. “Just a quick bachelorette party before I get married tomorrow.”

I thought Marlon’s jaw would bounce off of his plate.

“You’re doing what?” he asks, finally.

“Rodney says I have to be married to be one of his high-end escorts.” She smiles sweetly at him. “So, I’m getting married.”

“To who?” he asks, almost shouting.

“I don’t know yet,” Leila says, clearly goading him on. “Rodney says it doesn’t really matter, as long as I’m married. He’ll have one of his employees marry me.”

I’m trying not to laugh but it’s a struggle.

“What the fuck are you talking about, Leila?” Marlon whispers fiercely. “What the fuck?”

Leila smirks. “Well, Rodney says his clients like to fuck married white women exclusively, so in order for me and Carolyn to work for him, I have to get married. Why, is that going to be a problem for you, Marlon?” She smiles sweetly again and it looks as though Marlon is going to be sick.

Finally, he looks at me. “Do you know what the fuck she’s talking about?”

I raise my hands in surrender. “Don’t look at me, I’m already married.”

Finally, Leila laughs and touches Marlon’s arm. “It’s okay, Marlon. Really. It’s just a sham wedding so that I can tick a box on Rodney’s menu of wretched depravity. He wants me to be married so I’m getting married.”

“To someone you’ve never met?” Marlon asks quietly for a change.

“Apparently,” Leila says with a toss of her hair. “Does it matter?”

He stares at her without saying a word for a long time. Finally, he nods.

“What if I marry you?” he whispers.

“Say, what?” she whispers back. “Are you being serious, Marlon?”

“Yeah, I think I am.”

I clear my throat. “I think Rodney said something about all her husband has to be white.”

Marlon looks at me again. “Why?”

“No idea, just what he said.” I shrug. “I think it’s a racial thing here.”

“Ya think?” he asks sarcastically. “I’ll talk to him.”

“And say what?” Leila asks. “Hey, big fella. Can we bend the rules for three people you just met?” Then she leans away from him. “And you don’t want to marry me, Marlon. Come on. We just met a few days ago. Be serious.”

He stares at her for another long, silent moment. “I’ll talk to him.”

Leila looks at me and I see a twinkle in her eyes. “You do that, Marlon.” Then she continues. “Why would you want to marry me?”

He looks at her for a few seconds, clearly flummoxed. “Why not?”

She rolls her eyes. “That is no reason to marry someone, Marlon, and you know it.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” he allows. “I don’t want you going to someone else, some nameless nobody.”

“It’s a sham wedding, Marlon. You get that, right?”

“Of course,” he says with a pained expression. “All for show, I get it.”

“Then why do you want to step in?”

He looks at me but I shake my head and raise my hands in mock surrender. “Don’t look at me, big fella. I’m just along for the ride.”

Marlon turns back to Leila. “You really want to know?”

“I’d love to know, luv,” she says in a softer tone than I expected from her. She touches his arm and he nods. “Tell me.”

“I know we’ve only just met, Leila, but you’re…something else.”

“That doesn’t sound good,” she says with a warm smile.

“No, I mean it.” He looks at me. “I’ve been jealous of what Carolyn and Garrett have for months now.”

I almost do a double-take. “You are? I had no idea.”

“Oh, yeah,” he says with a serious as-hell look before he turns back to Leila. “Then you came along and, well…” He looks down, flummoxed again.

“Just say it, Marlon,” she tells him gently.

“You’re everything I ever wanted in a woman, Leila. Beautiful, sexy, uninhibited…everything.” He looks her up and down. “You do get that, right?”

“I’m also a slag, a tramp, and a whore, Marlon. Is that what you always envisioned when you thought about taking a wife and raising a family?”

He laughs. “I never thought I’d get married, to be honest. I didn’t see the point.” He turns to me again. “Until I saw what Carolyn and Garrett have. I had no idea.”

“Wait, what?” I ask almost frantic. “What do you think we have?”

“Trust,” he says simply. “You trust each other more than any two people I’ve ever known. And it’s got nothing to do with sex or fidelity or any of that standard bullshit. You give Garrett what he wants and he does the same for you. In every way imaginable. Do you have any idea how rare that is, Carolyn?”

I just stare at him. I had no idea he felt this way about me and my husband. It’s almost as if he’s…jealous of us.

“So in the middle of all of that,” he says with a wave at me, “you come along, Leila. A woman cut from the same cloth as Carolyn but…” he looks at me again, “no offense, luv.” He turns back to Leila. “You’re even better.”

“Better how?” she asks with a sly smile peeking out from the corner of her mouth. She’s loving this, I can tell.

“Better body, blond hair, wild attitude about sex, and just about everything else that matters to a guy like me.” He steps close and takes her into his arms. “I’d be thrilled to be your husband, in whatever way you’d have me.”

Leila’s smirk fades quickly and I can see she’s touched. But I can also see she’s not buying it. “Marlon,” she whispers at last. “I appreciate you offering like that, luv. I really do. But we hardly know each other. To do something like that would be madness.”

“Then I’m mad,” he says simply. Then he smiles. “You don’t get it, do you?”

“Get what?”

“The effect you have on people.” He turns to me. “You get it, don’t you, Carolyn?”

I nod. “I do.”

“What in the bloody hell are you two buggers talking about?” Leila almost shouts.

“You have that special something, girlfriend,” I tell her. “That thing that drives everyone insane. Women go mad with envy and men just go mad. They want you. They want to be with you. It doesn’t matter that you’re a bitch and a liar. They want to be with you, just because of the way you look at the way you are.”

She stares at me for several seconds, her mouth hanging open. “You’re just as pretty as I am, Carolyn.”

I laugh. “Oh, girl. It’s not even close. You’re a stone fox, Leila, too gorgeous for your own good, really. Your mother knew it, god rest her soul. And your father knew it, too. Why’d you think he acted like such an arse when the boys would come around in school and such. He knew. He knew as sure as he was standing there.”

“How is it that you don’t know, Leila?” Marlon asks. “How is it that you’re so clueless.”

She gives him a death stare for a few seconds before she shakes her head. “Look, I know the effect I have on people. How could I not? But it’s not like I can have my way with any man I want.” She looks at me for support but I just shake my head.

“George-fucking-Clooney himself would have to think long and hard if you threw yourself at him, Leila,” I tell her with a laugh.

“Oh, now I know you’re off your nut, Carolyn,” she laughs with me. “I ran into him at Cannes a few years ago, and nothing. Not even a second look.”

“He was a newlywed, you wanker,” I yell at her. “Even you can’t overcome something like that.”

“Well, according to you, I can,” she sniffs.

“He wasn’t newly married, he was a new father,” I tell her. “He was exhausted.”

“Well, even still,” she says.

“Look, all this is well and good,” Marlon says at last. “But the question remains.” He drops to one knee and takes her hands in his. “Will you marry me, Leila Bishop?”

She looks at me then at him and smiles. “You remembered my last name?”

He nods.

“Then I guess I’ll have to,” she says with a laugh and tears. She stands up and he takes her in his arms and kisses her.

And I wonder how Rodney is going to react to this turn of events.
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Rodney turned out to be surprisingly supportive of Leila marrying Marlon. Maybe because if they knew each other, even for a short period of time, it would be a more meaningful marriage, although that struck me as unlikely. Still, it feels good not having her marry a complete stranger.

“So,” Rodney says when we move on to planning the event. “We’ll start with a bachelorette party, get the ceremony done, and then put you up in the Honeymoon Suite for the night.” He looks at me. “You want in on their wedding night?”

I stare at him. “Excuse me?” I have no idea what he’s talking about.

“Okay, let me explain,” he says as we sit in his office. “We put in the Honeymoon Suite a couple of years ago and it’s been a big hit. Everyone who comes here knows how it works so you’ll get a lot of traffic throughout the night.”

“Traffic?” Marlon asks.

“Yeah, traffic. We’ll post the fact that we’ve got someone staying in the suite both in the lobby and in the Penthouse Room. That’s an open invitation for anyone who wants to fuck your bride to stop by and do so.” He smiles as if he’s just told us the least surprising thing in the world instead of the most surprising thing in the world. I just sit there, stunned.

But he turns to me again. “So, you want to be there to help out? It can get pretty jammed up, especially seeing as we put a picture of the bride, in her wedding gown of course, on the board next to the announcement. One look at Leila and everybody with a dick will be jonesing to put it to good use.” He chuckles to himself. “Me included.”

“Do I get a say in all this?” Marlon asks.

“Sure,” Rodney says magnanimously. “You don’t want the Honeymoon Suite, I won’t force you to stay there. It’s always up to you and your wife, man.” He leans back in his chair and I can’t tell if he’s being honest or shining us on. “But you should ask her before you bail, you dig?” he adds with a sly smile.

Marlon turns to Leila. “What do you think, babe?” he says softly. I can’t tell whether he wants her to say yes or no, but after his speech about loving the idea of marrying a woman who loves whoring, I wonder if he really meant it.

“Are you going to hold it against me if I say yes?” Leila asks with a side-long look.

“I guess that tells me everything I need to know,” Marlon says as he stands and offers his hand to Rodney. “We have a deal, then?”

“We have a deal, my man,” he says as he shakes Marlon’s hand with enthusiasm.

The bachelorette party is exactly the opposite of what I expected it to be. Instead of a naked man jumping out of a cake in one of the hotel banquette rooms, Leila jumps out of the huge cardboard cake for a group of men I don’t know but who were recruited to provide the entertainment for our impromptu party. Just as surprisingly, given the overtly sexual nature of the place, no actual sex happens between Leila and the men in the room. She pops out of the cake to a round of cheers from her audience, and then she gives each of them a short lapdance and a kiss, we eat a real cake and that’s it. As parties go, it’s pretty disappointing and almost sad that none of our friends get to attend but I guess that’s in keeping with everything else about this wedding. Even though Leila is marrying Marlon, it’s still a sham wedding. They don’t love each other – they barely know each other. I ask Marlon about it as we watch Leila dance around the room in her white lingerie and high heels.

“You’re really going to go through with this?” I ask as we watch her grind her bottom into a man who is thrilled to be the recipient of her attention.

“Sure, why wouldn’t I?” he asks without taking his eyes off of Leila.

I turn to look at him. “Well, you don’t strike me as the marrying type.”

He looks at me. “I’m not. But a woman like Leila comes along once in a lifetime, so what can I do but say yes?”

“Really? You’re that enamored with her?”

He side-eyes me. “Aren’t you, Carolyn? I see the way you look at her. And as soon as she told you she needed a place to stay, you welcomed her with open arms.”

I shrug. “That’s what friends are for.

He side-eyes me even harder. “Yeah, right.”

“No, I mean it. We’ve known each other forever. Why wouldn’t I help her out if I’m in a position to do it?”

“If you say so,” he says, not meaning it from what I can tell.

“Tell me what’s on your mind, Marlon.”

He looks at the ceiling before he looks at me again. The music is loud and Leila is grinding on another man’s lap but I’m focused on Marlon. Finally, he turns and faces me.

“Look, I know it seems crazy to you but men are wired differently from women, in case you hadn’t noticed. A man will put up with a lot of shit from a woman he finds attractive, just because he finds her attractive. I know there are a lot of men who will go on and on about finding their soul mate and all that happy horseshit, but the fact is, if a good-looking woman gives a guy the time of day, he will move heaven and earth to be with her. Especially if she’s out of his league.”

I stared at Marlon for a long moment. “You think Leila is out of your league?” The notion strikes me as absurd – Marlon is one of the most handsome men I’ve ever met.

Or seen.

Anywhere.

But he looks at me like I have two heads.

“Are you kidding? She’s out of everyone’s league, Carolyn. No offense because you are a beautiful woman yourself, but Leila is other-worldly.” He nods at the circle where she is the center of attention. “Look at her. Look at them looking at her.” He turns back to me. “Any one of those men would leave their wives and children for the chance to be with her. I’ve been given that chance, bogus as it might be. I’m going to take that chance. I’m going to grab it with both hands and not let go.”

I nod but I have to know something. “Where does that leave us, Marlon?”

He looks at me like he’s been struck by lightning. “What do you mean?”

I roll my eyes. “Come on, Marlon. You know exactly what I mean.” He finally sags in recognition of what I’m asking. I sag as well.

“As long as you’ll have me, Carolyn,” he says with impressive sincerity. “I’ll be a part of your life.”

“But…”

“No buts,” he says definitively. “If you’ll have me, I’ll be there for you.” He adds, “You and Garrett.”

I get a twinge in my belly and my conscience when I think about my husband for the first time in a while. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“If he’s okay with me having you…” He doesn’t finish his thought. He doesn’t have to.

“And where does Leila fit into the equation?” I cock an eyebrow.

“Why does she have to change anything about you and me, Carolyn?” He cocks his eyebrow.

“She might not see it that way, Marlon.”

He rolls his eyes and laughs. “Come on, girl. You know she’s got one thing on her mind,” he says with a nod toward his prospective bride who is still giving lap dances to her admirers.

I stare at him. “No, I don’t know.”

He laughs. “She’s all about the sex, babe. The money too but mostly she’s all about the sex. And who can blame her? She’s damn good at it. World class. But look who I’m talking to.” He gives me another look. “You get it, even though it’s not really your thing, right?”

I didn’t answer him because I’m not sure I know the answer. I’ve enjoyed aspects of my budding physical relationship with Leila but I still don’t think of myself as bisexual. I love kissing her and I love nibbling on her nipples, but I’m still less-than-thrilled with going down on her unless ordered to do so. Then it’s okay.

Barely.

“Are we done here?” Marlon asks at last and I look over at Leila to see the party is breaking up. She walks toward us and goes straight for Marlon. She plants a big kiss on his lips but then she surprises me by repeating the gesture with yours truly. I honestly didn’t expect her to do that.

“So, what’s next, boys and girls?” she asks and if I didn’t know better, I’d swear she was high on something. Maybe she’s just high on adrenaline. Or oxytocin.

“Let’s find Rodney and find out,” Marlon says as he offers one arm to each of us and escorts us to the elevators.
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“As long as she’s married, I don’t care who she’s married to,” Rodney tells us after we found him. “So, let’s get this done.”

I look around as if he means right here in his office since he hasn’t made a move to leave. Instead, he reaches into the middle drawer of his desk and pulls out a piece of paper. He hands it to Marlon with a pen.

“All you two need to do is sign it and I’ll have my secretary file it with the county.” He looks at them and they look at him in dead silence.

“So, no ceremony?” Marlon asks, clearly disappointed.

“You want me to say a few words or something?” Rodney almost snorts. “You believe this guy?” he asks me for some reason. I just stare at him.

“We can do the ceremony back home, right?” Leila asks as she takes the paper from Marlon and signs it. She slides it in front of her soon-to-be husband and he looks at her for a split second before he signs as well.

“I now pronounce you, and all that shit,” Rodney says. “Head down to the front desk and tell them I booked the Honeymoon Suite for you.” He turns to me again. “Did you decide what you want to do, Carolyn? You want to help out or do you want a room of your own?”

“What do you two want me to do?” I ask Marlon and Leila, not knowing what else to say. “Do you want to be alone tonight?”

“Oh, they won’t have any alone time tonight,” Rodney says with a laugh. “No way in hell.”

Leila looks at Marlon and he nods. “Why don’t you get your own room, Carolyn but join us for dinner and the…early festivities?”

“Okay,” I say with an elevated eyebrow. This sounds crazy to me but then the whole thing is totally bonkers.

“Head down to the main restaurant and I’ll handle the check,” Rodney says as he takes the marriage license and waves his secretary in from her desk. “Get this down to the clerk first thing in the morning,” he tells her and she doesn’t ask for any further instructions, which makes me wonder how many women get married in this office in this way.

Rodney seems to read my mind. “We do this a couple of times a week,” he says with a look that tells me he’s not exaggerating.

“There’s that much demand for…what you do?” I ask, regretting my question almost immediately.

“Are you kidding?” He laughs again but there’s a wicked edge to his laugh this time. “White women selling their bodies to black men for large sums of money? Never goes out of style in my experience, and I should know. Been pimped out whores like you two since before you were born.”

I blush deeply and feel Marlon tense next to me but Leila strokes his arm.

“He’s just telling it like it is, husband,” she says in a sexy voice and the last word gets his attention and mine. It’s the first time she’s said anything like that to anyone. Even Leila’s eyes go wide at the realization.

“You should kiss the bride, my man,” Rodney says to Marlon with a sly simile.

Marlon doesn’t hesitate. He takes Leila in his arms and kisses her deeply. I’ve got mixed emotions and tears in my eyes as I watch my best friend and my bull kiss so passionately. I’m genuinely happy for them but I’m also feeling a twinge of jealousy. Which makes no sense but I can’t seem to help myself.

“Are you two sure you don’t want to spend some time alone?” I whisper when they break from the kiss.

Leila looks over her shoulder at me.

“Are you serious, Carolyn? Without you, not only would I not be here, I’d be living in a London alley or worse.”

“You’re coming with us, Carolyn,” Marlon says emphatically. “We won’t take no for an answer.”

“Normally, I would join you to celebrate,” Rodney says, seemingly being serious, which surprises me. None of us say a word and he continues. “But I’ve got another engagement so I’ll see you all later tonight.” Again, I’m surprised but apparently he intends to make good on his promise to fuck Leila on her wedding night. Which makes my belly clench.

We say our goodbyes to Rodney and head to the excellent restaurant in the hotel. The staff goes out of their way to treat us like the VIPs Rodney designated us to be, and we enjoy a great meal, superb wine, and spirited conversation.

“Do you believe that guy?” Marlon asks as our dessert arrives. “Inviting himself to dinner and then begging off. Fucking amazing.”

“You do realize how long it’s been since he heard the word ‘no’ in his life, right?” I ask and Leila laughs.

“Especially when it comes to barging in on a marriage, from the looks of this place.” We all took note when we entered the restaurant of all the mixed-race couples having dinner, much like us. But where we are two white women and a black man, most of the other tables include a white man who is being ignored by the black man and, presumably, the white wife. I honestly had no idea racial cuckolding was such a huge deal in this country, or maybe all over the world. There is, according to Leila, a Penthouse Hotel in London now.

What do I know? I’m married to one but I thought I was unique.

“Do you think Rodney was exaggerating about all the visitors we’ll be receiving tonight?” Leila asks. I wonder if she’s disappointed or excited that she’ll be fucking so many men on her wedding night. She sees the question on my face and touches my hand. “I’m so glad you’re going to be there, Carolyn.”

“I think he was blowing smoke up your skirt, Leila,” Marlon says but I can’t help but think he’s wishful thinking more than anything. So I make a suggestion.

“If you two want to get away, you can always come to my room.”

“We might do that,” Leila says as squeezes Marlon’s hand.

After dinner, with no check presented, courtesy of Rodney Morrow our server informed us, we go to the front desk to check in.

They were waiting for us.

“Rodney said you’d be coming,” the girl behind the counter, a good-looking redhead with a knowing look, tells us. “We just need a photo of the bride.”

I watch as Marlon and Leila digest that tidbit of information.

“Why do you need a photo?” Marlon asks.

“So we can tell everyone who’s staying there,” she says as she turns and points to a large screen behind the counter that announces a couple will be staying in the Honeymoon Suite tonight. There’s a blank space for a photo that just reads, “Coming soon.”

“So, it’s advertised?” Leila asks. “That we’ll be…available?”

“That’s the whole point,” the woman says with an outright smirk. “Come on back here,” she walks toward the end of the counter and opens a door, then looks at Leila expectantly.

“I guess you just want me?” Leila asks and the woman nods. Leila walks to the door and they disappear behind it.

“Did you know how this works?” I ask Marlon.

“No, I had no idea.” He stares at the screen. “But I can see how it would work.”

“And you’re okay with that?” I ask gently.

He side-eyes me. “You saw the look Leila gave me when Rodney asked if we wanted to skip this part.”

“That’s not what I asked you, Marlon. Do you want this?”

He looks off into the distance. “I guess I’m just as much of a cuckold as Garrett is, Carolyn.” He turns to me and cocks an eyebrow. “Comes with the territory, I guess.”

I tilt my head, confused. “What do you mean?”

He nods. “It’s been years since I had a woman I could call my own. I’ve been sleeping with married white women so long I don’t remember why I stopped sleeping with black women.” He barks a laugh suddenly. “No, that’s not true. I remember exactly why I stopped sleeping with black women.”

I waited for a long moment, but as soon as it became clear he wasn’t going to explain, I ask, “Can you elaborate?”

“Black women have certain expectations about relationships, as you can well imagine. Which is fine, I got no issue with that. I just got tired of dealing. And white women…” He looks away again. “I mean, I don’t have to explain it to you, do I?”

“I wish you would.”

He smiles. “Yeah, well. Don’t take this the wrong way but…” I nod when he hesitates. “White women love being treated like shit.”

I arch an eyebrow. “Is that so?”

“I’m afraid it is, Carolyn. Most white women, especially married white women, the worse you treat them, the more they like it. I’m not surprised that Rodney insists all his high-end escorts be married. A few years of married sex and most women, white women, are ready to bust out of that rut.” He smiles again. “Even you, Carolyn.”

“It was different for me, but I get what you mean.” There is something about a man who just has his way with me and Marlon certainly fits that bill to a tee. “So, what’s that got to do with you being a cuckold?”

“Well, I think of myself more as a stag than a cuck,” he allows. “I share the women I fuck. How is this going to be any different?”

“Well, you’ll be married to Leila, for one thing.”

“As y’all said, it’s a sham marriage, Carolyn. And besides, even if we weren’t married, she loves being a whore at the club, just like you. Why would that be any different?”

I thought of at least a dozen ways it could be, would be different but I kept them to myself. Then, out of the corner of my eye, I see Leila’s photo materialize on the screen behind the front desk. I nod and wave at Marlon to take a look.

“Shit,” he whispers. “Yeah, we won’t have a moment to ourselves tonight.”

The photo is of Leila looking sideways at the camera with her arms wrapped around her bare upper torso as she leaned back and her hair draped down. She has a surprised look on her face as if she hadn’t expected to be photographed in that pose but clearly she knew exactly what was happening. The photo highlights her body to great effect while emphasizing her face and hair as well. It’s a stunning photo, especially for being so impromptu.

[image: ]

As Marlon and I are staring at it, Leila walks up behind us.

“Well, what do you think, husband?” she whispers in Marlon’s ear and suddenly I feel like I’m intruding on an intimate moment between a man and his wife.

But Marlon doesn’t flinch. “I think we all better get up to the suite before there’s a riot.”
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“Oh, my, god,” Leila says when we exit the elevator. A crowd of men are waiting at the door to the Honeymoon Suite with the same photo of Leila that was at the front desk on the wall next to the door.

Talk about truth in advertising.

All of the men turn to look at us as we walk toward them. None of them are talking but all eyes are fixed on Leila. I’ve never been so invisible in my life.

Marlon leads us through the crowd that parts in an orderly and respectful manner to allow us access to the room. Marlon swipes the key card over the lock and it opens with an unusually loud noise. Marlon holds the door for Leila and me but stops the men from following us inside the room.

“We’ll just be a few minutes,” he says as the men begin to protest but he closes the door on them.

“Holy shit,” he says as he turns to face us. “Holy fucking shit.”

“And the photo just got posted,” I offer. “How in the world…?”

“It’s probably upstairs in the Penthouse Room, as well,” Leila says with a nervous laugh. “Rodney wasn’t kidding.”

“Do you still want to do this?” I ask.

“I don’t see why not,” Leila says with a smile and hunger in her tone. I look at Marlon and he looks excited but concerned.

“I’ll pitch in if need be,” I tell him and Leila slaps my arm playfully.

“Says you,” she chides me. “I’m the bride they all want to fuck, you know.”

“And fuck you they shall,” I tell her. “But if that cunt of yours gets worn out, save something for your husband, luv.”

She looks at Marlon as if she’s seeing him with fresh eyes.

“Are you still okay with this, husband?” she asks.

“I do,” he says with a slight bow. I’m touched and Leila is too. I can tell.

“I’ll make it up to you, Marlon,” she whispers.

He nods and smiles. “You already have, my love.”

With that, he turns to open the door and Leila runs into the bedroom. I’m left standing in the living room as the door opens and the men file in, all of them black, all of them horny, and all of them looking for Leila and disappointed to see me.

“What the fuck is going on here?” the first one asks and Marlon steps in.

“The bride is in the bedroom,” he says in a loud enough voice that the crowd, which was almost on the verge of getting out of hand, quiets. “Anyone done this before?” he asks and a couple of the men raise their hands like schoolboys. “So how does this work because this is my first time.”

“We line up outside the door,” one of the two who raised their hands says.

“And you can watch if you like,” the other one says to Marlon. No one, to my surprise, has made mention of the fact that Marlon is black. I thought that might be a big deal but as long as the bride is white, no one seems to care.

“And I’ll be happy to service anyone who doesn’t feel like waiting,” I volunteer, to smiles all around.

“Are you sure, Carolyn?” Marlon asks.

I give him a look. “I’m sure.”

“The line starts behind me,” the first guy says as he reaches for the bedroom door before Marlon grabs his wrist.

“Let me check on her first, pal,” he says with authority and since he towers over the man, no argument is offered. Marlon slips into the bedroom a closes the door.

“So, what are you, darlin’?” one of the men asks me. “The fluffer?”

“If you like,” I tell him and he immediately begins to unbuckle his belt. I watch him, as do the others until he frees a large, erect penis from his trousers.

“Someone get her a pillow,” another man says. “It’s gonna be a long night.”

“Okay, she’s ready for you,” Marlon says behind me as he exits the bedroom. I don’t turn because I’ve already got a big black cock jammed in my mouth. But I sense him coming up behind me. “You okay, Carolyn?” he whispers.

“She’s fine, man,” the guy fucking my throat says for me. He grabs my hair and I grab his wrist. I pull back and look up at him.

“No face-fucking,” I tell him and then look at Marlon who gets the message.

“We’ve got a long night ahead of us so be gentle with both women,” he tells the men in line. To his credit, the guy who has his dick in my mouth goes still and lets me suck him at my own pace.

“How long do we get with each of them?” the guy behind him in line asks.

I pull back again tell him and everyone else, “Try to keep it to no more than five minutes.” Groans all around are mostly in jest but I have no idea how many men we’ll be servicing so I want to make sure they don’t get carried away. I go back to sucking the man in front of me when the guy behind him taps him on the shoulder.

“Times up, nigger,” he says in a near growl.

“Anyone gets out of line and they’re out, no questions asked, no second chances,” Marlon says in his most authoritative voice. I could kiss him.

I finish sucking my first cock of the evening and am not surprised that the guy behind him is already exposed and erect when he steps forward to present himself to me. I look up at him and he’s smiling down at me.

“Love what you’re doing here, babe,” he says as he leans forward and I take him in my mouth. He doesn’t get aggressive like the first guy did so I give him a quality blowjob because that’s the kind of whore I am these days, even when I’m not being paid.

“I’m going back into the bedroom,” Marlon announces to the group of men waiting which seems to be growing by the minute. “Don’t make me come out here again.”

I keep fellating my john as I hear the bedroom door open and close and wonder if I’ll be okay on my own. But the crowd remains orderly and respectful so I assume I will be fine and just keep doing the work.

But Marlon was right. It’s going to be a long night.

The initial crowd of men who showed up early eventually dissipated and I was left alone in the living room an hour or so into the evening. I’m listening from the couch as the last guy I blew fucks Leila in the bedroom. She is vocal as usual and I just have to marvel at her ability to orgasm almost every time someone fucks her. I also marvel at how Marlon spent the whole time in the bedroom with her, with them, watching a parade of strange men fuck his wife on the ‘wedding night’ no matter how bogus it is. I had no idea Marlon had such strong cuckold tendencies in all the time I’ve known him. I suppose it should have been obvious – he did pimp me out, after all – but I’m not his wife. I’m just his latest in a long string of hotwives he’s been involved with over the years.

“Thanks for a great evening,” the last john says as he exited the bedroom while he buckled his belt, apparently in a rush to leave. I thought about going to Leila to see how she was doing but decided this was her first moment alone with Marlon since they signed the marriage license so I stay on the couch.

I wait for several silent minutes on the couch until I hear the telltale sounds coming from behind the closed door of the bedroom where Marlon is reclaiming his wife. I have to smile. I know how much Garrett loves to reclaim me after I’ve been with another man, or men, and it makes sense that Marlon feels the same way about Leila. That he never felt that way about me hurts a little, I’ll be honest, but it doesn’t matter. I’m happy for him. I’m happy for them.

While Leila and Marlon are in the throes of passion, there’s a knock on the suite door. I go to answer it but before I get there, the door opens, and in walks Rodney Morrow, smiling like a man who owns the place, maybe because he does.

“Carolyn, how are you?” he asks sarcastically. “Having fun, I trust?”

I just stare at him.

Then we both hear Leila climax in the bedroom and Rodney barks a laugh.

“Perfect timing, don’t you agree?” he asks but I don’t answer. “How’s she doing in there?” he continues as he brushes past me towards the bedroom.

“Can’t you leave them alone for a minute or two?” I plead which stops him in his tracks and he looks back at me over his shoulder.

“She’s a good friend of yours, isn’t she?” he asks rhetorically, I assume. But I answer anyway.

“She’s been my best friend for as long as I can remember.”

He turns fully to face me and nods. “You’re a good friend, Carolyn. And sexy as hell, which is a big plus given my plans for the two of you. But passing up this opportunity? To fuck a beautiful woman like Leila on her wedding night, with her husband watching? That’s a massive ask, don’t you think?” He stares at me.

“I guess it is, but I wish you would,” I whisper.

He nods. “Tell you what. Let’s go to your room and I’ll have my way with you and we’ll call it a night,” he says with a gleam in his eyes.

I know I’ve been played.

“Sure, Rodney,” I tell him, but then another thought occurs to me. “But what about the sign in the lobby?”

“Oh, I turned that off,” he says as if I should have guessed, which I think I should have. “They’ll be left alone for the rest of the evening.” He walks to where I’m standing and offers me his arm. “So, what’s it going to be, Carolyn? You up for a little more tonight?”

“Of course,” I tell him as I take his arm. “After all, what are friends for?”

He smiles as he walks me to the door to the hallway and pats my hand.

“Exactly.”
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